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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 

A Dramatic Reading from the Play 

Shakespeare 

 

 No matter what history has recorded concerning the lives of Antony and Cleopatra, Shakespeare, in 

his play, Antony and Cleopatra, draws our sympathies to them.  As one writer has said of Cleopatra: 

 “Great as her faults are, such is her devotion to Antony, and so winning is the gigantic extravagance 

of her affection for him, that we not only forgive her errors, but admire and applaud the actor of them.” 

 In the closing scenes of the play, we find Antony in dejection.  He has lost the war against Caesar 

and believes Cleopatra has been false. 

 

ANTONY:    All is lost! 

 This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me, 

 My fleet hath yielded to the foe. 

 O this false soul of Egypt!  ’Tis thou 

 Hast sold me to this novice, and my heart 

 Makes only wars on thee. 

Cleopatra enters. 

CLEO:  Why is my lord enrag’d against his love? 

ANTONY: Ah! thou spell.  Avaunt! 

  Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving, 

  And blemish Caesar’s triumph.  Let him take thee,  

  And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians. 

Cleopatra leaves.            

     ’Tis well thou’rt gone, 

  If it be well to live.  The witch shall die! 

  To the young Roman boy she hath sold me. 

Scene XI--Alexandria.  A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Mardian and other attendants. 

CLEO:  Help me, my women!  O! he is more mad  

  Than Telamon for his shield. 

CHAR:                         To the monument! 

  There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 

CLEO:  Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 

  Say that the last I spoke was ‘Antony’, 

  And word it, prithee, piteously.  Hence,  

  Mardian, and bring me how he takes my death.-- 

  To the monument! 
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