
SIDE 3 
BRUTUS and PORTIA 
 
PORTIA 
Brutus, my lord! 
 
BRUTUS 
Portia, what mean you? wherefore rise you now? 
It is not for your health thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 
 
PORTIA 
Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed: and yesternight, at supper, 
You suddenly arose, and walk'd about, 
Musing and sighing, with your arms across, 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You stared upon me with ungentle looks; 
I urged you further; then you scratch'd your 
head, 
And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot; 
Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not, 
But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave sign for me to leave you: so I did; 
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 
 
BRUTUS 
I am not well in health, and that is all. 
 
PORTIA 
Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 
 
BRUTUS 
Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed. 
 
PORTIA 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you? Am I yourself 
But, as it were, in sort or limitation, 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the 
suburbs 
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife. 
 
BRUTUS 
You are my true and honourable wife. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
PORTIA 
I grant I am a woman; but withal 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife: 
I grant I am a woman; but withal 
A woman well-reputed, Cato's daughter. 
Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so father'd and so husbanded? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose 'em! 

BRUTUS 
O ye gods, 
Render me worthy of this noble wife. 

Knocking within 

Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, go in awhile; 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 
Leave me with haste. 
	


