Rome

A political tragedy

by Christian Lanciai

Rome — a political tragedy.

"The Game of Rome” was commenced already in 1974 when I studied Latin but laid
aside not to be resumed until 12 years later. The first three scenes of the first act is about
Sulla’s demise as a dictator, the rebellion of Sertorius in Spain and the Spartacus
uprising and offers a long monologue by Crassus. In the revised version of 2001 the
play was cut down to fit the theatre wherewith it was found proper to dispose of at
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least the three first scenes. Other scenes that could be taken out in a theatre
representation would be the entire remainder of the first act, Cicero’s monologue (Act II
scene 2) and Cato’s explanation of the murder of Pompey (Act IV scene 6) which really
only is of informative interest.

Instead of the epilogue of Sallust we thought of including a concluding scene with
Brutus and Cassius but abandoned that idea since another poet already has
characterised their end well enough.

The honest intention of the play was to make as exact a documentary as possible of
how the Roman empire turned into a dictatorship after having been a republic for 500
years, to thereby raise a warning finger for all times: never let it happen again! Never
trust any dictator! They are best disposed of from the beginning, the deferment and
postponement of which only can lead to regrets.

The play is originally in alternating iambic and dactylic verse and prose. This
eleventh play of the author was completed in 1986, first time written out in 1988 and
digitalised in 2001 and translated into English in June 2024.”

No, Christian, since this is primarily a documentary account of the fall of the Roman
republic, I cannot agree to the exclusion of any detail thereof. It is true that there is no
real action in the play until the conspiracy of Catilina, which actually introduces the fall
of the Roman republic, but since every detail thereof is important for the understanding
of the fall of the Roman democracy and its transcendence into an empire, I cannot agree
to any exclusion of any detail thereof. It is after all an account of the first democratic
order of Europe, the Roman senate consisted of elected members of the people, and
thereby the Roman senate could be considered the first democratic parliament of
Europe. The concentration of the play on the sessions of the senate is perhaps therefore
its most important argument, which should be pointed out even if its dramatic qualities
are not dependent of its political argument. (JBW)

Gothenburg 25.2.2001



DRAMATIS PERSONAE :
(all years are B.C.)

Lucius Cornelius Sulla, dictator of Rome (138-78)
Gnejus Pompejus Magnus, general (106-48)
Marcus Licinius Crassus Dives, rich statesman (114-53)
Gaius Julius Caesar, politician (100-44)

Marcus Tullius Cicero, lawyer (106-43)

Marcus Aemilius Lepidus, general ( ? —72)
Quintus Sertorius, governor of Spain ( ? — 72)

A messenger and soldiers
Marcus Perpenna, soldier ( ? -72)

Spartacus, slave ( ? —71)

Slaves
Marcus Porcius Cato, called Minor or Uticensis, republican (95-46)
Lucius Sergius Catilina, conspirer (108-62)
Lucius Cornelius, adherent of Catilina
Curius, senator, converted adherent of Catilina
Senators
Gaius Sallustius Crispus, historian (86-34)
Tarquinius, regular soldier
Servants
Marcus Antonius, demagogue (83-30)

Marcus Junius Brutus, democratic idealist (85-42)
Cornelia, Metellus Scipio’s dotter, later wife of Pompey
A captain and his crew
Pompey’s young son
Statilius and
Apollonides, Cato’s friends
Butas, a servant of Cato’s
Another servant of Cato’s
A doctor
Citizens and people of Utica and friends of Cato’s on location
Gaius Cassius Longinus, the instigator of the conspiracy against Caesar’s life
Casca, senator, Caesar’s first murderer
Popilius Laena, senator
Artemidorus, the last warner of Caesar before his death
Decius, senator, one of Caesar’s murderers
Tullius Cimber, senator, one of Caesar’s murderers
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Filippus and
Marcellus, friends of Cicero and Octavius Caesar
Octavius Caesar, later Octavianus, later known as the emperor Augustus (63-)
Quintus Cicero, senator, brother of Marcus Tullius Cicero ( ? — 43)
Marcus Aemilius Lepidus, general, son of the general of the same name (89 -)
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Rome
Act] scene 1.

Sulla I am determined to resign. No one can stop me.

Pompey But you will throw the entire Roman empire into chaos of misery. No one
can lead and sustain Rome better than you. You are the one who created our empire.
You can’t abandon your people and homeland now.

Sulla It is Rome who has deserted me, not the contrary. I am tired of the endless
complaints of Rome and their mad shrill protests against me. Ever since I took the helm
of Rome it has never once even whispered of thanks for my restoring order. All they
ever gave me were ugly words and screams of unreasonable abuse against me. They
call me the worst evil tyrant that ever existed. They never tired of arguing against me,
those snug terrific Romans. I never had a moment’s rest in all my life. Every minute of
every day of my life I have only been slandered, blamed and charged with groundless
felonies. I have had enough and am getting tired of all human mortal miserable
nonsense.

Pompey But you have done far more for Rome than anyone else. Not even the
divine Scipio heroes did so much for Rome as you have done. They defeated Hannibal,
but you defeated the world.

Sulla And that's why the world calls me the lousiest of all villains and
murderers. No, Pompey, such a world I will not have anything to do with any more.
Pompey Are you totally implacable?

Sulla Yes, definitely, hoplelessly, implacably determined.
Pompey Without you Rome will fall apart.
Sulla That’s the course of Rome’s own desire, not mine. I always wanted only all

the best for Rome, but Rome always refused to comply with my good intentions. May
they now be led by their own destructive self-will, since they don’t want to hear of
mine, which only created, improved and served Rome for the good of all. Farewell, my
good friend, my Pompey. You are the only existent light in world politics. As long as



you are here, Rome will never fall. But watch out for that unbearable gooey Caesar, the
false effeminate upstart, whom I wish had never been

Pompejus 1 don’t understand your fear of him.

Sulla It is not fear. It’s just the future that I see in him, the terrible future shining
with black light from his eyes as dark as the plague and death. All my life I waged
everything in my struggle against evil, chaos and all destructive tendencies, for a great
and glorious honourable Rom, for an eternal empire which in contrast to all others
would last forever in an incorruptible order of justice. My enemy, who represented all
the evil of this world, that blackguard and murderer Marius I have finally settled with,
but that struggle took all my life, all my life’s energy and all the powers of my soul. I am
finished now. My enemy Marius is dead, and with him Sulla died, the bold, enthusiastic
spiritual Sulla and all the powers of his soul. No price was higher than what Sulla had
to pay for the destruction of his enemy Marius, but he paid for it himself, and the price
was himself. And he considered it worth while, for by the death of Marius the fool and
blockhead Sulla thought that all the evil, cruelty and violence, tyranny and deceit of the
world would also be dead forever. But he was mistaken. Kill a Marius, and you will
immediately find a dozen others pop out of the earth. I can tell you, my friend Pompey,
that in this Caesar I trace another twenty Marius who are just waiting and longing to
take hold of all our world in a deadly and paralysing grip by the throat. He will
definitely ruin all that I myself above all but also all our ancestors, yours and mine, built
up, bled for and suffered for in many centuries. Rome is the garden, the blue sweet
paradise encompassing the world, and Caesar is the lurking worm in it. Don’t get too
close to his crafty tempting slyness! For if he bites you it will be the end of Rome. Look
rather to Cicero, the good learned and rather naive but honest lawyer. Also Cato, the
young and lively boy could turn into something good and for Rome most wholesome.
He is like his ancestor. Don’t you see in his charming eyes all true Roman virtues
beaming like in his ancestor, the first of all Romans? Rome has many promising sons.
May she not lose them before they had time to be of value to her. Now farewell, my
good jolly Pompey. Live well. Come often out to visit me at my wonderful garden
place. I will always remember you and think of you with a benevolent mind. My friend,

tarewell!
(They embrace.)
Pompey O, my father! (Pompey leaves with his head bent in sorrow.)
Sulla Now I will retire in sadness. Farewell, political world of only the most

horrible cursed cruelty and evil! I thanked you for everything good you gave me, but
for everything good that I gave you I only received quarrels, curses and abusive anger.
It is true that I was far from the best of men, I was too fond of good food and dainty
lovely women. I loved nature with everything good she is offering to us but with too
much fervour and eagerness of heat, and she has punished me for it. She gave me the
most horrible of diseases for a just reward for all my divine self-indulgences which will
surely be my death. Or was it for my uncountable crimes or exaggerations of passion
that I got this punishment of this disease? I ravished the lovely Athens and plundered
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her, but that is actually my only regret in life. I should have spared culture and art and
devoted something of my life a little more to her. I resign now in an effort to make
amends and atone for all that I did wrong and for all that I missed. During my last years
I will study and learn, read and write. I will study Homer and Plato and all the others. I
will learn the history of Rome and Greece, and I will write down the truth of old
Cornelius Sulla, I will wite all that he bhorrentd and said, all that he did and wanted to
do and his deep disappointments. The truth about me shall be an extensive settlement
with the Roman people, and when the obnoxious Romans shall read it they will be
dumb. It will strike them hard in their hardened hearts, and then they will say: “And
that’s the man we dared to accuse, blame and quarrel with!” Never shall the Romans
feel more ashamed of their gross ignorance, their unbearable pettiness and their stupid
conceit when they read the terrible truth about old Sulla, who only did well and wished
well but was rewarded only with ingratitude and evil. Racing with the approaching
death I will write down my story, and if the god of providence stands by me I will have
time to finish it before the worms have eaten up all my organs and intestines from the
inside. I loved good food and merry women all my life, and for a reward I got these
gnawing worms gloating on me as I gloated on the world. But will anyone really read
my book then? No, as I rejected and abandoned the world, the world will drop my
memory into the gutter. No one will read my book, and if anyone just turn some leaf in
it, it will just be to then use it for burning rubbish or to dry his bottom. My story will
perish, and in a hundred years my book will no longer exist. All will have rejected it
with a vengeance. Thus the evil will defeat the good and the lie will erase all truth. I will
then forever appear to man as an evil and grotesque old villain, the fiercest of all
tyrants, the cruelest of crooks and mass murderers, and the blackest scoundrel in
Roman history. I die, and with me die all the good that I intended and did, and in a
hundred years the last of the good Sulla will be forgotten and rejected: my
autobiography. And then only the memory of the villain and murderer Sulla will live
on forever, for such is the evil world and the Rome that I created and lived for, built and
guided and arduously fought for in all my struggling life. (exit)

Scene 2.
(Pompey alone in a corner of the stage brooding. Enter Crassus.)

Crassus Good noble Pompey! Greetings! The tyrant is dead! Life can now begin
anew! Now we can party and dance, drink and get rowdy! Aren’t you pleased? All
Rome is in ecstasy and rejoicing at the final death of the ugly misanthrope Cornelius!
Only you don’t seem pleased. Only you don’t want to share the general joyous
excitement. Don’t you understand, good Pompey, that you are now free? No virtues
any more and no compulsion, no tyrant, no hatred and no moody gloom of remorse
and guilt...



Pompey ....and no Rome.

Crassus What kind of nonsense is that? What city am I living in then if not Rome?
Rome has never been itself to a higher degree of self-assurance than now, for now Sulla
is dead and Rome can start living again. Look happy, Pompey! Don’t sulk like a
miserable sourpuss!

Pompey I am not sulking at all. It's just that while Rome abandons itself to
celebrating Sulla’s far too early departure, I give myself over to grief. Do you know
what sorrow is, Marcus?

Crassus Yes, it is the worst there is in life...

Pompey ....but the most inevitable. Nothing leads to more sound consideration than
sorrow. There is nothing more wholesome

Crassus You talk like Sulla.

Pompe And your outlook on the matter is like that of the lousiest street-sweeper,
who just wants to drink and get together with tarts. Like you he doesn’t care about
Rome, and he would gladly let the whole world perish as long as he may keep his daily
drink and slut. But sooner or later he will be out of liquor and his girls, if not earlier
when Rome has perished because of his consent. Yes, rejoice, brother, sing out your joy
and cry out the praise of freedom, rejoice at Sulla’s martyrdom and gloat in the fruits of
all his work until the heritage he bequeathed to us has run out and Rome is finished.
Let’s wallow in the idiotic life’s work of Sulla and his vain legacy to his people and the
future of Rome. We have let down Sulla to his death. We might as well let Rome down
to death at the same time with the same carelessness.

Crassus (ashamed) Dear good Pompey, I am sorry.

Pompey No, here is one thing I could never willingly forgive, and that is the falsity,
the devilish black mirth which they call damage pleasure. All Rome is now celebrating
that as never before. May she perish in it, since she finds it so enjoyable.

Crassus I love you, good Pompey.

Pompey My friend, rather give your love to the Rome Sulla gave us for a legacy.
You don’t know, crass Crassus, who Rome has lost in Sulla. What was old Sulla? He
was the Rome he loved, lived for, fought for and died for. No one was ever more Rome
than he. And the Rome he created, loved and gave everything is in danger. Look at
Lepidus, the evil destroyer! He is trying to make all Sulla’s life’s work null and void.
Every good institution, every splendid reform, every right that Cornelius gave us is
Lepidus now taking away. We have to defend ourselves! (pulls his sword) Crassus, to
arms! We have a goose to pluck!

Crassus So we have in every taverna.

Pompejus  But this is serious! We have to deal with that unhung scoundrel Lepidus!
Crassus I don’t give much for Sulla and Rome, but a good refreshing war could
possibly get me out of my own garbage and sloth and temporarily release me from the
influence of tarts. I am in on your sound offer. I don’t give a damn about world politics,
but a war could always be a bit of fun. What would life be without some refreshing



tights occasionally? (pulls his sword) I am with you, great good Pompey! Let’s make an
end of every villain in the world!
Pompejus  But Lepidus first of all, who abuses the power given him by Rome!
Crassus Yes, whatever you wish. I will join whatever fun the world may offer! But
look! Who goes there if not Caesar?

O Caesar, my friend! We are going to fight Lepidus! Are you with us?
Caesar Why not?
Pompey (to Crassus) I must ask you to leave that man alone.
Crassus (openly) Why should I? Is he not a man like all other men, since you ask me not
to have anything to do with him? Why would I not offer him the service I am offering
all other men? No, Caesar is a Roman like the rest of us, and even a nobly striving
Roman with ambitions of some noteworthy distinction. Therefore also he should be
treated as a Roman. (aside) Besides, he is man of some fortune.
Caesar (to Pompey) Explain yourself, Roman! Am I an enemy of yours like I was of your
father Sulla? Have you inherited Sulla’s hatred of me, or shall we regard each other as
human beings?
Pompey I beg of you, my friend Caesar, don’t find in me another Sulla. I am only
human. Sulla was as full of virtue as of vice, and I will only try to sustain his virtue. He
hated you like he hated Marius, but my heart excludes that hatred and contains only
love. He feared you like he feared Marius, but I am void of all fear. Reconcile yourself
with me and with everything I represent. Forget and bury the crimes of Sulla against
your family and tribe, for the man is dead, and only he is alive who wishes you nought
but well. Let’s greet each other as friends, and then let’s remain as inseparable friends as
long as we live for the sake of Rome and the future. I have inherited Sulla’s solemn
spirit, and you have inherited Marius’ restless soul. They could not find each other nor
any reconciliation as long as they lived. Let’s try to make that effort which they could
not. Let Marius and Sulla now be rid of their quarrels and unrest, and let them now
instead find peace and quiet in our friendship like Rome with them. Let’s make that
peace which they could not make. Your hand, Julius Caesar? I offer you mine. Will you
receve it with your own?
Caesar (half-heartedly) I'll be glad to. (gives his hand half-heartedly to Pomey and leaves.)

Crassus He didn’t seem too enthusiastic.
Pompey In time he will become a true Roman like one of us. I am sure of it.
Crassus I am not so sure of that.

Pompey Why?

Crassus He gave you his hand but concealed the other one behind his back, and that
hand is the stronger one. What might that hand have thought, while the first one quite
willingly committed itself to the peace and future, virtue and the best of all? But let’s
forget the only evil foreboding sick and miserable Caesar. Let’s instead go home to my
house, Pompey, to there enjoy a delicious dinner. What do you say? But who do I see
coming over there? Don’t tell me it is Cicero?

Pompey Forsooth, it is Cicero indeed! He hasn’t aged one day since he left.
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Crassus Good Cicero, how was your time in Greece?

Cicero Not as good as here.

Crassus Do they not eat as well in Greece as here?

Cicero Not at all. They are so fine in Hellas that they only eat once a day.

Crassus You don’t say!

Cicero I do.

Crassus But how could you live there then? How could you survive at all on such a

meagre diet? Isn’t everyone fatally undernourished? Will they not die out if they thus
starve themselves?

Cicero Not at all. They are more healthy in the barren desert poor Greece than
here, for they don’t drink unblended wine and eat no peacock eyelids, ostrich brains
and other such sick sophisticated foolish nonsense food. No, they mostly drink milk
and mostly eat bread, as befits a human being.

Crassus But why did you at all go to such a godforsaken and dull old country?
Pompey Crass Crassus, you know perfectly why Civero left Rome. You must not
seem more foolish than you are.

Crassus Am I more foolish than I seem? I know nothing. For it surely wasn’t for old
Sulla’s sake that Tully left Rome?

Pompey and Cicero Yes, that’s exactly why he went to Greece!

Crassus But Cicero, don’t you know that Cornelius loved you? He looked up to you
and admired you for your courage and free speech. When you bravely defended
Roscius and gave Cornelius’ slave Chrysogonus what he deserved, Cornelius said to
me: “This makes me happy. The ancient virtues of Rome are still alive if nowhere else at
least in this foolhardy bravery of Cicero. “

Cicero (surprised) Oh, dear me! And I was quite positive that my defense of the exposed
Roscius, so cruelly violated by Lucius Cornelius Sulla’s cursed hoodlum Chrysogonus,
would make me totally bhorrent to old Sulla forever! So he liked that I stood up alone
and risked my life to protect the unjustly wrought and unprotected Roscius against the
state and against the cursed supremacy of all the wold?

Crassus Yes, that bravery alone awarded you his esteem.

Cicero I never would have thought it! And I who voluntarily went into sad exile
just from fear of revenge and persecution from the part of Sulla!

Crassus You really had no need to. Cornelius Sulla was your best friend in this
world as long as he lived.

Cicero I am completely dumbfounded. I was never afraid of any man as I was of
Sulla. I never felt any fear except for him,

Crassus who just loved you.

Cicero It’s almost incredible.

Pompey Yes, life is full of incredibilities, and only incredibilities are at length

credible. For what is credible is usually false, while only what’s incredible at length is
reliable, certain and true. Let’s now all three together, Crassus, go home to your house



to there enjoy that dinner, which you most of all the three of us long for. Do you agree?
Is that all right, Crassus?

Crassus Certainly! Now we will think no more of sorrows and evil political
struggles, for we shall just make fun and drink and sing and make merry. For Rome
will not exist while we sit at table. Then only friendship and joy will be allowed to exist,
and would it even be like that universally! For the future of Rome is no concern of ours
but only of the gods.

Pompey Don’t go too far and overdo it now, Crassus! We must never forget the
world and our duties! All the world and its order depends after all on us.

Crassus My good friend, speak for yourself only. For my part I don’t give a damn
about the world but dedicate myself instead to the lusty fruits of money: the splendid
dinner table filled up with the loveliest courses of food and the most delicious exquisite
wines. May the gods concern themselves about the world, but may we only mind
ourselves under their protection, for if we I one else will neither. There, good friends!
Let’s go! (They leave.)

Scene 3.
(Cicero coming out with terrible belly aches, his hands holding tight over his stomach.)

Cicero Woe and terror is me! Alas, alackaday and tremendous horror! This cruelly
grievous and horrible Roman food! It will surely be the ruin of me! I will never again go
home to Crassus for dinner! O horror! Alas, why was I not born in the Greece of the
Spartans, the Stoics and the ascetics, instead of this crass and voluptuously gloating
Rome of meat and flesh? In Greece they take care of virtue, which they understand and
encourage, but in Rome it must perish! O Rome, if only you never would have come
into being! Then the world would have been so much happier, more harmonious and
blissful than now! Alexander the Great destroyed the best of all possible worlds, and
since his time all evil has only grown worse. That’s the case, o world humanity, whether
you like it or not. But back to the facts and reality. Again all Italy is drowned in blood.
The cruel Lepidus does his utmost to destroy everything that old Sulla constructed. By
rebellion and conspiracies, civil war and cursed internal wars between us Romans the
country is drowned in blood, cities are burnt, agriculture ruined, cultural lands are
drastically transformed into wilderness and sons cruelly turn fatherless while at the
same time fathers lose the sons they loved and carefully brought up and gave
everything concerning knowledge and honest ways of life. But old Lepidus will not be a
victor in the hard struggle, for against him turns the glorious pious Pompey, the
splendid general, the noblest of all Romans, Brutus, the great soldier, the virtuous
descendant of the legendary Brutus is wise enough to abandon Lepidus, whereafter
Lepidus finds his war and battle lost. He escapes to Sardinia. The broken general,
desperate, disillusioned and bitter like salt water over his poor failure of a life falls ill in
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dreary Sardinia. He lies in bed cursing his miserable existence when one day a small
letter, which his servant succeeded in getting over comes to his bitter attention like the
final touch to all his defeats and disasters. It turns out that his life’s only remaining joy
and solace, his dearly beloved wife now had deigned to deceive him by giving herself
to another. His beloved wife! The one thing in the world he believed to stand above all
the vanity, disgrace, shame and dirt of the world! Only that was missing! That
discovery totally shatters Lepidus. His illness could have been cured, but now he gives
the damn about everything and dies. The comment of every good Roman citizen is the
wish that the same would happen to every rebel, and he will soon be forgotten by time
and only remembered by street singers, turning his life into a yarn of disgrace. But the
Romans, time and the world, who forget, loathe and disgrace the memory of Lepidus
are as wrong as ever. O Lepidus, (enter Lepidus tottering,) am I right or not?

Lepidus Yes, that is how it is. Cursed be Rome and cursed be the world. Cursed be
everything that bothers to follow this age of mendacity which only is capable of lies.
The man who follows the age and not himself must inevitably get lost and perish. Don’t
follow the times, o men! Just follow yourselves!

Cicero But didn’t you spite the age and perish just because of that?

Lepidus You know nothing. I perished because I miserably gave up. I perished
because I no longer had the strength to spite the evil times of wicked Rome. I didn’t
spite the world enough. That’s why I perished. I admitted myself overcome, defeated
and struck by all the disasters that the world in its incurable folly and ignorance heaped
over me in dire negligence. It was not my fault that the world went to perdition and hell
all around me. That was the formidable folly of the world and not of me. But one tie still
kept me up and alive in spite of all the defeats, and that was my great love, my darling
wife. When she grossly deceived me I had nothing left and had to give up, which was
when I sadly ceased spiting all the world, a crime that I have regretted ever since I died.
Cicero So you are actually dead when you appear now to us?

Lepidus Yes, I am stone dead. My corpse lies rotting cold in its maggot-eaten
stiffness deep down into the earth, and all you see here is a miserable unblessed ghost.
But my feelings still remain as something of myself. All my life I fought the evil Sulla,
the fat Pompey and their cursed power and party. For all power is evil. I learned that by
my mortal life. All who possess any power are definitely without exceptions hoplessly
evil by the corruption of horror. It doesn’t matter who is holding it. All power is evil,
that’s a fact for ever, it is an eternal law of nature of universal validity for all the cursed
humanity of the world. And this evil brought by power corrupts every soul in touch
with it. Therefore I fought all my life every powerful person I met, most of all Sulla and
the stupid conceited Pompey, that clown. And I will never regret it although I did it
tragically in vain.

Cicero You say that all in touch with power are evil. Are then the high almighty
gods totally rotten as well? Is even then the almighty father, the creator and ruler of all,
evil, rotten to the core, corrupt and thoroughly bad?

11



Lepidus All gods are and most of all and most evil of all the almighty father himself,
which is obvious, since he is the most powerful.

Cicero Who is good then?

Lepidus Only he who is dead and buried is good, and he is then so good that he
lives forever.

Cicero This is truly remarkable, the things you tell. Am I then also no good?
Lepidus You are only good as long as you don’t get mixed up with mundane
power. But you will unfortunately often get mixed up with it, and it will ruin you, but
not entirely, as it will completely ruin the ambitious Caesar. But when you are dead,
little Tully, you will be perfectly good, not just to our eyes but in the eyes of the
imperfect eyes of the world. Farewell, young and innocent Cicero. Remember me and
do as I did: devote your life to constantly fight all power on earth, for it will be fought
until it is annihilated forever. And only then everyone will realize and understand what
the meaning really is about fighting against all powers.

Cicero What's that meaning then?
Lepidus Yes, the meaning is — no, I have to leave, for my haunting time is over.
Cicero Just say five words — you don’t need more to express that secret.

Lepidus Very well then. I will say it confidentially. The meaning of fighting all
power is only known to the small obnoxious and secret, perpetually persecuted and
unpopular people called the Hebrews. Goodbye then! (hurries out)

Cicero It was certainly often explained to me that a ghost was something
remarkable, but the kind spirit I now had in front of me was truly nothing of what I
could expect from the realm of the dead, the only realm that lasts forever. But to Spain
now, back to the war, to the world and evil and the power struggle that unfortunately
also lasts forever. Never any break, never any change and never any rest from the
eternal suffering which is the cruel and violent struggle for power eternally proclaimed
and repeated. Only suffering and cruel death with darkness and fear, eternal disaster,
madness, one-sided evil and endless anguish forever getting worse is what the terrible
law of power has to offer us. The evil Lepidus is hardly off stage when new rebellions
occur in Spain led by the remarkable general Sertorius. Pompey the just hurries to the
support of those faithful to Rome but cannot break Sertorius. The rebellion rages on,
armies are converted into mincemeat and blood clots, but no part prevails, for the great
Sertorius is almost too strong for Pompey. But Sertorius is rewarded for his effort. For a
salary of his bloody uprising he gets a rebellion of his own which his men raise against
him. His own colonels spread some slander of their good and excellent chief Sertorius,
and thus his own army turns against himself. When it comes to his attention he tries to
stifle the evil by cruelty and punishment, mass executions and drastic purges which
only makes his case even worse. (Sertorius starts appearing.) How did it really happen
when you were murdered, old Sertorius, you scarred and honourable arch bandit?
Sertorius ~ Dear Cicero, it happened as I will tell you all about it.

(Men start entering to prepare a great dinner for a large company.)
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More and more abandoned me and turned against me of my men.
Everywhere confidential friends turned into cruel enemies, opponents and bandits. My
war against Rome was completely lost because of the many terrible civil wars I was
involved in among my own. When everything seemed hopelessly lost this little
messenger suddenly came to me.

(enter messenger with a letter.)
Messenger O lord, I bring some news!
Sertorius  Is that right? Is it as bad as usual? (opens the letter)
Messenger No, this is good. (Sertorius quietly reads.)
Sertorius My heart gains speed of pure joy. Could miracles still happen in our crass
world in spite of all? This news seems to indicate it, announcing that my people
thoroughly defeated an army of enemies further north, and that the enemies now seem
to retire, lose their strength and scatter. A light is lit in the dark. Just when everything
seems at its most hopeless, there is this news scattering all darkness, like suddenly in
the hardest storm there is a cloudburst and the sun breaks forth with blinding clarity
stifling all evil, driving off all darkness and turning down the icy storm winds. I cannot
understand it. Should you then really believe in the incredible, although it is too
wonderful? I cannot know. I do not know. But who comes here if not the good
Perpenna, (aside) whom I never really could trust entirely. — Tell me, Perpenna, is the
news true about the great victory north wherein great enemy forces would have been
destroyed?
Perpenna  The same wonderfully glorious news has reached me. But lord, look, we
just made a festive banquet for you to the honour of your victory. Would you not sup
with us in praise of every god for the glory of the victory we achieved, in our company?
Sertorius My friend and fellow soldier, since the news appears true I would gladly
join you and celebrate with you. Let’s cheer and sacrifice to the gods with many festive
hecatombs for this lovely victory! May all the rich and sacred spirit of our gratitude rise
to the gods to please them well in their heavens! May we eat and drink with sincere
feelings of piety for this blessed future which the gods have opened to us by this
incredibly glorious sweet surprpsing victory!
(Sertorius takes a seat by the table together with Perpenna and the soldiers. He is in great spirits,
and the mood is excellent to begin with.)
A soldier (to another) Could it be possible that he can’t suspect the treacherous intent of
Perpenna?
The other ~ They say that in the times of evil a severely stricken man grabs at any straw
he is offered, even if he who offers it only do it to mock the poor man for evil kicks.
Sertorius is beaten and therefore grabs at every little hint of a distant particle of victory.
He trusts Perpenna, for he alone has offered old Sertorius any hope.
The first But that hope is just the glimmering cheese fooling the naively credulous
rat in the cruelly implacable rat trap.
(to Perpenna) Tell us, lord, when will you at last give the signal?
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Perpenna (to the soldiers) Shut up! Just drink and fill the cups of your friends without
turther discussions! (to Sertorius) Lord, let me refill your cup!

Sertorius ~ No, Perpenna! I will not drink any more, for methinks your soldiers already
had enough of your excellenmt wine. I can’t bear seeing Roman warriors drunk.
Perpenna  Ah! Nonsense! Fill up the old man’s cup, butler!

Sertorius (rises) Didn’t you hear that I said no?

Perpenna  It's not polite to turn down a generous offer. Sit down and drink our wine
with the rest of us, Sir!

Sertorius (sits down again) What has come over you, Perpenna? You are not the one who
usually gets drunk!

Perpenna (to the servant) Give the old man his wine. He needs it more than the rest of us.
Sertorius ~ No, I said! Can’t you hear that I am telling you that I have had enough!
Perpenna (rises) Yes, 1 believe you have. You have had enough of wine, food, life, war
and honour. You have had enough of everything!

(throws the cup down the floor with a horrible noise. Everyone rushes up, and those next to
Sertorius attack him with swords and daggers. Sertorius tries to escape, but one man jumps
straight at him and stops him and holds him fast, so that the surrounding men butcher him
without his being able to defend himself.)

You old vain and blind fool of misery! In the comfortless darkness of
miserable rerality you dared to trust the cursed mirage of false fortune which became
your fall. All Spain has abandoned you, and every man here has turned against you.
How could you imagine a word of a rotten soldier here in Spain could carry any trace of
truth? You fool, who only believed in what is dead — the Roman virtue — farewell. You
must never trust the vain fluttering pointless words of men. You must only believe
what you see yourself, but all that is seen by the eye is evil in the world. Only he is
lucky and happy who is blind, like Homer.

(Perpenna and the soldiers leave, dragging the corpse with them.)

Cicero Now all Spain falls to the great Pompey, the brilliant victor, greater and
nobler than Alexander. But at the same time something unheard of happens here in
Italy. A man called Spartacus, a gladiator, a Thracian and bloodthirsty man, tears
asunder his shackles and invites all slaves in the Roman empire to do the same. The
consequences will of course be terrible to say the least. But lo, here comes the great
enslaved Thracian in person. Let’s hear what he has got to say. (enter Spartacus)

Spartacus (turning to the audience) Comrades and friends! I wish Rome no harm, as little
as I wish you yourselves, o fellow slaves, any kind of harm! All I want is to return to
Thracia, my homeland, where I was abducted as a small boy by bloodthirsty Romans,
and I want to give every slave in the world the obvious natural right to return to his
homeland. We, dear slaves, have all been robbed of our homes and homelands. Let us
now, o friends, give Rome the damn and each one go home to his own, his own
excellent folk, his tribe and his homestead. We have been slaves in Rome, but, o friends,
let’s not carry any grudge or hatred against the eternal city for any reason. Let’s just
forget, forgive, go home in peace and not make any evil worse. All of you who wish
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revenge and plunder, burn and devastate the lovely Italy, I implore: try to control
yourselves. Rule the evil that’s seething inside of you. We stand at the Alps. No one can
stop us, threaten us or bereave us of the lovely freedom we won by waging our lives.
Let us cleverly take advantage of our favourable situation to here separate and scatter.
May each one go home to his own from here, as I now intend to go home with my wife
to our common homeland, the shady, wild and romantic Thracia.
A slave (among the audience, rises) Hold it, noble Spartacus! We don’t want to go home.
Consider that many of us don’t have any home any more. And besides, what is a home?
A place where the children are spoilt and just a hell for its proprietor, a nasty shackle,
the heaviest of all, a dark and dirty prison, a false curtain with which to conceal human
misery, an inferno for everyone who has to dwell there. No home shall ever be created
by man without being ruined, destroyed and perishing. All pretty things that women
make for themselves the angry gods will constantly tear down. (climbs the stage) What is
a home? An institution for cultivating vice, self-indulgence, sloth and sin like a plague
source, a fountain of greed, a stifler of goodness, virtue and piety, the major cultivation
hearth of evil! Home is the place where evil thrives and is encouraged to become a law
forever for individual people’s lives. And you dare to speak about going home,
Spartacus! No, never! O friends, let's instead devote ourselves to the destruction of
every home in existence! Now when we are strong and invincible, let’s first of all take
our just revenge on Rome! Let us return what the Roman masters gave us in terms of
hardship and brutal force with interest, for they have asked for it! Let us thrash them
with all the cruelty and meanness with which they forcefed us like devils all the way
since childhood! Let us now while we can give this accursed Roman Empire its final
death blow, which they as long have deserved and begged for as they existed on the
map!

(during his speech constantly more slaves have entered. They all now cry out: )
Slaves Hurray! Let us plunder and ravish the outrageous Rome! Long live
Spartacus!
Alla slaves Yes! Long live Spartacus! Death to the abominable Rome! Long live
Spartacus!

(All leave. Spartacus is left alone with Cicero.)

Spartacus  Shall I follow them? Should I follow the multitude and success, the strength
and the victory, the enthusiastic mob, the happy many, the exorbitant human mass
which nothing can stop, which never is right or wrong but always wins anyway?

Or should I rather follow myself, the small and weak individual, the lonely one
who no one listens to or understands, the loser who is always right, the sad unhappy
outsider, always depressing and antipathetic little unprotected credulous and suffering
man, the blue individual, whom the masses, history and the world give the damn,
forgets and violates, overruns and murders, all without knowing what they are doing
and without caring one bit? He who has nothing but himself has nothing. But he who
has company appreciating him and valuing him immediately has everything and is
everything. He is a hero, a god, a true man and a good comrade. He who is nothing but
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himself is nothing at all, just a shadow, a closed down shackled dead and grieving soul
without hope. No, then I'll rather follow the crowd. It doesn’t know where it is going,
but it is happy, content and complacent. Let misery go. I will be one with the crowd,
with happiness and intoxication, forgetting about what is right and any conscience, the
difference between right and wrong and follow happiness to Rome to sack the still so
doomed outrageous and stinking city, the origin of all shit in the world. Farewell, home
and future! Fortune forces me to abandon wife and future, children and family and
everything good in life. (out)

Cicero What will now happen next? (enter Cato.)

Cato Good Cicero my friend, greetings!

Cicero The same to you, dear Cato!

Cato Golden days are approaching!

Cicero What makes you believe such nonsense?

Cato O Cicero, aren’t you rejoicing together with all the gods about what's

happening in the world? Now the gods prove themselves rulers of the world and lords
of the earth. Now at last all evil cursed godless materialists are turned against the wall.
Now the earth trembles and the empire shakes, now the storming flood is breaking all
dams with all forces joined! Rome has now the knife to its throat, the honest blade of
wrath of the gods, which implacably just destroys with every right. Now the golden age
of Hannibal is here again! Another golden age could now at last begin, for storms like
this could only bring a world of good! It is all wonderful and glorious! What lovely and
pleasant and heavenly fresh air there will be for us to breathe when this storm has
raged us by! Lonesome Crassus in Rome has now at last got something to do. He is all
upset and rooted out of his stinking slimy gooey ladies” beds and shaken up to pieces!
Now he will get rid of his flesh and fat in healthy, hard and desperate struggle against
all the murderous masses of slaves! Great Pompey is stuck in Spain and cannot tear
himself away from there, and Lucullus is stuck in the Orient! And Crassus, all in
desperate despair begs of them to come and help him, while they answer they cannot
come as yet! Oh what a dramatic wonderful and glorious emergency! If it only always
could be like this! Then Rome would have no problems with the decay of morals, virtue
and customs! Yes, that's what we have ahead of us: some wonderful stormy times of
effort, crisis and hard work!

Cicero But look, there is Crassus! What news, good Crassus?

Crassus I am not at all good any more, so never call me ‘good Crassus’” again! On
the contrary I am the nastiest of all Romans, known for mny greed, hated and feared
like Sulla and more so than ever after my purge of the slaves, my great chase and
slaughter of practically all of them.

Cicero So how did your war against them work out?

Crassus It worked out just fine. I crucified thousands of them. Crucified, stupid
rebellious slaves are now adorning every road in Italy. You see but cursed crucified
slaves mile after mile along all the roads, languishing in the hard heat of the sun,
writhing in pain on the bloody gallows like fried dying wormes, fettered, hard tied to the
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slowly approaching death. My cruelty has marched like the plague through the lines of
the slaves, but the war is very far from even beginning to see the end of the
interminable atrocities. Their leader Spartacus is still alive, and as long as he lives on,
the rebellious slaves will continue boiling of massive horrendous passion for
destruction, and while they go on like that, Rome will constantly be in perpetual danger
and risk of their lives. I sincerely hope I will manage to make an end of them before
Pompey and Lucullus return from the Orient and Spain. I alone fought the slaves,
resisted them, defended our eternal Rome and vanquished and suppressed the majority
of the slaves. I have done so much in this terrible war that I want to conclude it alone.
No one will take away from me the right to stage alone the great finale, as I alone
played the lead of this slave war play all the way. I don’t want to be bereft of the
honour I honestly deserved with what I have done already. If proud Pompey and the
fool Lucullus now come interfering with the conclusion of my war after cowardly
having kept away from the hard work all the way, I will get angry. I will indeed!

Cicero I heard from our friend Julius Caesar that the great Pompey actually is on
his way back to Rome after having thoroughly defeated the great Sertorius and every
Spanish rebel. Also, said the young and sickly Caesar, it is said that the laurelled
Pompey is eager to interfere in this slave rebellion war, which he says has now gone on
for far too long without any competent and reasonable person being able to control it.
Crassus That damned snob! He dares to insult me in public to the entire Roman
people! That villain! But I will have time to conclude the war before his arrival! I will
show him who is the fastest and most competent of the two of us! Let’s make a race of
it, great Pompey! Let’s see if it will be you or I who catches the last slaves and thereby
acquires the greatest glory and honour ever seen in Rome! Will it be Crassus, the
blackguard, or the great and brilliantly noble Pompey? We shall see! May the best man
win! (exit)

Cicero The by the masses loathed Crassus, I wish you luck in your misfortune,
victory in the inevitable defeat. But lo, here comes the noble and by victories
enlightened Pompey! Greetings, Pompey!

Pompey And you, dear Cicero. Look. Here I am. Where is the war?
Cicero You come just in time for the final act. It isn’t over yet.
Pompey Then I'll go straight into battle to finish what no one else managed to finish,

threaten and exhume the cancer which no blue failure of a doctor managed to cure. O
Rome, am I then your only hero, light and warrior! What would Rome be without me?
A hill of ruins with arguing slaves at the top, a chaos of perptual confusion, just a
poorly preserved broken memory in rags, a nameless and forgotten trampled grave
without a stone to mark it, covered by earth where only yellow burnt dry grass is
growing in dismal tufts, a meadow for cows to wander about shitting at random
without any idea of past forgotten glory and bright heroic history. But let’s out to war
now! O Crassus, how pleased I am that you saved the finishing touch to the war for me!
(exit)

Cicero Crassus surely isn’t equally pleased with that.
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Cato Alas, that’s the end of the lovely storm! Now the deep gorgeous darkness is
broken by the glittering light scattering all enjoyable nightmares! Now the merry chaos
is over, the times of human disorder is sadly past. Now the pompous plump and
pretentious Pompey is back, reintroducing his dull and tragically inhuman order. Now
the power of the storms is broken down by the order of the human soul, wilderness, the
gods, gorgeous violence and licentiousness have escaped and the wild beasts go into
hiding. The snakes desert the dead farms which are now reconstructed. Now the
glorious eagle leaves the wild limitless forest which will be violated and harmed again
by the ruthless man of order who opposes all freedom of disorder, the very worst of all
the world’s beasts and pests, the overbearing human Leviathan! Alas, the night and
darkness are gone and I grieve for their loss. The lovely storm is over, but it will be
back!

Rome, you shall be ruined once again, your destruction has not occurred, but it will
take place! It has only been postponed. Spartacus will return again and again forever
and in constantly greater and more horrible character. Roman empire, your vain fake
construction of just clown plays of ridiculous nonsense will make sure that you will not
get away from the eternity of your destruction.

Cicero Yes, the slave war is finally over. Pompey gives it the final death blow, and
all over Italy you find withering dying crucified slaves hung up like for drying.
Pompey, the glorious victor, is adored and hailed as the hero of all. No one has been so
glorious in Rome before. But where is Crassus, who thus was tricked out of his victory?
Where is he hiding in the meantime? There now, here he comes. (enter Crassus in his
downs.) Dear Crassus, you show the aspect of a thunder cloud. Sing out your feelings!
Cato (aside to the audience) He rather looks like a Jew of the very greediest sort plundered
of everything. In plays on stage you often find reckless villains like Crassus in their
most favourable tailwind how they get knocked out and annihilated, but after that you
never hear a word of what happened to them after their fall. Here is Crassus now, a
wonderfully sumptuous example and exception from the normal. Now we’ll see what
happens to villains and how they can behave when the disaster has passed. (to Crassus)
How do you do, Crassus?
Crassus Shut up, you nosy snout! And get lost, all of you, damned indifferent
viewers of a play that shoud be forbidden and which no man should meanly deign to
allow but which every man allows anyway constantly forever without any shame!
Friends, get lost! No Roman shall be a friend of mine any more. But demonstrate then at
last that you give me the damn! Be a little honest and manifest your thought that I am a
doomed and decayed outcast, a living wandering unpleasant disgusting scandal!

(Cicero and Cato retire and leave.)
These eternally inhuman people! For three years I struggled with my plow and the
sowing, and now Pompey brings home the harvest. And the Romans enthusiastically
belaud and admire this! Poor cursed civilised apes, much worse and more barbaric than
all barbarians of the east! Accursed mob! Nothing good will ever come out of Rome
except sheer damnation. Whom God gives his love will never return that love to God.
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The man whom God loves, loves only himself, never anybody else and God least of all.
He who voluntarily looks up suffering himself will himself be haunted by suffering.
Love esists, but it keeps silent forever. Only hatred speaks for itself. Those who deserve
honour will never be awarded any. Only those brought forth by the foam of violent
ocean waves, like a salt breath immediately vanishing, only they are praised to the
skies, adored and honoured way beyond all sense and reason. But the diligent, like the
old writer Homer, are ignored by every man and denied, criticised and called a fake
who never was any creative spiritual and true individual but just a contrived name
behind which no identity is concealed. Each good force is denied, all individualism is
trampled down by the Roman swine, who want to charge forth in black victorious
crowds but without any leader. They are but hordes of swine, these people, and
whoever dares to appear as a swineherd they will immediately get at and crush with
infinitely merry pleasure. Each man who takes part in the senseless movements of the
mass and the horde makes himself impossible but for eternal damnation. May it be
called the most abominable outrage to join the people, the masses, the animal horde, the
soulless crowd. The many are always totally wrong. Only the lonesome can be right and
generally prove right in eternity. May every villain, fool, madman, barbarian, animal
and ape who follows the others instead of prudently and obstinately sticking coyly to
himself, be crucified on wood for his godless crime like the worst of mass murderers,
rebels, criminals and enemies to the love of cultural traditions. Mercilessly outlawed,
condemned and cursed forever and deprived of all rights to human association be every
scoundrel who prefers the masses and more willingly follows others than himself and
his god. Light can only be found in the individual. Everything else is darkness.

O Spartacus, crucified, annihilated and murdered you you lie rotting here in your
grave when you should have ben flourishing in the flower of your youth. Was it worth
the trouble? Was the rebellion worth this natural and surprising bleak reward of a dark
and awkward justice? Did you finally achieve what you so grandly fought for with such
heroic magnificence? No, only the great Pompey has brought home all the reward for
the work which ten thousand suffered for. Only one harvested the reward for the
struggles of the world. And that is how it always has been and always will be. And
those who can’t accept it will generally have to pay for it anyway with their lives. I
accept it, and therefore I will probably survive most of us. Pompey is too honest to be
able to make it. He will probably be betrayed and murdered by his own. And Caesar
will probably follow the same bloody awkward course. The young and brilliant Cicero
is too brave. His courage will be his destruction. And Cato is far too virtuously sincere.
He will probably neither have any other reward than the cruellest meanest and most
violent death. Only I in my crass realism, in my favouring what’s natural, in all my
bankruptcy of morals, virtue and conscience will probably in my capricious natural
humility and total unreliability meanly survive them all. My crass greed, which all the
world despises and detests, will be the way that will lead me longer than anyone else,
make my life tougher and more durable than anyone else’s. I am most safely anchored
by the power in Rome, for I am the most loathed and meanest of them all. Pompey, I
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grant you all the honours, I accept your triumph, for you will still be the lesser winner
among us. I grant you all the honour that should have befallen me, to make you suffer
for its dreadful consequences instead of me. Yes, I am content in the shadow of you to
have my properties in peace, my riches, my constantly increasing gold assets, so safely
expanded for so long and at least for all my remining days on earth in Rome, in our
shining marble world of brilliance, the lighest and most beautiful and best of all.
(enter Cicero)

Tell me, Cicero, about these drivelling belching farting fat and lazy incontinent
Romans who just lie at table in bed all days, aren’t they monstrous?
Cicero Yes, rather.
Crassus They just eat and drink, sleep and shit, belch and puke while they just grow
fatter, lazier, slower, sicker and more immoral. Horrible, terrible, horrendous! And they
call it welfare and the blessings of the comforts of the welfare state, and they don’t think
they could have it very much better and don’t want it any better. They just eat and
drink and laugh themselves to death about nothing. Isn’t it thoroughly unsound and

insane?
Cicero Do you find laughing such a terrible thing?
Crassus I am always suspicious against people who laugh. To laugh is just to be

senseless. Laughter is just hysteria. It is inconsiderate, uncontrolled and objectionable
and hardly worthy of a thinking man. No, my Cicero, I will never understand what
laughter is all about. What is really the meaning of it?

Cicero Don’t you know then that a good laugh may prolong your life?

Crassus And why should it be prolonged?

Cicero Evidently you are a pessimist! Don’t you find anything amusing in for
example this:

Two people crossed a street. Then suddenly there was a heavily loaded fruit cart
coming in full speed, and one of the two landed under one of its wheels. He was
crushed and died instantly, and in addition to that all the most delicious fruits in the
world tumbled down over him burying him completely. And then the other said to him
quite laconically as if nothing had happened:

“My friend, tell me, what du you think of life’s dessert?”

Crassus That was a sad story. Who was the unfortunate person?

Cicero Who the one was who died? But what’s the importance of that? Don’t you
get the point? Don’t you understand the pun?

Crassus What's so fun about burials? I find them exclusively sad.

Cicero Didn’t you think the story was funny at all?

Crassus How could you laugh at anyone’s death? You are funny if you find any
perverse or morbid joy in making fun of someone’s death. Let’s go and eat now.

Cicero I am not hungry.

Crassus You don’t have to eat, but at least keep me company. At the same time you

could tell me all about Pompey’s feats and successes during the last days.
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Cicero Perhaps I am a little hungry after all. I haven't eaten anything since
yesterday.

Crassus Come on, let’s go then, since it's about time you got something to eat and
even more so for my part, for no one can be more hungry than I. I have a chronic
incurable appetite for everything good in life.

Cicero O happy world, who is so healthy that it can produce people who always
have an appetite for your perpetually capricious state! But (afraid) what shadow is that
approaching? What darkness is now falling on our bright stage? Who is the night
hiding the sun and putting out our daylight? Who approaches as dark as the dead Sulla
over his brows, as black and ominous as Sulla’s ghost and corpse? Catilina! I fear that
man, and everyone is wise who avoids and fears and abhors that demon as I do.
Catilina! What do you want?

Catilina You know what I want.
Cicero You want to take Rome away from us.
Catilina And whatever Catilina wants he gets, for he makes sure of it, for he is the

darling and equal of gods. He is not weak, for he has no scruples. He has no
considerations, for he is a wise man. He knows, that if he considers others, the others
will not consider him at all. If you are ruthless, though, everyone will consider you. The
strong one will march forth to victory, and the weak one will die, like you, noble Cicero.
A noble mind is of no avail, for it will always sadly go bankrupt. Only barbarity pays
off, for it is always brutal force and barbarity that wins at length. Get out of my life,
noble Cicero, if you want to save your own! Like Sulla I will slyly extirpate anyone who
dares to oppose me.

Cicero I will gladly get out of your life, Catilina, but Cicero will never abandon the
life of Rome. Quickly get out of the way of Rome, Catlina, if you want to stay alive.
Catilina Listen to him! Are you or I the one who is Rome?

Cicero I am.

Catilina No, my friend, I am the one. And the stronger of us will get his right, for we

can’t live together in the same time in the same Rome. Marcus, one of us has to give
way and die for the other, and I will make sure it will not be me. May we never meet
again, o Cicero! (walks out)

Cicero Phew! What a dark terrifying monster! Still he is a man no matter how
inhuman. O Roman free and glorious blue republic! What will be your destiny? What
future could you have when everyone just wastes his energy on toppling and trampling
you down? Only one does still believe in you, and he is a poor one who cannot manage
alone and endure the pressure of all the destructive inhuman ruthless forces of
ambition, and the name of this lonely fighter is Marcus Tullius Cicero, orator and
lawyer, the only defender of human rights in our time, which he will continue to defend
until the end of justice or himself. Most probable is that they both will perish together.
But look, there is that baldpate, the playboy, the epileptic Julius! Hail, Julis Caesar!.
Caesar Hail Cicero, the only hope and conscience of Rome! How do you do?

Cicero Not very well. What about you then?
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Caesar I am sick and tired and weak and feel worse than ever.
Cicero As usual.

Caesar I am losing more hair every day. But you, Tully, seem to have all your
thatch unmitigated. You might even have the most luscious hair growth in Rome.
Cicero That would in that case be the only good thing about me, for everything

else only grows worse every day. And with me the whole world rushes headlong
towards perdition in constantly increasing racing speed. Not even you, Julius Caesar,
could save our world.

Caesar I still intend to try.

Cicero That will be your ruin.

Caesar Perhaps. Rather the ruin of Caesar, though, than of Rome.

Cicero Yes, that’s how a Caesar speaks! (aside) But what should I answer? He

always has me up against the wall, that Gaius Julius. He always makes me feel
uncomfortable.He is a most un comfortable and unpleasant young rascal. (openly) Tell
me, Julius, what news from the East?

Caesar Lucullus has utterly failed. He only made a fool of himself. He cannot
manage the Asians. The great lazy and fat Pompey may have to go to Asia instead to
subdue the most primitive fanatical an insidious barbarians.

Cicero Look! Here is Pompey himself and live! Blessings and greetings, o great
and glorious noble Pompey, the saviour of Rome!

Pompey Thanks, Cicero. Hallo, Julius Caesar! How is it? You seem to get less and
less hair every time we meet.

Caesar And you, dear Pompey, seem to get a constantly rounder figure and more
obviously swelling hanging floppy and sagging cheeks.

Pompey There, Julius Caesar! Let’s not be enemies yet! The time of enmity between

us has not arrived yet. So far all Rome depends on our friendship. If we break it, so will
also Rome break down.

Caesar I was not the one who first meanly insulted you.

Pompey What else did you do?

Caesar You were the impudent one against me, you fattened gluttonous pig!

Cicero Don’t argue, my friends. Say, good Pompey, are you going away to
Armenia to relieve that lascivious fatty, for his great appetite mostly famous Lucullus?
Pompey Yes, that’s the intention. Soon I will go east to the dim exotic enchanting

old countries, that know more about life than any distinguished scientist here in Rome
could know. Soon I go to the countries where there are no authorities where only
destiny rules and indiscriminately executes everything. Yes, my destiny has decided to
send me east, to the lands of Troy, to the lands where destiny cruelly consumes
everything, where a universally dismal fate annihilates and dissolves all individual
fates. To the East shall I go perhaps to there meet with death, to the land which all the
fates of the world are hopelessly eternally united with perhaps to prevail and manage.
My friends, farewell! Don’t come up with dirty tricks and ugly manners, o Caesar,
while I am gone from Rome. Protect our empire well, brave Cicero, defend it in my
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absence! The most dangerous enemies of Rome are always those who thrive in the very
heart of Rome.

Cicero Great and magnificent Popmpey, farewell! I will think of you all the time.
God be with you, Pompey, and send my love to Jerusalem! (exit Pompey)

Caesar Who is Jerusalem?

Cicero An old city where I have some Jewish friends. It's an unfortunate city
which has been destroyed many times, burnt down, ruined and ravished. In the east it
is called the Holy City for its many downfalls.

Caesar No city has the right to be called that except our eternal Rome!

Cicero Don’t get hot, dear Caesar! There are some things in this world which you,
Julius, in all your political passion hasn’t the faintest idea of. Come, let’s go now and
have some drinking bouts at Crassus’!

Caesar Yes, let’s dine in the crass stronghold at the heart of the crass capital Rome
with the most crass of all crass apostles: our friend Marcus Crassus, the crass one, even
more crass than king Croesus. (exeunt both)

Catilina (enters) There they went, the damned patrons of order, the damned
protectors of Roman traditions, the aim of all my hatred! O nature! When will you rule
the world again? When will the lions, the bears, the wolves, the swine and the wild
aurochses of the deep forests be kings of the world again? When will evil man at last be
subdued by God? When will the woods, the swamps and the wilderness take their
revenge to recover everything that the evil cursed man violated and trampled? O God,
when will you justly avenge yourself and haunt man for all the crimes that he
committed against the virginity of nature without any consideration at all? I will be the
instrument of the cruel revenge of the gods, and the haughty Caesar shall help me. The
fool Lucullus and childishly weak Pompey are gone. Crassus is indifferent and doesn’t
care about anything as long as he may peacefully count his money and increase it. Only
Cicero is there for me to apprehend. Only Cicero will dare to resist me. Well! Let him
try! Let the warrior do his worst! It will be a most exciting and interesting battle! It will
be evil against goodness, arbitrariness against convention, the divine anarchy of ruling
violence against the dull phlegma of proper order. May the more competent part win!
Let’s see now if goodness or evil will have the greater force and power in this our
Roman too well organised world! (exit)

Cato (enters) And Pompey went out to conquer Asia, as he already had prevailed in
Spain and cleansed the Roman sea with all its islands from pirates. He went to Armenia
and and fought there against Tigranes. He deposed the great general Lucullus, who had
to retire in shame to all his banquest to there improve and enlarge his reputation. And
noble Pompey defeated king Mithridates in Pontus and didn’t give in until the king’s
corpse was presented to his hands. Stratonike was of excellent assistance, the new
beautiful Medea from Kalchis, who followed Pompey and brought him fortune. And
Magnus Pompey also turned against the Persians and king Phrates and against the
hardy Medes and against the Iberians. He even tried a push towards the Caspian sea.
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He fought the fatal Arabs and almost reached the Red Sea. Finally he turned against
Jerusalem. The city was sieged, taken and plundered, and all Israel was turned into a
Roman province. Nothing could stop Pompey’s incredible progress everywhere. He
was the world conqueror, irresistible and invincinble as such. From the grey wide
Atlantic to the Red Sea there were signs of his successes and triumphant conquests. The
whole world lay humbled and humiliated to the great Pompey’s crushing feet, when he
returned to Rome as the greatest and most dashing of all the hard sons of Rome. But 1, o
Pompey, will not fall down to you as the whole world does. No, I will oppose you. I
spite you, for you will turn yourself into a king. You want to restore autocracy in our
free Rome. You are a great damned egoist, who takes for granted that the whole world
will obey the faintest whim of your little finger. You want to make another Sulla,
another terrible Cinna, an arbitrary judge and dictator. I warn you, good Pompey. If
you want to be more Pompey than a citizen and servant of Rome, you will meet the
same end as Marius, Sulla and Cinna, who all were murdered by the god of free eternal
justice for the sake of the haughtiness of their power pretensions of vanity. Power only
belongs to the almighty father himself. Who tries to rob the power from the god of gods
for himself will have to die.

(attacca: Scene 4.

Catilina (in) Are you really serious, Cato?

Cato Of course. Why?

Catilina According to your way of reasoning all power should be forbidden to man.
But power is nothing but responsibility. Should man then be forbidden to take
responsibility?

Cato The social responsibility should forbid any man to have more power than
the republic.

Catilina Then you exclude all leaders, all geniuses, all enlighetened despots, and
then you would like Plato even exclude Homer from the human community.

Cato Who are you to speak so seductively?

Catilina Catilina at your service.

Cato I know you, You are a vampire.

Catilina No. Why?

Cato You seduce the young men of Rome. You deny woman and marriage, and

you want to deny people their right to ordinary human happiness. You want to set
yourself above all the others.

Catilina And you are as naive as everybody else. Are you then, noble Cato, like
everybody else blind to the total decay of the Roman republic? Can’t you see how the
Romans are degenerating and getting duller and sloppier for every day? Can’t you see
how bored they are and how they are corrupted by being so bored? Can’t you see how
they eat more for each day and how the sewers of Rome soon must get constipated by
all the human dirt, and how this constipation must lead to the shit of every Roman
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house rising to every Roman citizen’s head and even over his head to drown him in his

own shit?
Cato What nonsense are you talking of?
Catilina Look at our miserable consul Cicero, a typical Roman, a roundish,

established, naive Roman like all the others, who is so totally blind to the Roman rot
that he wants to keep it intact at any price?

Cato Your speech is dangerous to the Roman republic.

Catilina My speech is dangerous only because what I say is true. Cicero means that
the element of the Roman republic justifies itself by its infallibility, and no one is blinder
than Cicero to the rot of Rome bolting like an avalanche.

Cato Do you demand Cicero’s resignation for incompetence?

Catilina I demand of Rome to rise up on its own feet. I wish no Roman any harm,
for me living political corpses like Cicero may well live on, but I demand Rome to end
its languor since it is so obviously sick.

Cato And therefore you wish to seize power in the senate?
Catilina Yes.
Cato You'll never get it. (leaves)

Catilina (Julius Caesar passing by) Hail, Caesar. You are fit to understand me better. Isn’t
Cicero a deplorable sop? Tell me, isn’t he finished as a scarecrow? Do we have to stand
him much longer?

Caesar Just let the Roman republic dig its own grave in peace.

Catilina It could take decades if we don’t hasten its fall! You know how rotten Rome
is. You are not blind. You love long-haired boys yourself as much as I. You know the
grave is already dug. Why don’t we just push the republic over the edge at once?

Caesar Whom do you wish to push over the edge?
Catilina Cicero.
Caesar The consul?

Catilina Yes.

Caesar (takes him round his shoulder) My friend, you are too early. You don’t push Cicero
over the edge. He may appear indifferent and slow, foolish and vain, shillyshally and
vapid, but he is still the hardest ground pillar of the Roman republic. It might seem
punctured and weak, but its core is of iron. Cicero must fall without our assistance.
Only if he falls by himself, the Roman republic could fall as well.

Catilina But we could make him fall by himself.

Caesar Could we? How?

Catilina We push him over the edge.

Caesar Then you would use force against the law.

Catilina No. There are better ways.

Caesar (vaguely and coolly but intimately interested) What is your plan.

Catilina To simply make the government intolerable to Cicero, to make a hell of his
government.

Caesar How?

25



Catilina By organizing a general refreshing fight.

Caesar Civil war?

Catilina Exactly.

Caesar Like between Marius and Sulla?

Catilina Why not.

Caesar My friend, that civil war threw Rome down on the road to perdition.
Catilina Since the perdition has been going on all since then, why not conclude it?
Caesar You want to cure the destruction by making it worse. It’s like dressing a
wound by amputation. Do you consider that advisable?

Catilina The wound is already infected.

Caesar Then you are the one who infected it.

Catilina Yes.

Caesar In order to amputate the limb you have thus first infected the wound with
gangrene.

Catilina Together, Caesar, we could cure the patient forever.

Caesar You mean putting him into a strait-jacket and keeping him there.

Catilina I can’t do it alone, but with your help it’s not impossible.

Caesar You speak seductively.

Catilina I am just a realist.

Caesar My friend, please give me time to think it over. In spite of all I honour my
friend Cicero for his constructive honesty. (leaves)

Catilina Damn! Rome is full of cowards only! And Crassus is too rich for my even

deigning to accost him. He would perhaps back me up, but he alone with all his money
could ruin me by directing me on an alien course against my own. Well, stand alone
then, Catilina. That you by your integrity might triumph the more against all
established routine and pettiness, blind naivety, decadent bureaucracy and morbid
mortal boredom!

Act1l, scene 1. In front of the Roman senate.

Cornelius ~ You must defend yourself, Catilina. You have to go to the senate and
explain yourself. That’s your only chance of success.

Catilina I don’t want to meet Cicero.
Cornelius ~ And why not?
Catilina Because I am afraid that I in that case would beat him to death.

Cornelius ~ But what do you have aganist that awkward caveman? You are superior to
him both in ancestry and intelligence. No one could take such a plebeian seriously,
while everyone in the senate has to listen to an aristocrat like yourself.

Catilina He is too eloquent. Just by opening his mouth he makes me furious.
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Cornelius ~ So you can’t stand him in other words. You have to control yourself. If you
can’t stand him, just tell it to him calmly and casually, and you will find him to be the
one who loses control.

Catilina Well, for your sake, my friend, I will give the senate a chance. They shall all
learn how honest my intentions really are. They shall all learn how much slander and
how little truth has been told about me. They shall realize what a clever villain that
crafty Cicero is and what dirty tricks he is playing. I will give the truth a chance for the
sake of the nobles of Rome.

Cornelius ~ That’s the spirit. I am sure the senate will show you better understanding
than the low Cicero.

(They go up towards the senate. Enter Cicero with Curius.)

Curius I have heard, noble consul, that Catilina intends to meet the senate today.
Cicero Then I will turn around at once.
Curius Would that be so wise? Would Catilina be allowed to speak alone without

giving you a chance of self-defense? Where is your courage, noble Cicero?

Cicero You know very well, Curius, that I was never much of a bold man. If I saw
Catilina in the senate I would start hacking teeth at once, not get a stuttered word across
my lips and perhaps even make it in my pants.

Curius That would be better than to stay away. Speak out of your heart for one
time’s sake, my consul. You know all about this Catlina. You know all the details of the
planned assassination of you which only I managed to interrupt. Uncover him! You
don’t need to prepare or have it written down. For one time’s sake, be brave, my good

Cicero!
Cicero And risk making a fool of myself?
Curius As a consul you have the first word in the senate. Disarm Catlina before he

has opened his mouth. Give him no chance to explain himself. Turn the whole senate
against him at once. Only you could do that with your power of speech.

Cicero I would not gladly risk a serious turbulence in the senate that could cost
my own life.

Curius Enough excuses now! Get in, and do your duty!

Cicero As you wish, Curius, but don’t blame me afterwards.

(They go up and enter the senate. A general murmur introduces the proceedings.)
Catilina (rises) Gentlemen, I have a few ords to say.
Curius (rises) ~ Since when does a non-elect senator have the right to peak before the
consul?
Cornelius (rises) Has the consul then anything to say?
Cicero (rises) ~ He has indeed something to say concerning that man who dared to ask
the word before me. Catilina, sit down. Sit down, you also, Curius and Cornelius, for
you will hardly be able to stand all the time of my speech.

(The said gentlemen sit down with some hesitation. Cicero does not wait for them.)

Noble senators, I came here today without any intention to give any speech, but

when this freeborn man rose flor a speech I was immediately prompted by duty to take
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the word out of his mouth. I know what he intends to say, and I intend to say it in his
stead.

We all know Catlina and what he is good for. I have known him myself since
childhood. We all know how noble he is and what high ideals he is striving for and
living for. There is really nothing we don’t know about him, so why should I then speak
about him at all? I would not have had any reason if he hadn’t asked for the word
himself first. Thereby he showed himself willing to at last unmask himself, which it is
my duty as consul to do for him, since he has no say.

He might possibly have some say as defendant, for as a nobleman he must feel
wronged by the accusations levelled at him. It is his duty as a nobleman to reject all
accusations as false. It is a tradition here that a prosecuted citizen may appear to the
senate to try to clear his name and win the confidence of the senators. I will do that
though in Catilina’s stead. I am a lawyer by profession, you know, and I happen also to
be consul for this year. Could then Catilina find a man in Rome more fit to stand for his
defence?

Catilina (rises) Don’t listen to him!
Senators (about each other) Sit down, Catilina!
Cicero (resumes, after silence has been restored)

Sit down, Catilina. We all know what you intend to say. You mean that you are not
worthy of having me for an attourney of defense since you already compromised
yourself so thoroughly. You mean that you did so much that doesn’t deserve to be
defended. But don’t you know then, Catilina, that our system of justice is such that not
even the worst of crimes can be committed without its perpetrator being allowed to
defend and explain himself? Don’t you know that not even high treason may pass the
attention of the law without the law observing the duty to try to understand the
motivations of the perpetrator? We understand your motives all too well, and therefore
we don’t even need to discuss them. We know that you more zealously than any other
Roman wanted the best for Rome, that you therefore became the more bitterly
disappointed than any other Roman that you were not chosen consul, that you well
aware of your absolute superiority therefore decided for the best of Rome like another
Sulla to seize power by force and make yourself a lifetime dictator, and that you
therefore saw me as the greatest hindrance to your career, and that you therefore, still
with the best for Rome in mind, decided to dispatch the present consul of Rome, who
happens to be Cicero. We know that you did all this for the best of Rome. You don’t
have to convince us of this. The logic consequence of which is that it also was for the
best of Rome that you sent rebel leaders all around Italy with the mission to implement
a universal civil war. Tell us, wasn't it for the best of Rome that you decided to do
everything to forever try to bury the Roman republic alive?

Curius What did you want to make of yourself, Catilina? A Roman king?
Cornelius  Shut up in the senate! Let Catilina speak!

Catilina (rising) Gentlemen, I came here...

asenator ~ Throw out the traitor!
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another He is prosecuted for high treason. What is he doing here then if the
evidence is undeniable?

A third He came here to try a coup, and that coup the consul has turned against
him.

Cornelius ~ Let for the gods’ sake Catilina speak!

Catilina Gentlemen, I did not come here to defend myself.

senator 1 If you can’t defend yourself, then what are you doing here?

senator 2 Get him out of here!

Caesar (rises) Gentlemen let’s calm down a bit. Catilina has the right to speak. And in the
name of those gods, that Lucius Cornelius just invoked, I must point out to Catilina the
necessity that he defends himself against the accusations directed against him by all
Rome. (sits down)

Cicero Catilina, you have been accused by Lucius Paulus according to Lex Plautia
of treason against the Roman state and people. The evidence of your guilt is too
obvious, since all people of Italy have risen in rebellion against the democratic order.
We don’t wish to make the situation worse. Could you in any way cancel what you
already made yourself guilty of?

Catilina Lord consul, you give me no chance to explain myself. You have already
made a complete fool of me to this honourable congregation, and you know very well
that nothing of what I have done can be undone. If you hadn’t already since our
childhood consistently worked against me, all Italy would not be dressed in rebellion
now. The fact of the case being thus is entirely because of me, and I stand for it. But I
promise you all, lords senators, that you brought it upon yourselves. Why has
discontent spread so widely? Because you have neglected the government, you allowed
yourselves to be bribed by Crassus and others, you bribed the Roman people by
spoiling them with food and abundance, you contributed to the constantly increasing
decline, sloth and rot of the state by only thinking of your own bellies, and I will not be
the last one to rise against this effeminate decadence. On the contrary, I am just the first
one. After me there will be others whose reactions constantly will grow worse, until the
so called Roman democracy is brought down by discipline and morals, until the entire
senate has lost all power in the world to one who is better qualified to manage it, and
until Rome perishes in the rot of itself and its leaders. And I promise you, that it will not
take as long as it took for Rome to get here, before the entire Roman empire is trampled
by barbarians who prove themselves more competent than these fat pussies of
degenerate political mummies!

Several senators Get him out of here! He is mad!

Catilina Lord consul, I ask you to observe this actual sign of the inescapable decline
and fall of Rome consisting in the patrician Catilina, who never wished his state
anything but the best, hereby has had his name stained beyond any possibility of
exoneration by the slyness and intrigues of a certain plebeian the name of which outcast
and upstart is Marcus Tullius Cicero.

Cicero This is too much.
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Several senators You traitor! You are the greatest enemy of the entire people!

Catilina Gentlemen, if you please to surround me and bring me down to thereby
make you my enemies, know then, that with me and my house all Rome will fall in that
case. And none of all the fine houses and villas and palaces which you yourselves are
owners of will then remain standing on their grounds.

Flera senatorer Throw him out! Exile him!

Catilina That hatred and fire which you launch at me will by my successors
consume yourselves, your homes and all your hopelessly doomed and corrupt Rome!
Cornelius (to Catilina) Escape, if your life is dear to you, before it is too late!

Catilina (to the senate) And don’t come back later and tell me that I didn’t warn you!
(runs off)

(The entire senate is in turmoil. The turbulence has constantly steadily increased.)
Senators ~ Flay him alive! Boil him in oil! Where did he go to? By the gods, I never
witnessed a worse scandal! Do we have to have watchmen in the future to guard the
senate?

Caesar (aside) Catilina has turned the entire senate into a madhouse.

Cato Gentlemen! Gentlemen! Order, order! Should one single man be allowed to
scare the wits out of the entire congregation? Compose yourselves, gentlemen!

Cicero (to Curius) The entire senate are beside themselves. Do you still think I did right
in speaking as I did against Catilina?

Curius After this neither I nor anyone in this congregation will ever know again
what is right or wrong. I only know that this crisis was unavoidable.

Cicero No, we would not have had it if I hadn’t been chosen consul.

Curius What do you mean by that?

Cicero The future will show.

Scene 2. Cicero in dim light at his desk.

Cicero (interrupts his writing and starts considering)
There is a moment at midnight
when all human vanity comes to a standstill
when man ceases to strive for nothing but vanity
and realizes that it is all but a raving mad chase for wind.

(gets up and walks around)

Then she starts doubting everything she has lived for
and stops in his eagerness to jerk off in head-wind
realizing that she is nothing with everything she goes for
against the inmost doubts of her heart.
Then she wakes up in her dream
discovering that all her reality is but the sick dreams of unhuman men
and that only that dream is reality
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which isn’t of this world.

So naked is the world and man

in the market fair of his vanity

that a poor newborn unlinden crying child

is an invincible untouchable dragon

against man in the highest maturity of his striving
towards the false immortality, the insane perfection,

the capricious inhuman destructive and godless power
and the false irresistible bottomless black and mortal honour.
Why was I made a consul? To thrust Roma Aeterna
down into immmortal misery?

I did that by bringing Catilina to life,

the inmost entity of the truth of political Rome.

He did nought else but tell the truth

and used Roman power like everyone else

but more consistently than anyone else.

That truth has become or shall be

completely fatal to all my career as a statesman.

How could anyone more honestly appear in this Rome
as a decent straight and honourable politician

after the revelation of the truth of politics in Rome

has been made obvious by our friend Catilina.

He will be crushed and can’t evade it,

and like him all truth of Rome will be crushed.

With him all the nobility of Rome will fall

and every honest man will follow him down in this fall
to never again be able to give honour a position in Rome.
He will try to drag everyone with him down in his fall
but will only succeed in dragging down the most innocent
to thereby make way for the most ruthless and blind,
those who are the most insane of power and greed,

like Julius Caesar and Crassus.

The most unscrupulous and crass will continue alone

to fight for the conquest of the Roman power

while every idealist and self-sacrificng altruist

will perish in their goodness. I shall also vanish

by the fact that our friend Catilina has dared to announce the truth,
for the antique and sacred, traditional and honourable Rome
was just a dream and a lie,

which the shattering truth of the new political power

has dissolved forever and heartlessly exiled

to the utopian world of wishful thinking
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in secret intimate dreams of the night
that always belongs to the past and never to the present.
(sits down and goes on writing.)

Scene 3. The senate.

Sallust What position does the consul take to these the worst revolting efforts in
the history of Rome?

Caesar He whines, complains of stomach agues and goes mostly around writhing his
hands.

His greatest worry is not the crisis of the state but that he feels obliged to bring the
best, noblest and richest men of Rome to court. He would rather protect an individual
even if he is guilty than to use his power, become a leader and save the state, although
the latter choice would be the easiest for him.

He doesn’t want to let his heavy load of democratic scruples go to save the state.
Sallust Here he is now.

Caesar Good morning, my friend. Do you still have stomach troubles?

Cicero Julius Caesar, I beg of you, don’t remind me thereof.

Caesar Are they so terrible then?

Cicero They are just as terrible as those severe epileptic fits which sometimes visit

you when you least of all would have them. You will have enough of them when you
become consul.

Caesar I doubt that, for I will not get any Catilinas to trouble me.

Cicero There is only one Catilina, and he is no trouble of mine but of every Roman.
Caesar You make it easy for yourself. Don’t you know then that your friend
Catilina has made copies of the entire Roman people into Catilinas as good as the
original?

Cicero That enterprise of his was supported by money from Crassus and your
encouragement.

Caesar Crassus shall learn about that you believe that of him .

Cicero The whole world knows that about him and the senate shall learn it today.
Caesar Does the cleverest lawyer of Rome have certain evidence?

Cicero There are witnesses that agree too well.

Caesar Let’s see what position the senate takes to such witnesses. (enters the senate)
Cicero Are you also on your way to the senate, Sallust?

Sallust I take no part in politics but am eager to learn what is happening.

Cicero An alert, neutral and good observer is of more value than all politicians in

the world, for they are hopelessly mixed up in all the world’s intrigues, while the
outside observer alone is able to understand them. I am myself as consul also
completely compromised since I have to take a stand in the one-sidedness, for that is
my job and my duty. I would rather be like you and have no part in the game to instead
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be able to see everything clearly. So remain an outsider, Sallust, and carefully study and
observe all bias, so that you understand it and can have the courage to detach yourself
from it.

(Cicero enters the senate. Enter Cato.)
Cato Sallust? Welcome! More than ever Romans with sense enough to stay sober
are needed now, for the entire Roman empire is drunk with chaos.
Sallust What is happening excactly?
Cato The son pulls his sword against his father, and the father denies his son and
watches coolly his execution. The money supports only treason, which in blind
ignorance turns against the democratic order in an effort to destroy capitalist power
with the sad consequence that ignorance, its strength and the democratic order and the
freedom of the people perish while blood money prevails by its treason. Catilina and all
his nobles are to be excecuted, in the bitter operation in which Cicero, democracy and
our people’s republic will go down the grave, while the only one left on the stage is
money in supreme control, that is Crassus and Caesar,
Sallust What about Pompey then?

Cato That noble general will manage best if he doesn’t come home. If he comes
home he will immediately be made consul and be murdered by Crassus and Caesar,
Sallust But Cicero just told me that Crassus has fallen down to pay the loose
supporters of Catilina’s party.

Cato That is probably true, but does Cicero have certain evidence? And does he
have the strength and power to dare fight the formidable Crassus?

Sallust Unfortunately Cicero has a far too sensitive stomach.

Cato That’s what I fear as well. There is still hope though if the senate decides to
charge Crassus with treason.

Sallust Something like that shall be discussed today in the senate.

Cato That sounds promising. Let’s go in. (They go in .)

Cicero Curius, will you sum up the situation!

Curius The situation is dark. So far the state hasn’t succeeded in making one single

adherent of Catilina’s party to definitely leave it while those who follow him grow in
number daily. Constantly more loose people flock to him, all unemployed without
homes, poor and all descendants of Sulla’s proscriptions enthusiastically greet Catilina’s
party from discontent with their social situation, from envy of the rich and blinded by
the delusions which Catilina brainwash them with. Besides Gaul there are now
rebellions also in Picenum, Bruttium and Apulia.

Cicero He has failed though in getting the Allobrogians over to his side, who by
Sanga have revealed all the plans of the conspiracy to the state. We have already caught
Lentulus, Cethegus, Statilius, Gaboinius and Caeparius just as they were going to
Apulia to incite the slaves. At the moment we are interrogating Volturcius who has
already denounced Autronius, Vargunlejus and Servius Sulla as part of the conspiracy
with many others. The great Lentulus’ guilt is overproven by the revelations of the
brave Gauls, who thereby has to resign from his ofice, which now is being published to
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the people, who already have begun cursing the conspiracy as much as they earlier on
cursed me.

Many senators Bravo, Cicero!

Cicero And here is now Tarquinius, who knows everything about the conspiracy
and whom I for that reason have brought here to let him speak openly. (Tarquinius is
brought in.) Speak, Tarquinius! My promise of amnesty for you is valid to the whole
senate if you just speak the whole truth.

Tarquinius s it certain that I will have amnesty?

Cicero Is it certain, gentlemen?
Many senators Yes, we agree.
Cicero Speak, Tarquinius!

Tarquinius What do you want to know? I know everything about the planned arsons in
the city, about Catlilina’s military plans to march against the city, about the
appropriations against the optimates and about who would be executed first. I know
everything. Just ask me.

Curius Who sent you to Catilina to urge him not to be discouraged by the arrests of
Lentulus and Cethegus?

Tarquinius Marcus Licinius Crassus.

Many senators (rising, upset) Crassus!

Some It's impossible!

lome others Is Crassus then part of the conspiracy?

Others We must not let him be mixed up in this.

A few How dares he mention Crassus in this context?

Some others We have nothing to gain from turning him against the state.
Others Let’s rather appease him than challenge him.

Some But if he is guilty of treason against the state?

More and more The accusation is false! The accusation is false!

Cicero Gentlemen, order!

Some The matter must be treated in regular order.

Many We demand a vote! We demand a vote!

Caesar Gentlemen, my suggestion is that Tarquinius’ bold accusation may be

regarded as false, that he is sent to prison as a false informer and that he is kept there until
he reveals to us who bribed him to present such a scandalous lie.

Many Good! Good!

Cicero Will no one bring another proposition?

Caesar Let us first vote about this. If many are doubtful about it we will continue
the discussion.

Cicero Curius, do you have nothing to say?

Many A vote! A vote!

Sallust (to himself) Why are they all so eager?
Cato (to himself) 1 fear there is not a single senator here who is not allied to Crassus in
business.
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Many The vote! The vote!

Caesar How many accept my proposition?

98 percent (rising) I! I I!

Caesar Well, what does the consul say?

Cato (to himself) No one dares to oppose the bill.

Cicero It is quite clear that the senate too unanimously has decided not to go any
further with Tarquinius’ accusation. I will have to remind the senate though that we just
before the vote granted Tarquinius a full amnesty. Therefore we have no right to send
him to prison.

Some senator Let him go. We need Crassus better than him.

Some others  But never let him show himself here again!

A senator  Why is Cicero so concerned about the man’s freedom? Is he himself behind
the lie that Crassus would have paid Catilina?

Caesar Don’t talk any more about it. Let’s forget Tarquinius.

Cato Go, Tarquinius. Go with your honour, and let the senate forget their
dishonour if they can.

Tarquinius Now I understand why Catilina rebelled. (leaves)

Caesar Gentlemen, as a military I am convinced that we already are quite superior
to the loose forces of Catilina. A difficult issue to be discussed in that context is how the
traitors against the state should be treated. Shall they be punished according to the law
by death? I would suggest mercy, magnamity and reconciliation. If we proceed with
gentleness many will surrender of pure shame without doubt. Many nobles followed
Catilina, and if we follow the letter of the law, an equal number of noble families would
lose their fathers and sons, heirs and last relatives like in the days of Sulla. How would
Rome benefit from that? Rome wants peace and no more wars, Rome wants purity and
no more blood, Rome is tired of yesterday’s cruelties and wants a more humane world,
Rome can’t grow greater by violence but only by nobleness. When we meet simple
people who did not know what they were doing, let's send them home and forgive
them, when we have crushed the troops of Catilina, let’s not take prisoners but forbear
with the confusion of the nobles; when Rome has calmed down again let’s not disturb
the rehabilitation by senseless acts of retaliations. My gentlemen, I plead to the senate
and state mercy for Catilina as soon as he is overcome.

Many senators Bravo, Caesar.

Cato (rises) Shall the law then be buried in the eloquent manipulations of ingenious

ambitious politicians? Shall the defenders of Rome and the state wage their lives and die

and their enemies get away with a shrug of their shoulders? Shall we mobilise so much

force just to see it pour out into the sand and give nourishment to the self-indulgence of

future conspirers? Shall we manage through such a tremendous peril without availing

ourselves of the occasion and make examples for the future? Shall democracy survive

Catilina just to succumb to the riches of future bullies and their delusions that could prove

more dreadful than that of Catilina? Shall the realism of the Roman republic ever be

sacrificed to the illusions of tyrants? No, never! The perpetrators of violence have to be
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punished! The democracy of Rome is too vulnerable to let a destroyer like Catilina get
away alive. Caesar has spoken to prove himself great, I speak for the best of Rome, which I
dare assume that Caesar knows nothing about, while he like Crassus only thinks of
himself, his power and his money. Senators! We spared Crassus since he never used any
violence. Should we therefore also spare the perpetrators of violence?

Curius I propose that those who resorted to violence should perish by violence to
the last man.

98 percent  Yes! Yes! We all accept the proposition!

Sallust (aside) Thus they vote for all the ignorant fools who followed Catilina to die in
order for themselves who followed Crassus to get away. Also Catilina followed
Crassus, but in order to let everyone forget the part of Crassus in the conspiracy, may
Catilina and all his followers die. It's the power and money that rules, and the patron
saint of power and money is Crassus the crass himself.

Caesar (to Cato) You will never make it to be consul.

Cato I know.
Caesar You'll die if you go on as you have started today.
Cato If I die for that you will die before me. (leaves)

Curius (to Cicero) You managed rather well after all in spite of the defeat against the
influence of Crassus’ money.

Cicero That defeat was worse than if Catilina would have been allowed to prevail.
(leaves)
Curius I wish Pompey was here. Rome will need him now. (leaves)

Scene 4. At home with Cicero.

Cato Good evening, Cicero.

Cicero You look awful. What has happened?

Cato The moon itself is buried in darkness, and Catilina is dead.

Cicero Is he dead?

Cato Petreius came to me this morning and told me about the last stand of the
enemy of the state.

Cicero So he didn’t die then by his own hand as befits a nobleman?

Cato No,good Cicero. He died in battle at its hottest point.

Cicero I fear the worst. Tell me exactly what Petreius told you.

Cato The truth of the end of Catilina is such a sad story that no Roman

government employee could bear to hear it. Rome and its state has once more been
stained by bloody hands, for no matter how cruel and insidious Catilina was, he died an
honest man.

Cicero Our hands were stained with blood already when Lentulus was executed
with Cethegus, Gabinius, Caeparius and noble Statilius. Could we, the consul and his
senate become more compromised in our own sore tried eyes?
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Cato I am afraid they can. When Catilina the people’s enemy left the city he
refused all his slaves to follow him. He considered it beneath his dignity to drive slaves
and use them against Rome. If he had accepted them, his army would have been a
potential force that could have won.

Cicero He was always against slavery and never accepted slave service himself.
Cato It happens too often that nobility is misunderstood and seen as
haughtiness. But so called haughtiness is only a necessary virtue in connection with
nobility. But be it as it is. Catilina was fenced in among the mountains with his
companions and there forced into battle by Petreius. The fight was terribly hard
although the idealists were such a minority. They were cut down one by one with
terrible effort, and the leader himself was always standing where the fighting was at its
worst. Every man of the dangerous freedom fighters killed four before their powers
were ended. They all fell with their breast towards the enemy and only with wounds in
front, and not a single one of the enthusiasts left his Catilina, gave up, begged for
mercy, escaped or went over. They all fought to the last man and brought down all the
best of our men in the last battle. Thus Catilina died more proud in his death than he
proved himself in life, although he in life was the proudest of all.

Cicero  You have told an evil story. In this war all the noblest youth of Rome have
perished, and the responsibility, the fault and the blame is mine for I am unfortunately
consul. Only my miserable hands are thereby stained and no one else’s, and I accept the
consequences. I shall never be consul again.

Cato You must not desert the state.

Cicero 1 will serve my period but never return to power when my period is fulfilled.
The power belongs to the vain Crassus, who alone has been victorious in this terrible
civil war together with Caesar, whose mills have been watered well, and only Pompey
could match their power. They say he is on his way back now.

Cato He is coming in triumph and has no idea of the inferno he is coming home to.
Cicero The three of them will squabble about power as much as they please, and
they will probably not hesitate to try to do away with each other while they are at it.
Cato So you abandon the republic?

Cicero I thought I served the republic when I took arms against Catilina and called

Rome to arms to defend its democracy, in that way I only served the complacent
Crassus, the ambitious Caesar and their interests. I gave everything for the defence of
Roman security and find Rome after the fight more corrupt than ever. The civil war
against Catilina and all enemies of Rome has only harvested the lives of the noblest
Romans. I will never risk lending myself to such an enterprise again.

Cato You are now being accused by the slow-witted Crassus to have spread the
slander that he helped Catilina and supported his rebellion with money. The richest
man of Rome has sworn to take revenge on you.

Cicero Tell him that I will never again be a politician.
Cato That will not satisfy any greed for revenge. He will not rest until he has got
you exiled.
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Cicero Then he will get what he wants, for the entire senate is bought by him.

Cato By him and by Julius Caesar. Pompey is the only one they cannot get at
who has the entire army.

Cicero Don’t place any hopes in Pompey. He is far too noble.

Cato He will last as long as he lasts though.

Cicero That will not be long, for Caesar is impatient.

Cato Noble Pompey could arrive now at any moment. Please take part and

celebrate his arrival to honour his contributions.
Cicero Yes, no one has done more than he for the powerful expansion of the
Roman commonwealth.

ActIII, scene 1.

Pompey’s triumph in front of the senate in Rome.

Cato Hail, Pompey!

All Hail, Pompey!

Pompey Hail, Roma Aeterna!

All Hail, Roma Aeterna!

Pompey Thus am I then back home again after nearly ten years abroad! Hail to thee,

blessed homeland, and you, my blessed people, my beloved Romans! The strifes at
home with envious men abroad have brought me wide around from Pontus and king
Mithridates to the wild and murderous Arabs, from old Mesopotamia and the angry
fanatical realm of the Parthians to the conquest of Jerusalem. Across all the world and
around on its oceans my wanderings have led me from coast to coast, but my heart was
always here in Rome. Every piece of news from Rome of the most simple and banal
kind has been of more importance to me than any world cataclysm, altering the world
unto irrecognizability beyond Italy. I have carefully followed every phase of the
disasters that here have stricken every Roman by the haughty Catilina’s intrigues and
am more than well aware of how the Roman government has been weakened by the
atrocious civil war than any Roman, for thereby my heart has bled more profusely than
anyone’s. I have constantly been asked to return to restore the constancy by my good
relationship with the army, and asked to seize power for life to once and for all be rid of
the internal quarrels. I am after all the strength of the holy Roman army, the pride and
backbone of the united Rome, the rock on which our Roman Capitolium is founded
forever, they have tried to use for an argument to make me assume the highest power.
But let me tell you and the whole senate, calling to you, Julius Caesar and Cicero, Cato
and Crassus and whatever you be called, you highest leaders of Rome, that nothing is
more sacred to me than than the democratic constitution of Rome! We have our chosen
representatives running our empire, and thereby our empire has expanded to greatness,
which it will contain. I warn you, citizens and the senate: When one single man acquires
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all the Roman power for life, then our Rome will inevitably forever stop growing. For
then it can only stagnate and transcend into an introvert, reactionary hierarchy. I warn
Rome against this. Thus I decline all my power and resign my supreme command of the
army.

The people Noble Pompey! Hurray! (Pompey enters the senate.)

Caesar (to Crassus) He comes home, blue-eyed naive as a child, more newborn as a
politician than any baby. But believe me: it will not be long until he understands that
the whole system is obsolete, outdated and paralysed by old routines irrevocably
slowing down. We will both keep away from him and let the poor man face the
inevitable disappointments. We will let him be completely overrun by all envious
climbers and grey dimming brains, who sit by the power without knowing anything
about it, and when he has had enough we will act.

Crassus Your daughter is beautiful. He will not be able to resist her for a single day,
especially not after the wars he has fought.
Caesar She is our highest card and finest bait. But we shall not offer her until the

right moment has come, and he has completely tired of the Roman whore’s slow
caprices and tiresome sloth, good for nothing at length but trying any active man’s
patience unto death.

(They enter the senate.)

Scen 2. Dinner at Crassus’.
Crassus Well, my dear Pompey, what do you think of the senate?

Pompey A community of negligent rotten eggs, who don’t think any further than
the end of their noses.

Crassus That’s exactly my own and the opinion of our friend Caesar.

Pompey What is your point?

Crassus My friend, take it easy. All our guests have gone home. Only the three of us
are left and may talk as liberally as if we were on the moon. We offer you a
companionship.

Pompey In what?

Crassus We need you, Magnus Pompey. The army and the marines need you. Rome

cannot manage without you. You are exactly as inalienable and indispensable to Rome
as I am myself with my finances and Caesar with his good sense. We need you, Caesar
and I, to be able to run Rome appropriately.

Pompey So you and Caesar wish to completely sort out the senate?

Crassus No, just control it, and we can’t do that without your help. I can’t buy all
the old men of the Curia, and Caesar can’t get them all with him in his progressiveness.
You do after all control both the navy and the army.

Pompey What do you want to achieve?

Crassus We wish to enforce certain organization reforms.
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Pompey Like what?

Caesar Like the establishment of administrations and definite army units, like in
those areas beyond Euphrates that you incorporated.

Pompey But that is what I always desired and constantly argued for ever since I
returned here and which the hopeless senate constantly opposed me in!

Caesar We wish tro change that.

Crassus Dear Pompey, I know how you feel and how your bitterness torments you.

You have been treated abominably bad by the incompetent senate. They have not even
thanked you for everything you did for your homelend. You nobly resigned your
command not to disturb the constitution, and they only gave you the damn for that.
You surely have the right to feel hateful and indignant.

Caesar You see, they can’t stand a real personality. The disadvantage of every
democracy is that the one who is superior to others raises an allergy against him in all
those who feel inferior. He becomes overrun and ignored for being dominating. The
mediocrities prefer the liquidation of a talent to taking his genius for serious. If he is a
real man, he then resorts to vengeance with interest. That’s what our friend Catilina
tried to do. With your support we could easily outdo the whole senate and efficiently
dispose of all resistance to finally get things done.

Pompey I am not sure it could be done so easily. We do have Cato among us, you
know, and no one can silence Cicero. No one can buy them either.

Caesar The poisonous Cato could be sent to Cyprus for some unlimited time. He
will find so much to do there that Rome will be forgotten.

Crassus And the whining Cicero we could send on a holiday. He should attend to
his ulcers. An exile is only beneficial to a true philosopher.

Pompey But he will be back and might in that case return together with Cato.

Caesar That day will bring that sorrow.
Crassus It could take years, and until then we could have accomplished a great deal.
Pompey By my soul, I can’t deny that I am almost getting interested and am already

seriously in danger of allowing myself to become convinced. And how will you get me
hooked? What price would you offer?

Caesar Pompey, as my best friend I offer you my daughter Julia.
Crassus The most beautiful maiden in Rome.
Caesar I was told you had a good eye for her. I have no right to deny her to you, if

only you love her.

Pompey (rises, aside) This is irresistible. I can’t deny that I am lost in the pretty girl. O
Rome! You have drowned me, spoilt me and blinded me in your sweet abundance of
delights, your blessed dazzling pleasures and your sumptuous beauty! I can no longer
discern what is right and what is wrong. And I only wish to serve you. How could I
then refuse these two villains, the most clever politicians of Rome?

Caesar (to Crassus) The fruit will soon be ripe and fall into our hands.

Pompey I ask you gentlemen for some time of consideration.
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Caesar Just tell us if you wish to marry the girl Julia, my daughter, the loveliest
lady of Rome, or of you wish to decline. You'll get her anyway even if you decline the
triumvirate, for I know that she loves you.

Pompey Clever Caesar, you know very well that I can’t resist your girl.
Caesar Then it’s settled. She is yours.
Crassus And what do you think of our political plans? Are they not reasonable

enough? Regard them purlely as a business transaction.
Pompey Crassus, I can’t resist the lovely prospect of getting the opportunity to
enforce the best for Rome, even if it would be in league with you.

Caesar We are pleased.

Crassus That’s the spirit. The deal is settled. Then we just have to implement it.
Caesar We will probably have very much to do the next few years.

Pompey But they will be eventfully fruitful and above all progressive years!

Caesar I might perhaps at last get the opportunity to hang around the alluring
Gaul and secure it for Rome for good.

Crassus It will take you at least six years.

Caesar That doesn’t appal me. Not even Rome was built in one day.

Pompey Gentlemen, I think we could make a success. We might even make it win all

the way. We are all three open, innovative, full of ideas and brightest zest for action,
and we are all three governed by common sense. I dare suspect that Rome will get fairly
much to thank us for.

Crassus Good Magnus Pompey, let's drink to that. There will be no need of
democracy any more when Crassus, Pompey and Caesar rule.

Caesar Haven’t you had slightly too much to drink, my good friend Marcus?
Crassus What else do you think we are sitting here for? Have I invited all my
lackeys here just for us to be bored and spit in our cups? You know better than that,
Caesar. Don’t be a bloody snob now but drink like a man with Pompey and me. Damn
it, we have something to celebrate!

Pompey Bypassing the senate, Cato and Cicero for our own interests.

Crassus Exactly! Let’s drink to that, and the whole world will indeed find reasons to
drink to that before the end of this century. Drink, my friends!

Pompey I drink, my friend Gaius Julius, to your daughter Julia and that you will
soon be my father-in.law.

Caesar I drink to that I will soon have the best citizen in Rome for my son-in-law,
with which, Marcus Crassus, I want to thank you for a most memorable dinner.

Crassus Let’s drink to that! (They drink and cheer.)

Scene 3. Dimmed lights.

Cato Greetings, my Cicero.
Cicero You don’t seem surprised. How did you know I was coming here?
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Cato I didn’t. But still, although there has ben a sea between us, I was not
suprised to find you here.

Cicero Why?

Cato We are both exiled from Rome. Although you were in Greece and I came to
Cyprus we have been like united in our very exile.

Cicero I felt it likewise although we haven’t seen each other for a year.

Cato Is your exile as abominably deplorable as mine?

Cicero Maybe worse, for you are at least king of this island and not scrapped by
Rome but still in the service, while I am truly outcast.

Cato But not without reason. You took the lives of Lentulus, noble Cethegus and

other infallible nobles. Caesar only wanted you to account for the executions.

Cicero You know very well that I would have been one head shorter if I had
remained one more day in Rome.

Cato That’s not too certain. Now the governing gentlemen Ceasr, Pompey and
Crassus suggest that you were a coward who escaped in a panic, and that view they
spread all around Rome.

Cicero The tyrants! False traitors!

Cato No, they are just so called politicians of reality, while the too honest Cicero
is too subjective to apply such mean measures.

Cicero I am aware of my fatal and sensitive vulnerability.

Cato That’s your honour. Guard it well. Never sacrifice it to common sense, to

the general view or to opportunism. Your sensitivity, Cicero, is the noblest asset of
Rome and its most invaluable guiding star. It was not without reason that you were
given the title ‘Father of Rome” which no one was given before you.

Cicero You were the one who granted it to me.

Cato By all rights. Behind me was the entire senate. It would never have
approved of it if Caesar had not demanded your exile. It belongs to both of us as long as
Roman democracy is still alive.

Cicero Pompey and Caesar and Crassus have murdered it.

Cato No, they have just for the moment scared it away. But you will be recalled
one day, and so will I. Democracy will then again be the ruler of Rome and the three
misers will have no say any more. Never has the senate been so faithful to us as it is in

our exile.

Cicero You dare in spite of all have good hopes for the future?

Cato And why not?

Cicero Pompey is ruthless, Caesar is dangerous, and Crassus commands the

Roman economy.

Cato They are all three mortals. If Caesar hadn’t reconciled the two other crooks
with each other we would never have been exiled from Rome. You will see, that it will
not take long before two new wars of envy will blow up between them.

Cicero I have heard that Pompey is going to Spain and Caesar to Gaul and Crassus
to Syria to secure the borders.
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Cato If it is true the two of us will soon be back in Rome. In the rough Gaul
Caesar could only sink down in the bogs. He could never subdue the Germans. He will
have a labour there of eternity which he won't get rid of before he is dead. And in Spain
Pompey will only grow lax and forget all about his vitality. And our friend Marcus
Crassus is already getting old. I don’t think he will be able to stand the Syrian deserts
much longer.

Cicero He is just happy to harvest honours in easy battles with the Parthians.

Cato He is too old for such sports. No, believe me, if Crassus gets to Syria he will
stay there.

Cicero And if Crassus is gone, there will be no merry game between the great

Pompey and the risky Caesar.

Cato There you said something. As long as the steady triumvirate stays stable,
Rome will enjoy peace, but if any of the three links breaks, those two remaining will
soon engage in a tug-of-war in which someone has to be cut short.

Scene 4. At Julia’s deathbed.

Caesar Pull yourself together, good Pompey. It wasn’t your fault.
Pompey Iloved her. I really did, Caesar.
Caesar I know. The whole world knows. You were a famous couple who were

never seen except together.

Pompey And I think she also loved me.

Caesar Yes, she did, although so very young.

Pompey Do you think that I could in any way be held responsible for her death?
Caesar Good friend, my son-in-law and brother, reject all such thoughts far beyond
you. She had born you other children. Not even a doctor could guess that she would die
of a miscarriage so much later. Despair not, my good friend. My comfort for my
daughter’s death is that the disaster unites us even more in a close companionship for
life.

Pompey It's a relief to me that you don’t feel the slightest grudge against me for
your daughter’s death. I was directly responsible though for her earlier miscarriage.
Caesar No, it was the fault for the Roman mob who wanted to murder you and
only caused Julia such a panic that the stillborn child became the only victim.

Pompey (cries) Forgive me, my beloved friend and father-in-law. Forgive me for crying.
Caesar There, be a man now. You are older than me, you know. One could believe
that you cry of old habits and that you did nought else for all your years in the
company of Julia than spent in her bosom.

Pompey I loved her. That alone will outweigh all my crimes against the senate and
Rome.
Caesar You must not forget what the Roman people never will forget: the years

you spent defeating all the enemies of Rome in the east.
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Pompey I left a few for Crassus though.

Caesar He must be able to make a hero also. He was probably just proud and
grateful for that. No one can manage everything.

Pompey Still I don’t like him to be exposed to the perils of the desert at his age at the
Persian border.

Caesar I hear someone coming. (enter a servant.)
What do you want?
Servant Two gentlemen are here to convey some important news.
Caesar What two gentlemen?
Servant They are senators.
Caesar And which ones, you dunce!? There are several hundreds!
Servant I think they are Cato and Cicero.
Caesar Then it’s bad news. Only let Cato in. If needed that misery Cicero could

later give complimentary information. Let Cato in and let stupid Cicero wait. (Servant
leaves.)
Pompey What do you have against Cicero?

Caesar I can’t stand his attitude. Everything he does is just intrigues to make the
triumvirate founder.

Pompey You know he could never succeed with that.

Caesar Yes. That’s the only reason why he may live. But as long as he lives we will
have the entire senate against us.

Pompey And the more so the more we persecute and harass Cato and Cicero.

Caesar One day Cicero will be gone. One day he will dare to move one step too far,
and then not even the senate will be able to save his dryness any more.

Pompey No one can touch Cicero or the senate as long as Cato is working.

Caesar You said it. Here he is now.

Cato Noble gentlemen, I beg to sincerely regret your sorrow.

Pompey Thank you. The more who share it with us, the easier its inconsolabililty
will be for us to bear.

Caesar What is your news?

Cato My noble consuls, I very much regret that I will have to double your
sorrows, which all Rome already share and cry for, since they are universal.

Caesar Have then the Celts, the Gauls or some other barbaric people violated some
important province and crossed the borders?

Cato No, for that would not have been a disaster beyond repair. What I have to

disclose to you can never be remedied.
Pompey What is it then?

Cato Crassus is dead.
Caesar What are you saying?
Pompey You villain, did we allow you to get home from Cyprus just to hear such

calamitous news from you, which could only please you yourself?
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Cato Noble Pompey, your grief has muddled your good common sense. Never
ever could Cato rejoice at the death of any Roman citizen. Not even Cinna or Sulla
deserved any man’s rejoicing at their liberating end, for they were able Romans, and
Crassus was even more so than the best of the best.

Caesar How then could he die?

Cato He bravely fell in battle in the Syrian desert. Yes, you could say that he fell
on his post.

Caesar And who was then such a coward that he could survive such a man’s death

to bear delivering that news?

Cato No one was a coward, but his enemies sent the general’s head to the
Greeks, who in their ignorance did not understand whose it was. It was with the utmost
effort that it could be avoided the decapitated head of Crassus to be used in public in a
performance of the “Bacchae” by our tragedian Euripides.

Pompey Yes, the Greeks never shunned any means to insult even the most
respectable Roman.

Cato The gods know they had reasons, the way Sulla went loose to destroy most
of what was Hellas.

Pompey We are now speaking of politics and not of the decadence of so called
culture.

Cato I beg to retire since I have delivered the news.

Caesar Yes, retire with Cicero and go with him back to Greece preferably, where
you both belong.

Cato Never forget that we got the Roman freedom and democracy from Greece!
Pompey Away with you, scoundrel! (throws a pot at him. Cato gets lost.)

Caesar So, Crassus is gone. What did I just say? Those democratic fools always
bring the worst of all bad news.

Pompey He was the economy of Rome. Now it could only break.

Caesar Not if we take it over and administer it.

Pompey When Rome learns that Crassus is dead, half of all Roman serfdom will
come to an end.

Caesar Not if we forge the strong shackles harder around the limbs of the people.
Pompey Would you claim all Crassus” power by force?

Caesar Who is speaking of power? What I speak about is politics.

Pompey You are clever, Caesar. What will you do?

Caesar Maintain our power.

Pompey Who will claim his power of the east?

Caesar We will have to share it.

Pompey But will Caesar or Pompey go there to carry on the struggle in Syria?
Caesar I will not leave you alone in Rome, and you will probably neither like to
leave me alone in Rome.

Pompey Crassus’ generals can manage on their own in the east for the time being.
Caesar For how long?
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Pompejus  For as long as they can make it. You have your Gaul war to attend to. You
can’t just leave it.

Caesar And what will you do?

Pompejus  Stay in Rome.

Caesar For how long?

Pompey Until Spain and Africa call me away from here. My responsibility is only

for them.

Caesar And besides you have a wife to mourn here in Rome.

Pompey I have indeed.

Caesar Well, stay in Rome then and mourn your corpse and rot with it in your
grief. I have more fresh and progressive affairs to attend to myself in Gaul.

Pompey So you will continue the war in Gaul?

Caesar Yes, until the province is pacified. I don’t find it worth while to bury

yourself in the grief of a lost daughter when it is so easy to make new ones. You will
have to grieve alone, Pompey.

Pompey Yes, for I will hardly get another wife from you, Julius Caesar.

Caesar It would be weird if you got any more, when you didn’t manage the first
one too well.

Pompey I loved her!

Caesar Yes, carry on with that, Pompey, and love your Rome as long as you can. I
intend to get myself a new daughter whom I never shall offer you. And that daughter is
Gaul.

Pompey That daughter will be your ruin.

Caesar We shall see about that. Pity that the tripod Rome so awkwardly lost a leg
of the triumvirate. Now one of us has to manage two before the whole tripod collapses.
I will attend to it for the time being.

Pompey No, Rome who was three is now two. The two of us can still keep the cart of
Rome going. It needs no more than two wheels.

Caesar But it doesn’t move forwards unless slomeone pushes it forwards. And
which one of us is best fit to do it?

Pompey You don’t know what you are saying. Do you want to create a division
between us here over your daughter’s deathbed?

Caesar She doesn’t live any more and doesn’t hear what we are discussing. Her
indifference to us now should also be ours to her. For as politicians we cannot afford to
lose our control in a female abyss of melancholy, sorrow and sentimentality. Mourn my
misfortunate daughter as much as you wish. Personally I will attend to my affairs.
(leaves)

Pompey (turning to Julia’s body) My beloved wife, with you the humanity of Rome died,
and I am the only one to bitterly grieve for it. I would rather be human and grieve for it
than become part of the new inhumanity of Rome which could carry the name of
Caesar.
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Act IV scene 1. The senate.

Cato Welcome back, Cicero.

Cicero I thank you. How are things here then?

Cato Unfortunately it is rather critical. Pompey and Caesar threaten to take up
arms against each other.

Cicero Yes, I heard about it. Could nothing reconcile them?
Cato We tried everything except one thing.

Cicero What?

Cato Your mediation.

Anthony Welcome, Cicero, back to Rome.

Cicero I thank you, but who are you?

Cato It is Anthony, an upstart of Caesar’s party.

Anthony  Your taking a stand for Pompey could cost you dearly, Cato.

Cato I am sorry, Anthony, but someone has to stand for Pompey here in the
senate, or else only Caesar’s propaganda would be heard.

Anthony  This senate crawls to Pompey as long as he keeps his army outside the
gates.

Cato Only Caesar has threatened to take up arms against Rome though, so far.
Anthony  Is that so strange then, the way they have insulted Caesar?

Cato And how has Caesar been insulted except in his vanity?

Cicero Gentlemen, gentlemen, let’s not start fighting before the senate has entered

into session. Save your arguments for the debate, so that everyone may hear them.
Anthony  The senate is assembled. What is it waiting for? Cato and Cicero are here,
Pompey’s worst hoodlums. What more does it need to mobilise against Caesar?

Cicero Don’t speak derogatorily about the senate, Anthony. You know very well
that I am neutral.

Anthony  1If you are, then show it.

Cicero Just because Caesar despizes me, you don’t have to do that as well. Still I
have more reasons for bitterness against Pompey than against Caesar. When I was
sentenced to lose all property and honour, Pompey was the first one I turned to for
some help. He was the only one who could have helped me, and he was indebted to me.
Still he refused to see me, and he didn’t move one finger to temper my disgrace.
Anthony  Caesar never acted against you like that. The greater reason to abandon
Pompey and serve Caesar.

Cicero You are forgetting, Anthony, that Caesar was the one who prompted my
exile. I have never understood why he hates me.

Anthony ~ He doesn’t hate you. He only despizes your cowardice and vanity.

Cicero A vain coward? Me? I who was the only one who succeeded in breaking
Catilina’s conspiracy! I who was the only one who dared take the decision to execute
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the criminal noblemen of Rome! I, who was the only who dared save the democracy of
Rome!
Cato And who escaped in terror when you heard that Caesar wanted you for an
inquest concerning the excecutions in the senate.
Anthony ~ Oh yes, everyone knows that Cicero’s vanity and cowardice are only loose
rumours.
Cato You could have saved the Roman democracy, Cicero, but instead you
escaped. Only you could have stopped the triumvirate of Crassus, Pompey and Caesar
from getting formed.
Cicero Are we there now again?
Anthony ~ And only you can now reconcile Pompey and Caesar. Will you do it?
Cicero I would gladly try.
Anthony ~ Good. Cato, the assembly is gathered. You may start speaking.
Senators Speak to us, Cato!
A senator ~ What does Pompey say?
Cato My lords senators, the great Pompey sends you this message that he
demands of Caesar to resign his command of his armies. If Caesar does not do this,
although he has subjected all Gaul and made peace, Pompey and the state must regard
Julius Caesar as an enemy of the state.
Anthony  Since when does Pompey rule over Caesar? Don’t they have equal power in
the Roman state?
Cato Pompey alone is consul.
Anthony ~ Because you made him. Therefore the worst enemy of the state is really
Cato, since he made Pompey sole ruler of Rome although it is against the law. Caesar
will not resign his command until he has resumed equal rights with Pompey.
Cato I demand a vote. Either Pompey must resign his command of the Roman
armies or Caesar must do so. How many are for Pompey’s resignation?
(27 senators rise.)
That wasn’t many. And how many are for Caesar’s resignation?
(A majority rises.)

It is obvious that a majority demand Caesar to resign his command.
Anthony (treads forth) 1 have an alternative suggestion. I demand that both generals
resign their command. How many approve of this?

(All rise.)

Where is your majority now, Cato?
Cato My lords senators, you don’t know what you are voting for. Caesar will
never resign his command even if Pompey does. You don’t know Caesar’s power
ambitions. He alone is capable of assuming power in Rome by force. His own warriors
have ascertained that. Pompey would never be able to do a thing like that.
Anthony  Gentlemen, you all know how massively armed Pompey stands outside the
gates of Rome in this very moment. Would he not resort to violence? Only Pompey
could be driven to use violence out of sheer cowardice. Didn't we listen when he
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boasted of never mobilising a single soldier even if Caesar mobilised all Illyria? Didn’t
we hear how self-assuredly Pompey expressed in public that Caesar’s greatness were
nothing if he, Pompey, alone had not imparted it to him and that he by just one written
word just as easily could reduce it to nothing, as he so generously had imparted it to
him? We have heard a thousand times examples of Pompey’s magnanimity when he
over and over again swore he would lay down his command, never allow himself to be
chosen sole consul and that he would least of all ever mobilise a single soldier against
any Roman. But then there were the news about Caesar’s victories in Gaul. Without any
help from Pompey, Caesar succeeded in inexhaustible obstinacy during many years to
pacify all Gaul and even open up the ways to Britain. When Pompey heard about this
he paled. He had never counted on Caesar’s ability to vanquish all Gaul. And then he
grew afraid. Then he started mobilising. Then he allowed himself to be chosen sole
consul by Cato’s intrigues. And therefore he now stands massively armed outside Rome
hoping for the Roman senate and people out of pure terror to remove all Caesar’s rights
as a commander. What gratitude to Caesar on the part of Rome for many years’ hard
work!

But the Romans are not terrified by any coward demonstration of blazing guns even
if it appears in the character of Pompey. The senate of Rome would not be a Roman
senate if it didn’t here and now in due order of the law ordered both Pompey and
Caesar to lay down their commands. The case is already settled. We just have to send
the word to Pompey.

Cato If Pompey is reached by that message a civil war will be unavoidable.
Anthony ~ No one is making greater efforts than you to accomplish this civil war. That
civil war you are warning against was a fact already when you made Pompey the sole
consul. Only as a result of that Caesar now stands ready to fight Pompey.

Cato  Pompey is the only one who can stop Caesar from using force to seize the power
of Rome. Only Pompey is capable of resisting the dictator. To make Pompey sole consul
was the extreme act of defence of the senate and people of Rome against Caesar’s
power presumptions.

Anthony (lower) What is your objection against Caesar?

Cato Caesar is imperious! He intends to make himself king of Rome and turn out
all republic and democracy for good! He wants to overturn the entire society. And if he
can’t do it by peaceful means, he will try it by the sword.

Anthony (his voice gradually rising) Noble Cato, all of us senators have for years been
confounded by your bias for Pompey. We have all considered you the most
irreproachable man in Rome, the most incorruptible, honest, just and impartial of us all.
You always earned universal respect as a politician, until you one-sidedly took part for
Pompey against Caesar. Only your taking sides in the party formation made the enmity
between Pompey and Caesar unavoidable by your getting Pompey alone chosen as
consul. Caesar only demands his own rights, which Pompey refuses only from fear of
his greatness. What do you say, my lords senators? Should we really continue listening
to this Cato and his bias? Should we really pretend to take him seriously when we all
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know that the only reason for Cato’s bias against Caesar is that Caesar once violated
Cato’s sister?
(general murmur and here and there politely muffled laughter)
(When Anthony becomes aware that he raised more mirth than anger he continues: )

We must understand Cato’s hurt feelings because of his sister’s disgrace,
whether she herself tempted Caesar or not.
Cato (very red but controlled) Gentlemen, I have warned against Caesar’s ambitions for
power for many years, and I never intend to cease with that. For a man like Caesar all
means are allowed, and therefore I must insist that all means should also be allowed in
the defence of the democracy of the Roman republic and of the freedom against Caesar.
Only for that reason I pleaded for Pompey to be elected consul alone, for only he has
shown himself willing to undertake the defence of our democratic system against men
like Caesar. You know very well that I tried myself to be elected consul just to dare my
utmost for the defence of our democratic and republican traditions, but you did not
want to have me, since like Cicero I talk too much. You have repeatedly shown that you
would rather choose such men for leaders who are good with women and don’t care
much about who they violate or if the concubine is a man or a woman. What do you
say, Anthony? Why are you yourself so partial for Caesar? Is it because Caesar among
all his boys and virgins once also violated you without your objecting? Surely he also
confirmed his love with some generous gratification, since that is what he usually does
for his victims not to object.
Anthony (pale with fury) Gentlemen, I have never heard such an outrage! I warn you! If
Pompey does not immediately resign his command, Caesar will promptly beak into
Italy! And that will cost the empire dearly!
Cato Listen to him! He is threatening!
Cicero Gentlemen, this debate is constantly departing further from the main
subject, which should be our welfare. Recently returned from Cilicia I found that a
regrettable division has harmed the collaboration between Pompey and Caesar. This
threatening division I offered to try to repair at once from the beginning. I have already
sent letters to both Caesar and Pompey, and I hope to soon be able to negotiate with
both of them. I don’t think this division is beyond repair. I beg of you to be patient and
wait with all decisions as long as the diplomatic efforts haven’t foundered.
Cato Good Cicero, it wasn’t for nothing that you once as the first in history who
were given the title father of the nation. Rome is still looking up to you as such and will
do so more than ever if you succeed in healing the breach between Caesar and Pompey.
That should be to the interest of every Roman, and even to yours, Anthony, and to
Caesar’s, that this will happen.
Anthony  If Cicero is made the chief negotiator between Caesar and Pompey, I fear
that nothing positive will happen. For aren’t we all too well acquainted with this acid
belly, which once certainly dismantled a conspiracy but which since then has done
nothing but reminded us thereof. We know this vacillating Cicero all too well, who
outside the tent of Pompey speaks ill of Pompey and who behind the back of Caesar
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spreads indecent jokes about him. We know all too well what Cicero thinks about both
Pompey and Caesar. He considers Pompey’s cause more honourable but Caesar as the
stronger and more powerful of action. Cicero is really against both of them and would
rather see them both destroying each other, so that Cicero and Cato then could govern
Rome with their tiresome talkativeness and self-admiration. Isn’t it so, Cicero? How
could you ever make Caesar and Pompey friends if you yourself never can make
friends with any of them? If you would take a stand for Pompey, which I believe you
will, I'll bet that you would do so just to abandon him.

Cicero My gentlemen, I could only assure you of my good will. I will gladly try to
reconcile Pompey and Caesar with each other even if it looks hopeless. I did after all
once manage to master Catilina.

Anthony ~ Don’t bring up that old yarn once again!

Cicero Caesar is no worse than Catilina though.

Several senators And what is Pompey then?

Cicero He could hardly be worse than Catilina.

Cato Cicero, don’t make any more fool of yourself now but keep out of party

politics. Or else we will never have peace. You are after all the only hope of peace we
have.

(enter a messenger bringing a message for Cato)
Anthony  Yes, let the acid belly spew forth its tall yarns as much as it pleases, but I
don’t think that neither Caesar or Pompey at length would stand him or even bear with
listening to him.
Cato Gentlemen, a sad message turns all history upside down the course of
which we no longer are able to control. Caesar has with his army just crossed the
Rubicon.
Anthony ~ Has Caesar crossed the Rubicon!

Many Caesar has crossed the Rubicon!
Cicero It must not be true.
Cato That means war.

Anthony ~ Caesar was always the only one who dared to take initiatives, when

everyone else just stood gaping.

Cato Gentlemen! Order!

A senator  Impossible. Everyone will be in a hurry now, and I must go home at once.
(the entire senate is dissolving)

Cato (in vain) Gentlemen! Gengtlemen!

Anthony  Save your own skin now, Cato, if you can! (leaves)
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Scene 2. Cato’s tent.

Servant My lord, a servant is here to see you.

Cato We have enough of loose people comming here asking to fight and die for
Rome and Pompey.

Servant My lord, this isn’t just anyone.

Cato Who is it then?

Servant It is Cicero.

Cato That’s worse. Then there is no hope left. Let him in.

Cicero Greetings, Cato.

Cato Seeing you here gives me no pleasure. Have you given up all hope of
making peace between Caesar and Pompey since you flee to Pompey?

Cicero I was ashamed of not having taken a stand for Rome.

Cato You were the only one who could have reconciled the two dictators. Now
the last hope of Rome for peace is gone.

Cicero How is Pompey?

Cato He is aloof and calm but doesn’t do much, as usual.

Cicero But I heard the war against Caesar is going well, since Pompey is superior
in numbers and also has better morals.

Cato Was that the reason why you came here?

Cicero No, it was because I wanted to fight and bleed for Rome with weapons in
my hand!

Cato Said the opportunist, who never took part in a battle. There are not many
now who can take you seriously, Cicero, after all your vacillating changes of sides.
Brutus Here is one who does.

Cicero Who are you?

Cato He is Brutus, son of Brutus the elder who was executed by Pompey.

Cicero What does the son of the Brutus murdered by Pompey want with Pompey?
Brutus I am here to by the mediation of Cato offer Pompey my services.

Cicero Could Pompey take them seriously?

Cato The general is on his way now to talk with Brutus and me.

Cicero Hurray! Then I will see him!

Cato He would probably not want to see you.

Brutus I hear him coming.

Pompey (enters the tent) Good day, gentlemen. I didn’t expect to find so many of you
here.

Cicero Concerning the support of the cause of Rome, Pompey could never get too
many friends.

Pompey On the other hand the defendants of Rome always seem to get too many
enemies and constantly more of them. Therefore it pleases me to find Brutus here,
whom I thought was one of my worst enemies, while it pains me to find Cicero here,
which must mean that Cicero is now alone and no longer can give me or Rome more
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friends. To the last moment I would have longed to again be able to embrace Julius
Caesar as a friend and not as an enemy.

Brutus Unfortunately the only language that Caesar nowadays understands is that
of the sword. When he entered Rome the guardian of the treasury forbade him to touch
it. Caesar immediately answered: "Get out at once, or I'll murder you, which is easier
done than said,” whereupon Caesar plundered the state treasury.

Pompey And that’s why you are here, who never wanted to speak with me earlier?
Brutus My opinion is that my father’s murderer is the only one who can save
Rome from perpetual dictatorship and decay.

Pompey My friend, are you really sure that the one I unfairly executed in Gaul was
your natural father? There is a credible rumour that pointed out Julius Caesar as your
real father.

Brutus Caesar has violated many and also my own mother. I am begot by my
father though and not by the greatest seducer of Rome.

Pompey Caesar has been keeping a good eye on you though.

Brutus He was very fond of my mother and has done much for me because of his
bad conscience, which I regard as my life’s greatest joy to as long as I live be able to
constantly aggravate.

Pompey Noble Brutus, pardon my queries, but I have to convince myself of that you
are not a traitor or a spy.

Brutus If Pompey had believed as such he would never have posed these
questions.

Pompey You see me through, my Brutus. They say that you have seen through
Caesar just as well. What is his inmost secret?

Brutus His bad conscience, which constantly is aggravating.

Pompey Why then does he make it worse, if he suffers from it? I could never
understand how he could lift his sword against his own mother’s throat and his
benefactor, the Rome that made him what he is and gave him everything, by crossing
Rubicon. Could you explain his high treason?

Brutus A nervous disposition, inferiority complex, sexual abnormity and all this in
combination with epilepsy.

Pompey Epilepsy is a sacred and divine illness. You stand in touch with the gods by
that who protect him more than me.

Brutus His epilepsy is parallel to his megalomania. He would rather die than
abstain from the idea to alone acquire the entire world empire. That’s what’s makes him
dangerous. Or else he would be reasonable, normal and reliable as Pompey.

Pompey Yes, it is a pity that not all people can be just human. Why do some have to
be divine?

Brutus Caesar’s so called divinity is only madness. When he crossed the Rubicon
he dreamed at night that he had ravished his own mother.

Pompey That’s exactly what he did to Rome when he crossed the Rubicon. And I
fear that Rome will never recover from the shock.
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Servant (enters) Good news! Caesar’s army has been beaten!

Cato At last!

Pompey It pleases me that the divine victor has to accept being human sometimes.
Servant The generals are waiting for orders to persecute the slain.

Cato Now, great Pompey, the moment is come. Now it’s time to finish off

Caesar’s armies! There might never be another opportunity!

Pompey Are the men tired? They have been fighting now for several days, and
Caesar’s army was in an even worse condtion than mine. I don’t think there is any need
of any persecution.

Cato Pompey, you must chase them to death now when at last they are running
away! Anything else would be bad soldiery!

Pompey I am no Caesar, who doesn’t hesitate to massacre fleeing Roman soldiers.
Unfortunately I am just Pompey and therefore human, and therefore no fleeing soldiers
shall be massacred even if they serve Caesar

Cicero Well spoken, Pompey.

Cato You shut up! — Pompey, it would be military madness not to carry through
the victory!

Pompey All the peaceful cvitizens of Rome stand on my side against Caesar. All the

navy is mine, and only all revolutionaries, fools and criminals follow Caesar, like they
once followed Catilina. Should I risk my reputation by following the same barbaric
tactics as Caesar and make no difference between Romans and barbarians? No, by me
and my army only barbarians shall be treated as barbarians, and the only barbarian in
Caesar’s camp is Caesar himelf. Or what does Brutus say?

Brutus I hope Pompey is right.

Cato What do you mean?

Brutus I hope Pompey is right in his hopes that the great Roman communtity
would rater follow the humanity of Pompey than the brute force of Caesar. I hope it is
not blind to Pompey’s gentleness and that it will not fall to Caesar’s raw strength of a
sturdier approach.

Pompey You speak in riddles, young man. Would Rome not be human and not
civilized? You speak as if you were afraid that Rome would ever be more barbaric and
corrupt than civilised.

Brutus Has Pompey then forgotten the lesson from the days of the times of
Catlilina’s conspiracy, which Cicero all since has constantly tried to remind Rome of
with rather bad results? Is Pompey as blind as Rome to the universal rot which the
conspiracy of Catilina revealed to us?

Pompey Surely you weren’t even born then, and Caesar is no Catilina.

Cato That’s exactly what Caesar is. Caesar and Crassus were the first to help and
support Catilina.

Pompey Crassus always denied that.

Cato But Julius Caesar didn’t.
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Pompey (after a pause) You are right. We shall not give this Julius Caesar any more
chances. He has now escaped this adversity, but it will not happen again.

Cicero Then I sincerely hope it was not the last time Caesar lost.

Cato What do you mean?

Cicero Nothing.

Pompey Don’t listen to him. He was always a croaker who croaked bad omens in

the ears of those he pretended to serve. I wish you would never have come here, Cicero.
Cato Sodol

Cicero You are not very grateful for my services.

Brutus Go home, Cicero, and devote yourself to your books until this civil war is
over. You are far too good a man to go down because of political trivialities.
Cato Yes, go home, Cicero. Go home to Greece.

Cicero Don’t blame me afterwards.

Cato Don’t say anything further now, but just leave. (Cicero leaves.)
Pompey That man has always brought bad luck.

Cato He should never have become a politician.

Brutus Still he is more Rome than anyone else.

Cato What you mean?

Brutus Whatever happens, he will be the greatest loser.

Pompey (after a pause) Brutus pleases to speak in riddles. Come, Cato. I need your advice
about what we should do next. (leaves with Cato)

Brutus What's wrong about Rome is its power. What’s wrong about Cicero is that
he is the contrary to all power. Rome can never remain powerful in association with
Cicero, and Cicero can not be Cicero, that is a free Roman, in association with the
Roman power. There’s our tragedy.

Scene 3. Pompey’s war council.

Pompey My friends, I haven’t called you here voluntarily, but you have forced me. I
never wished myself to fight a Roman. Consequently I did always avoid a settlement
with Caesar by means of war. All the gods know, that I never wanted a civil war.

But my compliancy and caution has given rise to gossip in the camp. It has been
said about me: “He is a coward,” and I have myself overheard at a tent, that when
Julius Caesar once is done for, it would be best for the whole empire that I also were
expedited. But gentlemen, I insist on being human. At least I wish I were. Therefore I
have been mild towards both my enemies and my own traitors. No soldier in my camp
has been accused of false slander nor of failing courage or morals. But unfortunately
this mildness of mine seems only to have encouraged worse slander, gossip rumours
and nasty rebellion. To cure all this I have called this meeting to announce that I intend
to attack Caesar tomorrow, more to please you than because it’s sensible. I would rather
have refrained from it, for I believe that my so far so successful peaceful strategy, by
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gradually tiring out Caesar’s armies by fatigue and hunger in time would have given
the best and most efficient results. But you think I want to be a dictator instead of
Caesar. To dispose of that prejudice I have decided to wage everything on one card in a
battle tomorrow. For I will never give history a reason to believe that I was a coward
when I was only wise and careful, or that I just wished the destruction of Caesar to be
dictator for life myself when I only wished to be human. I have spoken. What do you
think?

Brutus My lord general, I have spoken with the officers and been chosen by them
to answer you on this occasion. All your servants and generals, soldiers and men will
applaud that you now finally have got your thumb out of your arse and at last will give
battle. They have waited for this for many interminable months and have almost
imploded of impatience over this caution, I can understand that this overstraining
strategy has been wise and would have led to a complete final victory in the end, and I
can understand that it's with a heavy heart you now risk that victory by anticipating it
and thus follow your army’s more than your private counsel. Tomorrow will show if
this battle really was wise or stupid, if it was taking a risk or an easy affair. I am no
strategist, and the officers whose counsel you follow are even less so. The only strategist
is you, who rather sacrifices the wisdom of your strategy than accepts being considered
a coward of the same power presumption as the violent Caesar. Whether this was wise
or tragic, the future will show. No one has anything more to say to this today. We only
have one question, which actually is the only reason for any doubts in you on the part
of the soldiers. Why did you send Cato away from you? It has been said that it was
because he after an eventual victory would have demanded of you to resign your
command. Is this true or false? The soldiers would like to know.

Pompey O my friends, you misunderstand me if you believe that I left Cato behind
to get rid of a rival of the power of Rome. Cato is too noble to be allowed to perish with
me. If I fall tomorrow and Caesar becomes sole world ruler, then Cato is the only one to
still have courage enough to be able to resist the dangerous one with force.

Brutus What about Cicero then? Is he not as good as Cato? Why did also Cicero
abandon you?

Pompey You'll have to ask Cicero about that.

Brutus They say you no longer wanted him. If you can’t collaborate with Cato and
Cicero, what will then become of Rome’s future if Caesar is slain?
Pompey My friend, I fear that you now speak for yourself and not for my officers.

We will give Caesar his due tomorrow, and that’s the only matter of importance for
them now and tomorrow. What happens after tomorrow we’ll see after tomorrow. Are
my soldiers satisfied with that?

Several Yes.

Brutus Then I have no more questions for the moment.

Pompey My good Brutus, I am honestly quite glad that Cato and Cicero keep away.
If my hands get bloody in tomorrow’s fight, it's important that at least the best brains
and hands of Rome remain pure.
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Brutus You have mine and all your army’s complete confidence, great Pompey.
Pompey Then we’ll just have to prepare for doing our best tomorrow. Our council is
concluded. (All rise and leave.)

Scene 4. The battle of Pharsalus.

Pompejus (appears alone) All my life is wrong. My blind quest for prestige has brought
me to this ruin: Here I stand invincible with forty thousand soldiers ready to destroy
my father-in-law, colleague and closest friend Julius Caesar with his starving only
twenty thousand roughened men. We have to prevail, and that will be my destruction.
For how can I then show myself as a Roman any more? Caesar, we are the two craziest
men in the world. Instead of once and for all overcome the barbarians, all the
threatening enemies of Rome, the Parthians east of the desert and the cruel Germans in
the north, we sacrifice this youth of Rome in the flower of its power and strength on the
atrocious altar of Mars and Pluto. We have walked together in life as invincible victors
and done everything for Rome, aggrandized and multiplied its honour and glory at
least a hundred times to now finally in competition with Saturn destroy its children, our
own children, the best sons of Rome to a number of sixty thousand. How could we have
gone so wrong? Who originated this deplorable enmity between us? Crassus united us
and so did your daughter, they died, and then we became enemies without anyone
understanding how and why. Everyone tried to reconcile us, but no one succeeded.
And now one of us will fall together with all the glory of Rome and its supreme
military might. And what will then remain for the one who prevails? A bloody title of
unquestionable ruler of the Roman empire, wich most certainly will be deprived the
ruler with violence and madness. And who will prevail in the end? No one at all, and
the loser will finally be the vain and powerless Rome in its bloody grotesque folly of a
black hole of supreme vanity of power.

But what is now happening? My cavalry is beaten and on the run! The victory has
thereby been decided to Caesar’s advantage. I am almost relieved. I got out of the trap
of being the bloody victor. Caesar, your victory will be your ruin, and the ruin will be
that of all Rome, while I will get away with a lovely martyr laurel. For the first time in
my life I have been beaten by adversity, and I think that will save my face for the future
history of the world, even if it will cost my life. (escapes)

Scene 5. On board a ship.

Cornelia My beloved husband, behold Egypt, your sanctuary, your new and better
homeland and future realm.

Pompey My beloved wife, don’t inveigle yourself in false hopes. I have no guarantee
at all that I will be well received by the teenager king.
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Cornelia No one could refuse you assistance. You lay all Asia to your feet once.
Pompey I had only victories then to my credit.

Cornelia~ You still have your entire navy.

Pompey You are right on that point. My only decisive mistake was that I allowed
myself to be tempted to give battle on land where I didn’t have my navy behind me as a
base. Yes, the Roman navy will always by faithful to me, for it certainly is my greatest
pride.

I sacrificed everything for that navy, Cornelia. I alone was brave enough to wage
everything to develop and enlarge it, for I saw then and still do the real future of Rome
in that navy. All Rome’s communications depend only on its strength. We made a sea of
the monopoly and property of Rome, but that sea is perhaps just a bay of the real ocean.
We never fully explored the coasts around Arabia, and beyond the pillars of Hercules is
the wild sea the end of which we know nothing about. Caesar shipped his army over to
the British island, but besides that enterprise he never showed any interest in the navy,
and he is not an explorer or even a pioneer. It would never occur to that opportunist to
start exploring the seas towards India, along the coasts of Africa or north from the coast
of Gaul to the solid sea. We still know nothing of all those countries that still Homer
alone knew anything about, the lands of sunshine from midnight till midnight and
where there is constant night.

Cornelia It's my fault that you lost your position. No one else than me caused you
misfortuine. I should have been married to Caesar and thereby given him my bad luck
instead of you. He could never get over that he couldn’t get me, and only because of
that he became your mortal enemy.

Pompey What nonsense you talk. He is just harder and more clever than me. I was
too cautious, human and compliant to my officers. If I had followed my own ideas and
not given in to their pressure, Caesar would in time have lost.

Cornelia He could still hit the grass.

Pompey I don’t think so. He is too hard.

Cornelia The senators, Cato and Cicero and many others will never give in to his
grandiose notions.

Pompey They already gave in years ago. If Cicero had shown greater determination
at the crisis of the Catilina conspiracy and really cared about the Roman republic and
defended it more consistently, it could have lasted.

But like me the friendly Cicero was too humane: he gave in to the force of hard
supremacy, and no one paved the way for the triumvirate more than he. Julius Caesar
and Crassus both took part in the Catilina conspiracy, but Cicero unfortunately allowed
them to get away. Too late I woke up to what villains they were, when Crassus was
dead Caesar had already developed into a too hard armoured monster of terror. I
hoped the Gauls would bring him down, but they were overcome, and thereby Caesar
was invincible. No army can challenge him any more. The navy is our last hope. And if
Caesar ultimately defeats us, Rome will thereby surely cease to expand, for Caesar’s
party is not interested in the navy at all.
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Cornelia ~ We are approaching land.

Pompey It is the fair Egypt, Rome’s farmhouse, the homeland of culture and beauty.
I view it though with very mixed feelings. It’s totally against my nature to kneel to
others like a poor refugee. When I climb ashore I am completely at the mercy of the
arbitrariness of doubtful Egyptians.

Cornelia~ You have no choice.

Pompey No, there is no harbour in our world where Pompey today can be safe with
his fleet, for Mars has defeated Neptune on land, for Neptune was stupid enough to
meet Mars on his own ground.

Captain Lord, everything is now ready for your going ashore. The delegation of the
king is on the shore quite ready and waiting.

Pompey Then they have already decided how to receive me. Then this historical
moment is already settled. Only I don’t know in what direction. My Cornelia, I want to
see my son before leaving this ship.

Cornelia Here he is.

Capain My lord, I find it odd that they only send one rowing boat to fetch you. I
see no trace of any welcoming ceremonies whatsoever.

Pompey Who are in that boat?

Captain Only Septimius and Salvius, who served you as officers, and four men
without rank. I can’t consider it honest. I advise you not to go ashore, but that we
immediately get out to sea again.

Pompey What does my sweet wife say?

Cornelia I know that Pompey can’t be afraid or a coward. Whatever his destiny will
be, he will gratefully accept it with honour and glory as a good and freeborn man.

Pompey My son, let me kiss you. Take care of your mother in the meantime.

Son Will you be gone for long, father?

Pompey No, I will just go ashore. Then I will never again be without you.

Son What will you do ashore?

Pompey I will meet a king and hear if he wil stand up for us with the entire East
against Caesar.

Son Will you then make war again?

Pompey No, I am too old. That war will be managed by younger men like Brutus

and Cassius. Instead I will devote myself more to you and your mother. For you are the
sole heir to the navy of Rome and me.

Cornelia Be careful, Pompey, and trust no man.

Pompey Am [ wrong in trusting you?

Cornelia No, but beware of all people ashore. Only people who walk on deck in your
navy are good and safe. That much I have learned

Pompey Wait, captain, until you see what happens ashore. If we escape now we will
be attacked immediately. I can see that the king’s ship and soldiers are on war alert
along the beaches. I want to give the king a chance. Or else I would not be a human
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diplomat. If they want us harm we must not give them a reason for an initiative to

action.

Captain Ay, ay, captain! Sailors! Make ready for immediate escape if anything nasty
should happen.

Pompey My wife, farewell. (embraces her)

Cornelia My husband, stay!

Pompey You know that I have no choice.

Cornelia Be careful!

Pompey I only fear the worst. Do you remember what Sophocles said? “Are you
applying for the protection of tyrants? Then bid freedom farewell forever.” I would
rather die than give up the Roman freedom I was born with.

Cornelia Magnificent husband! (embraces him. They stay embraced for a while, and then
Pompey gets down to the boat and vanishes.)

What happens in the boat?

Capain Everything seems in order. Pompey is seated. But I suspect some foul play
ashore.

Cornelia~ And I know that in this moment the future and destiny of Rome is decided.
If anything happens to Pompey Rome will perish.

Captain How do you know?

Cornelia Such a prophecy was once declared in the city of Jerusalem by a prophet.
He was the one who gave my husband the title: “The ultimate defender of the freedom
and future of Rome.”

Captain The boat is reaching land now.

Cornelia What kind of dressed up fogeys are going there to meet Pompey?

Captain They are probably Egyptian officers. They look as perfectly stiff as those
who followed the good Pompey in the boat. I noticed he didn’t get a word out of them
although he tried to start a conversation. They only responded by silence, and I see the
same cold stiffness in the men ashore.

Cornelia You have better eyes than I. Is Pompey ashore?

Captain Yes, he is going ashore now. He has his right hand stretched out for a
greeting towards his hosts.

But what am I seeing now? What does his officer do behind the back of his lord? It
is Septimius himself who who is pulling his sword, and Pompey is not looking that
way! Pompey, for god’s sake, turn around! Look behind you! Alas! It is already too late!
Don’t look at the shore any more, Cornelia! (embraces her to prevent her from seeing.)

The great Pompey is fallen for the sword of a countryman of his own, who by
treason struck down his lord from behind! This will Rome never, never, never get over!
My lady, go down under deck at once! (Cornelia is pushed aside.)

Sailors! Escape for your freedom and our lives! The prime defender of the freedom
and future of the world has been massacred by coward Egyptians on shore! They didn’t
give him any chance! He barely got time to pull his mantle over his face! Oh, what
abominable skunks! To insidiously from behind murder a defenceless exiled man only

60



begging for protection! This will Julius Caesar, Egypt and the world pay for dearly and
bitterly regret for five hundred years! What an infamous treason against the world, all
life and all humanity! Treason! What a godless divine world treason aimed at the gods
by the gods themselves!

Scene 6. Utica.

Cato My lords, Pompey is dead. He was outrageously murdered by one of his
own insidiously from behind by the order of king Ptolemy and the consel of one of his
prime counsellors, a damned eunuch. The Egyptians did this entirely on their own
initiative. I heard from reliable sources that their reason was that they would surely be
punished by Julius Caesar if they took a stand for Pompey, and if they turned him away
they would run the risk of being punished the more severely by him if he would
prevail. If they instead took the life of Pompey the great they would with certainty be
able to count on generous rewards by Julius Caesar. That was not the case though.
When Caesar reached Alexandria and received Pompey’s decapitated head as a gift, he
was struck by disgust and anger. Shortly afterwards king Ptolemy was brought down
and executed and replaced by his young sister, who naturally already was Julius
Caesar’s mistress: the sly Cleopatra, with whom Caesar already has a child.

But although Caesar has lost one major opponent he is still not the ruler of the
world. One of Pompey’s most mature and able sons was defeated by Caesar, but the
other one remains and stands fully armed in Spain. And we also belong to Pompey’s
party, and would rather do anything and even die than accept an undemocratic despot
for our ruler. And we are not alone. Cicero leads the senate in Rome. He wisely
refrained from any battle and has thereby got away without any harm. His worst
opponent among Caesar’s dogs in Rome is the often inebriated Anthony, a hard and
brutal man, who is not to be trifled with. But on our side we also have the noble and
much appreciated Brutus, my son-in-law, who for a wife has my bravest daughter, the
courageous Portia. My two sons are of course also fighting on our side.

I intend to make my stand here in Utica myself whatever happens. We are here on
historical grounds which rather went down in fire and blood than became Roman. My
ancestor, Cato Major, was the one who made sure that Carthage across the bay was
destroyed unjustly and completely with rather fishy motives. I want to purge the stain
of his politics by rather dying myself for the Roman usurpation and illegal
predominance than give Africa over to Caesar. That’s my personal stand.

It would be senseless though to defend our city against Caesar’s overwhelming
superior power. In a possible confrontation the city would be extirpated and its
population brutally massacred. No citizen of Utica wants that and myself least of all.
We will not in a suicidal manner defend our city against impossible odds, but we will
do everything that’s within our power. We will reinforce our defences, turn our city
into a fortress which will inspire respect and in every way keep the oppressor Caesar at
the safest possible distance as long as possible. And while we organize the defence,
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everyone who is willing to escape from here will cross the sea and go home to Italy.
When finally Caesar reaches here, if he does, he will face an impregnable fortress and
only soldiers, while all people of the city and all its resources will have vanished and
deftly got away. We will do everything for the defence of the city, but no act of violence
and no reason for any violence shall we give the enemy or will at all occur. That’s the
policy we now will follow and all work for together.

Scene 7. Cato’s last supper with his friends.

Cato My friends, I hope the food has been to your satisfaction.

Statilius Sir, you have never entertained us better.

Cato That was the intention.

Statilius But why do you always take your meals sitting and not leaning
comfortably back like the rest of us, leaning handsomely towards each other?

Cato My friend, I never lay at table any more after Pompey was murdered. I
thought you knew that.

Apollonides This habit of Cato is well known all over the world by every democrat.

Cato I fear, my friend, that the time will come when no one any more will lie
comfortably at dinner.

Apollonides Do you view the future that darkly, Cato?

Cato Can you, although you are wise, see any future light?

Apollonides Didn’t Socrates say, that “only the good man is free while all who follow
the paths of evil are slaves”? I count you and with you all Romans who praise
democracy as good and perfectly free citizens, who for that very reason also have
nothing but good to expect.

Cato But the evil ones are in growth and already in dire majority. Do you know
how many Roman citizens still are existing in our world?

All No?

Cato We are only one hundred and fifty thousand after having been more than

three hundred thousand ten years ago.
All (astonished) What?
Apollonides This is serious, Cato. Have that many Roman citizens been lost by the
unfortunate quarrel between Pompey and Caesar?
Cato Yes, unfortunately. But it is still worse that their quarrel ended by Pompey
being the loser, who was not the challenger but the defender of freedom. And still
worse is the fact that our friend Julius Caesar at the moment is on his way here to Utica
after having beaten Juba and Scipio at Thaspus. He is only a day away from here.
(Everyone is upset.)

But we have nothing to worry about on our own part. We have fulfilled our duty
and our work. Everyone who had reason to fear Julius Caesar has had time to escape
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from here. We are just a dried out fountain in the desert, which Caesar is welcome to
seize and conquer with all his might if he is so eager about it.

Statilius What about us then? And what about yourself, good lord?

Cato Statilius, have no fears. Caesar had every reason to catch me alive. There is
no one he would rather convert to his autocracy than me. If he finds me alive he could
then announce to all the world: “Admire me, world! I have spared the obnoxious Cato,
my life’s worst enemy! Look now how I advance him! Observe carefully how noble I
am!”

That he finds me alive would be the best for him and the greatest service I could
possibly do him. He so adores to acquire more prestige by sparing and nobly forgiving
as many deranged republicans who warred against him as possible.

Apollonides My lord, your speech bodes anything but good.
Cato Yes, my friend, good Apollonides, that's what I am trying to tell you. There
is every reason to worry about the future of the world.

O Cicero, how you could constantly let Rome down again and again! Only you
could lead the Roman people right as legal expert and democrat to the extreme! You
alone were always fully aware of what was the right course to take from the state law
point of view, you alone defended justice against all the other decadent and corrupt
capitalists who only looked to their own interest and lived for that purpose only
without shying any means. Only you were a decent Roman.

How could you then give up so definitely so early and fail your state, your Pompey,
your Cato and everyone on your side? Indeed, my good Cicero, you are no further from
death than I.

Apollonides (to the others) I cannot like that he associates with death.

(openly) What do you mean, Cato, by speaking so openly of death?

Cato I talk of Rome, not of death. It's Rome who is close to death. Unfortunately
men will survive the fall of Rome, but they will never again be noble as Romans. One
hundred fifty thousand noble freeborn Romans remain. Before our friend Julius Caesar
has fulfilled the vanity of his victories, there will be only about a hundred thousand.
And then?

Statilius ~ Yes, what will happen then?

Cato Bankruptcy and despair, the rebellion and victory of the barbarians and the
destruction of all damned Caesars. For you will see, and unfortunately your children,
grandchildren and their children, if you will have any, shall see, that Julius will just be
the first one. He will establish a monarchy of terror which then our world never will get
rid of for perhaps a thousand years. And even if we get rid of Caesar the world will
never get rid of his disciples, his dragon seed of iron, which forever with its soldiers
aggressively will terrorise our world, perhaps for as long as it exists. And those who
will have to feed, support and pull his burdens are the good and human people, who
are so stupidly good that they would rather do what they are told to do than start
making trouble about it. Only the tyrants make trouble, and those who will have to
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suffer for the trouble of the tyrants and pay for it are the quiet and gentle humanists,
who in order to live at all are obliged to suffer in silence.

Statilius Then we are lucky to have you, Cato, as a counterpart to Caesar who can
deliver Rome from Julius Caesar.

Cato Do you think so, you fool?

Statilius ~ You are the last hope of Rome. Rome has no one else to follow but you.

Cato Unfortunately the opposite is the case. We are all part of Rome’s destiny

and have nothing else to follow.

Apollonides (aside) 1 fear the worst. (to a servant) My friend, could you carefully make
sure that your master tonight lies without his sword within reach?

Servant I will do so.

Apollonides Cato, you are out of joint. We don’t recognize this defaitism of yours. Spain
is still armed against Rome, and at home in Rome Brutus and Cicero will never submit
to him.

Cato They will all like me fall at their post as noble and freeborn Romans with
their honour intact. We have nothing else to do, for Caesar is hopeless.

Statilius But our joy, our good appetite, our ladies, all the beauty in the world,
culture and traditions, isn’t all that worth defending and living for, no matter how
rotten politics are?

Cato There you spoke the truth, my good friend, but like my colleagues there
around Cicero on the Capitol I am a politician, and as politicians we have a
responsibility which is unrevokable. We can never let it down, get rid of it or deprive
ourselves of it. We are inmeshed in the political machinery once and for all and have
only one major duty: to do what is right. It is never right to accept an illegal dictator of
violence. If he forces himself to his position and refuses to give it up, you must as a
politician demonstrate against the violation with force. It may go at any length, and
finally you have only weapon of defence left, which is voluntary death. That’s the most
extreme demonstration against life and the most efficient, which is absolutely right, if
someone made your life unendurable, which unfortunately our friend Julius Caesar is
doing for most of us.

Apollonides (aside) My suspicion was unfortunately correct.

Statilius In other words, Cato, you reject resignation as an alternative way? A
beautiful word, but only an excuse for cowardice, to weariedly resign is just a coward
pretext to abandon and escape your responsibility as a man and Roman citizen of the
world empire which after all is at the head of all existing order of the world.

Cato Yes, good Statilius, resigning is cowardly and condemnable.

Statilius Then was Epicure with all his perfect sense and philosophy only vain and
coward?

Cato Not completely, but certainly politically and humanly. He was just a fool

taking himself too seriously and believing he could dispose of his responsibility for life
and the world by his doctrine of resignation. That was just an escape from reality.
Apollonides Isan’t all real philosophy just an escape from reality then?
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Cato Not the real philosophy which tries to get around the considerably dire
mystery that makes out life and all our reality.
Statilius This seems constantly more like a true dialogue of Platonic measures.
Cato Yes, isn’t it lovely? I wish it could go on for ever, but unfortunately Julius
Caesar is on our doorstep and will disturb us sooner or later. Therefore I must
unfortunately ask you now to leave me alone with everything that I have to consider, as
before his approaching presence we have some decisions and preparations to make for
the inevitable.
Statilius (understanding, thoughtfully) Our friend Cato is tired after today’s exertions. We
must now leave him alone.
Apollonides 1 wish you a good night. Cato. And I beg of you: no foolishness.
Cato And T tell you as a friend: Julius Caesar will never have the pleasure of
sparing me for his prestige.
Apollonides (with a sigh) I am sure you know best what is right. (leaves with the others)
Cato (alone) Would I contribute to Caesar’s joy and false triumph by living to see its
disgrace? Never! You false haughty Caesar, in your victory you are the greatest loser.
Your wages will be more bitter than anyone else’s. You should have remained in your
brothel and devoted yourself exclusively to the violation of your pretty boys, seduced
housewives and wives of other men. You should have left the Roman empire in peace.
It did not deserve to be seduced by you. Now to action. But first we must fortify
ourselves for the deed. Excellent Socrates, no one was better than you. No one knew as
much as you, and still you were just a man. There is all your greatness: you were
content with being just a man. If all men would be content with that our world would
have done without all violence, all wars, all destruction and all evil. But fools like
Caesar believe themselves to be gods, and one always wants to make it even worse than
his predecessor on the throne of the world’s madness. Then Socrates was wiser to prefer
associating with death than with any power.
(opens a book and reads)

"I didn’t feel commiseration, as you usually do, when you see a friend about to die. For
happiness seemed to dominate his entire being and his speech, and so proudly and
without any fear he faced death that I had to think, that he even into the realm of death
was led by the divine providence and that he also, if anyone, would be happy there.”

Dear Plato, no one understood Socrates better than you, although you kept away
from your teacher’s deathbed blaming some illness. You were as much a coward as
Cicero, when he let down Pompey. But what was he to do? He wanted death as little as
you, and everyone who took part in the departure of Socrates exposed themselves to
the displeasure of the judges. But no one shall be tempted in my departure. I will die
alone for no one to be compromised thereby except one: Julius Caesar himself. Caesar,
how I wish that my death in some way could imply your destruction and the final
liberation of Rome from you! But I fear that the credulous people of Rome would rather
tolerate you than risk hurting your feelings by letting you know that they don’t want
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you. Just to live in peace people will accept any tyrants, and that’s why they will never
live in peace.

(reads) "A strange mixture of joy and pain filled me when I thought of that he would
shortly die. And in the same mood almost all those present found themselves: Now we
laughed, now we cried...”

How could you so enter and live in the only scene with Socrates which you didn’t
experience yourself, my good Plato? This is your most splendid, most sensitive and
most touching dialogue, and the only one of them all that I can bear with. But I already
read it twice today. That will be enough. I don’t fear death any less for it, no matter how
Plato by Socrates believes himself to prove the immortality of the soul. No one can
prove that except by dying and still surviving, which trick no one in the world so far
succeeded in playing. My sword... but where is my sword? (starts searching) Someone
has taken my sword! Still I hid it right here. And there is no other weapon either in the
vicinity. This is over the top! To be cheated of your own death! You didn’t have to
suffer that, Socrates! Servant, come here! (enter servant, looking guilty) Where is my
sword? (Servant is silent.) What's the matter with you? Where is my sword, I asked! Do
you want to wake up the whole palace? (Servant is silent.) Why don’t you say
something? Get my sword, I said! (Servant leaves.)

Damn! This was exactly what I wanted to avoid! Now the whole city will know that
I tried to kill myself, and then everyone will come and try to stop me. But they will not
succeed! My sword! My sword!

(Enter another servant.) Well, where is my sword?

Servant Pardon me, lord, but no one wants to get you a sword.

Cato How dare you, miserable wretch! (gives him a terrible blow, almost breaking his
own hand) Ouch! (Servant hurries out.) No, forgive me! I didn’t mean to hit you so hard!
And then I got the worst pain myself for it! That I should break my hand just when I
need it to pierce myself with a sword! (enter his son) Oh, there you are, you incompetent
dunce! What do you mean by leaving your father without means to defend himself
against Caesar? You might as well pinion my hands and feet and put him out to Caesar
when he comes! Do you wish to bring your father such a dishonour? You can’t stop me
anyway from killing myself. I could always bash myself against the stone wall if there
would be no other means.

(Apollonides and Demetrius, one of the other guests, enter.)

So, now you all come here. Aren’t you strapping me into a strait-jacket as well?

Apollonides Cato, you must understand, that no one wants to lose you. You have done
everything for Utica and its citizens. How could you then imagine that anyone of us
would accept if you committed suicide? We have no one else now that Pompey is
beaten and gone.
Cato Are you preaching to me about keeping alive now when Caesar is standing
outside the door and perhaps wants me in Rome for his triumphal procession in chains
like another of his apes? You know me better, Apollonides, than to refuse me any
means for doing what I think is right!
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Apollonides Not even Socrates makes allowance for suicide.

Cato Still he drank himself to death. He could have fled and lived. I cannot fly.
Therefore I can neither live. He could have abstained from drinking and been executed
instead. That would have been more in accordance with his principles. Teach someone
else about Socrates, who holds the same double standards as he, who in his last
moments caressed a young man for the sake of his beautiful hair. Take care of my son,
Apollonides, get out of here, and give me a sword! I don’t promise to use it, but I want
to have the possibility, if it would prove necessary. (Apollonides turns away and leaves.)
And don’t cry like another woman, Apollonides! You are after all a man! Laugh instead!
Laugh at this Roman world farce, which doesn’t know, that it is playing itself down the
drain and sacrificing itself on the altar of tragedy, while it is laughing itself to death of
pure madness! I promise you, that in two years Julius Caesar will be slaughtered with
as many wounds as the butchered Pompey.

Apollonides 1f you die, Cato, I will be one of the knives in Caesar’s throat!

Cato That’s the spirit! I will gladly die for that prospect. Get away now,
Apollonides, and get me a sword!

Apollonides (crying in Cato’s bosom) Cato!

Cato There man, pull yourself together. According to Socrates the soul is
immortal whatever happens. I have read the Phaidon all day. I know what I am doing.
But you don’t know what you are doing, standing here crying for the sake of Rome,
which will perish anyway no matter how much you cry. And I warn you: the adder’s
brood is worse and more poisonous than the adder himself! Tell Cicero that!

Apollonides Cato, if you take your life, I'll never forgive Rome!

Cato In that case you don’t need to forgive me either, for there is nothing to
forgive. There now, laugh and be happy, and then leave! (Apollonides leaves.)

What knaves! May a grown up man not die in peace without the whole world
interfering? Damn, how I struck my hand! But it served me right, the way I struck my
poor servant. . Bur there’s the sword now at last. It's about time! (A small boy brings the
sword and then leaves.)

Now, straight to business, before Caesar comes and robs me of my last freedom!
(strikes himself with the sword, loses the sword)

Damned hand! That you should be useless at this moment! Once more! Get up,
sword, and do your duty!

(strikes himself again, rips himself all over entirely, loses the sword)

No, this will not do. I can’t even take my own life any more. This is really going too
far!

The gods seem to want to make a farce out of my suicide. I am bleeding but not
dying. The intestines are pouring out, but that’s not enough. I must pick up the sword
again.

(falls when he tries to pick up the sword; hits a table with some objects in the fall. The table falls
over with very much noise.)

Damn it! (enter two servants)
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Butas (terrified) He is trying to kill himself!

Second servant What did I tell you?

Butas Yes, what did you tell me? I have forgotten.

Second servant Don’t joke now, but do something]!

Butas Fetch a doctor, quick!

Cato No, fetch no doctor, whatever you do, get me no doctor, you
bloody incompetent blunderers!

Butas You had a doctor here in the house earlier today yourself, and
he is still in the house.

Cato Get no doctor! Let no doctor see me!

Doctor (enters) What's happening here?

Butas He is trying to kill himself.

Second servant He fainted off.

Doctor No wonder. He has cut all his bowels out of his belly. (examines

him) But he can still be saved. The bowels are not damaged. We will have to sew him
up. Put him here on the bed, and I will sew up his belly into place.

Apollonides (enters) What's the commotion?

Second servant Cato tried to kill himself but failed, and now the doctor is
sewing him up again.

Apollonides The whole room is all bloody!

Butas Yes, Cato dragged his intestines around the whole room.
Apollonides That is should be so difficult to take one’s own life.

Second servant It's not easy when you are not used to it.

Doctor There. Now he is put together again. I hope he doesn’t wake up
now.

Cato (wakes up) What are you doing, you bunglers? Oh no! You'll not get away

that easily! Here is one who is about to die and who is not afraid of death!
(tears up all the stitches and starts pulling out all his bowels himself)
May Caesar see this and fear!
(noise outside)
Apollonides The whole city has woken up. Everybody knows already that Cato has
wanted to kill himself.
People (outside) Open! Open up! Don’t let Cato die! Our liberator! The last free Roman!
The only never defeated man of Rome!
Other voices Make way! Make way for Caesar!
Apollonides What!
Caesar (enters) What's going on here?
Apollonides What are you doing here, Julius Caesar?
Caesar We attacked the city by surprise in an effort to get Cato alive, but he seems
to have anticipated us.
Apollonides He really has anticipated you, and no one could stop him from it.
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Caesar He would have been the jewel in our crown. Didn’t he know that we
intended to spare him?

Apollonides That alone made him make up his mind.

Caesar I understand. You were too clever for us, Cato. He seems to have had a
hard match towards the end?

Apollonides All the world tried to stop him from robbing you of your barter, but he was
stronger than the whole world.

Caesar He must have been in order to die in such a manner. It feels exactly as if he
was here in this room somewhere now and laughing at us.

You don’t know what you have done, Cato. I came here to save your life, and you
grin in death of mockery and malicious joy for having cheated us of that pleasure. First
Pompey, who didn’t die of his own will, and now also you, who envied me my
possibility to save your life. In truth, I think I envy you your death, now matter how
painful it must have been. Do I then have to only meet with maliciously rejoicing blood
and death everywhere in all my victories? Is my destiny grudging every possible and
thinkable profit of my labour? Let’s get away from here! (leaves abruptly with his men)
Apollonides Cato, I am afraid you knew perfectly well what you were doing.

(curtain)

ActV, scene 1. The senate in Rome.

Cicero (speaks to the senate) Gentlemen, let’s not condemn Julius Caesar. He is just a man
like everyone else in spite of his manners. Rome has lost half of its citizens during the
tutile civil war. Let’s not lose any more. Rome has lost Pompey Magnus, the benefactor
of Rome, and we shall never see his like again. Also Cato died for Rome, and thereby
Rome has been shaken to the core by the loss of the two ground pillars of her freedom.
Julius Caesar remains. I turn to you, my noble Brutus and lordly Cassius. I have been
called a traitor against Cato and Pompey when I deserted Pompey and embraced Julius
Caesar before Pompey had fallen. Julius Caesar is my class mate and friend, and I
reconciled myself with the dictator only for the sake of peace. Rome has been bleeding
enough. Let’s not make matters worse by grudging the old sick Julius Caesar his
totalitarian power and vanity. There is no Roman who wants to lose more of their sons
in resumed civil wars. So let us endure this Julius Caesar and his behaviour. (sits down)

Anthony  Cicero can’t speak without making himself guilty of common meanness.
Caesar is his benefactor as well as that of all Rome. How could you resist this man, the
sun of Rome and her noblest personality, Rome’s greatest victor and most qualified
hero of all ages? You dare grudge the greatest son of Rome his life’s reward and
triumph! And even if he is fifty-five years old, I hope with Rome that he may lead her
for at least another twenty years in the sign of peace. Concerning his illness I can only
say that we all know, that it is of a divine kind. They say that Alexander suffered from
the same kind of epilepsy. So let us for the sake of his illness only the more venerate this
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clearly divine, great and immortal man. We must allow him his life’s most sumptuous
triumph, which I in the capacity of consul and the right hand of the dictator already
organised in good time.

Noble Brutus and lordly Cassius, don’t forget, that although you are his enemies, he
has offered you his hand in reconciliation. Or else you would not be sitting here.
Instead you would be dead. Brutus, I know for sure that he personally loves you most
like his own son. Take care of that love. Don’t betray it, and remember that you one day
might be the successor of Julius Caesar, the eternal dictator of Rome. Like Julius Caesar
has been noble and conciliatory like no one else in history, I beg of you to be noble and
conciliatory to Julius Caesar. He will soon be here in the senate. When he comes, let him
then be met with love in return from the invincible Rome, for which he has done
everything and only loves. (sits down)

Cicero Just to blunt the edge of Anthony’s opinion that Caesar is divine, I recollect
an incident between him and the much appreciated Cato, which at the same time
proves how human Caesar is in all his praised divinity. You all know that Caesar and
the good Cato were sitting rather close to each other during the Catilina crisis. In the
middle of a debate about the conspiracy, Caesar had a secret letter. As Cato strongly
suspected Caesar to have common interests with Catilina, Cato observed that Caesar
had a secret letter in the middle of the senate, and he then stood up to accuse Caesar to
secretly be in touch with the enemies. Caesar said nothing but showed Cato the letter he
had received. When Cato read it the contents proved pornographic and touched on
Caesar’s latest scandal with a most improper woman, whereupon Cato threw the letter
at Caesar with some disgust and said: “Take it back, you hustler.” (sits down. Many
senators laugh.) .
Anthony ~ Enough of glee and cheer, wanton and gossipy senators! You are lucky not
to have Caesar debasing his ear to listen to such smear. But here he comes!
(enter Caesar with armed retinue.

Anthony rushes up to him, embraces him and kisses him.)
Caesar Your kisses have a bad taste.
Anthony  Hail, saviour of the nation, our king! (places a diadem on his front)
Caesar My friend, you mock me. What have I done to deserve such a dishonour?
(removes the diadem)
Anthony ~ Would not Julius Caesar, already eternal dictator of Rome, be worthy of a
king's title?
Senators (upset, to each other) Julius Caesar king? No, this is going too far.
Anthony ~ Noble Caesar, with the heroism of Alexander you have defeated all the
enemies of Rome, every traitor has fallen in your path, even the greatest of them all,
Pompey Magnus, the greatest threat to Rome, had to lick the ground escaping in wild
panic from your irresistibility, and the same panicky terror seized your most stubbornly
fanatic opponent that villain Cato, so that he just from cowardice took his own life, well
aware of how his entire life had been a gross failure and mistake. So accept the diadem,
the royal sign, and be king of our Rome!
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(puts on the diadem again. Caesar tears it away.)
Caesar Have I done so much and won so many victories just to be crowned by the
folly of your dishonour, vain Mark Anthony?
Cicero Think of what you are saying, flatterer Anthony, who only wants to be
Caesar’s successor.
Anthony  Shut up, you old fox!
Brutus (to Cassius) It seems to me that the uncontrolled Anthony more deserves your
and the hatred of others than Julius Caesar.
Anthony The triumph will still be yours, divine dictator, since you alone have
defeated all of Rome’s enemies, Pompey and his sons, Cato and his Africans, and for
that you shall be celebrated with the greatest and most sumptuous triumph in history!
Nothing could diminish the unfathomable honour, greatness and divinity of Caesar!
The eternal dictator of Rome shall not be mortal like anyone else!
Caesar (to Anthony) You are killing me by spoiling me.
(leaves followed by Anthony and his own closest followers.)
Cassius Is Brutus still asleep?
Brutus He is beginning to wake up.

Scene 2. At home with Cicero.

Cicero I have betrayed both Cato and the good Pompey and Rome to the arbitrary
monster whose name is Caesar. But I did it only for the sake of Rome. I couldn’t bear to
see it bleed any more. And we will have to comfort ourselves with that Caesar is old
and weary, tired, sick and worn out. No matter how divine they want to make him, he
may still suddenly have a heart attack and die. And then we have Anthony and Brutus
as main rivals for his power. But fortunately the brutal Anthony is a fool. I hope though
that Brutus is noble enough to rather prefer democracy than the perilous power for his
own part. — Yes, what is it, my friend?

Servant Lord, someone is here to see you.
Cicero Did the guest mention his name?
Servant Marcus Brutus.
Cicero Like by order! Let him in!
Brutus! You are as welcome as the sun in spring! How are you?
Brutus Perfect in health, but sore in heart and soul.
Cicero Then you are really ill. How can I help you?
Brutus I can’t stand Caesar’s challenging presumption.
Cicero Dear friend, you are far from alone.
Brutus Cassius has succeeded in bringing me against him.
Cicero Cassius is dangerous, an ice cold, fanatic and incorruptible Roman. What

business do you have with him?
Brutus He wants to take the life of Caesar.

71



Cicero That’s the wish of all the world.

Brutus Even you?

Cicero I am the last one though to resort to action.

Brutus And I am second to that.

Cicero I can understand it, the way Caesar showed you his good will. He prefers
you by far to the loudmouth, the unreliable thug Anthony.

Brutus We are all worried about how you dare to spite Anthony. He is not to be
trifled with.

Cicero He is a vain conceited fool without judgement who should be informed
about his limitations. I know no one besides myself who can do it.

Brutus He is the only one in the world who hates you, which he does intensely and
fanatically.

Cicero And he has no reason for it at all. I was by all means the one who cost

Lentulus his worthless life, Julia’s later husband, but he was only Anthony’s stepfather
and a traitor and a lousy conspirer. So the hot Anthony is angry with me without any

right.

Brutus But you challenge him and raise his gall.

Cicero Because it is fun. He is so irascible.

Brutus He can’t control his wild tempers.

Cicero It's a pity he became a politician, when he would have been of better use as

a buffer against the borders.

Brutus No one has brought Caesar a worse reputation than the stupid Anthony.
Caesar is noble and good in spite of his vain ambition for power. He has won
everything and could now retire and can afford to be the best and noblest and most
magnanimous of all. It’s a clear fact that he is a competent dictator. Have you heard
about his latest plans?

Cicero I very much appreciate his good reform of the calendar. Thanks to that we
now have the only safe, perfect, scientificallly unchallengeable calendar in the world.
The Chinese, the Jews and the decadent Egyptians could go home to bed.

Brutus Now he wants to make war against the Parthians, explore Scythia and from
there attack the realm of the Germans from behind and definitely crush them for good.
Cicero It sounds pretty good. And if Caesar can’t do this, no one will never be able to.
Brutus That’s what I believe as well.

Cicero And this man Cassius wants to murder?

Brutus He leads a great conspiracy comprising all the noblest men of Rome. And
he tells me: “We will not do it without you.”

Cicero Slowly I begin to understand your dilemma. I know the fearless Cassius.
When Sulla was eternal dictator in Rome Cassius went to school together with Sulla’s
son Faustus, who bragged about his father’s absolute position of power. Cassius
couldn’t bear it and gave Faustus a sound thrashing for his intolerable boast. The
quarrel was brought to Pompey, who was their teacher. By every good reason Pompey
could fear that Cassius could be punished from the highest authority and have his
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tuture ruined, but Cassius didn’t care. In front of Pompey he clenched his fist to Faustus
with threatening seriousness and said: “Now repeat to Pompey the praise and honour
of of your father’s tyranny, if once more you dare expose yourself to my extremely
justifiable sacred anger!”

Brutus Yes, he is not afraid, and he is not the one who frightens me. What frightens
me most is Caesar’s attitude towards me. He loves me, Cicero! He believes I am his son!
He wants to make me his successor and dictator of Rome! I could never agree to that.
Then I would rather take part in the murder of him, even if that would mean I would
kill a part of myself, if only I would not become a dictator like he.

Cicero I understand your dilemma. As son-in-law of Cato and his spiritual heir,
you could not let the democracy of Rome down, even if you were Caesar’s direct heir
and dictator of Rome for a life like Caesar. Do what you yourself find is best for Rome.
And whatever choice you'll make, I must warn you it might be your destruction.

Brutus I am too well aware of that.

Cicero Brutus, you are a brave person. You were the very last who deserted Rome
by letting Pompey down although he took your father’s life. You are the best hope of
Rome. You are perhaps the only one in Rome whose judgement still is reliable and who
still has the best of Rome in view and nothing else.

Brutus You mentioned Pompey. I can forbear with everything else but cannot
forgive Caesar for wanting to rewrite history. I can forbear with everything except
falsification of history. The dictator has exonerated Pompey for appearances’ sake and
for the sake of his own prestige, but still makes all Pompey’s acts and contributions land
completely in the shadow of Caesar’s own. Caesar never could stand Pompey as long as
he lived, and neither can he stand Pompey as dead, his legends and reputations and the
truth of his deserts. I know that what Caesar wants most of all is for all history to begin
with him. By that he wants to strike out five hundred years of Roman democracy, all
Greece and its democratic legacy and culture and everything else that once was. You
cannot do that with truth. Then you will be struck yourself by the historical hangover,
which must strike every administrator of power from the bottom of history to the last
day.

Cicero My friend, think of Rome and the future, but don’t perish with it.

Brutus May I tell Cassius that we have your support in the plot?

Cicero You have my moral support but nothing else.

Brutus I thank you. Then I can calmly in the name of Cicero, the father of Rome,

strike the dagger into Caesar. (leaves)
Cicero (lonesome and distressed) Alas, what have done I now!
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Scene 3. The senate.

Cassius Is Caesar coming?

Brutus Yes, he is coming, after many ifs and buts. He has had a terrible night of
hauntings, nightmares and other such unpleasantness, everything has indicated
that something would happen to him here today, his wife has tried to keep him at
home by force, but Caesar is coming.

Cassius You also appear to have had a bad night.

Brutus You know that I never sleep more than four hours every night. For me the

night was quite normal, but Portia was in loud throes all night and is so still. I haven’t

been left in peace here for a quarter of an hour without constant worried messages from
her about my health. My latest message from home said that she was dying, but she had

only fainted.

Cassius Does she know about our business here today?

Brutus She alone knows that I have a knife in my sleeve.

Cassius Everything speaks for our success. If only Caesar comes here he will not get

away from us alive. Idus Martii in Pompey’s own hall. Look how he stands there in his
majesty far more noble, self-sacrificing and good than the ruthless Caesar. We are on
the right spot. His presence here, even if merely a statue, is a better warrant than
anything else for the moment when Caesar’s presumption shall be his fall.

Brutus Anthony himself has said that Caesar has accepted being crowned as a
king.
Cassius The vain Anthony just wants to crown Caesar to be king himself after him.

(to Casca, passing by) Casca, is everything ready? You deliver the first thrust. Tullius
Cimber gives the signal by pulling down Caesar’s toga from his shoulders from behind,
after having engaged Caesar in his appeal for his exiled brother, which we all will back
him up in. Surrounded by our appeal Caesar will not be able to get away. Casca, you
are almost the most important one. He should die at the first thrust.

Casca You can safely rely on me.

asenator A word, my dear Casca. You have kept everything away from me, but I
have now learned everything from Brutus.

Casca (shaken) Brutus? What has Brutus then revealed to you?

senator (laughs) How then did you get so rich so suddenly, that you dared to stand up as
a candidate and become an aedil? (leaves laughing)

Casca Whew! And I thought the plot no longer to be a secret!

Cassius Control yourself! Your blush cries out louder than confessions!

Popilius Laena (to Brutus, in confidence) I wish you all success in your endeavour.

Brutus (taken aback) What do you mean, Popilius Laena?

Popilius Laena You know very well. But don’t postpone the affair, because it is no longer
any secret. But listen how people are cheering outside! It must herald Caesar’s arrival.
(leaves)

Cassius Have you talked?
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Brutus Not me.

Cassius What could he know? If he says one word to Caesar before he has entered
our possibilities are lost.

Casca No risk though that the dangerous Anthony enters. His way in here is
blocked by a number of appeals.

Decius If only Caesar enters the coast is clear.

Brutus Caesar is entering now.

Cassius Popilius Laena walks in his way.

Brutus Yes, he is stopped by Popilius Laena.

Casca How much does Popilius Laena know?

Cassius No one knows.

Artemidorus (makes his way up to Caesar) Read this, my dear Caesar!

Caesar Later, my friend. (enters)

Artemidorus But this is most important! It is a matter of life and death!

Caesar Then we’ll read it first of all items of today. (starts reading)

Decius (gets before Artemidorus) Trebonius begs you to read this supplication of his. He
humbly begs you to spare his brother’s life. It's the most important case of today for the
senate.

Caesar Every matter today seems to be of life and death. We will read your
supplications eventually.

(does not accept Decius’ supplication but keeps Artemidorus’ in his hand.)

(Caesar enters the hall with dignity. At the far back of it is the statue of Pompey.

The senators are symmetrically situated along the sides.)

Senators Hail, Caesar!

(At once the whole scene freezes, and Caesar appears alone with the statue of Pompey.)

Caesar Magnificent master! That we would meet right here today!

Your death was my life’s hardest loss. I did what I could to give you honour
although I had defeated you, and Cicero said himself, that by restoring your
monuments of honour and statues I had raised my own. You can’t complain of that I
honoured you in death far more than you were honoured when alive. Still you stand
there so daunting, challenging, glorious and invincible, as if you still could take revenge
on me and defeat me. You stand as if you had me to trample under your feet.

(has arrived at the statue and turns around)
Well, what about Trebonius Cimber?
Tullius Cimber Humbly we beseech you to recall him from his exile.

Caesar Who are ‘we’? You and the senate, or you and your lice?

Brutus I beg to join Tullius Cimber’s appeal.

Cassius The brother was unjustly and brusquely sentenced to this hard punishment
for nothing.

Casca We are a dozen senators who join in this petition.

Caesar I am then surrouncded by your prayers. The careless Trebonius was justly

sentenced though.
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Tullius Cimber (grabs Caesar’s shoulders) Still we beg you to recall him.
Caesar Man, what are you doing? This is violence!
(Cimber jerks the toga off his shoulders. Casca strikes Caesar from behind.)
What is the meaning of this? Villain!! But it is Casca!
(disarms Casca; Brutus strikes down Caesar from in front.)
Even you, my son??
(gives up, pulls the toga over his face and falls while he is struck by 21 more knives;
in the turmoil the murderers sometimes strike each other by mistake.)

Decius Aim right, you devil! You are cutting me to pieces! (The senators esacape in
panic.)
Brutus My lords senators, there is no danger! It was only Julius Caesar, the tyrant

of Rome, who was our target! No other Roman has any reason to fear for his life! By this
the Roman democratic republic is restored. That’s all we wanted by this clearly justified
and well motivated political murder. Fear not, my lords senators! Only the law and
freedom is now restored!

Anthony (enters) So that’s why I was kept outside. What does Brutus mean by his
ruthless slaughter of an unarmed aged old man by a mob let loose?

Brutus Anthony, you can take it easy. You are still concul legally. Don’t thirst for
revenge. We have had enough of many years’ civil wars with endless vendettas. Regard
it as Pompey’s final revenge at last. Look how elevated in purity he stands there calmly
triumphing over the bitter end of Caesar’s ambitions. Thus has Caesar now met with
the destiny of Cato and Pompey. Let it be enough. We want no more blood, and may
Rome also want no more. Let us just calmly return to order now and regard the
dictatorship as just a temporary parenthesis. Rome does never again want a king or a
dictator! The bloody careers of Sulla and Cinna, the grand power ambitions of Caesar
and Pompey only resulting in the loss of half of all citizens of Rome in a bloody and
meaningless civil war, we have had enough of all that!

Freedom, order, the rehabilitation of the republic, law and justice and true
democracy, there you have everything that couldn’t be mentioned while Julius Caesar
was alive.

Anthony  Julius Caesar was still a divinely greast and noble man. You can’t take that

away from him. And Julius Caesar has a relative, the heir Octavius Caesar. You can’t

keep his inheritance away from him.

Brutus So you don’t claim Caesar’s inheritance yourself?

Anthony 1 would be a mad fool if I dared to presume anything in front of your

daggers. May your wishes be granted. May everything return to normal. Just general

mourning shall be proclaimed all around the empire, for no one made Rome so great as

Julius Caesar. May we all come to terms peacefully and not make matters worse by

shedding anything else than tears over Caesar’s brier. But what do you intend for

Caesar’s young heir Octavius?

Brutus Let the old Cicero take care of him. He could surely bring the young Caesar
to some understanding of what is necessary and to reconciliation with his uncle’s

76



destiny. For as Julius Caesar’s heir, the young Caesar will be the richest and
youngest billionaire in our world.
(walks out with his arm around Anthony, while caretakers start to mind
the completely blood-soaked and covered corpse of Julius Caesar.)

Scene 4. Cicero’s garden.

Cicero Welcome, my lords Filippus, Marcellus and Gaius Octavius!
Filippus So you already know my stepson by the name?
Cicero I have seen him before and know what a brilliant promise he is.

Marcellus  That’s why we brought him here, for we know how you if anyone could
help and bring him up to becoming the best of Romans and Julius Caesar’s heir.

Cicero Is it true that he has sued the villain Mark Anthony for a hundred and
seventy-five million sesterties?

Filippus That’s how much the vain Anthony tried to keep from Octavius of his great
uncle’s vast inheritance.

Marcellus  There will soon be a civil war between Anthony and Gaius Octavius.

Cicero And can young Gaius lead armies in war? For Anthony is strongest and
best as a war leader.

Octavius ~ All the hardiest men of my great uncle are ready for battle under my
command.

Cicero Have you been to war before?

Octavius I was with Julius Caesar in Spain. It was after that he made me his universal
heir.

Marcellus  He excelled much in Spain and won the affection of Caesar. We know how
the dictator was somewhat impressed by his sister’s grandchild’s personality.

Cicero Then, gentlemen, you can leave him in safety with me. I will do everything
for him and and make way for him to the very heart of the Roman people, the senate
and Rome. You know that I never had such a powerful influence as I have now as I
alone am able to reconcile the republican party with Caesar’s party. Brutus obeys me
like a disciple of mine, and if Octavius follows my path Anthony will soon be out of the

play.

Marcellus  We sincerely hope so.

Filippus Then we leave Gaius Octavius here in your care.

Cicero That’s right and well. Come, young Octavius, and I will tell you some

remarkable secrets. (Filippus and Marcellus leave.)

When I was consul of Rome twenty yearts ago, and the conspiracy led by Catilina
became obvious, you were born during the very debate which perhaps determined the
future. That was the first of the signs that you were meant for something very special.

When your mother’s uncle Caesar was consul and the great Pompey lived, I had
one night a dream of the future. In it Jupiter called up all Roman youngsters to the
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Capitol to bequeath all power of Rome to one of them. One of the boys was chosen by
Jupiter who said to him: “Romans, this is the boy who will put an end to your eternal
civil war.” And the next day I saw the boy alive and recognized him immediately.

It was Octavius Caesar, you yourself, as you walked next to Julius Caesar. And that
was the second sign. Now you stand here yourself quite willingly to be brought up to
be the father of our Rome after me. That’s the third and final sign.

Octavius 1 always venerated you, Cicero. But what shall we do? You happily
managed to get Mark Anthony exiled, but he now stands heavily armed up in northern
Italy. A civil war cannot be avoided.

Cicero Just stay calm, my son. The consuls Hirtius and Pansa will surely defeat the
unbearable bully.

Octavius I would probably manage that battle better myself. If I had more power I
would manage it more efficiently. Do you think I could become consul?

Cicero My son, that is out of the question as yet.

Octavius ~ But think about it. When I am chosen consul, which must happen sooner or
later, I would then immediately choose you, good Cicero, as second consul. You would
then rule Rome by me. It's only the title and honour that interest me. The power and
helm of the state would be yours. With your older more experienced judgement I
would completely align myself after you.

Cicero Dear young Octavius, it couldn’t happen until next year at the earliest.
Hirtius and Pansa will be consuls until the end of the year, and I have to mind the
republican interests of Rome first of all. If you were made head of the army, Brutus and
Cassius would get worried.

Octavius ~ Brutus loves me and has already showed me his confidence. He is happy
about my plaint against Mark Anthony.

Cicero So is the entire world. As long as you stand up for the defence of the
republic, all the world will be yours, young Caesar. So never let democracy down. That
could cost Rome its life.

Octavius ~ Just make me consul, and Rome will be free and have peace forever.

Cicero (alone) And can I then trust this young man and give him my full confidence? I
could persuade the senate to choose Octavius. And what if he betrays me? Then I and
Rome would be lost. But I have no reason to mistrust him. I can’t think anything bad
about him until he gave me some reason for it. If he affirms he will follow us and obey
me I can’t doubt his intention to do so as long as he is true to his word. - So, young
Octavius, I will speak for you. You will be praetor in the meantime, and the Roman
republic and senate shall understand that you embrace the cause of the democratic
freedom party, which is the party of me and Brutus, against Mark Anthony and his
assassins. I can only think good of you, for you are too young as yet to at all be able to
get stained by egoistic power ambitions of more evil than good. Be mine, and I will be
yours. Only one thing I have to ask of you: don’t disappoint me. The future of Rome
could depend on that you do what is right and don’t betray the senate and democracy,
the republic and the people.
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Octavius I promise to think of it.
Cicero Good, my boy. I think we understand each other and will get along fine.

Scene 5. The senate.

Cicero My lords senators, I fully understand your second thoughts. Haven't we
been in the same situation before: a too powerful Caesar too heavily armed? You fear a
new Julius Caesar with every right. But young Octavius fights for democracy and the
freedom Brutus has given us. He is completely harmless. I vouch for that.

Sallust Good Cicero, Rome knows you and loves you for the all too democratic
man you are. But do you realize what risks we take by making Octavius consul? By
your advice we have given him our little finger, whereupon he asked for the hand. We
gave him the hand by your advice, whereupon he demanded the arm. Now you ask us
to give him the arm. What will he ask for next?

Cicero Noble Sallust, you are one of the few of us here today who never joined any
party for or against anyone. Therefore your judgement must be considered most sober.
But still, what more do we have to fear now, when Mark Anthony is beaten? It certainly
was misfortunate that it would cost the lives of Hirtius and Pansa, and only for that
reason we will have to choose a new consul. By earlier serving Brutus and suing
Anthony, young Octavius has demonstrated on which side he is. Trust me: he will
never let democracy and the restored republic down. He is our man.

Sallust Dear Cicero, before Pompey was slain you took a stand for Caesar, tempted
by his flattery and that he called you the Pericles of Rome. You allowed yourself to be
fooled by Julius Caesar. The result was the divine elevation of Julius Caesar and his
consequential hubris and fall. And now you let yourself be seduced by the young
Octavius Caesar, who has promised you the consular office if you succeed in getting
him elected as first consul himself. What will be the result if we follow your advice?
Maybe a new divine elevation of an eternal dictator with possibly another unavoidable
hubris and fall with a possible consequential disaster to the entire Roman empire. Do
you really dare to bring us into this?

Cicero Countrymen and brothers, for twenty years I have been speaking to you in
this senate. Not once since the conspiracy of Catilina can you say that I have said and
suggested anything wrong. My advice always proved right, and when you didn’t
follow it, which was often enough the case, it resulted in disasters for Rome. Everything
I thought and said in this senate was for the best of Rome. Young Octavius has
promised to follow my advice in everything he undertakes. He is my most cooperative
servant and that of Rome, the people and the senate, while at the same time he has
proved great diplomatic, organizational, administrative and military competence. I
regard all Rome’s dangers as passed by the exile and defeat of Mark Anthony. His
armies have passed over to Octavius. They are thereby as obedient to the senate and
Rome as Octavius himself.
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Sallustius ~ Can we trust Cicero’s judgement in this issue, gentlemen? Dare we entrust
the fate of Rome to the too young hands of Octavius?
Quintus Cicero It is a pity that Brutus and Csssius are not present. We would have liked
to hear their opinion in this matter. But they have fled from Rome to the provinces from
fear of the hatred of the Roman mob for them, which Anthony roused by his notorious
funeral speech over Julius Caesar. Still we cannot bypass the democratic rules. If we
choose Octavius for consul only he himself can choose whom he wants for his second
consul. And, my brother Tully, also you yourself must be prepared for that it doesn’t
necessarily have to be you.
Cicero (to himself) If it will not be me Rome is lost.
Quintus What did you say?
Cicero I said, that if you don’t choose Octavius for consul, Rome is lost.
Sallust Cicero means, that if we don’t establish Octavius as our friend by choosing
him for consul, he might become our enemy who with military force like Julius Caesar
could make himself dictator.
Quintus I propose, that Gaius Octavius, who calls himself Octavianus, is elected
consul after the tragic demise of Hirtius and Pansa. What do you say, lord senators?

(All senators answer affirmative, nod or say "approved”.)

I find Gaius Octavius, who calls himself Octavianus, chosen consul for the year. I
then turn to Octavianus himself. Does he have anything to say? Can he already appoint
his second consul?

(Octavianus has hardly been seen earlier. Now everyone’s attention is directed to him.)
Octavianus Yes, I can already here and now appoint my second consul.
Quintus And who will it be?
(Cicero rises expecting him to be the one.)
Octavianus 1 choose Quintus Pedius.
Quintus Pardon, what did you say?
Octavianus Quintus Pedius.
Quintus Quintus Pedius?
Octavianus Yes.
Quintus Thus you don’t choose the experienced Marcus Tullius Cicero?
Octavianus No, I choose Quintus Pedius.
Quintus The election is done and cannot be undone. I am sorry, Tully. I am afraid
you have committed a mistake.
(All senators and Octavian leave. They don’t care about Cicero,
intentionally ignore him or shake their heads at him.)
Sallustius  You are blasted, Cicero. (leaves as the last one)
Cicero Thus am I left alone. I have made only one mistake, my life’s very first and
the most fatal one that could have been committed. It's the greatest mistake in the
history of Rome. My son Octavian, how could you fail me thus, how could you betray
Rome! You were good and the hope and blessing of Rome, until you became consul.
Now I see where you are heading next. You don’t give a damn about the democracy,
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republic and dearly acquired freedom of Rome and will join hands with the villain
Mark Anthony, who all too well knows what passion, fury, violence and raw strength is
but has no concept of common sense, law and justice, goodness and humanism. He can
drink and make war and make love, but every soldier can do that. It is more advanced
and unusual to do what is right. I could do that, until I proposed Octavian for consul.
He promised to remain faithful to me, Brutus and freedom! He promised me to be
consul with him! But it was only calculation. He thought that I, blinded by the
intoxication of power ambition, just to become consul again, for that sake should drive
the senate to choose him for consul. But I did it not for myself but for Rome! Octavian,
your betrayal of Rome is that yuo place your own interests before those of Rome. You
can’t see what is best for Rome. You can only see your own advantage. And that’s
wherein the universal tragedy and fall of Rome lies. Sulla and Cinna, Pompey and
Crassus and Caesar, Anthony and Octavian and their inhuman heirs will be the destiny
and destruction of Rome. I have done my part, and everything I strove for has led to
this my one and final and unforgivable mistake, which in a twinkle of the eye strikes a
big black stroke over everything I lived for as a politician.

And the tremendous final mistake was that I ever could give in to anyone’s
personal power ambitions and that I didn’t instead took the life of all that smells of any
power.

(leaves bowed down and beaten out alone from the empty senate.)

Scene 6. Anthony, Lepidus and Octavian in Bologna.

Octavian ~ Never! Never! Never!

Anthony ~ You must!

Lepidus My friends, we get nowhere like this. We have been quarrelling now for
three days. Octavian must give in. Or else it’s the end of our politics.

Octavian ~ You have got two hundred others! Isn’t that enough?

Anthony  These two hundred are just the tail. What good does it do if we cut the tail
and spare the dangerous head?

Octavian ~ He is not dangerous.

Anthony ~ He is not dangerous to you but to me. If I will not take his life, he will take
mine.

Octavian ~ Cicero would never hire an assassin.

Anthony ~ You don’t know that.

Lepidus It’s a fact that Cicero is dangerous to us as long as he may speak freely in
the senate. His invectives against Anthony are enough to put our entire triumvirate to
shame.

Octavian ~ He has been like a father to me! You can’t demand that I give over my
father’s life to hired assassins!
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Anthony ~ Your real father was Julius Caesar, whose power and glory and
responsibility you have inherited. He was butchered by twenty-three bloody knives of
twenty-three musrderers! Have you already forgotten all that? And one of the twenty-
three was his own son Marcus Brutus.

Octavian ~ Yes, but Cicero, the oldest and noblest minister of Rome!

Anthony  Cicero allowed and praised the murder of Julius Caesar. Who will avenge
Julius Caesar? No one can do it but we. Will you stand watching how your guardian is
butchered and then lick his murderers feet? That’s what you have done!

Octavian ~ You are forgetting that only Cicero could make me consul.

Anthony  Only Julius Caesar made you Caesar. What is a consulship to a Caesar? A
Caesar is born to take and keep the power by force! Titles and offices are trifles to him.
Without Cicero’s consulship you would still have been a Caesar and perhaps less soft as
such.

Lepidus You have to sacrifice Cicero for the future, Octavian. Or else you are our
enemy, and we will never be able to agree, and that’s the same as allowing Brutus and
Cassius to stay in power and let them get away without punishment for the murder of
Julius Caesar.

Octavian ~ You can’t imagine how my heart pains to have to sacrifice him. But if it has
to hurt, so shall yours. Measure for measure! I give you Cicero’s life on one condition.
You, Anthony, must sacrifice your uncle Lucius Caesar’s life, for he is the only
republican in your family. And you, Lepidus, must forsake your brother Paul.

Lepidus That was mean.

Antonius ~ That hurt, Octavian. For the best of Rome though I could sacrifice my poor
uncle. There are better men than he among the other two hundred chosen victims.
Lepidus I see no choice, Octavian. Cicero has to go, even if it must cost my only
brother his life.

Octavian ~ So you agree?

Anthony  Yes, we do.

Octavian It took three days for you to persuade me not to spare Cicero. It took less
than a minute for you to sacrifice your closest relatives.

Anthony  As Lepidus said, we have no choice. Something must be sacrificed for the
tuture.

Octavian ~ And what will that future be like, Anthony? Do you know anything about
it? We will be powerful, but then what? How do you think the future will judge us for
sacrificing Cicero, the best author of Rome of all times?

Anthony  If we ever will be judged, Octavian, we will be long since dead, for no one
will dare to judge us as long as we live. By his death we definitely secure power for us
for as long as we live, so what does it matter what eventual distant futures may say
about us? With our power we can do as we wish as long as we live. That’s what power
is for. What else? So forget, Cicero, Octavian. He is already dead.
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Scene 7. Sallust in front of the stage.

Sallustius My friends, I have the sad new to convey, that Cicero is dead. He was at
home in Tusculum with his brother when they were informed that they both topped the
list of Octavian and Anthony of undesirable persons. They decided to immediately
move to Astyra by the sea to be able to flee from there over to Brutus in Macedonia.
Their departure became rather hasty though, and Quintus thought he had forgot all the
most important things. He therefore returned to Tusculum where he was betrayed by
his servants and soon was executed with his tender son.

Cicero arrived in safety to Astyra and immediately embarked on the ship that soon
had favourable winds. He changed his mind however and went ashore again before the
ship had left the Italic coast. He intended to go to Rome to plead with Octavian for the
sake of Rome and perhaps in a protest against Octavian’s personal treason against him
commit suicide in the house of the Octaviani. However, he changed his mind again and
went to sea for a second time. He reached Cajeta and spent the night there. Next
morning he would embark on his own ship.

But that morning a troop of soldiers reached Cajeta and broke into Cicero’s house.
In all haste Cicero allowed himself to be led out by the back door and conducted
through the woods to the beach. He was discovered however and never reached the
beach.

The leader of the band was the centurion Herennius and the tribune Pompilius. By
order of Anthony they cut off Cicero’s head and hands and sent them to Anthony in
Rome. Anthony had much fun at Cicero’s head before he had it set up with the hands in
a public place where all Rome could see the rests of their greatest speaker. But poeple
said about Cicero’s decapitated head that they didn’t see Cicero as much in it as the
very portrait of the soul of Anthony.

And what happened next? The year after the new civil war culminated with the
battle of Philippi where the flower of the youth of Rome perished with Brutus and
Cassius. Anthony and Octavian held their peace as long as Lepidus was there, but when
the old soldier was gone there was a new civil war between Anthony and Octavian.
Thereby nothing has been said about the eight years of civil war against the
descendants of Pompey.

And then? Octavian’s power will be absolute, but no matter how long he will rule
and how competents he is, the rule of the Caesars will not last as long as the Roman
republic did for 500 years. The age of the republic was in spite of all a time of
development and construction, but the time of the Caesars will be a time of decadence
and decay. And it's only a question of time before the self-destructiveness of the
Caesars will give rise to some new element of power which completely will overthrow
everything they built by force and power. There are already vague rumours of the
appearance of some new revolutionary leader of the people from Palestine.

And thereby the last confusion will surely be worse than the first.

(bows and leaves)
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