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Cleopatra is received in State by MarcuAntony. Cleopatra prepares for her State visit to the camp of Marc Antony,

The sacking and burning of Alexandria by the Roman Soldiery. The Egyptian Gentry call upon Cleopatra.



THE STORY OF ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.
Marc Antony lands his army on the banks of the Cidnus River and consents to 

receive messengers from Cleopatra, who 'have come to explain some recent depreda
tions on Roman borders. Not content with their apologies and promises, Antony 
haughtily demands that Cleopatra herself visit him and make her explanation in person.

When this message is received in Alexandria, the beautiful Cleopatra at first 
indignantly refuses, and then, on the advice of a court astrologer who predicts her 
absolute domination over Antony, goes in grand state to his camp on the Cidnus.

And thus these two mighty figures in world history met for the first time since 
childhood. And when Cleopatra returned to Alexandria three days later with Antony’s 
promise to visit her, the doom of Egypt was forever sealed and the Triumvirate of 
Rome tottered to destruction.

To enslave Antony proves an easy task. Tired of his years of war and hardship, 
the mighty Roman falls easily into the voluptuous ease that ever reigns in the Palace 
of the Ptolemies, and the days speed by amid the caresses of Cleopatra and the 
ephemereal triumphs of royalty.

One year later, in Rome, Octavia, disconsolate wife of Antony, grieves for his 
absence and confides her sorrow to her brother Octavius. He advises her to set off for 
Egypt and reconquer Antony for herself and for Rome. Accrdingly, Antony is amazed 
by her sudden appearance in Alexandria and angrily orders her to return. Before 
leaving, Octavia calls on Cleopatra, from whom she receives nothing, however, but 
contempt and scorn.

Meanwhile, Charmian, a slave of Cleopatra, trespasses in the Royal Gardens, is 
rebuked by an Egyptian noble and saved from punishment by Antony. Several days 
later the Egyptian gentry, restive ’neath the sway of the mighty Roman, call upon 
Cleonatra and ask that, she rid the nation of his presence. Her reply, “I am thy ruler, 
dogs! Say no more, or I will have rid of thee instead!” results in a plot to murder 
Antony. This is overheard by Charmian, who is captured and thrown into a dungeon 
to p-erish. By an act of extreme cunning she escapes and flies to Cleopatra, who arrives 
at Antony’s bedside in time to save him. The conspirators are promptly executed. The 
following morning Antony gently kisses Charmian, who immediately falls upon her 
knees declaring her love for him. Cleopatra, listening behind a drapery, orders her 
publicly flogged and then, in a moment of demoniacal rage, has her thrown to the croco
diles. Thus did this queen defend her love.

Insulted and rejected, Octavi/a returns to Rome and narrates to some senators 
how Antony has cast her off. Indignation runs high and the Senate is convened to 
sit in judgment upon him. A decree is passed, branding him a traitor to his country 
and an emissary is despatched to Alexandria to acquaint him with the edict. The 
soldier delivers his message in rough language and Antony, with his arm about 
Cleopatra, smiles satirically as he replies, “Get thee back to Rome and tell that child 
who calls himself Octavius that thou hast insulted me and I troubled not to slay thee! ’ ’

War! A vast flotilla of boats carrying the pick and flower of Roman soldiery, 
under command of Octavius, sets sail for Alexandria. Landing on Egyptian soil, the 
army, by forced marches, comes to the very walls of the imperial city. In the palace 
of the Ptolemies Antony daily sits upon the throne, and spends the nights in sensual 
orgies, little heeding the Sword of Damocles so soon to fall. In one of the great rooms 
of the palace, a majestic fete is in progress when suddenly a disheveled, terror-mad
dened slave bursts into the centre of the room, screaming, “The Romans! The Romans!” 
Pandemonium reigns, Soldiers seize their weapons and run aimlessly hither and 
thither. The great hall is the scene of indescribable confusion—the scene of a panic- 
stricken multitude who fly to the defense of Alexandria.

Then followed a memorable battle. Antony fought most nobly but despairingly. 
The troops of Octavius tore down the great walls amid a hail of rocks from above; 
they drove back, from their own boats, wild hordes of desperately fighting Egyptians. 
The citv became a great blaze of flame and the Romans cut their way through the 
thickly-massed natives onto the steps of the Royal Palace and into the sacred precincts 
of the throne itself. The city gates were thrown open and the frantic populace poured 
from them like water down a mill-race.

And then Antony, realizing that all is lost, rushes into an apartment accompanied 
only by a faithful henchman. Turning roughly upon his servant he cries. “Come, 
craven, draw thy sword and slay me and thou shalt be the most talked of man in 
Rome.” But the servant, baring his blade, replies, “Nay, master! That I cannot do! 
See! Let thy fatihful servant show thee how to die! With which he buries the sword 
in his heart. In another instant Antony’s weapon is out of its scabbard and deep into 
his own vitals. Thus dies a mighty warrior. And Cleopatra, running in from an 
adjoining room, throws herself upon the body of Antony and weeps for the only true 
love she had ever known.

Octavius, the victor, orders solemn obsequies in honor of the dead, while the fertile 
mind of Cleopatra turns quickly to a means of safety for herself. Accordingly, when 
Octavius waits upon her, she tries the old wiles that succeeded so well with Antony. 
But alas! The stony heart of Caesar knows no relenting. He shakes her off and bids 
her prepare to accompany him to Rome as his slave. He leaves and Cleopatra, falling 
back upon a divan, sees a vision of Caesar’s royal entry into Rome with herself in 
chains, bound to the wheels of his chariot, the great temples and buildings of the 
eternal city alive with tens of thousands of hooting, jeering Romans who yell their 
imprecations at her as she passes.

Cleopatra leaps to her feet, the vision fades, and she hurries to the old soothsayer 
in search of death Three poisons are given her and Cleopatra holds court for the last 
time. A slave is pushed forward, takes the poison and dies in frightful agony. A 
second slave takes from the hand of an attendant another poison and stiffens with 
keen torture reeling backwards into the midst of the assembled court. Cleopatra 
shudders and calls for the asp. As the fangs of the serpent sink into the arm of a 
third slave he dies so calmly that Cleopatra is constrained to ask, “Slave, is death 
coming?” A slow, meditative smile overspreads the features of the beautiful queen. 
She turns away an imperious gesture motioning the slave carrying the asp to follow 
her. Into an adjoining room goes the stately figure. The slave sets the basket of 
fruit at her elbow and silently withdraws. An instant later a Roman Soldier brusquely 
enters and lays before her a tablet from Octavius. It is her death sentence and she 
knows it. From thfe basket of fruit she plucks the serpent and applies it to her breast, 
musing the while, “Yea, Caesar, thou has conquered, but in thy triumph Cleopatra shall 
not walk. This only doth Egypt ask of Caesar—that he suffer her to lie in the tomb 
of Antony. Farewell! ’ ’


