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Brutus contemplates the assassination of Caesar.
BRUTUS

BRUTUS 
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I know no personal cause to spurn at him,
But for the general. He would be crown'd:
How that might change his nature, there's the question.
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins
Remorse from power: and, to speak truth of Caesar,
I have not known when his affections sway'd
More than his reason. But Caesar may.
Then, lest he may, prevent. 
[bookmark: 2.1.44][bookmark: 2.1.45]The exhalations whizzing in the air
Give so much light that I may read by them.
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Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by night,
When evils are most free? O, then by day
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, conspiracy;
Hide it in smiles and affability 
To hide thee from prevention.

