Portia:

Is Brutus sick? and is it physical

To walk unbraced and suck up the humours
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick,
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed,
To dare the vile contagion of the

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air

To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus;
You have some sick offence within your mind,
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

| ought to know of: and, upon my knees,

| charm you, by my once-commended beauty,
By all your vows of love and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half,
Why you are heavy, and what men to-night
Have had to resort to you: for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
Even from darkness.

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is it excepted | should know no secrets

That appertain to you? Am | yourself

But, as it were, in sort or limitation,

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell | but in the suburbs
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more,
Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.

| grant | am a woman; but withal

A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife:

| grant | am a woman; but withal

A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter.
Think you | am no stronger than my sex,
Being so father’d and so husbanded?

Tell me your counsels, | will not disclose ’'em:
| have made strong proof of my constancy,
Giving myself a voluntary wound

Here, in the thigh: can | bear that with patience.
And not my husband’s secrets?
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