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Dramatis Perfonz.

Saturninus, Sen to the late Emperor of Rome, amd after-

aards declar’d Emperor bimfelf.
Baflianus, Brother to Saturninus, iz Love awith Lavinia.

Titus Andronicus, & Noble Roman, General againft the

Goths.
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and Brother

2o 'T'1tus.
Marcus; ~

uintus : - :
Qu bt Sons 10 'Titus Andronicus.
Lucius,

Mucius, .
Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius.

Alarbus, :
Chiron, j‘ Sons to 'Tamora.

Demetrins,
Aaron, @ Moot, belov’d by Tamora.

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afteraards married 1o

Saturninus. |
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus.

Senators, Fudgesy Officers, Soldiers, and other
Attendants.

SCENE Rome, and toe Countr) near it,

—PIE./LFE; *
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TITUS ANDRONICUS.

ACT L ROME.

Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate.
Enter Saturninus and bis fellowers at one door, and Baf-
fianus and bis followers at the other, with drum and

colours.

SATURNINUS.

OBLE Patricians, patrons of my right,

ol Defend the juftice of my caufe with arms.
1 And countrymen and loving followers,
o) Plead my fucceflive title with your fwords.
* I am the firfi-born fon of him that “laft

Wore the imperial diadem of Rome.:

Then let my father’s honours live 1n me,
Nor wrong mine age with this indigmty. |
Baf. Romans, friends, foli’wers, favourers of my rights
If ever Baffianus, Cecfar’s {on,
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep then this paflage <o the Capitol ;
And fuffer not difhorour to approach
Th’ imperial feat, to virtue confecrate,
To juftice, continence, and nobility :
But let defert in pure election {hine ;
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your cho:ce.
Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft aith the crowin.
Mar. Princes, that ftrive by factions and by friends,
Ambitioully for rule and empery ! ’
Znow that the people of Rome, for whom we ftand
A ipecial party, have by common veice,
In eleftion for the Roman empery,
Cholen Audronicus, fur-named Pius,
For many good and great deferts to Reane.

Az A ncbler




4 TiTus ANDRONICUS.
A nobler man, a braver warrior,
Lives not this day within our city walls.
He by the Senate is accited home,
From weary wats againit the barbarous Gozs,
That with his fons (a terror to our foes)
Hath yok'd a nation ftrong, train'd up in arms.
T'en years are {pent fince firft he undertook
This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms
Our enemies pride.” Five times he hath return'd
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fons
In coffins from the field.
And now at laft, laden with honour’s {poils,
Returns the eood Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned 7itus, flourithing in arms.
Let us intreat, by honour of his name, .
Whom (worthily) you would have now fucceed,
And m the Capitol and Senate’s right,
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,
That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ;
Difmifs your followers, and, as fuiters fhould,
Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs.
Sat. How fair the ‘Tribune {peaks, to calm my thoughts.
Baf” -Marcus dndronicus, {01 do affie | |
In thy vprightnels and integrity ;
And {o I love and honour thee and thine ;
Thy noble brother Tztus, and his fons,
And her (to whom our thoughts are humbled all)
sracious Lawvinia, Rome’s rich ornament,
That I will here difinifs my loving friends ;
And to my fortunes, and the people’s favour,
Commit my caufe in balance to be weigh’d.
| Exeunt Soldiers.
Sat. Friends that have been thus forward in my right,
Y thank you all, and here difmifs you all ;
And to the love and favour of my country
Commit my {elf, my perfon, and the caufe
Rome, be as jult and gracious unto me,
As 1 am confident and kind to thee.
Open the gates, and let me in.
Ba/. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.
[ ocy go up into the Senate-boufe.  Enter
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TiTus ANDRONICUS. 5

| Enter a Captain. .
Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus,
Patron of virtue, Rome’s beft champion,
Succefsful in the battels that he fights,
With honour and with fortune is return’d,
From whence he circumferibed with his {word,
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome.
Sound drums and trumpets, and then enter Mucius and
Marcus: after toem, two men bearing @ coffin cover'd
with black 3 then Quintus and Lucius. dAfter them
‘Titus Andronicus ; awd then Tamora, twe Queen of
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron azd Demetrius, avith Aaron
the Moor, prifoners ; foldiers, and other attendants. They
Jet dowon the cofin, and Titus fpeaks.
Tit. Hail, Rome, viGorious in thy mourning weeds !
T.0e, as the bark that hath difcharg’d her freight,
~ Returns with precious lading to the bay,
From whence at firft the weigh’d her anchorage,
- Cometh Audranicus with laurel boughs, *
"T'o re-falutc his country with his tears;
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.
Theu great defender of this Capitol,
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend.
Romans, of five and twenty valiant {ons,.
Half of the numbet that King Priam had,
chold the poor remains alive and dead !
Thele that furvive, let Rome reward with loves
Thee that I bring unto their lateft home,

With burial among their anceftors. -

i Here Gotbs have given me leave to theath my {werd :
i Titus unkind, an:l carelefs of thine own,

% Why fuffer’it thou thy fons unburied yet,

] To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx?
:
5
;
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Make way to lay them by their brethren.
[ They open the tomb.

There greet in filence, as the dead are wont,
And ficep in peace, {lain in your countiy’s wars:
O facred recevtacle of my joys,

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,

A 3 L



6 TiTus ANDRONICUS,

Hlow many fons of mine haft thou in ftore,
. That thou wilt never render to me more?
Lue. Give us thesproudeft prifoner of the Gotts,
‘That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 1
Ad manes Fratrum {acrifice his flefh,
Before this earthly prifon of their bones -
"That fo the fhadows be not unappeas’d,
Nor we difturb’d with predigies on earth.
Tz¢. I give him you, the nobleft that {urv:ves,
"The eldeft Son of this diftrefled Queen.
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious conqueror,
ViQorious T7tus, rue the tears I fhed,
A mother’s tears in paflton for her (on -
And 1f thy fons were ever dear to thee, -
O think my {ons to be as dear to me.
Sufliceth not, that we are brought to Roe,
‘I'o beautifie thy triumphs, and return
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoak ?
But mult my fons be ﬂaughter’d in the ftreets,
For valiant doings in their country’s caufe ?
O! if to fight for King and common-weal
Were piety 1n thine, it 1s m thele;
Audrenicus, fain not thy tomb with blood.
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods §
Draw near them then in being merciful ;
Sweet mercy 1s nobility’s true badge.
Thrice noble T7tus, {pare my firlt-born {on.
zt. Patient your felf, madam, and pardon me,
"Thefe are their brethren, whom you Geths behold
Alive and dead, and for their brethren flain
Religioufly they ask a facrifice;
'To this ycur {fon 1s markt, and die he muft
T’appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone.
Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftrait.
‘And with our fwords upon a pile of wood,

Let’s hue his limbs, ’till they Le clean confuin’d.
[ Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus azd Lucius

rwitb A]ﬂrbus.
Tam. O cruel irreligious piety !

Chi. Was ever Scythia halt {o barbarous ?
| Dezn.



" TiTus ANDRONICUS.” i
- Dém. Oppofé ine, Scjthia, to ambitious Rome.

l Alarbus go to reft, and we {urvive

| To tremble under Zitus threatning looks.

~ Then; madam, ftand refolv’d, but hope withal,
; The 1€ fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy
| With opportunity of {lmrp revenge -

~ Upon the Thracian tyrant m his tent,

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Gotbs,

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora Was Queen)

To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes.
Eater Mutivs, Marcus; Quintus and Lucius.
Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform’d
Our Roman rites: Alarbas’ 1imbs are lopt,
And intrails feed the facrificing fire,
Whofe {moke, like incenfe, doth perfume the sky.,
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren,
-~ And with loud larums welcome them to Roze.
7:¢. Let it be {o, and let Andronicus
Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls.
[Thei found trumpets, and lay the coffns in b toint
In peace and honours reft you here, my {ons,
Rome's veadieft champions, repofe you here,
Secure from worldly chances and mifhaps :
Here lurizs no treafon, here no envy {wells,
Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms,
No noife, but filence and eternal fleep :
In peace and honour reft you here, my {ons!
Enter Lavinia.

Law. In peace and honour live lord Tztus long,
My noble lord and father, live in fame !

Lo at this tomb my tributary tears
I render, for my brethrens obfequies :
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome.
O blefs me here with thy vitorious hand,
Whofe fortune Rome’s beft citizens applaud.

7. Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly referv’d
The cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart!
Lavinia, live, out-live thy father’s days;

And fame’s eternal date for virtue's praife.
A 4 Mar.
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3 TiTus ANDRONICWHS,
Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother,

{rracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome.

7it. 'Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus.

Mar. And welcome nephews from fuccefsful wars,
You that furvive, and you that fleep in fame :
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,

That in your country’s fervice drew your fwords.
But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp

T'hat hath afpir'd to Solon’s happinefs,

And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed.

- Titus Andronicus, the people of Rone,

Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever been,
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft,
"This palliament of white and fpotlefs hue,
And name thee in eletion for the empire,
With thefe our late deceafed Emperor’s fons :
Be Candidatus then, and put it on,

And help tofet a head on headlefs Rome.

T1t. A better head her glorious body fits,
‘Than his that fthakes for age and feeblenefs -
Waat fhould I don this robe, and trouble you ?
Be chofe with proclamations to-day,

To-morrow yield up rule, refign my life,
And iet abroach new bufinefs for you all ?
Rome, 1 have been thy foldier forty years,
And led my country’s ftrength fuccefsfully,
And buried one and tweaty valiant {ons,
Knighted in field, {lain manfully in arms,
In right and fervice of their noble eountry.
Give me a ftaff of honour for mine age,
But not a f{ceptre to controul the world.
Upright he held it, lords, that held it lait.

Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the empery.

oat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canft thou tell ?

Zit. Patience, prince Saturninus.

Oat. Romans, do me right.

Patricians draw your fwords, and fheath them not
"T1ll Saturninus be Rome’s Emperor.

Andronicus, would thou wert fhipt to hell,

Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts.

L,
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Titus ANDRONICUS. 9
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good
That noble-minded 77zus means to thee.
T:r. Content thee prince, I will reftore to thee
The peoples hearts, and wean them from themielves.
Baf. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,
But honour thee, and will do’till T die:
My falion if thou firengthen with thy friends,
I will moft thankful be; and thanks to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed.
Tit. People of Rome, and noble T'ribunes here,
T ask your voices, and your {uffrages, .
Will you beftow them friendly on dndronicus ?
Mar. To gratify the good Audronicus,
And gratulate his fafe retwn to Kome,
The people will accept whom he admits. _
;. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fuit T make,
That you create your Emperor’s eldeft fon,
Lord Saturnine; whofe virtues will, I hope,
~ Refleft on Rome, as Titan’s vays on earth,
- And ripen juftice in this common-weal.
. Then if you will ele€t by my advice,
- Crown him, and fay, long live our E:mperor.
~ Mar. With voices and applaule of every lort,
 Patiicians and Plebeians, we create
Loyd Saturninus, Rome’s great Emperor ;
And fay, long live our Emperor Sataraine.
[ 4 long fourifb till they come down.
Sar. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours aone
To us in our ele€tion this day,
I give thee thanks in part of thy deferts,
' And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs :
i And for an onfet, 7ztus, to advance
Thy name, and honourable family,
Lawinia will 1 make my Emperefs,
Rome’s royal miftrefs, miitreis of my heart,
And in the facred Pantheon her efpoue:
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleafe thee ?
Tir. It doth, my worthy lord ; and in this match,
I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace:

And here in fight of Rome, t0 Saturninus,
A4 King
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10 TiTus ANDRONICUS. !

King and commander of our common-weal, - B
The wide world’s Emperor, do I confecrate o
My fword, my chariot, and my prifoners ; )
Prefents well worthy Rome's iraperial lord. -
Receive them then, the tribute that 1 owe, -
Mine honour’s enfigns humbled at thy feet.

Sar. Thanks noble Tizus, father of my life, {%

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,
Rome fhall regard ; and when 1 do forget

The leaft of thefe unfpeakable deferts, :

Romans forget your fealty to me.
T:t. Now, Madam, are you prifoner to an Emperor,

"T'o him that for your honour and your ftate
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Will ufe you nobly, and your followers. -
| a
Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the hue [7o Tamora. ji
"That I would chufe, were I to chufe a-new : 4
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance; i

Tho chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,

L e s

'Thou com’ft not to be made a {corn in Rome : ?*%
Princely fhall be thy ufage every way. i
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent %
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, who comforts you. &
Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths.
Lawinia, you are not difpleas’d with this ¢ “ri';

Lav. Not I, my lord, fith true nobility
Warrants thefe words in pringely courtefie.
Sat. Thanks, {weet Lavinia. Romans let us go.
Ranfomlefs here.we fet our prifoners free,
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump.and drum.
Baf. Lotd Titus, by your leave this maid is mine.
| [Seizing Lavima.
7;t. How, Sir? are you in earneft then, my Lord !
Baf. Ay, noble Titus 3 and refolv’d withal,
To do my felf this reafon and this night. _
| [ The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb foew.
Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman juftice: |
This prince in julticc ieizeth but his ewn.
Luc. And that he will, and fhall, if Lucivs Lve. "
3. Traitors, avant! where 1s the Emperor’s guard 2
Treafon, my lord; Lawiniais {urprizid,

ﬁat , Surprlzﬁd! by wh%om“? Do ﬂ
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TiTus ANDRONICUS = I3

Exit Baflianus awith Lavinia..

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,

And with my fword I'll keep this door fecure.
;. Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back.

Maut. My lord, you pafs not here.
T;¢. What villain, boy,
Barr’{t me my way in Rome 9
Mut. Help, Lucius, help.
Luc. My lord, you are unjuit, and more than fo,

" Tn wrongful quarrel you have flain your fon.
T;¢. Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine.
My fons would never {o difhonour me.
- Thraitor, reftore Lawinia to the Emperor.
 Luc. Dead, 1f you will, but not to be his wile,

That is another’s lawful promis’d love. )
L Sar. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not,.

| Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock ;
} 1’1l truft by leifure him that mocks me once,
2 Thee never, northy traiterous haughty fons,
! Confederates all, thus to difhonour me.
Was there none elfe in Rome to make a ftale of
But Saturnine ? full well, dndronicus,
i Agree theie deeds, with that proud brag of thine,
1 That faid't, I begg’d the empire at thy hands.
! 2. O monftrous ! what reproachful words are thefe &
g Bar. But go thy ways; go give that changing piece;
" To him that Aourift’d for her with his {word ;
A valiant fon-in-law thou fhalt enjoy :
i One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs {ons,
¢ To rufile in the commonwealth of Roze.
. 7it. Thele words are razors to my wounded heart.
4  Sar. And therefore, lovely Tamora Queen of Goths,.
i That, like the ftately Phabe *mong Ler nymphs,
% Doft over-fhine the gallant’lt dames or Rozic,,
£ If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden choice,
2% Behold I chufe thee, Tarera, for my bride,
! And will create thee Emperefs of Rome. |
Speak, Queen of Gorks, doft thou applaud my choice ?
And here’ I fwear by all the Reman Gods, - (Sith.

[ He kills him.,
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12 Trruvs ANproONICUS

(Sith prieft and holy water are o near,
And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing
In readmefs for Hymencus ftands, ) ©

I will not re-falute the ftreets of Rome,

Or climb my palace, *till from forth this ploce

I lead eipous’d my bride along with me.

Tam. And here in fight of heav'n to Rome I fwear,
If Saturmine advance the Queen of Gozhs,
She will a2 handmaid be to his defires,

A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth,
Sat. Alcend, fair Queen, Pantheon; lords accompany
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely bride,
Sent by the heavens for Prince Salurnine,
Whole wiidom hath her fortune conquered ,
I'here thall we confummate our fpoufal rites. [ Exeunt.
7it. 1 am not bid to wait upon this bride.
{itus, wWhen wert thou wont to walk alone,
Difhonour’d thus, and challenged ef wrongs ?
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and Marcus.
Mar. Oh Titus fee, oh fee what thou haft done !
In a bad quarrel {lain a virtuous {fon.
T:t. No, foolith Tribune, no : no {on of mine,
. Nor thou, nor thefe confederates in the deed,
‘T'hat hath dithonoured all our family ;
Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons.
Luc. But let us give him burial as becomes,
Give Mutius burial with our bretheren.
Tit. 'Traitors away, he refts not in this tomb ;
This monument five hundred years hath ftood,
Which I have fumptuoudly re-edified :
Ylere none but foldiers, and Rome's fervitors
Repole in fame : none bafely flain in brawls.
Bury him where you can, he comes not here.
Mar. My lerd, this is impiety in you,
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him,
e muft be buried with his bratheren.
[Tatus’s fons fpeak.
Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany.
Zi¢. And fhall? what villain was it fpake that word ?
[T1us’s fon fpeaks,

.‘.‘2312;??1
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9uin. He that would vouch’t in any place but here.
7i¢. What, would you bury him in my defpight ?
Mar. No, noble T:tzs, but intreat of thee,

To parden Mutius, and to bury him.
7it. Marcus, ev'n thou haft firuck upon my creft,

And with thefe boys mine honeur thou haft wounded,

My foes I do repute you every one, *

So trouble me no more but get you gone.
Luc. He 1s not himfelf, let us withdraw. -
Quin. Not I, ’till Mautins’ bones be butied.

[ The brother and the fon: kneel.

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead.
9Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature {peak.
7:¢. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will {peed.
Mar. Renowned Titus, morethan half my foul.
Luc. Dear father, foul and fubitance of us all.
Mayr. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue’s neft,

That died in honour, and Lawinia’s caufe.

Thou art 2 Roman, be not barbarous

The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax

That {lew himfelf; and wife Zaerte’s {on

Did gracioufly plead for his funerals.

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy,

Re barr’d his entrance here.
Tit. Rife, Marcus, rife s

The difmall’it day is this that &’er I faw,

To be dithonour’d by my fons in Rome :

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.
[ They put bim in the tomb.

Luc. There lye thy bones,{weet Muzius,with thy friends,

*Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb.
' | [They all kneel, and fay,
No man fhed tears for noble Mutius;
He lives in fame, that died in virtue’s caufe. |
Mar. My Lord, to ftep out of thefe dreary dumgs,
How comes it that the fubtle Queen of Gosos
Is of a{udden thus advanc’d in Rome &
Tit. 1 know not, Marcus ; but I know itis :

If by deviceor no, the heav’nscan tell :
| I3
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Is the not then beholden to the man, a
That brought her for this high good turn {fo far ?.
Flourifb.  Enter the Emperor, 'I'amora, Chiron, and

Demetrius with the Moor at one door, Al the other
Joor Baflianus and Lavinia with others.
Sat. So, Baffianus, you have plaid your prize,
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride.
Baf. And you of yours, my Lord ; I{ay no more,
Nor wifh no lefs, and fo I take my leave.
Sat. Traytor, if Rome have law, or we have power,

Thou and thy fa&ion fhall repent this rape.
Baf. Rape call you it, my lord, to feize my own,
My true betrothed love, and now my wife ?
But let the laws of Rome determine all,
Mean while I am pofleft of that is mine. .
Sas. *Tis good, Sir ; you are very fhort with us,
But if welive, we'll be as fharp with you.
Baf. My lord, what I have done, as beft I may,
Anfwer I muft, and fhall do with my lite ;
Only thus much I give your Grace to know,
By all the duties which 1 owe to Rome,
"This noble Gentleman, lord Z:tus here,,
fs in opinion and in honour wrong’d,
That in the refcue of Lavima, ;
With his own hand did flay his youngeft fon, R
in zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath, | W
To be contrould in that he frankly gave s '
Receive him then to favour,. Saturanine, |
That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds
A father and a friend to thee, and Rome.

Tit. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my deeds.
>Tis thou, and thofe, that have difhonour’d me :
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,
tTow have I lov'd and honour’d Saturniie.

Tam. My worthy lord, if eve: Zamora
Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine,
Then hear me fpeak, indifferently for all ;

And at my fuit (fweet) pardon what is paft.

Satr. What, Madam, be difhonour'a openly,

And bafely put it up without. revenge ?

|
' I ¥
]
1%
Wt
>
o
-y
1
!
o
ry
L
_}3,1,
%
i‘y i
“.

o
i

o Sy AN ST ST

DI

— D e T T, o oo . T

Tan.



Titus ANDRONICUS. 15
T.m. Not {o, my lord ; the Gods of Rome fore-fend,

{ {hould be author to difhonour you : ‘
But, on mine honour dare 1 undertake,
For good lord Titus innocence In all 5
Whote fury not diffembled fpeaks his griefs :
Then at my fuit look gracioufly on him.
ILofe not fo noble a friend on vain {uppofe,
Nor with fowre looks aflit his gentie heart., s
My lord, be rul’d by me, be wonat laft, [ Alide.
Diffemble all your griefs and diicontents :
You are but newly planted in your throne 3
Left then the people and patricians too, .
Upon a jult furvey take Titus’ part,
“And {o fupplant us for ingratitude
‘Which. Rome reputes to be a hainous fin,.
Vield at intreats, and then let me alone s
T11 find 2 day to maffacre them all,
And rafe their fa&ion, and their family,
The cruel father, and his traiterous fons,
To whom I fued for my dear fon’s life :
. And make them know what "us to Jet 2 Queen.
- Kneel in the ftreets, and beg for grace in vain, ===
. Come, come, {weet Emperor,--- come Andronicus ---
. Take up this good old man, and chear the heart,
That dies in tempeft of thy angry irows.
- Sat. Rife, Titus, rile, my Emprefs hath prevail'd.
E ;. 1 thank your majefty, and her ; my lord,
! Thefe words, thefe looks infufe new life 1n me.
E Tam. Titys, I am incorporate in Rowme,,
- A Roman now adopted happily -
And muft advife the Emperor for his good.
This day all quarrels die, Audronicus;
1 And let it be my honour, good my lord,
i That I have reconcil'd your friends and you.
4 For you, prince Baflanus, I have paft
4 My word and promife to the Emperor,
# That you will be more mild and tratable.
44 And fear not, lords; and you Lawviria,
% By my advice all humbled on your krees,
¥ You fhall afk pardon of his majefty.

Luc,
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T.ue. We do, and vow to heaven and to his highnefs,
That what we did was mildly, as we might, i
Tendring our fifter’s honour and our own. %ﬁéf

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteit. B

Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble usno more.
Tam -Nay, nay, {weet Emperor we muitall be friends. %
The Tribune and his nephews kneel for grace, o

I will not be denied, fweet-heart, look back. 0

Sar. Marcus, for thy fake and thy brother’s hese, i
And at my lovely Tamora’s 1ntreats, -
T do remit thefe young men’s hamnous faults. B
Fawinia, though you left me like a churl,
1 found a friend, and fure as death 1 {weore, g

T would not part a batchelor from the prieft.
Come, if the Emperor’s court can feaft two brides,
You are my guelt, Lavinia, and your friends ;
This day {hall be a love-day, Tamora. 5
7;¢. To-morrow, and it pleafe your majeity, f

To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 3
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace Bon-jour. 1
i)

Sat. Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too. [ Exeunt. §;

L

il

"ACT IL. ROME.

Enter Aaron alone.

Aar. OW climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top,
Safe out of fortune’s fhot, and fits aloft,
Secure of thunder’s crack, or lightning flafh,

Advanc’d above pale envy’s threatning reach ;
As when the golden fun falutes the morn

And having gilt the ocean with his beams,
Gallops the zodiack 1n his gliftring coach,
And overlooks the higheft peering hills :

So Gamsia. |

Upon her wit doth early honour walt,

And virtue ftoops and crembles at her frown,

Then Aaron arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,
2 To
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TiTus ANDRONICUS. 17

To mount aleft with thy imperial miftrels,

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long
Has prifoner held, fetter'd 1n amorous chains ;

And fafter bound to Aaror’s charming eyes,

Than is Prometheus ty’d to Caucafus.

!Away with flavith weeds, and idle thoughts,

T will be bright and fhine in pearl and gold,

To wait upon this new-made Emperefs.
To wait upon, faid I ? to wanton with

‘This Queen, this Goddefs, this Semiramas ;

This Syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine,

' And fee his thipwrack, and his common-weal’s.

Holla, what ftorm is this ?

', Enter Chiron and Demetrius.

. Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge
| And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd, *
{ And may, for ought thou know'ft, affefted be.
}  Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all,
3 And {o in this to bear me down with braves :
§’Tis not the difference of a year or two

} Malkes me lefs gracious, or thee more fortunate 3

f I am as able, and as fit as thou,
1'To ferve, and todeferve my miftrels’ grace 3

4 And that my fword upon thee fhall approve,

And plead my paflion for Lawinia’s love.
Aar. Clubs, clubs ! thefe lovers will not keep the

peace.
%  Dem. Why boy, although our mother (unadvis’d)
i Gave you 2 dancing rapier by your fide,

ey,

, Are you {o defperate grown to threat your friends ?
Go to ; have your lath glued within your {heath,
21> T1ll you know better how to handle it.

% Chi. Meanwhile, Sir, with the little fkill I have,
3 Full well fhalt thou perceive how much I dare.

q  Dem. Ay boy, grow ye {o brave ? [They draw.
@ Aar. Why now, lords ?

H So near the Emperor’s palace dare you draw f

¢4 And maintain fuch a quarrel openly ? -
45 Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge.

1 would not for a million of gold,

SR

The



18 TiTus ANDRONICUS

'The caufe were known to them it moft concerns.
Nor would your noble mother, for much more,
Be {o dithonour’d in the court of Rome.

For fhame put up.

Dem. Not I, *till I have theath’d
My rapier 1n his bofom, and withal
Thruft thefe reproachful {peeches down his throat,
That he hath breath’d in my dithonour here.

Co:. For that | am prepar’d and full refolv’d,
Foul-fpoken coward ! thou thundreft with thy tongue,
And with thy weapon nothing dar’ft perform.

Aar. Away, Ifay.

Now by the Gods that warlike Gozbs adore,

This petty brabble will undo us all ;

Why lords ---- and think you not how dangerous

It 1s to jet upon a prince’s right?

What, 1s Lawinia then become {o loofe,

Or Baffianus {o dégenerate, :

‘That fer her love fuch quarrels may be broacht,
Without controulment, juftice, or revenge ?
Young:lards, beware --- and thould the Emprefs know
"T'his difcord’s ground; the mufick would not pleafe.

Chi. 1 carenot, I, knew fhe and all the world, -
X love Lavinia more than all the world.

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome bstter

choice,
Lawinia 15 thine elder brother’s hope.

Aar. Why are ye mad | or know ye not in Rome
How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love ?
I tell you lords, youdo but plot your deaths
By this devife.

Ch:. Aaron, a thoufand deaths would I propofe,
"T'o atchieve her whom I do love :

Aar. To atchieve her ---how !

Dem. Why mak’ft thou it fo ftrange ?

She 1s a woman, therefore may be woo'd ;
She 1s 2 woman, therefore may be won ;
She 1s Lawinia, therefore muft be lov'd.
Yhat man? more water glideth by the mill

Than
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Than wots the miller of, and eafie it 1
OF a cut loaf to fteal a thive we know :
Tho’ Baffianus be the Emperor’s brother,
Better than he have yet worn Pulean’s badge.
Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus MAy.
Dem. Then why fhould he defpair, that knows o
court 1t -
With words, fair looks, and liberality :
What, haft thou not full often ftruck a dee,
And born her cleanly by the keeper’s nofe ¢
Aar. Why then it feems fome certain {natch or {0
Would ferve your turns.
Chi. Ay, {o the turn were ferved.
Dem. Aaron, thou haft hit it.
Aar. Would you had hit 1t too,
Then fhould not we be tir’d with this ado:
Why, hark ye, hark ye ----and are you {uch fools
To+ fquare for this ? would it offend you then s
Chi. Faith, not me. .
Dem. Nor me, {o 1 were one.
Aar. For thame be friends, and join for that you jar. -
*T'is policy and ftratagem muit do
That you affe&, and fo muft you refolve,
That what you cannot as you would atchieve,
You muft perforce accomplifh as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chafte
Than this Lawinia, Baffianus’ love;
A fpeedier courfe than lingring languifhment
Mult we purfue, and I have found the path.
My lords, a folemn hunting is in hand,
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop :
The foreft walks are wide and {pacious,
And many unfrequented plots there are,
Fitted by kind for rape and villany :
Single you thither then this dainty doe,
And firile her home by force, if not by words :
Thisway, or not at all, ftand you 1 hope.
, ,

+ {quare, [fanifies to quarrel. vid. Midf, night’s dream.

Come,

™ tog
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Come, come, our Emprefs with her {acred wit

To villany and vengeance confecrate,

We will acquaint with all that we intend,

And fhe fhall file our engines with advice,

That will not fuffer you to {quare your {elves,

But to your wifhes heighth-advance you both.

The Emperor’s court 1s like the houfe of fame,

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears:

The woods are ruthle(s, dreadtul, deaf and dull : :

There {peak, and firike, brave boys, and take your §
turns. '

There ferve your lufts, fhadow’d from heav'ns eye,

And revel in Lawinia's treafury.

Chi. Thy counfel, lad, fmells of no cowardife.
!
E

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, 'till T find the ftream
T'o cool this heat 3 a charm to calm thele fits,

Per Styga, per Manes webor-
A Foreft. E

Enter Titus Andronicus and bis inree fons, with bounds }
and borns, and Marcus. .

7:s. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray, -

The fields are fragrant and the woods are green :

Uncouple here and let us make a bay,

And wake the Emperor and his lovely bride,

And rouze.the prince, and ring a hunter’s peal

That all the court may eccho with the noiie.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it 1s ours,

To tend the Emperor’s perfon carefully :

T have been troubled in my {leep this night,

But dawning day new comfort bath infpird.

[ Exeunt, '*"“

ek W e S B TR . v Iy e ey |

Wind borns. Here a cry of hounds, and avind horns in
peal : then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baffianus, Lavi-

nia, Chiron, Demetrius, and their attendants.

Ti¢+. Many good-morrows to your majefty,
Madam, to you as many and as good.

I promifed your grace a hunter’s peal.
Sat.
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Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my lords,
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.

Baf. Lavinia, how fay you P

Mar. 1 have dogs, my lord,
Will rouze the proudeft panther 1n the chafe,

And climb the higheit promontory top.
T;¢. And I havea horfe will follow, where the game

Makes way, and run like {wallows o’er the plain.
Dem. Chiran, we hunt not, (We, with horfe nor

| hound,
 But hope to pluck 2 dainty doe to ground. [ Eweunt.
' Enter Aaron alone.

Azr. He that had wit, would think that I had

§To bury lo much gold uncer a tree,
# And never after to inherit it.
i Let him that thinks of me {o abjeltly,

4 Know that this gold muit coin a flratagem,

2 Which cunningly effetted, will beget

k

it A very excellent piece of villany ;

% And fo repofe {weet oold for their unreft

¢ That have their alms out of the Emprefs’ cheft.

{ Enter 'Tamora.

. * Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’ft thou
{ad,

st When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ?

g
3% ‘
8 ¢ The birds chaunt melody on every bufh.

<
%5

# ¢ The fnake lies rolled in the cheartful {un,
il < The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,

i ¢ And makea chequer’d fhadow on the ground :

@1 ¢ Under ther fweet fhade, Aaron, let us fit,

%8 < And whilft the babling echo mocks the hounds,
%Replying thrilly to the well-tun’d horns,

ﬁ‘jﬁAs if a double hunt were heard at once,

wtLet us fit down and mark their yelling noife :

s | Asd
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5 TiTus ANDRONICUS.
And after confliét fuch as was {uppos’d

The wandring prince and Dido once enjoy’d,
When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz'd,
And curtain’d with a counfel-keeping cave,
We may each wreathed in the other’s arms,
(Our paftimes done) poflefs a golden flumber,
Whilt hounds and horns, and fweet melodious birds
Be unto us as is a nurfe’s {ong
Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep.
Aar. Madam, tho' Penus govern your defires,
Saturn is dominator over mine :
What fignifies my deadly {tanding cye,
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy,
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls,
Fvon as an adder when fhe doth unrowl
To do fome fatal execution ?
No, Madam, thefe are no venereal figns;
Vengeance 15 In my heart, death in iy hard,
Blood and revenge are hammering 1 my head.
Hark, Tamora, (the Emprels of my foul,
Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee)
Tiis is the day of doom for Baffianus ;
Liis Philomel muft lofe her tongue to-day,
Thy fons make pillage of her chattity,
And wafh their hands in Ba/7anus’ blood.
Seeft thou this letter, takeit up I pray thee,
And give the King this fatal plotied {crowl ;
Now queftion me no mote, we are efpied,
Here comes a parcel of our hopetul booty,
Which dread not yer their lives detlruuon.
Tam. Ah, my fweet Bioor, fweeter to me than life.
Aar. No more, great Emprels, Laffranus comes ;
Be crofs with him, and il go fetcli thy lons
'To back thy quarrcls, what{oc’er they be. [ Exzt.

Enter Baflianus and Lavinma.
Paf. Whom have we here ? Rome’s royal Empre’s !
Unfarnifh’d of her well-beleeming troops ¢
Or is it Dian habited ike her,

Who hath abandoned her holy groves,
| To

|
E
1
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To fee the general hunting in this foreft ?

Tam. Sawcy controller of our private fteps ;
Had I the power that fome fay Diaz had,

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently
‘With horns, as was A&eor’s, and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,
Unmannerly intruder as thou att.

Law. Under your patience, gentle Emperefs,
°T'is thought you have a goodly gift in horning ;
1And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
{ Are fingled forth to try experiments :

{ Fove fhield your hufband from his hounds to-day,
9Tis pity they fhould take him for a ftag.

}  Ba/. Believe me, Queen, your {warth Cymmerian
! Doth make your honour of his bedy’s hue,

2 Spotted, detefted, and abominabie.

{ Why are you fequeftred from all your train ?

% Difmounted from your {now-white goodly fteed,
9 And wandred hither to an obfcure plot,

a4 Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,

% 1 foul defire had not conducted you ?

8 Lav. And being interrupted in your {port,

T
";'Ii":

% Great reafon that my noble lord be rated
% For {aucinefs. 1 pray you let us hence,
{;1 And let her joy her raven-colour'd love ;
= T'his valley fits the purpofe pafling well. |
& Ba/ The Kingmy brother {hall have note of this.
@ Lav. Ay, for thefe flips have made him noted long.
8 Gocd King, to be fo mightily abufed.
24 Tam. Why have I pauence to endure all this ?
Enter Chiron and Demetrius.

Dem. How now, dear fovereign and our oracious
SR

it mother, |
1 Why does your highnefs look fo pale and wan ?
%3 % 7, Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale:

}

AThefe two have tid me hither to this place,
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S84 A barren and detefted vale you lee 1t 1s.

% %‘r he trees, tho' fummer, yet forlorn and lean,
FiE(’ercome with mofs, and baleful miflelto.
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Unlefs the nighty owl, or fatal ravey.

And when they fhew’d me this abhorred pit,

They told me, here at dead time of the night,

A thoufand fiends, a thoufand hiffing makes,

Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins,

Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries,

As any mortal body hearing 1,

Should ftrait fall mad, or eife die fuddenly.

No fooner had they told this hellifk tale,

But ftraight they told me they would bind me here,

Unto the body of z difmal yew,

And leave me to this miferable death,

And then they call’d me foul adulterefs,

Lafcivious Gaoth, -aud all the bittereft terms

That ever ear did hear to {uch effect.

And had you not by wondrous fortune come,

This vengeance on me had they executed :

Revenge it as you love your mother’s life,

Or be ye not from heneeforth call’d my children.
Dem. Thisis a witnefsthat I am thy fon. [Sabds Baf.
Chi. And this for me, ftruck home to fhew my

ftrength. *
Lav. 1 come Semiramis, nay barbarous Tamora,

For no name fits thy nature but thy own. .
Tam. Give methy poniard ; you fhall know, my boys,
Your mother’s hand fhall right your mother’s wrong.

Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her;

Firft, thrafh the corn, then after burn the firaw : 1

This minion ftood upon her chaitity,

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,

And with that painted hope fhe braves your mightinefs ;

And fhall fhe carry this unto her grave ?

Chi. And if fhe do, I would I were an eunuch.

Drag hence her hufband to fome fecret hole,

'And make his dead trunk pillow. to our luit.

Tam. But when you have the honey you defire,

Let not this wafp out-live us both to fting.

Ch:. I warrant, Madam, we will make that fuore 3

Come miitrefs, now perforce we will enjoy

"That nice-preferved honelfty of yours.

Lav.
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Law. O Tamora, thou bear'ft a woman’s face——
Tam. I will not hear her fpeak ;. away with her.
Lav. Sweet lords, intreat her, hear me but a word-—
Dem. Liften, fair Madam, let it be your glory
To fee her tears; but be your heart to them,
As unrelenting Flints to drops of rain. |
Law. When did the tyger’s young ones teach the dam 2.
© do not teach her wrath, fhe taught it thee. | |
"The milk thou fuck’dft from her did turn to marble ;
Even at thy teat thou had'lt thy tyranny.
Yet every mother breeds not fons alike ;
Do thou intreat her, fhew a woman pity.
Chi. What ! would’ft thou have me prove my felf a

baftard ?
Law. "Tistrue, the raven doth not hatch a lark :

Vet I have heard, (O could I find it now )

The lion, movidwith pity, did endure

To have his princely paws par'd all away.

Some fay that ravens fefter folorn children,

The whilft their own birds famifh in their nefts:

Oh be to me, tho’ thy hard heart fay no,

Nothing fo kind, but fomething pitiful. | ;
Tam. I know not what it means ; away with her.
Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my father’s fak_e, |

(That gave thee life, when well he might have {lain thee;

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Tam. Hadft thou in perfon ne’er offended me,
" Even for his fake am I now pitilefs:
.i Remember, boys, I pour'd fourth tears in vain,
 'I'o faveyour brothei from the facrifice ;
i But fierce Andronicus would not relent : |
¢ Therefore away with her, and ufe heras you will,
2 The worfe to her, the better lov’d of me.
% Lav. O Tamora, becall'd a gentle Queen,
i And with thine own hands kill me in this place ¢
@ For’tis not life that I have begg’d fo long ;
% Poor I was {lain when Ba/fiaznus dy’d.
®  Tum. What bego’tt thou then ? fond woman, let me go.
8 Lav. 'Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more,
& That womanhood denies my tongue to tell:
i O keep me from their wor(e-than-kill_mg haft,
% And tumble me into fome lothiome pit,
B Where
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26 TiTus ANDRONICGUS.

Where never man’s eye may behold my body :
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. |
Tam So fhould I rob my fweet fons of their iee.
No; let them fatisfy their luft on thee.
Dem. Away. For thou haft ftaid us here too long.
Lav. Nograce ! no woman-hood ? ah beaftly creature!
The blot ard enemy of our general name ; |

Confufion fall
Chi. Nay, then I'll ftop your mouth - bring thou
her hufband ; [ Dragging off Lavinia.

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him.  [Exeunt.
' Tum. Farewel, my fons, fee that you make her {ure.
Ne'er let my Heart know merry cheer indeed,
»Till all th® dndrorici be made away.
Now will I hence to feek my lovely Maoor,
And let my fpleenful fons this trull deflour. - [Emit.
FEuter Aaron aith Quintus and Marcus.
B Jqr. Come on, my lords, the better foot before;
Strait will I bring you to the loathfom pit,
Where I efpied the panther faft afleep.
" Quin. My fight 15 very dull, whate’er it bodes.
Maere. Andmine, I promife you ; wer't not for fhame,
Well could I leave ourfport to fleep a while. |
[Marcus falls nto the pit.
Duin. What, art thou f1n ? what fubtle hole is this,
Whofe mouth is cover'd with rude-grown briars,
Upon whoie leaves are drops of new-fhed blood,
As frefh as morning dew diftill’'d on flowers ¢
A very fatal place it ieems tome:
Speak, brother, hait thou hurt thee with the fall?
Mar. Obrother with the difmalleft object
That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament,
Aar. Now will I fetch the king to find them here,

That he thereby may havea likely guels,
How thefe were they that made away his brother.

| [ Exit Aaron.
Mar. Why doft not comfort me, and help me out
From this unhallow’d and blocd-ftained hole ¥
Quin. 1 am furprized with an uncouth {ear ;
A killing fweat o’er-runs my trembling joints ;
- My Heart fufpetts more than mine eye can {ee.

Marc. To prove thow haft a frue divining heart,
«F2ren
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Aaror and thou look down into the den,

And {ee a fearful fight of blood and death.

Quin. Aaron is gone, and my compaflionate heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold

The thing whereat it trembles by {urmile :

O tell me how it is! for ne'er till now

Was I a child, to fear 1 know not what.

Mar. Lord Baffianus lics embrewed here,

All on a heap, like toa {laughter’d lamb,

Inthis detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit. :
Quin. If it be dark, how dolt thou knew ’tis he?
Mar. ¢ Upon his bleody finger he doth wear

¢ A precious ring that lightens all the hole:

¢ Which, like a taper m {fome monument,

¢ Doth fhine upon the dead man’s earthly cheeks,

¢ And fhews the ragzed intrails of this pit.

So pale did fhine the méen on Pyramus,

When he by night lay bath’'d 1n maiden biood.

O brether | helpme with thy fainting hand
(If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath)
Out of this fell devouring receptacle,
As hateful as Cocytus’ miity mouth.
Quir. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out;
Or wanting flrength to do thee 10 much good,
I may be pluck'd into the fwallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Baffanus grave.
I have no f{rength to pluck thee to tae brink.
Mar. And I no ftrength to climb without thy help.
Quin, Thy hand once more I will not lofe again,

- *Till thou art herc aloft, or I below.

 Thou canit not come tome, I cometothee.  [Falls in.

Enter the Emperor and Aaron.

¢ Sat. Along with me, I'll {ee what hole 1s here,
¢ And what Le 1s that now is leap’d Into't.
Say, whoart thouthat Jately didit cel cend
Intc this gaping hollow of the earth?
Blar. Th'unharpy fon of old Audronicus,
i Brought hither ma woft unlucky hour,
'3 To find thy brethey Lafianus dead.
4 Sar. My brother dead? | knew thou doft but jeft ;
g B z He
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»8  TiTus ANDRONICUS.

He and his lady both are at the lodge,
Upon the north-fide of this pleafant chale ;

"T'is not an hour fince 1 left him there.

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive,
But out, alas! here havewe found him dead. -
Enter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius.
Tm. Where is my lord the King !
Sar. Here Tamora, though oriev’d with killing orief,
Tam. Where is thy brother Baffiarus ?
Sat. Wow to the bottom doit thou fearch my wound

Poor Baffiarus here lies murthered.
Tam. 'ThLen alltoo late 1 bring this fatal writ,

The complot of this cimelels trageay; .
And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold

In pleafing {miles (uch murdereus tyranny
[She gives Saturninus 4 letter.
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And if «ve #1015 0 rrect Lim handjpwiel

Saveot buistjman, Baflianus ‘zis ave BeGH,

Do thou fo much s 4:3 the orawe fer i,

Thow Fruaw’jF onr meaning : Lok jor thy rexvard

Amang tie nettles at the elder-tree

15hich cuer-fhades the mouth of that Jame it

15 hare ave decreed to Uiy Baflianus,

Do thiz, and purchafe us tiry ecif{1ug [riends.
Sat. Oh Tamera, Was €&l Leard the iise?

This is the pir, and this the eider-tree .

Leok, Sirs, if you can fnd the huntinan out,

{'hat fhould have murther'd Baffianns here.
heve is the bag of gold.

Aar. My gracious lord, g

Sqt. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bleody kind,
Lave here hereft my brother of his life. [ 70 '] 1tus,
Sirs, drag them from the pit into the prilon, -
There let them bide until we have devisd
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.
What, are they in this pit ¢ ch wondrous
thine !
ITow eafily murder 15 difcovered !

7it. High Emperor, upon my feeble Lknee
I beg this boon, With tears not lightly fhed,

T'l
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TiTus ANDRONICUS. 29
That this fell fault of my accurfed fons,
(Accurfed, if the faults be prev’d in them
Sar. If it be prov’d ? you fee it 1s apparcat. :
Who found this letter, Tamora, was it you?
T, Andronicus himfelf did take 1t up.
T;z. 1 did, mylord: yet let me be their bail.
For by my father’s reverend tomb 1 vow
They fhall be ready at your highnels’ wil,
To anfwer their {ufpicion with their lives.
o+ Thoy fMalt not bail them : fee thou follow me:
Some bring t:.e murder'd body, fome the murtherers.
Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain ;
For by ray {oul, were there worie end than deatl,
That end apca tnem (hould be executed.
Tam  Asdronicus, I will intreat the king ;
Fear not thy fons, they fhall do well enougii.
Tir. Come, Lucius, come, flay notto talk with them,
| - [ Exeunt.

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, avits Lavinia, her bands
cut off, and ber tongue cut out, and ravijbd.

Dem. So now go tell (and if thy tongue can {peak)
Who ’twas that cut thy tongue, and ravifn'd thee.

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning {o,
And (if thy ftumps will letthee) play the {cribe.

Dem. See how with figns and tokens fhe can {crowle.
Chi. Go home, call for {weet water, waih thy hands.
Dem. She has no tongue to call, nor hands to wail 3

And {o let's leave her to her filent walks.

{  Chi. If twere my cafe, I fhould go hang my felf.

B Dem. IF thou had’ft hands to help thee knit the cord.

f Lxeunt.
Enter Marcus ro Lavinia.

f{ L . »

%% Mar. Who's this, my niece that flies away fo faft ?
3 » 1, ’ .
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% Coufin, a word, where is your hufband ?
3 If I do dream, would all my wealth would walkie me ;
% 1f I o wake, fome planet ftrike me down,
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2 That I may {lumber in eternal fleep.

"

*

i,.
H&Qf .
5 Soeak, gentle niece, what ftern ungentle hands
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g Fave lopp'd, and hew'd, and made tue body kare

# Of her two branches, thole fiveet ornaments,
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And left thou fhoudft detect him, cut thy tongue.

Ah, now thou turn’{t away
And notwithftanding .11 this lofs of blocd,

(As for a conduit with their iffuing fpouts;)

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s face,

Bluthing to be enc
hee ? fhall I {ay, 'iis {0 ¢

Shall I fpeak fort

Oh that I knew thy hearts and knew the beat,
That I might rail at him to eafe my mind.
Sorrow concealed, like an oven {topt,

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it 15,
Fair Philomela, {he but loft her tongue,

And in a tedious fampler few’d her mind.
But lovely niece, that mean is cut frem thee
A craftier Tereus haft thou met withal,

And he hath cat thofe pretty fingers off

That could have better few’d than Philomel.
' thofe lilly hands

¢ Tremble like afpen leaves upon 2 lute,
! delight to kifs them,

1’d them for his life.

1] drown the fagrant meads,
hs of tears thy father’s eyes !

will mourn with thee:
[ Exeunt.

One hour’s {torm w1

What will whole mont
Do not draw back, for we

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery

ACT




ACT IIL

Enter the Fudges and Senators, wvith Marcus and Quintus
bound, paffing or the flage to the place of execution, and

Titus going before, pleading.

T 1T US.

AR me, grave fthers, noble Tribunes, ftay,
whofe youth was ipent

For pity of mine 2g€,

whilft you fecurely flept :
Romé’s great quarrel {hed,
¢hat 1 have watcht,
which you now fee

cheeks,

In dangerous wars,
For all my blood In

For all the frofty nights

And for thefe bitter tears,
Filling the aged wrinkles in my

Be pitiful to my condemned {one,
Whofe {ouls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought.

For two and twenty fons I never wept,
Becaufe they died in honour’s lofty bed.

[ Andronicus fieth daor, and the judges pafs by him.
For thefe, thefe, tribunes, in the duft I write
My heart’s deep languor, and my foul's fad tears:
T.et my tears ftanch the earth’s dry appetite,
bleod will' make it {hame and blufh :

My fon's fweet
O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, [Ewee
. That fhall diftil from thefe two ancient rains,
3 'That youthful Apri/{hall with all her fhowers;
3 Tn fummer's drought I’ll drop upon thee ftill,
I'll melt the {now, -

5 In winter with warm tears

¢ And keep eternal {pring-time on thy face,

; So thou refufe to drink my dear fon’s blood.

ff Oh reverend tribunes! gentle aged men !

& Unbind my {ons, reverfe the doom of death,.
3l And let me fay (that never wept before)

78 My tears are now prevailing orators.

Iuc. Oh noble father! you lament in vain,,

%% 'The tribunes hear younot, no man by,
And you recount your forrows to a ftone..
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2 Tir. Ab Lucius ! for thy brothers let me plead ——
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% Grave tribunes, once more I mtreat of you-—————
ou fpeak.

Ay : :
{., Luc. My gracious lerd, no tribune hears y
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92 TIiTUus ANDRONICUS.

git. Why ’tis no matter, man ; if they eid hear,
They would not mark me: or if they did mark,
They would not pity me.
Therefore I tell my forrows to the ftones,
Who, tho’ they cannot an{wer my diftreis,
Vet in fome fort they’re better than the Tribunes,
For that they will not intercept my tale;
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet
Reccive my tears, and feem to weep with me;
And were they but attired 1n grave weeds,
Rome conld afford no tribune like to theie. .
A ftone is as foft wax, tribunes more hard than ftones:
A flone is filent, and offendeth noft,
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.
But wherefore ftand’t thou with thy weapon drawn ?
Luc. To refcue my two brothers frem their death,
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d
My everlafting'doom of banithment.
Tir. O happy man, they have befriended thee:
Why, foolifh Lucius, deit thou not perceive,
'I'hat Reme is but a wildernels of tygers f
Tygers muit prey, and Rome affords no prey
B ¢ nie and mine ; how happy art thou then,
Frem thefe devourers to be banifhed ?
But who comes with our brother Marcus here?
Enter Marcus and Lavinia.
Bar. Titus, prepare tny noble eyes to weep,
Or if not fo, thy noble heart to break :
1 bring conluming forrew to thine age.
;¢ Will it confume me? let me {ee 1t then.
Mar. This was thy daughter.
Tit. Why, Marcusy o fhe is.
Luc. Ah me, this cbiect kills me,
T;¢. Faint-hearted boy, arife and leek upon her;
Spealk, my Lavinia, what accu {fed hand
Hath made thec handlefs in thy father’s fight 2
VWhat fool hath added water to the fea?
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Trey ?
My grief was at the height before thou cam’it,
And now like Niius it diidaineth bounds :
Give me a fword, 1il chop off my hands too,
Fer they have fought for Kome, and all 1n vam :
And they have nurs'd tals woe, in feeding life : In
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Tn bootlefs prayer have they been held up,
And they have ferv’d me to effectlels ufe.
Now all the fervice I require of them,
Is that the one will help to cut the other :
"T'is well, Lawvinia, that thou haft no hands,
For hands to do Rome fervice are but vain.
Duc. Speak, gentle fiiter, who hath martyr'd thee ?
Mar. O that delightful engine of her thoughts,
That blab’d them with {uch pleafing eloquence,
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage,
Where like a fweet melodious bird it fung
Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear.
Luc. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done thisdeed ?
Mar. O'thus I found her ftraying in the park, |
Secking to hide her {elf, as doth the deer
That hath receiv’d fome unrecuring wound..
Tio. Tt was my deer, and hLe that wounded her
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead :
¢« For now I ftand, as one upen a rock,
¢ Environ’d with a wildernefs of {ca,
¢ Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave;
« Txpelting ever when fome envicus {urge
¢« Will in his brinifth bowels {wallow him.
This way to death my wretched fons are gone :
Here ftands my other fon, a banifh’d man,
And here my brother weeping at my woes.
But that which gives my foul the greateit ipurn,
Is dear Lawinia, dearer than my foul -——
 ¥1ad I but {een thy pi@ure in this plight,
- Tt would have madded me. What {hali I do,
- Now I behold my lively bedy fo ?
~ Thou haft no hands to wipeaway thy tears,
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyrid thee ;
Thy husband he is dead, and for his ceath
Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this.
Look Marcus, ah fon Lucius look en her:
When I did name her brothers, then frefn tears
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the lioney dew,
Upon a gather'a lilly almoft wither’d.
Mar. Perchance fhe weeps becaufe they kili’d her
husband.
Perchance becaufe fhe knows them: inneeent.

B g Zit.




74 TiTus ANDRONICUS.
Tit. If they did kill thy husband, thenbe joyful,

Becaufe the law hath ta’en revenge on them.

No, no, they would not do {o foul a deed,

Witnefs the forrow that their fifter makes.

Gentle Lawvinia, let me Kifs thy lips,

Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe :

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lacius,

And thou and [ fit round about {fome fountain,

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks,

How they are ftain'd like meadows yet not dry

With miry {lime left on them by a flood ?

And in the fountain fhall we gaze {o long,

*T411 the frefh tafte be taken from that clearnefs,

And made a brine-pit with with our bitter tears ¥

Or fhall we cat away our hands like thine ?

Or thall we bite our tongues, and in dumb fhows

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days !

What fhall we do ? let us that have our tongues

Plot fome devife of further mifery,

'T'o make us wondred at 1n time to come.

Luc. Sweet father ceafe your tears, forat your grief

See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps.
MMar. Patience, dear ncice, good Tizus dry thine eyes.

73t AW Marcus, Blarcus, brother, well 1 wot

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear ¢f mine,

For theu, pocr-man, halk drown’d it with thine own.
Luc. Ah, my Lawvinia, Iwill wipethy cheeks.
77+, Mark, Marcus, mark, I underftand her figns,

Had fhe a tongue to {penk, now would the fay

T'hat to her brother which T faid to thee.

Fiis napkin v/ith his trae tears all sewet,

Can do 1o fervice on hor forrowfal cheeks.

Oh whata {ympathy of woe 1s this!]

As far from heip as hmbe is fiom Ulits.

Faicr Aavon.
Aar. Titus Audvosicus, wy lecd the Emperos

Sends thee this werd, thatif thou leve thy fons,

T.ct Marcus, Lucins, or thy {eti, old Titus,

Or any cne of yea chop off your Land,

And fend it to the King s he {or the fame

Will {end thee hither both thy fon: alive,

Aud that thall be the ranfcs for their fauit,

11t



Tr7vs ANDRONTCUS 3§
T:t. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle ﬂfzrorz’
DPid ever raven fing fo like a lark,
“That gives fweet tidings of the fun’s uprife ¥

With all my heart, I'll fend the Emperor my hand,.
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off ?

Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine,
That hath thrown down {fo many enemies,
Shall notbe {fent;. my hand will ferve the turn.
My youth can better fpare my bleod than you,
And therefore mine fhall {ave my brothers lives.
Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Romes.
And rear’d aloft the bloody battel-ax,
Writing deftru&ion on the enemies caftle ¥
Oh none of both but are of high defert ::
My hand hath been but idle, let it {erve
To ran{fome my twe nephews from their death,
Then have I kept it to a worthy end.
Aar. Nay; come agree, whofe hand fhall go along;.
For fear they die before their pardon come:.
- Mar. My hand fhall go.

Luc. By heav'n it fhall not go.

T:t., Surs, itrive no more, fuch wither'd herbs as thefe:
Are mect for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Luc. Sweet father, 1fl fhall be thoxght thy fon,
Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Mar. And for our father’s {fake, and mother's care,.
Now let me fhow a brother’s love to thee.

71t. Agree between you, I will fpare my hand.

Luc. Then I’ll eo fetch an ax. |

Mar. But I will ufe the ax: [ Exeunti.

7it.. Come hither, daron, I'll deceive them both 3.
LCI d me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.

. 1{ that be call’d decert, Twiil be honeft,. -

A'nd never while I live decéive men fo.
Bat I'll ceceive you in another {ort, .

And that you'll fay ere half an hoax nals, [Jf R
rFr rils r'? Tatus’s Land,
‘nber Lucius and T\.:uiCLl.‘J A

T7t. Now itay your firife; what ﬂ"i:l” bf:, 15 difpacht
Good Aarex, give n: 1"'1‘j'“'+” iy hond
Tell him,. itisa hand that wiwdea hum
From thoufand dunpers, Lin him by e |
More hath it meritew ;5 that et i tave, As.
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As for my fons, fay, I accountof them
As jewels purchas’d at an eafie price,
And yet dear to, becaufe Ibought mine own.
Aar. 1 go, Aundronicus, and for thy hand
Look by and by to have thy fons with thee:
Their heads I mean.—Oh, how this villany [ Afide.
Doth fat me with the very thought of it. |
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,
Aaren will have his foul black like his face.. [Exit.
7t -O hear ! -—1 lift this one hand up to heav'n,
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth ;
Jf any power pities wretched tears,
"o that I call: What, wilt thou kneel with me?
Do then, dear heart, for heav’n fhall hear our prayers,
Or with our fichs we'll breathe the welkin dum,
And fiain the fun with fogs, as{ometime clouds,
When they do hug him in their melting bofoms..
Mar. Oh brother, fpeak with poflibilities,
And do not break inio theic two extreans.
;. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom ¢
Then be my paffions bottomlefs with them.
Mar. But yet let reafon governthy lament.
7;s. If there were reafon for thefe miferies,
Then into limits could I bind my woes.
When heav’n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ?
If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad,
‘Threatning the welkin with his big-{weln face?
And wilt thoo have a reafon for this coil f
T am the fea, hark how her fighs do blow s
She is the weeping welkin, 1tne earth: °
Then muft my fea be moved with her fight,
Then muft my earth with her continual tears
Become a deluge, overflow'dand drown’d :
For why, iy bowels cannot hide her woes,
But like a drunkard muft I vomit them ;,
"Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave
T'o cale their fromachs with their bitter tongues,

Enter a Meffenger bringing in two beads and a Land.
Mef. Werthy Andronicus, i1l art thou repay’d
For that good hand theu fent’{t the Emperor 5
Here are the heads of thy two ncbie {ens,

And
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And here’s thy hand in fcorn to thee fent back ;
Thy grief’s their fport, thy refolution moeckt:
That woe 1s me to think upen thy woes,
More than remembrance of my father’s death. [Exit]
Mar. Now let hot Zitna cool 1n Sicily,
And be my heart an ever-burning hell !
Thefe miferies are more than may be born !
"T'o weep with them that weep doth eafe fome deal,
But forrow flouted at is double death. =
Luc. Ah that this fight fhould make {fo deepa wound,
And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat ;
That ever death thould let life bear his name,
Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe.
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs,
As frozen water to a ftarved {nake.
T7¢. When will this fearful {lumber havean end?
Mar. Now farewel flattery, die Andionzicus,
Thou doft not flumber, {ee thy two {fons heads,
Thy warlike hand, thy mang'ed daughter here 3
Thy other banifh’d fon with this dear fight
Struck pale and bleodlefs, and thy brother I,
Evenlike a ftony image, cold and numb.
Ah now no more will 1 controul my griefs,
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be thisdifmal fight
The clofing up of our moft wretched eyes s\
Now is a time to ftorm; why art thou till ?
T:t. Ha, ha, ha.
Mar. Why doft thau laugh ? it fits not with this
hour. - *
7i:. Why I have not another tear to fhed
Befides, this {forrow isan enemy,
And wouid nfurp upon my watry eyes,
And make them blind with tributary teais;
"T'hen which way fhall I find revenge’scave ©
For thefe two heads do feem to {peak to me,
And threat me, I thall never come to blifs,
*T'1ll all thefe mifchiefs be return’d again,
Even in their throats that have committed theme
Come let me fee what tafk I have to doa—- ’
You heavy people circlé me aboug,
That I may.turn me ta each one af yau,

nd
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And {wear unto my foul to right your wrongs.
The vow is mdde, come, brother, take a head,
And in this hand the other will I bear ;
Lawinia, thou fhalt be employ’d m thefe things ;
Bear thoumy hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth ;-
As for thee, boy, go getthee from my fight,
Thou art an exile, and thou muft not flay. .
Hie to the Goths, and raife an Army there,.
And if you love me, as I think youdo,
Let's kifs and part, for we have much to do. [ i,
Manet Lucius.
Luc. Farewel Audronicus, my noble father,
The woful'it man that ever liv’d in Rome ;.
Farewel, proud Rowme ; 't1ll Lucins come again,
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life 3.
Farewel Lawinia, my noble nfter,
O would thou wert as thou tofore halt been,
But now not Lucius nor Lavinia lives,
But in oblivion and hateful griefs ;
¥f Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs,
And make proud Saturninus and his Empreis
Beg at the gates like Targuiz and hus Queen.
Now will 1 to the Goths and raile a power,
To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine. [ Exit Luciuss.
Fnter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and t4e boy.
Tit. So, fo, now {it, and lcok ycu eat no more
Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength 1n us,
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours.
Marcus, unknit that {orrow-wreathen knot ?
Thy neice and I, poor creatures, want eur hands,.
And cannot paflionate our ten-fold grief
With folded Arms. This poor right hand of mine:
Is left to tyrannize upon my brealt,
And when may heart, all mad with mifery,.
Beats in this hoilow prifon of my fleth,
Then thus I.thumpitdown.
Thou map of we, that thus doft talk 1n {figns,
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating; .
Thou canit not firike it thus to make it fill 5. .

}Voulél,z
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Wound it with * fighing, girl, kill it with groans;
Or get fome little knife between thy teeth,
And juftagainft thy heart make thou a hole,
That all the tears. that thy poor eyes let fall
May run into the fink, and foakingin,
Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears. o
Mar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay-
Such violent hands upon her tender life.
7it. How now ! has forrow made thee doat already
Why, Marcus, no man fhould be madbut I ?
What violent hands can fhe lay on her life ?
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands
Yo bid Z'neas tell the tale twice o'er.
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable ?. .
O handle not the theam, no talk of hands,
Left we remember ftill that we have none.
Fie, fie, how frantickly I {quare my talk,
~ Asif we fhould forget we had no hands,
If Marcus did not name the word of hands?
Come, let’s fall to, and gentle girl eat this.
Here is no drink ; hark, Marcus, what fhe fays,
I can interpret all her marrtyr'd figns,
She {ays, flie drinks no other drink but tears,
Brew'd with her forrows mefh'd upon her cheeks.
Speechlefs complaint — O I will learn thy thought.
In thy dumb a&ion will I be as perfect
As begging hermits in their holy prayers.
Thou fhalt not figh, nor hold thy ftumps to heav’n,.
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor makea &gn,
But I, of thefe, will wreffan alphabet,
And by ftill pralice learn to know thy meaning.
Doy. Good grandfire leave theie bitter deep laments,.
Make my aunt merry with fome pleafing tale.
Mar. Alasthe tender boy, in pafiion mov’d,
Doth weep to fee his grandfire’s heavinefs.
Tit. Peace tender {apling, thouart made of tears,
And tears will quickly melt thy liie away. |
[Marcus firikes the difh awith a luifes
What doft thou firike at, Marcus, witn thy knife?
- Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord, a fly.

¥ finging.
| Tiz.
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7:¢t. Out on thee, murderer; thou kill’ft my heart,
Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny :
A deed of death done on the innocent

Becomes not 7:rus’ brother ; get thee gone,
I fee thouart not for my company.
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill’da fly.
Tit. < But? how if that fly had a father and mo-
ther?
¢« How would he hang his {lender gilded wings,
¢ And buz lamenting doings 1n the air ?
¢ Poor harmlefs fly,
¢ That with his pretty buzzing melody,
¢ Came here to make us merry,
¢ And thou haft kill’d him.
Mar. Pardon me Sir, it wasa black 1ll-favour’d fly,
Like to the Emprefs’ Moor, therefore 1 kill'd him.
Tit. O, O, O,
'Then pardon me for reprehending thee,
For thou haft done a charitable deed ;
Give me thy knife, I w:ll infalt on him
Flattering my 1t’:lf as if it were the Maor
Come hither purpofcly to potion me.
There’s for thy {eif, and that’s for Tamora:
Yet {till I think we are not brought {o low,
But that between us we can kill a ily,
That comes in likenefs of a cole-biack /iZpor.
Mar. Alas poor man, grief has 1o wrought on him,
He takes falfe thadows for true {ubitances.
Come, take away ; Lawinia, gowith me,
Pll to thy clofet, and go read with thee
Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old.
Come, boy, and go with me, thy fight 1s young,
And thou fhalt read when mine begins to - dazzle.
[Ex&mf;,

ACT
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ACT V.

Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after bim, and the
Boy flies from ber, with his books under bis arm. Enter
| T1tus, and Marcus.

Boy.

E L P, grandfire, help; my aunt Lavinia

Follows me every where, I know not why.
Good uncle Marcus, fee how iwift fhe comes :
Alas, {weet aunt, 1 know not what you mean.

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aunt,

Tit. Shelovesthee, boy, too well to do thee harm.

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, fhe did.

Mar. What means my neice Lawvinia by thete figns ?

7:¢. Fear thou not, Lucius, {omewhatdoth fhe means
See, Lucius, fee, how much the makes of thee:

Some whither would fhe have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to herfons, than fhe hath read to thee,

Sweet poetry, and 7«/ly’s oratory : ‘

Can’it thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus 2

Boy. My lord, I know notl, norcan I guels,

Unlefs {ome fit or frenzy do poflefs her :

For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft,
Extremity of grief would make men mad.

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy

Ran mad through forrow ; that made me to fear; |
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e’er my. mother did,

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth,

W hich made me down to throw my books, and fle,
Caufelefs perhaps; but pardon me, {weet aunt,
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will moft willingly attend your lady{hip.

Mar. Lucius, 1 will.

Tit. How now, Lawinia? Marcus, what means this ?
Some boolk there 1s that fhe defires to fee. )
Which 1s 1t, girl, of thefe? open them, boy.

But
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But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd :
Come and make choice of all my hibrary,
And {o beguile thy {orrow, ’till the heav’ns
Reveal the damn’d contriver of thisdeed -
What book ? :
Why lifts fhe up her arms in fequence thus ?
Mar. Ithink fhe means that there was more than ong
Confederate in the fat. Ay, more there was :
Or el{e to heav’n fhe heaves them, for revenge.
Tir. Lucius, what bool is that fhe tofles {o ¢
Boy. Grandfire, 'tis Owid’s Metamorphofes,
My mother gave 1t me.
Mar. For love of her that’s gone,
Perhaps fhe cull'd it from among the reft.
T3¢. Soft! fee how bufily fhe turns the leaves !
Help her : what would the find ? Lewvinia, fhall I read?
'This 1s the tragick tale of Philomel,
And treats of Tereus’ treafon and his rape s
And rape, [ fear, wasroot of thine annoy.
Mar. See, brother, fee, note how fhe quotes the leavgs.
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz'd, fweet girl,
. Ravifh’d and wrong’d, as Philomnela was,
Forcd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy woeds ?
See, {ee f—-—— -
Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did hunt,
{O had we never never hunted there)
Pattern’d by that the poet here defcribes,
By nature made for murders and for rapes.
Mar. O why fhould nature build fo foul a den,
Unlefs the Gods delight in tragedies !
Tit.” Give figns, fweet girl, for here are none but
friends, | , -
What Roman lord it was durft do the deed ;
Or flunk not Saturnine as Yarquin erlt,
That left the camp te fin in Lucrece bed ?
Mar. Sit down, {weet neice ; brother, fit down by me,
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury,
Infpire me, that I may this treaion find.
My lord, look here ; look here Lawvinia.
: [ He avrites bis name with bis flaff, and guides it
avith bis feet and mouth. |
This fandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou can’fi, -
| A13
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This after me, when I have writ my name,
W ithout the help of any hand at all.
Curft be that heart that forc’d us to this {hit!
Write thou, good neice, and here difplay-at leaft,
What God will have difcover'd for revenge ;
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy forrows plain,
That we may know the traitors, and the truth. .
[She takes the faff in her mouth, and guides
awith her fumps, and writes.

Tit. Oh do you read, my lord, what fhe hath writ 2

Stupram, Chiron, Demetrius.

Mar. What, what ! —the luftful fons of Tamora,
Performers of this hateful bloody deed-?

Tit. Magni Dominator Poli,
Tam lentus andis feelera tam lentus vides !

Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle lord ; although I know
There is enough written upon this earth,
To ftir 2 mutiny in the mildeft thoughts,
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.
My lord, kneel down with me: Lawinia kneel, -3
And kneel fweet boy, the Roman Hefor’s hope, - :
And fwear with me, as with the woeful peer *
And father of that chafle difhonoured dame,
Lord -Funius Bratus {ware for Lucrece rape,
That we will profecute (by good advice)

Mortal revenge upon thefe traiterous Gotbs,
And fee their blood, or die with this reproach.
Tit. 'Tis fure enough, if you knew how.
But if you hurt thefe bear-whelps, then beware,
The dam will wake, and if fhe wind you once,

She’s with the lion deeply ftill in league ;

And lulls him whilft the playeth on her back,
And when he fleeps will fhe do what fhe Lift

You’re a young huntfman, Marcus, let it alone 3
And come, I will go geta leaf of brafs,
And with a gad of fteel will write thefe words,
And lay it by ; the angry northern-wind
Will blow thefe fands like Sydils leaves abroad,
And where’s your leffon then ? boy, what fay you I
Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man,
Their mother’s bed-chamber fhould not be {afe,
For thefe bad bond-men to the yeak of Rome. .

d ' -
i
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Mar. Ay, that's my boy, thy father hath full oft,

For this ungrateful country, done the like.

Boy. And, uncle, fo wiil I, and if I live.
Tit. Come, go with me into my armory.

Lucius Il fit thee, and withal, my boy

Shall carry from me to the Emprefs’ {ons

Prefents that I intend to fend them both.

Come, come, thou’lt do my meflage, wilt thou not ?
Bey. Ay, with my dagger in their bofom, crandiire.
Tit. Nu, boy, net{o, Il teachi thee another courde.

Lawinia, come ; Marcus, look to my houfe ; :

Lucius ard 1’1l go brave 1t at the court,

Ay, mairy will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on.

.. [ Exeunt. .-
Mar. O heav'ns, can you hear a good man groan

And not re.xcnt, or not compafiicn him?

Niarn:. -rrend him 1n hi- ccliatie,

That ha:h more fcars of forrow 1n his heart

Thas cc-mens marks upcr bis batter’s fhield,

But yet fo jult, that he wili-not revenge.

Revenge the heav’ns for old Androricus. [ Exz2,

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius af one door: and at
anoth:rdeor young Lucius and another, with a bundle of
aveapons and werfes avrite upon them.

Chi. Demetrins, here’s the {on el Lucrus,
He hath fome meffage to deliver us.
Adar. Ay, fome mad meflage from his mad grand-
{ather.
Boy. My lords, with all the humbleneis I may,
I greet your honours frem Andronicus
And pray the Roman Gods confound you beth,
Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what’s the hews ?
Bey. That you are both decypher'd (that’s the news)

For villians mark’d with rape. May it pleafe you,

My grandfire well advis'd hath fent by me

The goodlieft weapons of his armory,

To gratifie your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome ; for fo he bad me fay .

And fo I do, and with his gifts preient

Your lordfhips, that whenever you have need,

You may be armed and appointed well.

And {o I leave you both, like bloody villains. [ Exit.
LDam,
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Dem. What's here, 2 fcrole, and written round about 2
Jetsfee. -
Integer vite feelerifgue purus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu.

Chi. O'’tis averfe in Horace, I know it well :.
I read it in the Grammar long ago.
Aar. Ay juft, a verfe in Horace——right, you have it-—
Now what a thing it 1s to be an afs ?
Here's no found jeft, th’ old man hath found their gatlt,
And f{ends the weapons wrap'd about with lines,
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick :-
But were our witty Emprefs well a-foot,
She would applaud Audronicus’ conceit:
But let her reft in her unreft a2 while,
And now, young lords, was’t not a happy ftar
Led us to Rome firangers, and more than fo,
* Captives, to be advanced to this height?
It did me good before the palace-gate
'To brave the Tribune in his brother’s hearing.
Deém. But me more good, to fee {fo great a lord
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gfts.
Aar. Had he not reafon, lord Demetrius 2
P1d you not ufe his daughter very friendly ?

" Dem. Iwould we had a thoufand Roman dames

At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our luit.
Chi. A charitable with, and full of love.
Aar. Here lacks but your mother to fay Amen.
Chi. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more.
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods

. For our beloved mother in her pains,

Aar. Pray to the devils, the Gods have given us over.
| [ Flourifis,
Dem. Why do the Emp’ror’s trempets flourifh thus?
Chi. Belike for joy th’ Emp’ror hath a {on.
Dem. Soft, who comes here ?
Enter Nurfe with a Black-a-moor child.
Nur. Good-morrow, lords :
O tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor ?
Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne’er a whit at all,
Here Aaron 1s, and what with daron now ?
Nur/. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone.
Now help, or wae betide thee evermore.
Azr, Why what a caterwailling doft thou keep !
i ‘What

"'hl--l-
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ehat doft thou wrap and fumble 1n ‘thine-arms ?

Nyr. O that which [ would hide from heaven’s €ye,
Our Emprefs’ {hame, and ftately Rome's difgrace.
She is deliver’d, lords, {he is deliver'd. -

Aar. Towhom ¢ |

Nur. I mean, fhe is brought to bed.

gar. Well, God give her good reit.

What hath he {ent her?

Nur. A devil.
Jar. Why then fhe is the devil's dam : a joyful Hiue.

Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black, and {orrowiul iflue.
Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad,

Amongft the faireft breeders of your clime.
The Emprefs fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy feal,

And bids thee chriften 1t with thy dagger’s point.
ar. Out you whore, 15 black fo balea hue!

Sweet blowfe, you are 2 beauteous bloffom {ure.

Dem. Villian, what haft thou done ?
Aar. That which thou canit not undo.

Ch;. Thouhait sndone our mother.
Dem. And therein, hells

~Wo to her chance, and d:
Accurs'd the offpring of 10 foul a fiend.
Chi. It fhall not Live.

Aar. 1t fhall not die. |
Nyr. Aaron it muil, the mother wills it {o.

Aor. What, muft 1t nurfe ? then let noman but I

Do execuiton en my flefh and blood.
Desm. 11l broach the tadpole on my rapier’s point ;
Nurfe, give 1t me, my (word fhall foon difpatch it.
Aar. Soorer this fword fhall plough thy bowels up-
Stay, murtherous villains, will you laill your brother £
Now by the barning tapers of the sky,
That fhione 7o brightly vhen this boy was gct,
Fle dies upon my cyn:itar’s tharp point,

That touches this mY {il-born {on and heir.

I tell ycu, youngiings, NCt Encclads

With all his threatning band of Typhen's brood,
Nor great Alcides noY the God of war,

Shall feize this prey out of his father’s hands ;
What, what, ye fan ouine (hallow-hearted boys,

e white lime'd walls, ye alehoufe painted Hgns,

Coal-
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Coal-black is better than another hue,

In that it {corns to bear another hue : |

For all the water in the ocean oy

Can hever turn the {fwan’s black legs to white,
Although fhe lave them hourly in the flood.
Tell the Emprefs from me, Iam of age

T'o keep mine own, excufe it how' fhe can. “

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus ?

Aar. My miftrefs 1s my miftrefs ; this, my felf;
The vigour and the pifture of my youth ;

This, before all the world do I prefer ;
This, maugre all the world, will I keep fafe,
Or fome of you fhall fmoke for it in Rome.

Dem. By this our mother is for ever fham’d.

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foul efcape.

Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death.

Chi. 1 blufh to think upon this ignominy.

Aar. Why there’s the privilege your beauty bears :
Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with blufhing
The clofe enals and counfels of the heart:

Here’s a young lad fram'd of another leer, ~
Look how the black flave {miles upon the father ;
“As who fhould fay, old lad I am thine own.
Her is your brother, lords; {enfibly fed
Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to you,
And from that womb where you imprifon’d were,
He is infranchifed and come to light :
Nay, he’s your brother by the furer fide,
. Although my feal be ftamped in his fice.

Nur., Aaron, what fhall I fay unto the Emprefs

Dem. Advile thee, Aaron, what is to be done,
And we will all {ublcribe to thy advice :

Save thou the child, fo we may be all :ale.
Aar. TThen fit we down, and let usall confult.
My fon and I will have the wind ot you:
Keep there : now talk at pleafure of your {alety. |
| [They fit on the ground.

Dem. How many wemen faw this child oj{ 'h_is P

Aar. Why fo, brave lords, when we all join 1n league,
T am a lamb; but if you brave the Moor,

The chafed boar, the mountain lione:s,
The ocean {wells not fo as .faroz ftorms :
But fay again, how many faw the child? Nur,
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Nur. Cornelia, the midwife, and my felf,
And no one elfe, but the deliver’d Emprels.
Aar. The Emprefs, the midwife, and your {elf —
Two may keep counfel, when the third’s away :
Go to the Emprefs, tell her, this I faid- [He kills ber.
Week, week ; fo criesa pig prepar'd to th’ {pit.
Dewe. VW hat mean’ft thou, Aaren ? wherefore didft thou
this?
Aar. © lord, Sir, tis a deed of policy :
Shall fhe live to betray this guilt of ours ?
A long-tongu'd babling goflip 7 no, lords, no.
And now be it known to you my full intent:
Not far, one Mulitezs lives, my country-man,
11is wife but yefternight was brought to bed,
His child is like to her, fairasyouare:
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,
And teil them both the cicemitance of all,
And how by this their child fhall be advanc'd,
And be received for the Emp'ror’s heir,
And fub@ituted in the place of mine,
To calm this tempeft whirling in the court ;
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own
Hark ye, lords, ye fee I have given her phyfick,
And you muft needs beftow her funeral ;
The felds are near, and you are gallant grooms :
This done, fee that you take no longer days,
But fend the midwife prefently te me.
"The midwife and the nurfe well made away,
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleae.
Chi. Aaron, I fee thou wilt not truft the air with fecrets.
Dem. For this care of Tamora, *
Ver {elf and hers are highly bound to thee. [ Exeunt.
4ar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as fwallow flies,
There to difpofe this treafure in my arms,
And fecretly to greet the Emprefs’ friends.
Come on, you thick-lip'd flave, I bear you hence,
For it is you that putsus to our (hifts
1’il make you feed on berries, and on roots,
And feed on curds and whey, and fuck the gear,
And cabin in a cave, and bring you up
‘I'o be a warrier, and command a camp. [ Exit.
Lonter
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Enter Tltus, old Marcus young Lucms, and a;‘éer Gen-
tlemen awith bows, and Titus bears the arrows with
letters on the end of them.

~ ir.. Come, Marcus,. come kinfmen, this is the way.

Sir boy, now let me fee your archery.

Look ye, draw home epough, "and 'tis there firaight;

Terras Affrea reliquit —— be you remember’d, Marcusem

She’s gone, fhe’s fled Sirs, take you to your tools,

You, couﬁns fhall go found the ocean,

And caft your nets, haply you may find her in the fea,.

Yet there’s as little jufticeasat land

No Publius and Sempronius 5 you muft do it,

"T'is you muit dig with mattock and with fpade, ’
And pierce the inmoft center of the earth : 3
- 'T'hen when you cometo Pluto’s region, o BN
I pray you deliver this petition, -

Tell him it is for juftice, and for aid ;

And that it comes from old udronicus,

Shaken with {ferrows in ungrateful Rome.

-~ Ah Rome ! —Well, well, T made thee miferable,

What time I threw the people S fuﬁmges

On him, that thus doth tyrannize o’er me,

Go get you gone, and pray be careful all,

And leave you not 2 manof war unfearch"d,

"This wicked emperor may have fhip’d her hence,

And kinfmen, then we may go pipe ior juftice.
Mar. Oh Publius, 15 not this a heavy cafe,

To {ee thy noble Uncle thus diftra&t ?

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,
By day and night tattend hun carefully : |
And feed his humour kindly as we may,

"Il time beget {ome careful remedy

Mar. Kinimen, his {orrowsare palt remedy.
Join with the Goths, and with revengeiul war
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,

And vengeance on the traitor Satursine.

Tt Pub[zm, how now ? how now, my mﬂﬁers
What, have you met with her?
| Pub. No, my good lord, but Plizs fends you word

If you will have revenge from hell, you fhall :

Marry for juftice fhe is fo employ’d, -

He thinks Wlth Fove-im heav'n, or fome where elfe ;
C S0
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So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time.
7i¢. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays.
I'l] dive into the burning lake below, '
And pull her out of Acheron by th heels.
Marcus, we are but fhrubs, no cedars we,
No big bon’d men, fram’d of th’ Cyclops fize,
But metal, Marcus, ftcel to th® very back,
Vet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear.
And fith there’s no juftice in earth nor hell,
We will {ollicit heav’n, and move the Gods,
To fend down juftice for to wrealk our wrongs :
Come to this gear, you're a good archer, Marcus.
. [ He gives them the arrows.
Ad Fovem, that’s for you——here ad Apollinem
Ad Martem, that’s for my felf ;
Here'boy, to Pallas here to Mercury
To Saturn and to Celus NOt tO Saturnine —— s
Youwere as gooed to fhoot agninft the wind,
Toit, boy, Aarcus, loofe when Ibid:
Of my word I have written to effect,
There's not a Ged left unfollicited.

Mar. Kinfmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the ¢ourt,
We will afli¢. the emperor in his pride.  * [7héy fboot.
T;r. Now, mafters, draw ; oh well faid, Lucius:

Good boy in Zirgd's lap, give it Pallas. |
Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ;

Your letter is with Fupiter by this.
7it. Ha, ha, Publivs, Publius, what haft thoudone? .

See, fee, thou'it fhot off one of Zawrus’ horns.
Mar. This was the fport, my lord, when Publizs
{thot, '
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries fuch a knock,
That down fell both the ram’s horns in the court,
And who fhould find them butthe emprefs’ villain :
She laugh’d, and told the Moo he {hould not chufe
But give them to his mafter for a prelent.
Tir. Why there it goes. God give your lordfhip joy. |
Enter a cloaen avith a bafket and two pigeons.
News, news from heav’'n; Marcus, the polt 1s come.
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ?

Shall I have juftice, what fays, Fupiter!
 Clew. Who ? tlie gibbet-maker ? he fays that he hath

talcen
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taken them down again, for the man muft not be hang’d
till the nexc week, 2

Tit. Tut, what fays Fupiter, I afk thee ?
Clow. Alas, Sir, I know not T upiter,
I never drank withhim in all my life,
T:t. Why villain, art not thou the carrier.?
Clw. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir, nothing elfe.
7:t. Why, didit thou not come from heav'n 3
Chw. From heav’n? alas! Sir, I rever came there,

J
God forbid T fhould be fo bold to prefs into heav'n in

my young days. Why I am going with my pigeons
to the tribunal pliebs, to take up a matter of brawl
betwixt my uncle. and one of the emperial’s men.

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve
for your eration, gnd let him deliver the pigecns to the
emperor irom you. -

Zit. "Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em-
peror with a grace ! |

Clow. Nay, truly Sir, I could never {ay grace in all
my life, .

Zit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado,
But give your pigeons to the €mperor.

By me thou fhalt have juftice at his hands.

Fold, hold—mean while here’s money for thy charges,
Give me a pen and ink.

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a tupplication ?

Ciow. Ay, Sir,

Tiz. Then here is a fapplication for you: and when
you come to him, at the firft approach. you muit
kneel, then kifs his foot, then' deliver up your pige-
cns, and then look for your reward. I'll be at hand,
Str, fee you do it bravely.

Clowy. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone.

77¢. Sirrah, haft thou a knife: come, let me fee it.
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration,
vor thou haft made it like an humble {uppheas,,

And when thou haf given it the Emperor,
Knock at my door, and tell me what he {ays.

Cloww. God be with you, Sir, I will. -

- 7i#t. Come, Marcus,- let us go,  Publius, follow me.

5
1 Exeunt.

C 2z : Lnter
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Euier Emperor and Emprefs, and her tawo fons 5. the Em-
peror brings the arrcws in his hand that Tius fbot.
Sat. Why lords, what wrongs are thele ? was ever {cen

-An Emperor of Rome thus over-born,

Troubled, confronted thus, and for th’ extent

Of equal juftice, us'd in fuch contempt ?

My lords, you knew, as do the mightful Gods,

(However the difturbers of our peace,

Buz in the peoples ears) there nought hath paft,

But even with law againft the wilful fons

Of old Andyonicus. And what and 1if

His forrows have fo over-whelm’d his wits,

Shall we be thus affli¢ted in his wreaxs,

His fits, his frenfie, and his bitternels ?

And now he writes to heav’n for his redrefs,

See, here’s to Fove, and this to Merediy,

This to Apello, this to the God of war :

Sweet {crouls to fiy about the ftreets of Rowe

What's this but libelling againft the fenate,

And blazoning our injuftice ev’ry where !

A goodly humour, 1s 1t not my lords ?

As who would fay, in Rome no juitice were.

But if T live, his feioned ecttafies '

Shall be no fhelter to thele outrages :

But he and his fhall know, that juftice Lives

In Saturainus’ health, whom, if the {leep,

He'll {o awake, as fhe infury fuall

Cut off the proud’ft confpirator that lives.

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Satururne,
Lord of miy life, commander of my thought,
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Teus' age,
T'h affe&@s of {orrow for his vahant {ons, |
\Whofe lofs hath pierc’d him deep, and {carr’d hys heart;
And rather comfort his diftrefied phght,

Than profecute the meaneft or the beft,

Tor thefe contempts ——— Why thus it fhall become

High-witted Tamora to olofe withal :

But Tiizs I have touch’d thee to the quick,

‘Thy life-blood on’t: if Aaros now be wile,

Then is all fafe, the anchor’s in the port. = [Afde.

Futen
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Enter Clrwn, -

How now, good fellow, would’t thou fpeak with us !
Cl. Yea ferfooth, an your Mitierdl uup be emperial.
Tam. Emprels 1 am, but yonder fits tie Emperor.
Clow. 'Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you £00U-

e’en,
I brought youa letter and a couple ef pizeons here.

' [.GL‘ reads the letler.
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prelently.
Clow. How much money muft I hive?
Tam. Ceme, firah, thou muft be hang’l,
Clow. Hangd! byl lady, thea 1 huve brought up a
neck to a fair end. [ Exit,
Sat. De:plg‘ltful and intolerable wrengs,
Shail T endure this monitrous viliany ? |
I know from whence this fame device proceeds :
hizy this be born? as 1t his traiterous fous
‘That dy’d by law for nmrther of our brother,
Have by my ireans been butcher’d wrengfuliy ¢
Go, diag the villain lutl'-m bv the hair,
Nor age nor honour fhali thape pi vi! t’“t
For this proud mock 1I'il be thy 1*.._.9..'{(1 AN ;
Sly frantick wretch, tint Loip'ft to maie me great,
In hope thy felf fhould govern Raome and nie,
Enter Nuntins Zmilius.
Sat. What news with tihee, Almilius ?
Amil. Arm, my losds; }i’awe never had more cau’e;
The Gorhs have pather'd head, and with a power -
Of high- refolved men, bent to the fpoil,.
They hither march mam ander the condu@
Of Laucius, fon to old Andronicus :
Who threats in courfe of his rev enge to do

As much as ever Coriolanuys did.
Sat. Is warlilce Luczvs General ¢of the Goths ?

Thele tldmgs nip me, and I hang the h@ad

As flowers with ﬁ‘oﬁ or orafs beat down with flerms,
Ay, now begin our forrows to approach,

Tis he the cCOmmon people love {o much

My {clf hath often heard them fay,

(When I have walked like a private man)

‘That Lucius’ banifhment was wrongtully,

~And they have wifhd that Lucius were their Emperor,

C 12 Tam,
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Fam. Why fhould you fear ? is not our city ftrong ?
Sar. Ay, butthe citizens favour Lucias,

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him. |
Zam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name.

Is the {fun dim’d, that gnats do fly in it?

The Lagle fuffers little birds te {ing,

And 1s not careful what they mean thereby,

Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings,

Fle can at pleafure itint their melody ;

E’en fo may’it thou the giddy men of Rome.

Then cheer thy {pirit, for know, thou Emperor,

I will enchant the ola Andronicus,

With werds more fweet, and yet more dangerous

Than baits to fith, or honey-ilalks to fheep,

W hen as the one 1s wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious food.

Szt But he will not intreat his {fon for us.
Tam. If Tamecra intreat him, then he will:
For1 can fmooth, and fll hisaged ear
Vith golden premiles, that were his heart

Almolt impregnable, his old ears aeaf,

“et fhould both ear and heart obey my tongue.

Go thou before as our embaflador, [To Aimilius,

8ay, that the Emperor requeits a parley

Of vaarlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Sat. AEmilius, do this meflage henourably ;

And if ke ftand on hoftage for his {aiety,

B:id him demand what pledee will pleafe him beft. ~
Amil. Your bidding fhall I do effeCually. [ Exit,
Tamn. Now will I to thateld Awdroricus,

And temper him with all the art 1 have,

'To pluck proud Lacius from the warlike Goths.

And novw, fweet Emperer, be blith again,

Ard bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go {uccelsfully and plead to him. -
xits

/
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ACT V

Enter LLcms awith Goths, with df am and _foldiers.

Lucivus.

Pproved warriors, and my faithful friends,

I have received letters from great Rowme,
‘Which fignify what hate they bear their Emp'ror,
And how defirous of our fioht they are.

Therefore, great lords,. be as your titles witnefs,
imperious and 1mpa.tlent of your wrongs,

-And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe,
Let him make treble fatisfaétion.

Gsth. Brave {lip, {prung from the great Andronicus,
(VW hofe name was once our, terror, NOW OUr COMIOrt,)
Whefe high exploits and honourable deeds
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt,

Be bold in us, we’ll follow where thou lead’ft :
Like ftinging bees in hotteft {uminer’s day,
Led by their mafter to the flower'd fields,
And be aveng’d on curfed Tamora.
Omn. And as he faith, fo fay we all with him.

Luc. I humbly thank you, and I thank youall.
But who comes here led by a lufty Gozb ?

\

Enier a Goth leading Aaron aith bis child in bis arms..
Goth, Ronowned Lucius, {rom our troops I flraid

To gaze upon a rutnous monaftry,
And as I earn eitly did fix mine eye
Upon the wafted building, {uddenly
f heard a child cry underneath a wall ;
I made unto the noife, when foon Iheard
The crying babe controul’d with this difcourfe =
Peace, tawny {lave, half me and half thy dam,.
Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art?
Flad nature lent thee but thy mother’s look ?
Villain, thou might’it have beéen an Emperor 3
. But where the bull and cow are both milk-white,
'They never do beget a cole-black calf 5

Peace, villain, peace, (even thus he rates the babe)
For I mult bear thee to a trulty Gath,

C 4 | Who
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Who when-he knows thou art the Emprels’ babe,
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother’s fake.

With this my weapon drawn, I rufh’d upon him,
Surpriz’d him fuddenly, and brought him hither,
To ufe as you think needful of the man.

Luc. O worthy Gozh, this is th’ incarnate devil
‘That robb’d Ardronicus of his cood hand ;

"This is the pearl that pleas’d your Emprels’ eye,
And here’s the bafe fruit of his burning luft.
Say, wall-ey’d Slave, whither would’it thou cenvey
This growing image of thy fiend-like face?
Why doft not {peak ? whatdeaf? no! not a word?
A halter ! foldiers, hang him on this tree,
And by his fide his fruit of baftardy.
Azr. Tcuch notthe boy, he is of royal blood.
Zuc. Too like the fire for ever being good.
Firft hang the child, that he may fee it {prawl,
A fight to vex the father’s foul withal. '
Get me a ladder.
Aar. Lucius, {ave the child,
And bear it from me to the Emperefs ;
. If thou do this, il fhew thee wondrous things
That highly may advantage thee to hear; ~
If thou wilt not, befal what may belal
I’l] fpeak no more ; but vengeance rot you all.

Luc, Say on, and if it pleafe me which thou {peak’it,
Thy chiki fhall Live, and I will fee it nourifh’d.

Aer. And if it pleafe thee? why affure th.o2,- Luciug
Twill vex thy foul to héar what I fhall {peak :
ForImuft talk of murthers, rapesand maflucres,

A&s of black night, abominable ceeds,
Complots of mifchief, treafon, villainies,
Ruthful to hear, yet piteonfly perform’d :
And this fhall all be buried by my deatn,
Unlefs thou fwedr to me my child fhall hve.

Luc. Tell on thy mind, I fay thy child fhall five.

Aar. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin.

Tuc. Who fhould I fwear by ? thou believ’it no God,
That granted, how caa’ly thou believe an oath?

Aar. What if I do not? as indeed I do not, -
Vet for I know thon art religious,. R
And hatt a thing within thee called conicience, |

With
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Witk twenty popifh tricks and ceremenies

Which I have feen thee careful to obferve :
Therefore I urge thy cath, for that I know

An idiot holds his bauble for a Ged,

And keeps the oath, which'by that God he fwears,
T'o that Ill urge him ;—--therefore thou fhalt vow
By that fame God, what God foe'er it be

That thou ador’ft and haft in reverence,

To fave my boy, nourifhand bring him up,

Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee. ,
Luc. Even by my God I fwear to thee, I will,

Aar. Firft know thou, I begot him on the Emprefs.
Luze. O moft infatiate luxurious woman !
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity,

~ To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon. |
*Twas her two fons that murder’d Bafranus,

They cut thy fifter’s tongue, -and ravifh'd her,

And cut her hands, and trimm'd her as thou fow’ft,
Luc. Oh deteftable villain ! call'ft thou that trimming ¥
Aar. Why fhewas wafh’d, and cut, and trimm’d ;

And ’twas trim {port for them that had the doing of ’t.
Luc. Oh barbrous beaftly villains like thy felf ! -
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inftrut them -

That codding fpirit had they irom their mother,

As {ure a card as ever won the {et ;

That bloody mind I think they learn’d of me,

As true a dog as ever fought at head ;

Well, let my deeds be witnefs of my worth.

T trzin'd thy brethren to that guileful hole,

Where the dead corps of Baffianus lay :

T wrote the letter that thy father found,

And hid the gold within the letter mention’d,.

Confed’rate with the Queen and her two icns.

And what not done that thou haflt caufe to rue,

W herein I had no firoke of mifchief m’t ¢

I plaid the cheater for thy father’s hand,

And when T hod it, drew my {elt apart,

And almoft broke my heart with extream laughter:.

I pry’d me through the crevice of a wall, _ “

When for his hand he had his two-fons heads,, |

Beheld his tears, and langh’d {o heartily

Tfhat? both mire eyes were rainy hke to kis.c

AR Axd
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And when I told the Emprefs of this fport,

She {wooned almoft at my pleafing tale,

And for my tidings gave me twenty kifles. |
Goth. What, can’it thou fay all this, and never blufh ?
Ader. Ay, likeablack dog, as the faying is.

Luc. Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deeds ?

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more,
E'en now I curfe the day-(and yet I think
Few come within the compafs of my curfe) -
Wheren I did not fome notorious ill,
As kill aman, or elfe devife his death, -
Ravifh a maid, or plot the way to do it,
Accufe {fome innocent, and forfwear my felf,
Set deadly enmity between two friends,
lake poor mens cattle break their necks,
Set fire on barns, and hay-flacks in the night,
And bid the owners quench them with their tears :
Oft have I digg’d up dead men from their graves,
And fet them upright at their dear friend’s doors,
Een waen tuiir forrow almeft was forgot,
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees,
Have with my krite carved in Roman letters,
Let rot your (orrow die, though I am dead.
‘T'ut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things,
As wiliingly as one would kill a fly ;
And notuing grieves me heartily indeed,
But that I cenact do ten thoufand more.
Lxe. Bring down the devil, for he muft not dic
50 {wecta crath, as hangitg prefently.
Aar. 1t there be deviis, would I were a devil,
To live and burn 1n everlafting fire,
So I miigithave ycur cemypany in hell,
But to tovinent you with my biiter tongue.
Luc. &irs, ftop his mouth, and let him fpeak no more,
Lreer A milius,
Gorh, My lord, thercis a meficnger from Rome
Petires to be admutted to your prefence.
Lze, Let iim come near.
Welcome, A milus, what's the news from Reme 2
il Liovd Lucus, and you princes of the Gorbs,
The Reman Emperor greets you all by me;

.ﬂ'__-“
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And, for he underfiands you ate in crms,
He craves a parley at your father’s houle,
Willing youto demand your hoftages,
And they fhall be immediately deliver'd.

Goth, What fays our General !

Luc. AEmiliusy let the Emperor give his pledges
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come: march away. . [Exeunt.

Eater Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius,. difpuisid..

Tam. Thus in thefe firange and fad habijiments
T will encounter with Audronicus, :
And fay, I am Revenge {ent from below,
Uo join with him, and right his heimous wrongs: |
Knock at the ftudy, where they {ay he keeps,
To ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge ;.
Tell him revenge is come to jomn with him,.
And work confuiion on his enemies.

[They knock, and Titus appears abovéi
Ti¢t. Who doth moleft my contemplation ¥
Is it your trick to make me ope the door,
That fo my {fad decrees may {ly away,
And all my {iudy be to no ciiect ?
You are deceiv'd, for what I mean to Go,
See here biocdy in lines I have fetdown ;-
And what is written,. thall be executed.
Tam. Titus, T am come to talk with thee.
7i¢. No notaword : how can I grace my talk,
Wanting a Land to give it that accerd ¥
T'hou haft the cdds of me,.therefore no more.
T, Tf thou did’ft know me, theu wouldlt tallk with mes.
7;¢. 1 em notmad, I know thee well enough ;.
% itnefs this wretched ftump,
Witnefs the crimion lincs,
Witnefs thefe trenches, made by grief and care;.
Witnefs the tyring day and heavy might;
Witnefs all forrow, that I know thee well
For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora :
Is not thy coming for my other hand .

-
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Tam. Know thou, {ad man, I am not Tumera ;
ohe'is thy enemy, and I thy friend ;
I am revenge, fent from thy infernal kingdom,
To eafe the gnawing vulture of thy mind,
By working wreakfu] vengeance on thy foes.. -
Come down, and welcome me to this world’s light &
Confer with me of murder and of death ;
There’s not a hollow cave, or lurking place;
No vaft obfeurity or mifty vale,
Where bloody murther or detefted rape:
€an couch for tear, but I will find them out,
And 1x their ears tell ther my dreadful name,
Revenge, which makes the fou] offenders qualke.
21t Art thou Fevenge r and art thou fent to me,
To bea torment to mine enemjes 3
Tam. ¥ am ; therefore come down and welcome me.
7it. Do me fome {ervice, ere I came to thee -
£.0 by thy fide where rape and murder ftands ;
Now give fome furance that thou art revenge,
Stzb them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels,
And then I'll came and be thy wagponer, .
And whirl aloug with thee about the globes :
Provide two proper palfries black as jet,
To hale thy vengeful waggon iwift away,
And find out murderers in their guilty caves.
And when thy car is ioaden with their neags,.
i will difmount, and by thy wageon whee!
Trot like a fervile foot-man al] day leng ;.
Even from Hyperion's rifing in the eait,,
Until his very downfal in the ‘ea.
And day by day D'l do this heavy task,
S0 thou deitroy rapine and murder there.
Zam. These are my, munifters, and come with.me..
Tat. Arethey thy minifters ? what are they call’'d #
Tam. Rapine and murder ; therefore called fo,
‘Caufe they take vengeance on fuch kipnd of men.
7it. Good lord, how like the Emprefs’ fons they.are,
And you the Emprefs ! bat we worldly men )
Fave miferable mad mikakin g EyEes :
9 lweet tevenge, now do L come to thee,

Aud.



And if one arm’s émbracement will content thée,-

¥ will embrace thee init by and by. , .
S [ Exit Titus from above.

Jamr. This clofing with him fits his lupacy. .
Whate’er I forge to feed his brain-fick fits,
Do you uphold, and maintain in.your fpeech,, -
For now he firmly takes me for revenge 5 A
And being credulous in this mad thought,
I'll make him fend for Lucius, his fon : -
And whilft T at banquet hold him {ure,
I'll find fome cunning practice out of hand.
L'o {catter and difperfe the giddy Gosbs, T_'
Or at the leaft make them his enemies : |
oee here he comes, and I muft play my theam.

Enter Trtus.

7it. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee s
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houfe ;,
Rapine and murder, you are welcome too:
Flow lilke the Emprefs and her fons you are &
Well are you fitted, had you but a Foor
Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ?
For well I wot, the Emprefs never wags,
But in her company there is a Mooz ; k
And would you reprefent our Queen aright,,
It were convenient you had fuch a devil :
But welcome, as you are: what fhall we do ?

Tam. What wouldft thou have us do, Audronicus &

Den. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him.

Chi. Shew me avillain that has done a rape,
And I am fent to be reveng’d on. him.

Tuzs, Shew. me a thoufand that have done thee wrong;,
Ana [ will be vevenged on them all.

7i¢. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Rome,,
And when thou find’ft 2 man that’s like thy felf,,
Good muvder flab him, he’s a murderer.
Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap-
'To-find another that is like ta thee,
Good rapine flab him, he isa raviffer.
Go thou with them,, and in the Emperor's conrt:
There isa Queen attended by a Moor 3
Well may'it thau know her by thy own proportion,.
For up and down the doth relemble thee '
I pray thee.dq on them {ome violent death:5,  "Lhey
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'They have been violent to me and mine.

Tam. Well haft thou leflon’d us ; this thall we do.
But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus,
To fend for Lucius thy thrice-valiant fon,
Who leads tow’rds Rome a band of warlike Gozhs,
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe,
When he is here, evenrat thy folemn feaft
I will bring in the Emprefs and her fons,
‘The Emperor himfelf, and all thy foes;
And at thy mercy fhall they ftoop and kneel,
And on them fhalt thou eafe thy angry heart :-
What {ays Audronicus to this device ¥

Enter Marcus.

71t. Marcus my brother, ’tis fad T7rus calls =
(o gentle Marcus to thy nephew Lucius ;
1T'hou fhalt enquire him cut among the Gozhs :
Bid him repair to me ; and bring with him
Scme of the chiefett princes of the Gotbs ;
Bid him encamp his Seldiers where they are ;-
Tell him the Emperor and the Emprefs too

Fealt at my heufe, and he fhail feaft with them ;.

~This do thou for my love, and fo let him,
As Leregards his aged father’s life.

Mar. ‘This will I do, and foon return again. [Exits.

Tam. Now will I hence about thy bufinefs,
Ard take my minifters along with me.

T:t. Nay, nay, lettape and murder {tay wathme,.

Or clie I'll call my brother back again,
Ana cleave to no revenge but Lucius.

Zaz. What fay you, boys, will you abide with him;
Whiles I go tell my ord, the Fmrperor,
rlow | kave govern'd cur determin’d jeft 4
Yield to his hemour, fmooth and ipeak Liim fair,

And tarry with him ’till I come a gain.

Zi¢. 1lenow them all, tho’ they fuppofe me mad,
And wiil o’er-reach them in their own devices - .
A par ot curied Lell-hounds and their dam. [ Afide.

Liem. Ivladam, depart at pleafure, leave us here.

fam. Farwel, Andronicus, revenge now oCes
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exiz¢ Tamora. .

Zzt. I know thou doft, and fweet reven ge furewel.

ct

£h:. "Tell us, old man, how fhall we be cmploy’d ?
' Tit..
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TrTus ANDRONTCUS. 0
7it. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.
Publius, come hither, Caius and Valentine.
Enter Publius and Servants..
Pub. What is your will ¥ .
7it. Know ye thefe two ?
Pub. The Emprefs’ {fon
I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. |
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thouart too much aecerv’d,.
The one is murder, rape ts th’ other’s name ;
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius,
Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them ;
Oft have you heard me wifh for {uch an hour,
And now I find it, therefore bind them fure. [Exzz Tituss.
Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Empreis’ {ons.
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded
Stop clofe their mouths ; let themnot {peak a word.

Is he fure bound ? look that ye bind them falt.

Enter Titus Andronicus avith a Knife, and Lavina awith.
“ a Bafon.

Tit. Come, come, Lawinia, look, thy fces are bound s,
Sirs, ftop their mouths, let them not {peak to me,
But let them hear what fearful words 1 utter. |
Oh vihains, Ghirer and Demeirius !
Here ftands the {pring whom ycu have ftain’d with mud,
This goodly fummer with your winter puxt :
You kill’d her husband, and for that vile fault
Two of her brothers were candemn’d to death.
My hand cut off, and made a merry jefi,
Both her {weet hands, her tongue, and that more dear-
Than hands or tongue, her {potlefls chaftity,
Inhuman tratitors, you conftrain’d and forc’d.
What would you {ay if I could let you fpeak >
Villains? ——for thame you could nct beg for grace,
Hark, wretches, how [ mean to martyr you.
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats,
- Whillt that Lewinia "twixt her ftumps doth hold
"The bafon that receives your guiity bleod.
You know your mother means to feaft with me;. )
And calls her {elf Revenge, dnd thinks me mad ~——-.
Hark, villains, Iwill grind your bones to duit,.
And with your-blood and it I'll make a palte,

Ny

Ang:



64 TiTus ANDRONICUS.

And of the pafte a coffin will T rear,

And make two pafties of your fhamefual heads,

And bid that firumpet, your unhallow’d dam, -

Like to the earth, {wallow her own increafe.

This is the feaft that T have bid her to,

And this the banquet the fhall furfeit on ;

For worle than Philorse/ you us’d my daughter,

And worfe than Progne 1 will be reveng’d.

And now prepare your throats, Lavinia, come,

Receive the blood ; and when that they are dead:

Let me go grind their bones to powder fmall,

And with this hLateful liquor temper it ;

And in that paite let their vile heads be bak’d.

Come, come, be every one cflicious ~

To make this banquet, which I with might prove:

More ftern and bloedy than the Centaurs feaft.

- [He cuils their throats..

50, now bring them in, for I'll play the cock,

And fee them rendy 'gaimit the mother comes. [ Exeuns,
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths aith Aaron Pr foner.
Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince ’tis my father’s mind

“That I repair to Rafre [ am content.

Goth. And ours w 1th thine, befal what fortune will.
Luc. Good uncle, take you 1n this barbarous Bear,

'This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil,

Let him receive no {uftfenance, fetter him,

“I'11l he be brought unto the Emp’ror’s face,

For tefumony of thefe foul proceedings ;.

And fee the ambufh of our friends be ftreng,

I fear the Emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in my ear, ~
And prompt me, thatmy tongue may utter forth
The venomous malice of my fwelling heart.
Luc. Away, 1nhuman dog, unhallow’d {lave,
[ Exeunt Gaths with Aaron.

Sirs, help our uncle to eonvey “him in. [ Flowurifp..

The trumpets fhew the Emperor 15 at hand.

Sound trumpets.  Enter Emperor and Emprefs, with Tribunes

ard others.
Scz.f. What, hath the firmament mere funs than cne 3
Lxc. What boots it thee to call thy felf a {un ?

Mar. Rome’s Emperor, and nephew, break the parley 5
'Thefe:



ik

TrrusANDRONICUS:  0F:
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated 5 f
The feaft is ready, which the careful 7sfas

Hath ordain’d to an henourable end, -
TFor peace, for lave, for league, and good to Rome:
Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places.
Sat. Marcus, we will. [ Hautboys.

A Table bronght in. Exter Titus like a Cook, placing the
meat on the Table, and Lavinia awith a veld over

ber face,
T;t. Welcome, my gracious lord, welcome dread

Queen, |

Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome Lacius,

And welcome all ; although the cheer be poor,

*Twill fill your ftomachs, pleafe you eat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attic’d, Andronicus ?
77¢. Becaunfe I would be fure to have all-well,
To entertain your highnefs, and your emprefs.
Sam. We are beholden to you, good Xudroricus.
7it. And if your highnefs knew my heart, you were.

My lord the Emperor, relolve me this;

Was it well done of rath Virginius,

T'o flay his daughter with his own right-hand,

Becaule fhe was enforced, ftain’d, and deflour’d ? ’
Sat. It was, Andronicus. . - RS
Tit, Your reafon, mighty lord ? ' , |
Sat. Becaufe the girl thould not furvive her fhame,

And by her prefence ftill renew his forrows. .

F7¢. A reafon mighty, ftrong, and efeCtual,

A pattern, precedent, and hvely warrant,

For me, moft wretched, to perform the like:

D.e, die, Lawinia, and thy fhame with thee,

And with thy thame-thy father’s {orrow die.

- | [ He kills Ler.
Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ¥
7:¢. Kiil’d her for whom my tears have made me bliad. -

I am as woful as Plirginius was, - o

~ And have a thoufand times more eaufe than he

To do this outrage. And it is now done. -
Sat. What, was fhe ravifh’d ?. tell, who did the deed ?
7it. Will't pleafe you eat, will’c pleafe your highnefs

feed ? . I i

- a ) . .- . "
) ‘ q-’a ’ ?11 ay
4
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66  TiTus ANDRONICUS,
Tam. Why haft thou {lain thine only daughter thus.? . '

i2. Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrius.
They ravifh'd her, and cut away her tongue,
And they, "twas they, thatdid herall this wrong.
vat. Go fetch them hither to us prefently.
7it. Why there they are both, baked in that pye;
- Whereof their mafter daintily hath fed,
Eating the flefh that the herfelf hath bred.
"T'1s true, ’tis true, witnefs my kaife’s fharp point.
| L He flabs the Emprefs.
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed.
| He flabs Titus.
Luc. Can the {on’s eye behold his father bleed.
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.
. [ Lucius ffabs the Emperor.
Mar. Yon{ad-fac'd men, people and fons of Rome,
By uprore fever'd, likea flight of fowl,
Scatter’d by winds and high tempeftuous guits,
Oh et me teach you how to knit again
This {catter’d corn into one mutual fheaf,
Thefe broken limbs again into one body.
Goth. Let Rome herfelf be bane unto her felf,
And fhe whom mighty kingdoms curtfie to,
Like a forlorn and defperate caft-away,
Do {hameful execution on her felf.
#ar. Butif my frofty figns and chaps of age,
Grave witnefles of true experience, .
Cannot induce you to attend my words, |
opeak, Rome’sdear friend ; aserft our anceftor,
. [70 Lucius.
When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe
To iove-fick Dido's {a.d attendin ¢ ear,
The ftory of that baleful burning night,
When {ubtile Greeds furpriz’d King Pridm’s Troy :
'T'ell us what Simoz hath bewitch’d our ears,
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,
That gives our 770y, our Rome, the civil wound.
My heart is not compaét of flint nor fteel ;
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief
But floods of tears will drown my otatory, -
And break my very utt'rance; even in the time
When it fhould move you to attend me moft, -

Lendin gﬂ:
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Lendingy your kind- cemmlferatlon. e T
Eere is a captain, let Him tell the tale, |
Your hearts will throb and .weep to hear him fpeak.
Luzc. Then noble auditory, be it knownto you,
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius
Were they that murdered our Emperor’s brother ;
And they it were that ravifh’d our filter ; |
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded,
Our father’s tears defpis’d, and bafely cozen’d
Of that true hand, that fought Reme’s quarrel out,
And fent her enemtes 1nto the grave, o
Laftly, my felf unkindly banifhed,
The gates fhut on me, and turn'd weeping out,
To beg relief among Rome’s enemies,
t. Who drown’d their enrmty In my true tears,
And op’d their arms t'embrace me asa friend :
And I am turn’d forth, be it known to you,
That have preferv'd her welfare in my blood,
And from her bofom took the enemy’s pomnt, |
Sheathing the fteel in my adventrous boay. - |
Alas, youknow I am no vaunter, 1; |
" My fcars can witnefs, dumb alt] hough they are,
That my report is juflt, and full of truth.
But foft, methinksIdo dlgrefs too much,
~Citing my werthlels praie: oh pardonme, L
For when no friendsare by, ‘men praile chemfelves,
Mar. Now is my tongue to {peak : behold this chlld
Of this was Tamora delivered,
The iffue of an 1rrel: gmas Mooy, ’
Chief architett ana p;otter of thefe woes ; ;
The villian is alive in Titus’ hos.lfe,
And as heis, to witneis tais 1s trae
Now jadge What caufe had ifus to réven'ge - ‘.
Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience,
Or more than any living man could beat.
Now you have heard the truth what fay you Romans?-
Have we done ought amifs ! thew us whereiny
And from the place where you behold,us now;,
The poor remainder of dadronicus, -

We'll hand 1n haﬂdenki head-long caftus dowrr;,‘
And on the ragged frones beat out our Brains, .

And makea mutual clofure of our houfe ; ;.

b W
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Speak, Romans, fpeak and if you fay you ﬂ’lall
Lo hand in hand, Zucius, and Twill fall. )

Am.” Come, come, thou feverend man of Rowme,

And bring our: Em}*eror gently 1n thy hand,
Lucius our Empfﬂ or: for well I know,.
"T'lie common voice do cry it thall be {o.

Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal Emperor;

Go, go into old 7ztus’ {orrowful houfe,

And hither hale that mifbelieving Meor,

'I'6 be adjudg’d {fome direful ﬂmo'hterzn o death,
As pum‘hment for his moft wicked life.
Lycius all hail, Resme’s gracious governor., _

Luc. Thanks gentle Romans: may I govern fo,
'To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe.
But, gentle, give me aim a while, | i
For nature puts me to a heavy task :- |
Stand all aloof; but uncle draw you near,

'T'o fhed obfequious tears upon this trunk :

Oh take this warm kifs on thy. pale cold lips,
Thefe {orrowful drops-upon thy bleod-flain’d face ;
'The laft true duties of thy noble {on.

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs,

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy Ims -
O were the fum of thefe that I fhould pay
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them:.

Lve. Geme hither Loy, ccme, ccme, and learn of us
To meit in fhowers ;- thy grandfir e lov'd thee well ;

‘Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee ;

Sung- thee afleep, hisloving breaft thy pillow: -
Many a matter hath he told to thee,

Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ¢

Inthat refpelt then, like a loving child,

Shed yet fome {mall drops from thy tender {pring,
Becaufe kind nature doth requtre 1t {o;

Friends fhould affociate frlends, in grief and woe =
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave,

Do him that kmdnefq and take leave of him.

Boy. O grandfire, O‘randﬁrc | ev’n with all my heart,
Would I were dead, (0 you did live again
O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping —
My tears will choak me, ifI ope my mouth.,

-

Enter
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Enter Romans with Aal on. S

Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with woes, ° s
Give {entence on this execrable wretch, o "

That hath been breeder of thefe dire events.

Luc. Set him breaft-deep inearth, and famith him:
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food : N
If any one relieves or pities him. P
For the offence he dies: this is our doom.

Some ftay to {ee him faftned in the earth.

Aar. O why fhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb ;

I am no baby, I, that with bafe prayers

I thould repent the evil I have doné
"Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet I did, 1
Would I perform, if I might have my will: i
1f one good deed in all my life I did, -

I do repent it from my very foul.

Lac. Some loving friends convey the Emp’ror hence,
And give him burial in his father’s grave. '
My father and Lawvinia fhall forthwith
Be clofed.in our houfhold’s monument :

As for that heinous tygrels Tamora,

No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds,

No mournful bell fhall ring her burial ; ?
¥But throw her forth to beafts and bl'-ds of prey :

Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of plty,

And being fo, fhall have like want of pity.

See juftice done on Aaron that damn’d Moor,

From whom our heavy haps had their begmnmg ;

LUhen afterwards, we'll order well the ftate, - -

That like events may ne’er it ruinate. [E xeunt omnes.

-
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