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DRAMATIS PERSONAZ.

SATURNINUS, So to the late Emperor of Rome, and afterwards
declar’'d Smperor s.’r.-",ui,-’&v;".

Bosstanus, Brother to SaTurniNus, i Jove with L4 VINIA.

Trrus Anpronicus, @ Voble Roman, General againft the Goths,

Marcus Anpronicus, Tribune of the People, and Brother 1o
Trrus.

Marcus, ]

QuinTus [

Lucrus,

Murius, ]

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucrus.

PusLivs, Son to Marcus Anpronicus the Tribune.

ALAREBUS,

CHiron, Sons to Tamora.

Demerrivus, Y :

Aaron, @ Moor, belov'd by T AMORA.

fEmirivs, 2 Roman.

*% Sons to Titus ANDRONICUS,

Tamora, Lueen of the Goths, and afterwards married to
SATURNINUS.

Lavinia, Daughter t0 Titus ANDRONICUS.

A Nurfe with a blackamoor Child.

Senators, Judges, Officers, Soldiers, and other Artendants.

SCENE Rome, and the Country near it.
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*TITUS ANDRONICUS.

AC T, SCENE L

Rome.

Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. Enter
Saturninus and his followers at one door, and Ballianus and his
Sfollvwers at the other, with drum and colours.

SATURNINUS.

OBLE patricians, patrons of my right,
Defend the juftice of my caufe with arms:
And, countrymen, my loving followers,
Plead my fucceflive title with your {words.
[ am the firft-born fon of him that laft

Wore the imperial diadem of Rome :

Then let my father’s honours live in me,

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Baf. Romans, friends, foll'wers, favourers of my right,

If ever Baffianus, Cefar’s {on,

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Kome,

Keep then this paffage to the capitol ;

And fuffer not dithonour to approach

Th’ imperial feat, to virtue confecrate,

To juftice, continence, and nobility:

But let defert in pure election fhine;

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

* This is ane of the plays which anght not to be look'd upon to be of Shakelpear's ..‘JJ.-;‘;sr_.-'.'r'h.-. By piving
ot the credit ﬁ,.".-.'_'."': o af fies diner inferiea ere and there be goi the difiredit of writing e Ll
Ddd 2 Enter




396 FITUS ANDRONICUS.

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the crewn.

Mar, Princes, that firive by facions and by friends,
Ambitioufly for rule and empery,
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ftand
A {pecial party, have, by common voice,
In free election for the Roman em pery,
Chofen Andronicus, furnamed I 15,
For many good and great deferts to Rome
A nobler man, a braver warriour,
Lives not this day within our city walls :
He by the fenate is accited home,
From weary wars againft the barbarous Gozhs,
That, with his fons (a terrour to our foes)
Hath yok'd a nation ftrong, train'd up in arms.
Ten years are {pent fince firft he undertook
This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms
Our encmies’ pride: five times he hath return’d
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fons
In coffins from the feld ;
And now at laft, laden with honour's (poils,
Returns the good Audronicus to Rome,
Renowned Trrus, flourithing in arms.
Let us entreat, by honour of his name,
Whom (worthily) you would have now fuceeed,
And in. the capitol and fenate’s right,
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,
That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ;
Difmifs your followers, and, as fuitors thould,
Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs,
Sat. How fair the tribune fpeaks, to calm my thoughts |
Baf. Marcus Andronicus, {o I'do affy
In thy uprightnefs and integrity,
And {o I love and honour thee and thine,
Thy noble brother Zizus, and his fons,
And her to whom our thoughts are humbled all,
Gracious




| TITUS ANDRONICUS. 29 il

Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, Ui
That I will here difmifs my loving friends; Al
And to my fortunes, and the people’s favour, £
Commit my caufe in balance to be weigh'd. [Ewxeunt Soldiers.
4. Friends that have been thus forward in my right,
I thank you all, and here difmifs you all ;
And to the love and favour of my country
Commit myfelf, my perfon and the caufe. —
| Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me,
! As I am confident and kind to thee. —
Open the gates, and let me in,
Ba/. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor, fl

-L||l . :
[they go up into the é’ermre-fir.ss.sﬁ. fil

=J

= =

SCENE IL ;'.:||'
Enter a Captain. , i

Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus,
Patron of virtue, Rome's beft champion,
Succefsful in the battles that he fights, i
With honour and with fortune is return’d -
From whence he circumfcribed with his {word,
And brought to yoke the enemics of Rosme. |

i Sound drums and trumpetsy, and then enter Mutius a»d Marcus : 1

after them, two men bearing a coffin cover'd with blacks then
! Quintus and Lucius. After them Titus Andronicus ; and then
' Tamora, the Queen of Goths, Alarbus, Chiron and Demetrius, |
with Aaron the Moor, prifoners; Soldiers, and other Attendants. !
' They fet down the coffin, and Titus /peaks. ' |

7. Hail, Rome, viGorious in thy mourning weeds |
Lo, as the bark that hath difcharg’d her freight,
Returns with precious lading to the bay,

From whence at firft fhe weigh’d her anchorage,
Cometh Andronicus with laurel boughs,
To refalute his country with his tears ;

Tears




398 TITUS ANDRONICUS,
Tears of true joy, for his return to Rome, —
Thou great defender of this capitol,
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend| —
Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons,
Half of the number that king Priam had,
Behold the poor remains alive and dead !
Thefe that furvive, let Rome reward with love;
Thefe that 1 bring unto their lateft home,
With burial among their anceftors :
Here Goths have given me leave to {heath my {word.
Zitus, unkind, and carelefs of thine own,
Why fuffer'ft thou thy fons, unburied yet,
To hover on the dreadful (hore of Styx € —
Make way to lay them by their brethren, — [2hey open the tomb,
There greet in filence, as the dead art wont,
And fleep in peace, flain in your country’s wars |
O facred receptacle of my joys,
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,
How many fons of mine haft thou in {tore,
‘That thou wilt never render to me more |
Lue, Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Gz,
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile,
Ad manes fratrum {acrifice his flefh,
Before this earthly prifon of their bones :
That {o the fhadows be not unappeas’d,
Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on earth.
Ziz. 1 give him you, the nobleft that {urvives,
The eldeft fon of this diftrefled queen.
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren ; — gracious conqueror,
Victorious Z7zus, rue the tears I {hed,
A mother’s tears in paflion for her fon -
And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee,
O think my fons to be as dear to me,
Sufficeth not, that we arc brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs and return,
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke ?

ol

I.
(]
¥ |I
i

But




TITUS ANDRONICUS. 399 i

But muft my fons be {laughter’d in the {treets, |
For valiant doings in their country’s caufe ? i
0! if to fight for king and commonweal §
Were piety in thine, it is in thefe, |
Andronicus, ftain not thy tomb with blood : i
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? ;
Draw near them then in being merciful 5
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge.
Thrice noble Titus, {pare my firft-born fon.
Tit. Patient yourfelf, madam, and pardon me. il
Thefe are their brethren, whom you Gozbs behold 11
Alive and dead, and for their brethren {flain
Religioufly they afk a facrifice: I |
'To this your fon is mark’d, and die he muft, ]
T’ appeafe their groaning fhadows that are gone. 11
Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight: i |
And with our {words, upon a pile of wood, i
Let’s hew his limbs, till they be clean confum’d. '
[ Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius with Alarbus. il
Tam. O cruel irreligious piety | it it o
Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? I
Dem. Oppofe not Scythia to ambitious Rome.
Alarbus goes to reft, and we {urvive ]
To tremble under Titws’ threat’ning looks. i
Then, madam, ftand refolv’d ; but hope withal, '
The felfsame gods that arm’d the queen of Zroy |
With opportunity of fharp revenge b
Upon the Thracian® tyrant in her tent, I-‘ i
May favour Zamora the queen of Goths, I
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen) ‘ |
To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes.

[ {d -il

Reenter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus, and Lucius,

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform’d
* Polymneftor, whefe eyes were puli’d out and fons marder'd by Hecuba, in revenge for bis bawing
treachersufly foin ber fon Polydore, Euripid, in Hee,
Our
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Our Roman rites: Alarbus limbs are lop’d,
And entrails feed the facrificing fire,
Whofe fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the iky.
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren,
And with loud larums welcome them to Rome,

Z:t. Let it be {o, and let Audronicus
Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls.

[then found trumpets, and lay the coffins in the tomb,

In peace and honour reft you here, my fons,
Rome's readieft champions, repofe you here,
Secure from worldly chances and mifhaps |
Here lurks no treafon, here no envy fwells,
Here grow no damned grudges; here no ftorms,
No noile, but filence and eternal fleep :
In peace and honour reft you here, my fons!

SCENE Il

Enter Lavinia,

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Tizus long ;

My noble lord and father, live in fame!
Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears

I render, for my brethren’s 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 th y vi¢torious hand,
Whofe fortune Rome’s beft citizens applaud.

Zit. Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly prefery’d
The cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart ! —
Lavinia, live, outlive thy father’s days,

In fame’s eternal date for virtue’s praife |

Mar. Long live lord Tizus, my beloved brother,
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome !

Ziz. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Murcus.

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from fuccefsful wars,
You that furvive; and you that fleep in fame!

Fair
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Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,
That in your country’s fervice drew your {words:
But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp

That hath afpir'd to Solon’s happinefs,

And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed. —
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rowme,

Whofe friend in juftice thou halt ever been,
Send thee by me their tribune, in their truft,
This palliament of white and fpotlefs hue,
And name thee in eleion for the empire,
With thefe our late deceafled emperor’s {ons:

Be candidatus then, and put it on, R
And help to fet a head on headlels Rosme. LR J.
7it. A better head her glorious body fits, Hidd
Than his that fhakes for age and feeblenefs : il
What fhould I don this robe, and trouble you? Hl il
Be chofe with proclamations to-day,

ili H I'Iﬂ -I-.

To-morrow yield up rule, refign my life, ‘ |
And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all ?
Rome, 1 have been thy foldier forty years, i

And led my country’s ftrength {uccefsfully, it
And buried one and twenty valiant fons, |
Knighted in field, {lain manfully in arms, HE ||
In right and fervice of their noble country.
f Give me a ftaff of honour for mine age, :
But not a {ceptre to control the world ; i
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laft. Wl
Mar. Titws, thou fhalt obtain the empery. 'f‘ |
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canft thou tell? B
7it. Patience, prince Saturnine! i
Sat. Romans, do me right! —
Patricians, draw your {words, and fheath them not
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor, —
Andronicus, would thou wert {hip’d to hell,
Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts.
Luc. Proud Saturmine, interrupter of the good
Vor. V, Eee That
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That noble-minded Zi7ws means to thee |

Zit. Content thee, prince; I will reftore to thee
The people’s hearts, and wean them from themfelves.

Baf. Andronicus, 1 do not flatter thee,

But honour thee, and will do till I die :

My faction if thou ftrengthen with thy friends,
I will moft thankful be; and thanks, to men
Of noble minds, is honourable meed,

Tit. People of Rome, and noble tribunes here,
I afk your voices, and your fuffrages ;

Will you beftow them friendly on Audronicus @

Mar, To gratify the good Andronicus,

And gratulate his fafe return to Rowe,
The people will aceept whom he admits,

Zit, ‘Tribunes, I thank you: and this fuit I make, |
That you create your emperor’s eldeft {on, '
Lord Satwurnine ; whofe virtues will, I hope,
Refleé on Rome, as Titan’s rays on earth,

And ripen juftice in this commonweal.
Then, if you will ele@ by my advice,
Crown him, and fay, Long live our emperor ]

Mar. With voices and applaufe of every fort,
Patricians, and plebeians, we create
Lord Saturninus, Reme's great emperor ;

And fay, Long live our emperor Saturnine |
| & long flourifl till they come down. |

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done

To us in our eledtion this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deferts,

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs :

And, for an onfet, Titus, to advance

Thy name, and honourable family,

Lavinia will I make my emperefs,

Rome’s royal miftrefs, miftrefs of my heart,

And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe :

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleafe thee?

Tit,
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Zit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match,
I hold me highly honour'd of your grace:
And here in {ight of Rome, to Saturninus,
King and commander of our commonweal,
The wide world’s emperor, do I confecrate
My {word, my chariot, and my prifoners ;
Prefents well worthy Roeme's imperial lord.
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,
Mine honour’s enfigns humbled at thy feet.
Sat. Thanks, noble Zitus, father of my life!
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,
Rome {hall record ; and, when I do forget
The leaft of thefe unfpeakable deferts,
Romans, forget your fealty to me.
Tit. Now, madam, are you prifoner to an emperor,
To him that for your honour and your ftate
Will ufe you nobly, and your followers.
Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the hue [ 20 Tamora.
That I would choofe, were I to choofe anew. —
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ;
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,
Thou com’ft not to be made a {corn in Rome :
Princely fhall be thy ufage every way.
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, —
Lavinia, you are not difpleas’d with this?
Lav. Notl, my lord, fith true nobility
Warrants thefe words in princely courtely.
Sat. Thanks, {weet Lavinia. — Romans, let us go.
Ranfomelefs here we fet our prifoners free :
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.
Baf. Lord Titus, by your leave this maid is mine.
[ feizing Lavinias
7it. How, fir? are you in earneft then, my lord?
Baf. Ay, noble Zizus; and refolv’d withal,
Eee 2 To
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To do myfelf this reafon and this right.

[2he emperor courts Tamora in dumd Shew,

Mar. Suwm cuigue is our Roman Juftice :
This prince in juftice feizeth but his own.

Luze, And that he will; and fhall, if Lacius live.

Tit. Traitors, avant | — Where is the emperor’s guﬂl‘d? —
Trealon, my lord ; Lavinia is furpriz'd.

Sat. Surpriz’d] by whom?

Baf. By him that juitly may
Bear his betroth’d from all the world away.

[ Exz Baflianus witdh Lavinia,

SCENE 1IV.

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,
And with my {word I'll keep this door fecure.

Z1t. Follow, my lord, and I'll foon bring her back,

Mut, My lord, you pafs not here,

Zir. What, villain-boy !

Barr’ft me my way in Rome ? [ A2 kills bim,

Muzr. Help, Lucius, help.

Lue. My lord, you are unjuft; and, more than fo,
In wrongful quarrel you have {lain your fon.

7iz. Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine:
My fons would never fo difhonour me.
Traitor, reftore Lavinia to the emperor.

Lue. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife,
‘That is another’s lawful promis’d love.

Sat. No, Zitus, no; the emperor needs her not,
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock :
I'll truft by leifure him that mocks me once,
Thee never, nor thy traiterous h:lught}’ fons,
Confederates all thus to difhonour me.
Was there none elfe in Romre to make a ftale of
But Saturnine ? full well, Andronicus,
Agree thefe deeds with that proud brag of thine,
That faid'ft; I begg’d the empire at thy hands.
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Ti¢. O monftrous! what reproachful words are thefe?
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece,
To him that flourifh’d for her with his {word :
A valiant {on-in-law thou fhalt enjoy ;
One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons,
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome.
7iz. Thefs words are razors to my wounded heart.
Sat. And thercfore, lovely Tamora queen of Goths,
That, like the ftately Phebe ‘'mong her nymphs,
Doft overfhine the gallant’ft dames of Rosme,
If thou be pleas’d with this my {udden choice,
Behold, I choofe thee, Tamora, for my bride,
And will create thee emperefs of Rome.
Speak, queen of Gozhs, doft thou applaud my choice?
And here I {wear by all the Romazn gods,
(Sith prieft and holy water are {o near,
And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing
In readinefls for Hymaeneus ftands,)
I will not refalute the ftreets of Rosme,
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place
| I lead efpous’d my bride along with me.
Tam. And here in fight of heav’n to Rome 1 fivear,
1f Saturnine advance the queen of Goths,
She will a handmaid be to his defires,
A loving nurle, a mother to his youth.
Sat. Afcend, fair queen, Pantheon. — Lords, accompany
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride,
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine,
Whofe wifdom hath her fortune conquered :
There fhall we confummate our {poufal rites. [ Exeunt,

9-CYE ‘N E #5%,

Manet Titus Andronicus.

Zit. 1 am not bid to wait upen this bride.

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,
Difhonour’d
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Difhonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs? |
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, gxd Marcus,

Mar. O, Titus, {ee, o, {ee what thou haft done!
In a bad quarrel {lain a virtuous fon.

Zit. No, foolifh tribune, no: no fon of mine,
Nor thou; nor thefe confederates in the deed,
That hath dithonour’d all our fumil}f;

Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons!

Lue. But let us give him burial as becomes
Give Mutius burial with our brethren.

Tit. Traitors, away! he refts not in this tomb ;

This monument five hundred years hath ftood,
Which I have {fumptuouily reedified :
Here none but {oldiers, and Romie's fervitors
Repofe in fame; none bafely flain in brawls. |
Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

Mar, My ]ﬂrd, this is impiety in you ;

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for h1m,
He muft be buried with his brethren.
Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany.
T?:‘ And fhall! what villain was it {fpake that word ?
uin. He that would vouch’t in any place but here.
it. Wh: at, would you bury him in my defpite ?
Mar. No, noble _T}u.-u, but entreat of thLL,
To pardon M: mm, and to iuury him.
Tit. Marcus, ev'n thou haft ftruck upon my creft,
And with thefe boys mine honour thou haft w:mndt,d
My foes I do repute you every one ;
So trouble me no murc‘, but get you gone.

Lue. He is not well himfelf, let us withdraw.

Ruin, Not 1, till Mutivs’ bcnes be buried.

[2he brother and the fons kneel.

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead, —

‘QH i#. Father, and in that name doth nature {peak, —

Z1z. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will {peed,

Mar.
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Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my foul |
Luc. Dear father, foul and fubftance of us all!
Mar. Sufter thy brother Marcus to inter
His noble nephew here in virtue’s neft,
That died in honour, and Lavinia’s caule.
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous.
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax
That flew himfelf; and wife Laerzes’ {fon
Did gracioufly plead for his funerals.
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy,
Be barr’d his entrance here.
Tit. Rife, Marcus, rife: —
The difmall'ft day is this that ¢’er I faw,
To be difhonour’d by my fons in Rome / —
Well, bury him, and bury me the next.
[2hey put bim in the tomb.
Luc. There lie thy bones, fweet Mutius, with thy friends,
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb !
[2bey all kneel, and fay,
No man fhed tears for noble Muzius /
He lives in fame, that died in virtue's caufe.
Mar. My lord, to ftep out of thefe dreary dumps,
How comes it that the {ubtle queen of Gozbs
Is of a fudden thus advanc™d in Rome ¢
7it. 1 know not, Mareus; but, I know, it is:
If by device or no, the heav’ns can tell:
Is fhe not then beholden to the man,
That brought her for this high good turn fo far?

SCENE VI

Flourifb. Enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrius,
with the Moor ar one door. At the other door Baflianus and
Lavinia wizh ethers.

Sat. So, Baffianus, you have play'd your prize;
God give you joy, fir; of your gallant bride |

Baf.
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Baf. And you of yours, my lord: I fay no more,
Nor wifh no lefs ;" and fo I take my leave.

Sat. Traitor, if Rowe have law, or we have power,
Thou and thy facion 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 pofiefs'd of that is mine.

Sat. "Tis good, fir; you are very thort with us,
But if we live, 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 life ;

Only thus much I give your grace to know,
By all the duties which I owe to Rosme,
This noble gentleman, lord Zitws here,

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd,

That, in the refcue of Lavisia,

With his own hand did flay his youngeft {on,
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath,
To be control'd in that he frankly gave ;
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine,
That hath exprefs'd himfelf in all his deeds
A father and a friend to thee, and Rowme.

Zst. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my decds,
"Tis thou, and thofe, that have difthonour'd me:
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,

How I have lov’'d and honour'd Saturnine,

Tam, My worthy lord, if ever Tamora
Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me {peak, indifferently, for all;
And at my fuit, {weet, pardon what is paft.

Sat. What, madam, be dithonour'd openly,
And bafely put it up without revenge ?

Zam. Not fo, my lord; the gods of Rome forefend,
I thould be auther to difhonour you!

But, on mine honour dare I undertake

For
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For good lord Titus innocence in all;
i Whofe fury not diffembled {peaks his gl‘iﬂ:fs:
Then at my {uit look gracioufly on him,
Lofe not {o noble a friend on vain fupimﬁz,
Nor with four looks affli& his gentle heart. —
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laft, [afide.
Diflemble all your griefs and difcontents:
You are but newly planted in your throne ;
Left then the people and patricians too
Upon a juit furvey take Tarus’ part,
And fo fupplant us for ingratitude,
Which Reme reputes to be a heinous {in,
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone:
I'll find a day to maffacre them all,
And rafe their facion, and their family,
The cruel father, and his traiterous fons,
To whom I fued for my dear {on’s life ;
And make them know what ’tis to let a queen
Kneel in the ftreets, . and beg for grace in vain. —
Come, come, f{weet emperor, — come, Andronicus, — [alowd.
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart,
That dies in tumptﬁ of t]!}-‘ angry frown.
Sat. Rife, Titus, rife; my emprefs hath prevail'd,
7ir. 1 thank your majefty, and her; my lord,
Thefe words, thefe looks, infufe new life in me.
Zam. Titus, 1 am incorporate in Rosme,
A Roman now adopted happily,
And muft advife the emperor for his good.
This day all quarrels die, Andromicus ;
And let it be my honour, good my lord,
That I have reconcil’d your friends and you. —
For you, prince Baffianus, 1 have pafs'd
My word and promife to the emperor,
That you will be more mild and tractable. —
And fear not, ]urds:' 11111’1 you, Lcﬂ‘fﬂfﬂ,

By my advice, all ]IL;ITLIJIEd on your knees, :
Vor. V. Fff You
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You fhall afk pardon of his majefty.
Luc. We do; and vow to heaven, and to his highnefs,
That what we did was mildly, as we might,
Tend’ring our fifter’s honour and our own.
Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteft.
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more.
Zam. Nay, nay, fweet emperor, we muit all be friends.
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace;
I will not be denied, {weet-heart, look back.
Sat. Marcus, for thy fake and thy brother’s here,
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats,
I do remit thefe young men’s heinous faults, —
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,
I found a friend, and fure as death I {wore,
I would not part a bachelor from the prieft.
Come, if the emperor’s court can feaft two brides,
You are my gueft, Lavinia, and your friends: —
This day fhall be a love-day, Zamora.
Zit. To-morrow, an it pleafe your majefty
To hunt the panther and the hart with me,
With horn and hound we'll give your grace bonjour.
Sat. Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too ! [ Exennt,

FORCRCRRCRCRCRCCRCa0RCe a0 a0 e OnGaCaCaORGarCaetinlen

ACGCT 1l - S:CENGE I

Rome.
Emter Aaron alone.

AARrRON,

NOW climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top,

Sate out of fortune’s thot, and fits aloft,
Secure of thunder’s erack, or llghtmng flafh,
Advanc’d above pale envy’s threat’ning reach.

As when the golden fun falutes the morn,
And,
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And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,

Gallops the zodiack in his glift'ring coach,
And overlooks the higheft peering hills: Ll
So Tamora. b o il
Upon her will doth earthly honour wait,

And virtue ftoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,
To mount aloft with thy imperial miftrefs,

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long
Haft prifoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains;
And fafter bound to Aaren’s charming eyes,

Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucafus. bl
Away with flavith weeds, and idle thoughts! L -’;:“
I will be bright, and fhine in pearl and gold, H il ;
To wait upon this new-made emperefs. o Fin
To wait upon, faid I? to wanton with '

This queen, this goddels, this Semiramis ;' : g { i
This Syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine, : FI e
And fee his thipwreck, and his commonweal’s. r f
Holla! what ftorm is this? . I

S CEN E~=I1 |

Eunter Chiron, and Demetrius. BH | |

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge |
And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d, LK
And may, for aught thou know’ft, affe&ed be. il

Chi. Demetrius, thou doft overween in all, '
And fo in this, to bear me down with braves : Wi
*Tis not the difference of a year or two Wi
Makes me lefs gracious, thee more fortunate; A 0l
I am as able, and as fit as thou, : dil
To ferve, and to deferve my miftrels’ grace ;

And that my fword upon thee fhall approve, : ol
And plead my paflion for Lavinia's love. Lt
Aar. Clubs, clubs! thefe lovers will not keep the peace. T
Ffia Dem. | A

Rt

..
T ——

s —
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Dem, Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd,
Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide,

Are you fo defperate grown to threat your friends?
Go to; have your lath g_leJLd within your fheath,
Till you know better how to handle it.

Chi. Mean while, fir, with'the little fkill I have,
Full well fhalt thou perceive how much I dare,

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye {o brave? | they draw,

Aar, “.’Vh}, how now, lords?

So near the me rOr's p.]lau. dare you draw ?

And maintain {uch a clu‘irrt,l Dpenlv

Full well T wot the ground of all this grudge ;

I would not, for a million of gold,

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

For fhame Put up.

Chi, Not I, till I have fheath’d
My rapier in his bofom, and withal
Thrult thefe reproachful {peeches down his throat,
That he hath breath'd in my dithonour here.

Dem. For that I am prepar’'d and full refolv’d,
Foul-fpoken coward! thou thunder’ft with thy tongue,
And with thy weapon nothing dar’ft perform.

Aar. Away, I fay, —

Now by the gods that warlike Gazhs adore,

This thr_y br -abble will undo us all, —

Why, think you not how dangerous

It is to jet upﬂn a prince’s right ?

What, is Lavinia then become fo loofe,

Or Bafftanus {o degenerate,

That for her love fuch quarrels may be broach’d,

Without controlment, juftice, or revenge?

Young lords, beware| —and thould the emprefs know

This difcord’s ground, the mufick would not pleafe.
Chi. 1 care not, I, knew the and all the world ;

I love
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I love Lawvinia more than all the world.
Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome better choice;
Lavinia is thine clder brother’sshope,
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, you do but plot your deaths
By this device.
Dem. Aaron, a thoufand deaths
Would I propofe, to atchieve her whom 1 love.
Aar. To atchieve her] how?
Dem. Why mak’ft thou it {o ftrange?
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ;
She is a woman, therefore may be won ;
She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov'd.
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill
. Than wots the miller of, and eafy it is
- Of a cut loaf to fteal a fhive, we know :
Though Baffianus be the emperor’s brother,
Better than he have yet worn Fulcan’s badge.
Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may.
Dem. Then why fhould he defpair, that knows to-court it
With words, fair looks, and liberality ¢
What, haft thou not full often ftruck a doe,
And born her cleanly by the keeper’s nofe ?
Aar. Why then, it feems, {fome certain {natch or {o
Would ferve your turns.
Chi. Ay, {o the turn were ferved.
Dem. Aaron, thou haft hit it,
Aar. "Would you had hit it too;
Then fhould not we be tir'd with this ade.
Why, hark ye, hark ye; —and are you fuch fools
To fquare for this ? would it offend you then
That both fhould {peed ¢
Chi. 'Faith, not me.
Dem. No, nor me.

Zar,
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Aar. For fhame, be friends; and join for that you jar. |
"T1s policy and ftrat: agem muit do
That you affe@, and {fo muft yeu relolve,
That what you cannot as you w ould atchieve,
You muft perforce ’!FEDH'I]JII“‘L as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chafte ;
Than this Lavinia, Bﬂfmﬁm‘ ove.
A {peedier courfe tlnn ling ring langui{hment
Muit ye 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 t]u.n: are,
Fitted }}1. ‘kind for rEEpL and villany
Single vou thither then this dmntv dnc,
And ftrike her home by force, if not by words:
This way, or not at all, ftand you in hupc .
Come, come, our f:l's‘:prefs with her facred 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 {uffer you to fquare yourfelves,
But to your W rithes’ hmhht advance you both.
The emperor’s court is like the houfe of fame,
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears:
The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull;
‘There {peak, and ftrike, brave boys, and take your turns;
There f::rvu your lufts, fhadow’d from heaven’s eye,
And n:u in Lavinia's treafury.
Chi. Thy counfel, lad, {mells of no cowardife.
Dem. Sit fas aut mﬁu, till I find the ftream
To cool this heat, a charm to calm thefe fits,
Per Styza, per manes vebor. [ Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE 111.
A Foreft,

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, with hounds
and borns, and Marcus.

Tiz. HE hunt is up, the morn is bright and gay,
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 roufe the prince, and ring a hunter’s peal
That all the court may echo with the noife.
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,
To tend the emperor’s perfon carefully :
I have been troubled in my {leep this night,
But dawning day new comfert hath infpir'd.

Wind borns. Here a cry of bounds, and wind horns in a peal:
then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baflianus, Lavinia, Chiron,
Demetrius, and their Attendants.

Many good morrows to your majefty ; —
Madam, to you as many and as good, —
I promifed your grace a hunter’s peal.
Saz, And you have rung it luftily, my lords,
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies,
Baf. Lauvinia, how fay you?
Lav. Why, I fay, no:
I have been broad awake two hours and more.
Sat. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have,

And to our fport : — madam, now fhall ye fec
Our Roman hunting,

Mar. 1 have dogs, my lord,
Will roufe the proudeft panther in the chafe,
And climb the higheft promontory top.
Tit.
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Ziz. And I have horfe will follow, where the game
Makes way, and run like {wallows o’er the plain.
Dein. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horfe nor hound,
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. | Exennt.

SCENE IV.
Enter Aaron alone.

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none,
To bury {o much gold under a tree,
And never after to inherit it.
Let him, that thinks of me fo abjeély,
Know that this gold muft coin a [tratagem ;
Which, cunningly effeted, will beget
A very LM_LHLnt plu,L of nlLuw :
And {o repole, {weet gold, for their unreft,
‘That have their alms out of the emprefs’ chr.ﬂ'.

Enter Tamora.

Tam. My Icwtl}' Aaron, wherefore look’ft thou fad,
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ?
The birds chant lech_} on every bufh,

The fhake lies rolled in the cheerful fun,

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
And make a chequer’d fhadow on the ground:
Under their {fweet thade, Aaron, let us fit;
And, whilft the babbling echo mocks the hounds,
Rep :]wmrr thrilly to the m.]] tun’d horns,

Pu if a dmmlc hunt were heard at once,

Let us fit down and mark their yelling noife:
And after confliét fuch as was fuppos'd

The wand’ring prince and Dids once enjoy’d,
When with a h: appy ftorm they were {urpriz’ d
And curtain’d with a counfel-] ﬁCEpll}g cave,
We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms,

Our paftimes done, pofiefs a golden ﬂumb:.r,
Whilft
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Whilft hounds, and horns, and fweet melodious birds,
Be unto us as is a nurfe’s fong
Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep.
Aar. Madam, though #enus govern your defires,
Saturn is dominator over mine:
What fignifies my deadly ftanding eye,
My filence and my cloudy melancholy,
My flecce of woolly hair, that now uncurls,
Even as an adder when fhe doth unrol
To do fome fatal execution ?
No, madam, thefe are no venereal figns;
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.
Hark, Tamora, (the emprefs of my foul,
Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee)
This is the day of doom for Baffianus ;
His Pbhilomel muft lofe her tongue to-day,
Thy {ons make pillage of her chaftity,
And walh their hands in Baffianus’ blood.
See’'ft thou this letter ? take it up, I pray thee,
And give the king this fatal-plotted fcroll :
Now queftion me no more, we are elpied ;
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,
Which dread not yet their lives’ deftru&ion.
Tam. Ah, my fweet Moor, fweeter to me than life!
Aar. No more, great emprefs; Baffianus comes:
Be crofs with him, and I'll go fetch thy fons
To back thy quarrels, whatloe’er they be. [ Exit.

SGHEN:E: /N,
Eunter Ballianus, and Lavinia.

Baf. Whom have we here? Rome's royal emperefs ?
Unfurnifh’d of her well-befeeming troops ?
Or is it Dian habited like her,
Who hath abandoned her holy groves,

Vor. V., Ggg To
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To fee the general hunting in this foreft ?

Zam. Saucy controller of our private {teps|
Had I the power, that, fome fay, Dian had,

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently
With horns, as was A& on’s ; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,
Unmannerly intruder as thou art !

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperefs,
*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ;
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are fingled forth to try experiments :

Fove thield your hufband trom his hounds to-day |
*Tis pity they fhould take him for a ftag.

Baf. Believe me, queen, your {warth Cimmerian
Doth make your honour of his body’s hue,
Spotted, detefted, and abominable.

Why are you fequefter’d from all your train ?
Difmounted from your {fnow-white goodly {teed,
And wander’d hither to an obfcure plot,
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,

If foul defire had not conduéted you ?

Lav. And, being interrupted in your fport,
Great reafon that my noble lord be rated
For faucinefs. — I pray you, let us hence,

And let her joy her raven-colour’d love ;
This valley fits the purpofe pafling well.

Ba/. The king my brother fhall have note of this.

Lav. Ay, for thefe {lips have made him noted long.
Good king, to be fo mightily abufed !

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this?

Enter Chiron, and Demetrius.

Dem. How now, dear fovereign and our gracious mother ?
Why does your highnefs look fo pale and wan?
Tam. Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale?
Thefe two have tic'd me hither to this place,
A barren
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A barren detefted vale you fee it is.
The trees, though fummer, yet forlorn and lean,
O’ercome with mofs, and baleful miflelto :
Here never fhines the fun, here nothing breeds,
Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven.
And, when they thow’d me this abhorred pit,
They told me, here at dead time of the night,
A thoufand fiends, a thoufand hiffing fnakes,
Ten thoufand {welling toads, as many urchins,
Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries,
As any mortal body, hearing it,
Should ftraight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly.
No fooner had they told this hellith tale,
But ftraight they told me they would bind me here,
Unto the body of a difmal yew,
And leave me to this miferable death.
And then they call'd me foul adulterefs,
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms
That ever ear did hear to {uch effe&.
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 henceforth call’d my children.
Dem. This is a witnefs that I am thy fon. [ flabs Baflianus,
Chi. And this for me, {ftruck home to thow my ftrength.
[ fabs bin,
Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis, —nay, barbarous Tamora,
For no name fits thy nature but thy own.
Tam. Give me thy 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 ftraw.
This minion {ftood upon her chaftity,
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,
And with that painted cope fhe braves your mightinefs:
And fhall fhe carry this unto her grave?
G gp 2 Chi.

Find |!|
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Chi. An 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 luft,
Zam. But when you have the honey you defire,
Let not this wafp outlive, us both to {ting.
Chi. 1 warrant, madam, we will make that fure. —
Come, miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy
That nice-preferved honefty of yours.
Lawv. O Tamora, thou bear’ft a woman’s face —
Zam. 1 will not hear her {peak ; away with her!
Lav, Sweet lords, entreat 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.
Lav. When did the tiger’s young ones teach the dam?
O, 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 hadit thy tyranny.
Yet every mother breeds not fons alike ;
Do thou entreat her, (how a woman pity.
Chi. What! wouldft thou have me prove mylfelf a baftard ¢
Lav. "Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a lark :
Yet have I heard, (O, could I find it now |)
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure
To have his princely paws par’d all away.
Some fay, that ravens fofter forlorn children,
The whilft their own birds famifh in their nefts:
O, be to me, though thy hard heart fay no,
Nothing fo kind, but fomething pitiful.
Zam. 1 know not what it means; away with her.
Lav. O, let me teach thee for my father’s fake,
(That gave thee life, when well he might have {lain thee}
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears,
Zam. Hadft thou in perfon ne’er offended me,
Even for his fake am I now pitilefs:

Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain, 3
0
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To fave your brother from the {acrifice ;
But fierce Andronicus would not relent s
Therefore away and ufe her as you will,
The worle to her, the better lov’d of me.
Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen,
And with thine own hands kill me in this place:
For 'tis not life that I have begg'd fo long;
Poor I was flain when Baffianus dy'd.
Tam. What begg’ft thou then? fond woman, let me go.
Lav. *Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more,
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell :
O, keep me from their worfe-than-killing luft,
And tumble me into fome loathfome pit,
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 fee.
No ; let them fatisfy their luft on thee.
Dem. Away! for thou haft ftay'd us here too long.
Lav. No grace ? no womanhood ? ah beaftly creature |
The blot and 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 4aron bid us hide him. | Exeunt.
Tam. Farewel, my fons; fee that ye make her fure, —
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed,
Till all th’ Andrenici be made away.
Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor,
And let my fpleenful fons this trull deflour. [ Exit.

SCENE VL

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus,

Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before ;
Straight will I bring you to the loathiome pit,
Where 1 efpied the panther faft afleep.

Quin.
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KQuin. My hight is very dull, whate’er it bodes.

Mar. And mine, I promife you: were't not for thame,
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while,

[ Marcus falls into the pit.

KQuin. What, art thou fall'n? what fubtle hole is this,
Whole mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars,
Upon whole leaves are drops of new-fhed blood,
As frefh as morning dew diftill’'d on fowers ?
A very fatal place it feems to me: —
Speak, brother, halt thou hurt thee with the fall?

Mar. O brother, with the difmalleft objedt
That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament.

Aar. Now will I fetch the king to find them here,  [afide.
That he thereby may have a likely guefs,
How thefe were they that made away his brother. [Ewiz Aaron.

SCENE VIIL

Mar. Why doft not comfort me, and help me out
From this unhallow’d and blood-ftained hole ?
Kuin. I am furprifed with an uncouth fear:
A killing fweat o’erruns m y trembling joints ;
My heart fufpeéts more than mine eye can fee,
Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining heart,
Aaron and thou look down into the den,
And fee 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 furmife :
O, tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now
Was I a child, to fear I know not what.
Mar. Lord Baffianus lies imbrued here,
All on a heap, like to a flaughter’d lamb,
In this detefted, dark, blnud-drinking pit.
Quin. If it be dark, how doft thou know ’tis he ?
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear
A precious
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A precious ring, that lightens all the hole ;
Which, like a taper in fome monument,
Doth fhine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks,
And fhows the ragged entrails of this pit.
So pale did fhine the moon on Pyramus,
When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood.
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand
(If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath)
Out of this fell devouring receptacle,
As hateful as Cocytus” mifty mouth.
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out;
Or, wanting ftrength to do thee fo much good,
I may be pluck’d into the {wallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Baffianus’ grave.
I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink.
Mar. And T no ftrength to climb without thy help.
Quin. Thy hand once more I will not lofe again,
Till thou art here aloft, or I below.
Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. [ falls in.

SCENE VIIL

Enter the Emperor, and Aaron.

Sat. Along with me: T'll fee what hole 1s here 3
And what he is that now 1s leap’d into’'t. —
Say, who art thou that lately didft defcend
Into this gaping hollow of the earth?

Mar. Th’ unhappy fon of old Andronicus ;
Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour,
To find thy brother Baffianus dead.

Sat. My brother dead! I know, thou doft but jeft :
He and his lady both are at the lodge,
Upon the north-fide of this pleafant chale;
>T'is nat an hour fince I left him there.

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive,
But out, alas, here have we found him dead.

Enter
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Enter Tamora, Andronicus, a»d Lucius.

Zam. Where is my lord the king ?
Sat. Here, Tamora, though griev'd with killing grief,
Zam. Where is thy brother Bafianus #
Sat. Now to the bottom doft thou fearch my wound ;
Poor Bajffianus here lies murdered.,
Zane. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,
The complot of this timelefs tragedy ;
And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold
In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyranny.
[ fbe giveth Saturninus g lester,

Saturninus reads the letter.

An if we mifs to meet bim handfomely,

Sweet buntfman, Ballianus’tss we mean,

Do thou fo much as dig the grave for him;
Thou know'f our meaning : look for thy reward
Among the nettles at the elder-tree

Which overfbades the mouth of that fame pit,
Where we decreed to bury Baflianus.

Do this, and purchafe us thy lafting friends.

Sdat. O Tamora, was ever heard the like!
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree:
Look, firs, if you can find the huntfman out
That (hould have murder’d Baffianus here,
Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.
Saz. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind,
Have here bereft my brother of his life. — [#e Titus.
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon,
There let them bide until we have devis’d
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them,
Zam. What, are they in this pit? o wondrous thing]‘
How cahily murder is difcovered |
Ziz. High emperor, upon my feeble knee
I beg

o
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I beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhed,
That this fell fault of my accurfed fons, _
(Accurfed, if the fault be prov’d in them) — Wil |
| dat. 1t it be prov’d | you fee, it is apparent. — |
Who found this letter, Zamora, was it you?
Tam. Andronicus himfelf did take it up.
7it. 1did, my lord: yet let me be their bail.
For by my father’s reverend tomb I vow,
They fhall be ready at your highnefs’ will,
To anfwer their {ulpicion with their lives.
Oat. Thou fhalt not bail them: fee, thou follow me: —
Some bring the murder'd body, fome the murderers.
Let them not {peak a word, the g guilc is plain ;
For, by my foul, were there worfe end than death,
That end upon them fhould be executed.
Zam. Andronicus, 1 will entreat the king ; |
Fear not thy fons, they fhall do well Lnnugh. L iEHl |
7it. Come, Lucius, come; ftay not to talk with them. [Exensnt.

SCENE IX.

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, ber bhands cut off, |
and ber fongue cut out, an .rfw{ﬂ,r d. { |

D.w.r So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can fpeak,
Who twas that cut thy tongue, and ravith'd thee.
Chi. Write down thy mmﬂ ht:ur ray thy meaning {o, _
And, if In', [hl[ll}]b will let lht‘ pr the {cribe. [§
.f,]' . See, how with figns md tokens the can {crowle. '
f'.“.'s.} (Jn home, call im fweet water, wafh thy hands.
Dz, She Inth no tongue to call, nor hands to wath;
And fo let’s leave her to her filent walks.
Chi. IF "twere my cafe, I thould go hang myfelf.
D, If thou hadft hands to hel p thee Lmt the cord. [Execunt.

Now V. Hhh SCENE
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Eanter Marcus o Lavinia,

Mar. Who's this, my niece, that flics away fo faft ?
Coufin, a word ; where is your hufband ? fay:
If T do ds Lum, 'would all my wealth would wake me! |
If I do wake, fome planet firike me down,
‘That I may {lumber in eternal fleep |
Spc:ak, gtnl]-_‘ niece, what ftern ungentle hands
Have lopp’d, and hew’d, and made thy body bare
Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments,
Whole {:‘:r::h'ng {thadows kinm: have ruugrht to ﬂc::-:p 11,
And mi;;ht not -:“1 n fo fnmt a h’lp 'IHIL{E:,
As have thy love ? why i.lDﬂ: not {peak to me?
Alas, a crimfon river of warm blood,
Like to a bubbling fountain ftirr’'d with wind,
Doth rife and {all between thy rofy lips,
Coming and going with thy honey breath.
But, !mx, fome Zereus' hath defloured thee,
And left thou thouldit deteét him, cut thy tongue.
Ah, -now thou turn’ft away thy face for fhame:
And, notwithftanding all this lofs of blood,
(As from a conduit with three iiﬁ]ing fpnunj
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Tizan's face,
B|L]11ni";_T to be encounter’d with a cloud.
Shall I fpeak for thee? fhall I fay, "tis {fo?
O that 1 knew thy heart, and kmw the beaft,
That I might rail at him to eale my mind !
Sorrow me,a]ui, like an oven ftop'd,
Doth burn the heart to cinders whc,n. it is.
Fair Philomela, {he but loft her tongue,
And in a tedious fampler few’d her mind,
But, lovely nicce, that mean is cut from lhcc :
A craftier Terens haft thou met withal,
_.:"E.Hd he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off

* Tercus was a bilg of Thrace, swho ravifbed bis fifler Philomela, and cut out ber tongne, that foe

| 7 g IS &l
Sheald mat tell,  Dr, Grey.] J_ ]].iJ‘.t
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That could have better {few’'d than Philomel,

O, had the monfter {een thofe lily hands

Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute,

And make the filken firings delight to kifs them,

HL would not then have tcmr h’ Li them for his life.
had he heard the heav’'nly harmony,

"'.r'L“]]lch that {weet tongue of thine hath often made,

He would have drop’d his knife, and fall'n afleep,

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ;

For fuch a {1%]“ will blind a Ln_hu s eye.

One hour’s ftorm will drown the i]’l'TTd.Ill. meads 3

What will whole months of tears []1} iathu 5 L}La

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee:

O could our mourning eafe thy mifery! | Exeunt.

'h:.-.:\.:?ij E{ s -1-\.-"' xﬁ\ﬁ.‘i‘ {\ﬁ’ﬁm '{'\.- s 5‘«.-’"‘"\ ¥ \.-;:5 Hﬁ.}#: H"{}l\ﬁyﬁ;& ?\r-mw\;ﬂ‘#.

ANC-E LLE SCENE I
A Street in Rome,

Enter the fudges and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus dound,
fhuj?};rr on the Stage to the place of Execution, and Titus going
before pleading.

T T U S

T T EAR me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, ftay!
AL\ For p1 H' of mine age, whofe }Duth was ipLTll
In dangerous wars, w hﬂﬁ you fecurely {lept ;

For all my blood in Reme’s great L,ue.rul fhed ;

For all the frnﬂv 111g]lt,~_~ that I have watch'd 3

And for thefe bitter tears, which you now ﬂ,{.
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ;

Be pmh]] to my condemned fons,

Whoie {ouls are not corrupted, as tis thoug! ht!

Hhh 2 For
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For two and twenty fons I never wept,
Becaule thLv died in honour’s Ichn bed.
Andronicus Jeth down, and the judges pafs by bim.
For thefe, thefle, tribunes, in the duit I write
My heart’s deep languor, and my foul’s fad tears:
Let my tears ftanch the carth’s dr} appetite,
My fons fweet blood will make it thame and blufth.
O carth | I will befriend thee more with rain, [ Exeunt,
That {hall diftil from thefe two ancient urns,
Than youthful April {hall with all his ﬂmwcrs:
In fummer’s drmmht I'll drop upon thee ftill
In winter with warm tears I'll melt the {nﬂw,
And keep eternal {pring-time on thy face,
So thou refufe to drink my dear fons’ bloud

Enter Lucius with bis ﬁ;w*rﬁ' drawn.

O reverend tribunes! gentle aged men !
Unbind my fons, reverfe the doom of death,
And let me fay, that never wept before,
My tears are now prevailing orators.
Lue. O noble father, you lament in vain;
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by,
And you recount your {orrows to a {tone.
Zit. Ah Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead : ——
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you —
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you {peak.
Zit. Why, ’tis no matter, man; if they did hear,
They would nog mark me; or, if they did mark,
They would not pity me.
Therefore I tell my {forrows to the ftones,
Who, though they cannot anfwer my diftrefs,
Yet in fome fort are better than the tribunes,
For that they will not intercept my tale:
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet
Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me;
And, were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome
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Rome could afford no tribune like to thefe.

A {tone is as foft wax, tribunes more hard than ftones:
| A ftone is filent, and offendeth not ;
g And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.
' But wherefore ftand’'ft thou with thy weapon drawn ¢
| Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death;

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d

My everlafting doom of bani{hment.

Zit. O, happy man! they have befriended thee:

Why, foolifh Lucius, doft thou not perceive,

That Rome is but a wildernefs of tigers P

Tigers mult prey, and Reme affords no prey

But me and mine: how happy art thou then,

From thefe devourers to be banifhed ?

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ?

8 GC'EN E k.
Enter Marcus, and Lavinia.

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep;
Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break :
I bring confuming forrow to thine age.

i, Will it confume me? let me fee it then.

Muar. 'This was thy daughter.

Zit. Why, Marcus, fo fhe is.

Lue. Ah me!l this objedt kills me.

Ziz, Faint-hearted boy, arife and look upon her. —
Speak, my Lavinia, what accu rfed hand
Hath made thee handlefs, in thy father’s {pite ?
What fool hath added water to the {ea?
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Traoy 2
My grief was at the height before thou cam ft,
And now, like Vilus, it difdaineth bounds. —
Give me a fword, I'll chop off my hands too,
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain:

And 1f1£-:]; have nurs'd this wo, in feeding life:
In
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In bootlels prayer have they been held up,
And they have ferv’d me to effeétlels ufe.
Now all the fervice I require of them,

Is, that the one will ht]p to cut the other, —
“Tis well, Lauvinia, that thou haft no hands
For hands to do Reme {ervice are but vain,

Luc. S}mm, gentle filter, who hath martyr’d thee ?

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts,
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing eloquence,
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage,

Where like a {weet melodious bird it iung
Sweet various notes, enchanting every ear.

Luc. D, {ay thou for her, who hath done this deed ?

Mar. O, thus I found hu ftraying in the park,
S,_Lﬁmg to hide Ih.,tﬂ]l as doth the deer
That hath receiv'd fome unrecuring wound.

Tsz. It was my deer, and he that wounded her
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead :
For now I ftand, as one upon a rock,

Environ'd with a wildernefs of fea,

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,
Expecting ever when {fome envious {urge

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him.

This way to death my wretched fons are gone;
Here ftands my other fon, a banifh’d man ;
And here my broth €T W Lmer at my woes:

But that which gives my f{oul the greateft {purn,
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my mul.

Had I but {cen thy picture in this plight,

It would have madded me; what thall I do,
Now I behold thy lively bod}r fo?

Thou haft no hands to w ipe away thy tears;
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr’d thee:
Thy hufband he is dead ; and for his death

T IW brothers are L(J.}dunn d, and dead by this, —
Look, Marcus! ah, fon L:.fb-.f, look on her!

When
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When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey dew,

Upon a gather'd lily almoft wither'd.

Mar. Perchance, fhe w eeps becaufe they kill'd her hufband :

Perchance, becaufe the knows them innocent.

Zir. If they did kill thy hufband, then be joyful,

Becaufe the law hath ta’en revenge on them. —

No, no, they would not do fo toul a deed,

Witnefs the forrow that their fifter makes. —

Gentle Lavinia, let me kifls thy 11'11-:

Or make fome figns how I may do thee eale

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,

And thou and I fit round about fome fountain,

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks,

How t!u} are ftain’d like meadows yet not dr}

With miry {flime left on them by a flood ?

And in the fountain {]J.LH we gaze fo long,

Till the frefh tafte be taken from that L=¢_L11[1Cib,

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?

Or {hall we cut away our hands like thine?

Or fhall 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 device of further mifery,

To make us wonder’d at in time to come.

Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears; for, at your grief,

See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps.

Mar. Patience, dear niece; —rftnrt-d Titees 11’:; thine eyes.
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus, h;mhuj well I wot

Thy napkin cannot dr nk a tear of mine,

For thou, poor man, n.lh drown'd it with thine own.
Luc. Ah} my Lavinia T will x”}m;. rm cheeks.
Tir. Mark, .;f..,‘.,f.r, u_1.-_._._!,.f I underftand her figns:

Had {he a tongue to I":w.‘-; 11:"'.' would the fay

That to her brother which I faid to thee:

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet,
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Can do no {ervice on her {orrowful cheeks.
O what a f}'u‘lp:itll}r of wo 1s this!
As far from !m[p as limbo i1s from blifs,

S GE NE IIL

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor
Sends thee this word, that, if thou love thy fons
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thylelf old Titus,
Or any one of you chop oft your hand,
And fend it to the king; he for the fame
Will {fend thee hither both thy fons alive,
And that fhall be the ranfome for their fault.
Zit. O gracious emperor | o gentle Aaron !
Did ever raven {ing fo like a lark,
That gives {weet tidings of the {un’s uprife ?
With all my heart, I'll fend the emperor
My hand; good Aaron, wilt thou chop it off ?
Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine,
That hath thrown down {fo many enemies,
Shall not be {fent; my hand will ferve the turn:
My youth can bettet 'i'pmc my blood than you,
And therefore mine fhall fave my brothers’ lives.
Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rowe,
And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe,
Writing deftruétion on the enemies’ cafk ?
O, none of both but are of high defert:
My hand hath been but idle; let it {erve
To ranfome my two Ilcphcws 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.
Lwe. By heav'n, it fhall not go.
Ti¢. Sirs, {trive no more, {uch wither'd herbs as thefe

Are




TITUS ANDRONICUS, 433

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.
Luc. Sweet father, if I {hall be thought thy fon,
Let me redeem my brothers both from death.
Mar. And for our father’s fake, and mother’s care,
Now let me thow a brother’s love to thee.
Tit. Agree between you, I will {pare my hand.
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe.
Mar. But I will ufe it. [ Exeunt Lucius and Marcus,
7st. Come hither, Aaron, T'll deceive them both ;
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.
Aar. If that be call’d deceit, I will be honeft,
And never whilft I live deceive men {o, —
But I'll deceive you in another fort ; [afide.
And that you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs.
[5e cuts off Titus’ band.

Reenter Lucius, and Marcus.

7it. Now ftay your ftrife ; what fhall be, is defpatch’d, —=
Good Aaron, give his majefty my hand :
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
From thoufand dangers; bid him bury it:
More hath it merited? that let it have.
As for my fons, fay, I account of them
As jewels purchas’d at an ealy price,
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own.
Aar. 1 go, Andronicus : and for thy hand
Look by and by to have thy fons with thee : —
Their heads I mean. O, how this villany | afide.
Doth fat me with the very thought of it
Let fools do good, and fair men call for gTace,
Aaron will have his foul black like his face. [ Exit,

SCENE 1V,

Zit. O hear! —I lift this one hand up to heav'n,
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth ;

Vo V. Iii If
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If any power pities wretched tears,
To that I call: what, wilt thou kneel with me?
Do then, dear heart; for heav'n fhall hear our prayers,
Or with our fighs we’ll breathe the welkin dim,
And ftain the fun with fogs, as fometime clouds
When they do hug him in their melting bofoms.
Mar. O brother, {peak with poflibilities,
And do not break into thefe two extremes.
7i¢. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom ?
Then be my pallions bottomlefs with them.
Mar. But yet let reafon govern thy lament.
Tit. 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,
Threat’ning the welkin with his big-fwoln face ?
And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil ?
I am the fea, hark how her fighs do blow ;
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth:
Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs ;
Then muft my earth with her continual tears
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd :
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes,
But like a drunkard muft I vomit them.
Then give me leave; for lofers will have leave
To eale their ftomachs with their bitter tongues.

Enter a Meffenger bringing in two heads and a hand.

Mef. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay’d

For that good hand thou fent’'ft the emperor:

Here are the heads of thy two noble fons;

And here’s thy hand in fcorn to thee fent back ;

Thy grief’s their {port, thy refolution mock’d:

That wo is me to think upon thy woes,

More than remembrance of my father’s death. [ Exit.
Mar. Now let hot Zina cool in Sicily,

And
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And be my heart an ever-burning hell !
Thefe miferies are more than may be born.
To weep with them that weep doth eafe fome deal,
But forrow flouted at is double death.
L. Ah that this fight {hould make {o deep a wound,
And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat!
That ever death fhould 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 fnake.
Tit. When will this fearful flumber have an end ¢
Mar. Now farewel flattery | — Die, Andronicus;
Thou doft not flumber: fee thy two fons’ heads,
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here;
Thy other banifh’d fon with this dire fight
Struck pale and bloodlefs, and thy brother I,
Even like a ftony image, cold and numb.
Ah, now no more will I control thy griefs
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this difmal fight
The clofing up of our moft wretched eyes :
Now is a time to ftorm ; why art thou ftill ?
7it. Ha, ha, hal
Mar. Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with this hour.
7it. Why, I have not another tear to fhed :
Befides, this forrow is an enemy,
And would ufurp upon my watry eyes,
And make them blind with tributary tears;
Then which way fhall 1 find revenge’s cave ?
For thefe two heads do feem to {peak to me,
And threat me, I fhall never come to blifs,
Till all thefe mifchiefs be return’d again,
Even in their throats that have committed them.
Come, let me fee what tafk I have to do.
You heavy people, circle me about,
That I may turn me to each one of you,
111 2 And
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And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made: come, brother, take a head;

And in this hand the other will I bear:

Lavinia, thou fhalt be employed in thefe things ;

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth.

As for thee, boy, go get thee from my fight ;

Thou art an exile, and thou muft not ftay.

Hie to the Gotbs, and raife an army there:

And, if you love me, as I think you do,

Let’s kifs and part, for we have much to do. [Exeunt,

SGCGENE V.
Maner Lucius.

Luc. Farewel, Awdronicus, my noble father.
The woful'ft man that ever liv'd in Rome !
Farewel, proud Rome/ till Lucius come again,
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life.
Farewel, Lavinia, my noble fifter,

O, 'would thou wert as thou tofore haft been !

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives,

But in oblivion and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs,

And make proud Satwrninus and his emprefs

Beg at the gates like Zarguin and his queen.

Now will I to the Gorhs and raife a power,

To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine. [ Exit Lucius,

*SCENE VL
An Apartment in 'Titus’ Houfe. A Banguet.
Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy Lucius.

Tit L V0O, fo, now fit: and look you eat no more
Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength in us,

N This feene 15 net in the ofd editici.

As
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As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours,

Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ;

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands,
And cannot paffionate our tenfold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine
Is left to tyrannize upon my breait ;

And when my heart, all mad with mifery,

Beats in this hollow prifon of my flefh,

Then thus I thump it down. —

Thou map of wo, that thus doft talk in figns,
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating,
Thou canft not firike it thus to make 1t ftill.
Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans;
Or get fome little knite between thy teeth,

And juft againft thy heart make thou a hole,
‘That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall

May run into that fink, and, foaking in,

Drown the lamenting fool in {fea-falt tears.

Mar. Fie, brother, fiel teach her not thus to lay
Such violent hands upon her tender life,

Zit. How now! has forrow made thee dote already ¢
Why, Marcus, no man fhould be mad but L
What violent hands can fhe lay on her life?

Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands?

To bid AZneas tell the tale twice o'er,

How T#gy was burnt, and he made miferable ¢

O, handle not the theme, no talk of hands,

Left we remember ftill that we have none. —

Fie, fie]l how frantickly I {quare my talk !

As if 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 martyr'd figns;

She fays, fhe drinks no other:drink but tears,

Brew’d with her forrows, mefh’d upon her cheeks.
Speechlefs

.
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Speechlefs complaint! — O T will learn thy thought : |

In thy dumb aétion will I be as perfedt

As thrg‘rmxT hermits in their holy prayers. ‘

Thou thalt not {igh, nor hold Lh}r Pcum]}a to heav'n, ’
|

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign,
But I, of thefe, will wreft an aii}hnhct,
And by ftill practice learn to know thy meaning.
By, Good grandfire, leave thefe bitter deep laments;
Make my : urnt merry with fome }}]L‘lill‘lﬂ' tale.
Mar. Alas, the tendeér I_‘IL‘J}-, in patlion mov'd,
Doth weep to {ee his grandfire’s heavinefs.
Tit. Peace, tender fapling; thou art made of tears,
And tears will {Inicl-;[}' melt t]l}' life aw ay. —
| Marcus ;"?.r‘.’ es the r".g,/ﬂ with a kuife
What doft thou ftrike at, Marcus, with thy knite
Mar. At that that I have kill’ d my lord, a iI}
Zit. Out on thee, murderer! tlmu kill'ft my heart;
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny:
A deed of death done on the innocent
Becomes not 7s#es brother. Get thee gone,
I fee, thou art not for my company.
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly.
Zit. But! How if that fly had a father and mother?
How would he hang his flender gilded wings,
And buz laments and dolings in the air?
Poor harmlefs fl y!
That, with his pretty buzzing melody,
Came here to make us merry ; and thou haft kill'd him.
Mar. Pardon me, it was a black ill-favour’d fly,
Like to the emprefs’ Moor, therefore I kill’d him.
Tit. O, o, ol :
Then pardon me for reprehending thee,
For thou haft done a charitable deed.
Give me thy knife, T will infult on him,
Flattering mylelf, asif it were the Moor

Come
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Come hither purpofely to poifon me. —
There’s for thyfelf, and that's for Tamora :
Yet {till, I think, we are not brought fo low,
But that between us we can kill a fly,
That comes in likenefs of a coal-black Moor.
Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has fo wrought on him,
He takes falfe thadows for true {ubftances.
Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me :
I'll to thy clofet; and go read with thee
Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old. —
Come, boy, and go with me; thy fight is young,
And thou {halt read when mine begins to dazzle. [Exeunt.

I T AR e b bbb bbb et

ACT1IN: SCENE I
Titus’ Houfe.

Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after bim, and the Boy
flies from bery with bis books under bis arm. Enter Titus, and
Marcus.

Bov.

ELP, grandfire, help! my aunt Lavinia
Follows me every where, I know not why. —
Good uncle Marcus, {ee how {wift the comes. —
Alas, fweet aunt, I know not what you mean,
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aunt.
Zit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome {he did.
Mar, What means my niece Lavinia by thele figns ?
Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius; fomewhat doth fhe mean:
See, Lucius, {fee, how much {he makes of thee:
Somewhither would fhe have thee go with her,
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than fhe hath read to thee
Sweet
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Sweet poetry, and Z«//y’s oratory :
Canft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus?
Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guefs,
Unlefs fome fit or frenzy do poflefs her:
For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft,
Exrremity of grief would make men mad ;
And I have read, that Hecwba of Tray
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 ;
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly,
Caulelefs perhaps : — but pardon me, fweet aunt;
And, madam, if my uncle Marcys go,
I will moft willingly attend your ladyfhip.
Mar. Lucins, 1 will,
iz, How now, Lavinia? — Marcus, what means this ?
Some book there is that fhe defires to fee. —
Which is it, girl, of thefe? — Open them, boy. —
But thou art deeper read, and better fkill’d :
Come, and make choice of all my library,
And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heav’ns
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed :
What book ?
Why lifts fhe up her arms in fequence thus ?
Mar. I think, fhe means that there was more than one
Confederate in the fa&t. Ay, more there was:
Or elle to heav’n the heaves them, for revenge,
Tit. Lucius, what book is that fhe tofles fo ?
Bgy. Grandfire, ‘tis Ovid’s Metamorpbofes ;
My mother gave it me.
Mar. For love of her that’s gone,
Perhaps fhe cull'd it from among the reft.
Zit. Soft! fee how bufily fhe turns the leaves |
Help her: what would fhe find ? — Lavinia, fhall I read?
This is the tragick tale of Philomel,

And
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And treats of Zerens’ treafon and his rape;
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.
Mar. See, brother, fee; note how fhe guotes the leaves,
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus {urpriz’d, fweet girl,
Ravifh'd, and wrong'd, as Phlomela was,
Forc'd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and giumn}* woods ¢
See, feel —
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 Il.‘Ltl]I‘E made for murders and for rapes.
Mar. O, why fthould nature build fo foul a den,
Unlefs the gods di_luc_ilt in tragedics |
Tit. Give figns, fweet girl, Fur here are none but friends,
Vhat Roman lord'it was durft do the deed ;
Or flunk not Saturnine as Targuin erft,
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece bed ?
Mar. Sit down, {weet niece ; — brother, it down by me. —
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury,
Infpire me, 111 at I may this treafon find | —
My lord, look here ; — look here, Lavinia.
' [ e writes bis name with bis flaff, and guides it with bis feet
and miouth.
This fandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canit,
his after me, when I have writ my name,
Without the ]n_lp of Jm‘;. hand at all. —
Curft be that heart that forc’d us to this fhift! —
Write thou, good niece, and here difplay at leaft,
What god will have difcover'd for rev ENge 3
Heav'n guide thy pen, to 11111‘:1, thy forrows phm
That we may know the traitors, and the truth!
Ll,u '«';.':rfL_r the ﬂﬂ i her .5-'""'_-'"-"}‘.""1 m;.ﬁfgmrffs it with ber jm P,
and writes.
7it. O, do you read, my lord, what fhe hath writ?
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius.
Mar. What, what | —the luftful fons of Tamora,
Vor. V. Kkk Performers
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Performers of this hateful bloody deed ¢

Tit. Magne regnator pols,
Tam lentus audis freleral tam lentus wvides !

Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord| although I know
There is enough written upon this earth,
To f{tir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts,
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel;
And kneel, fweet boy, the Roman Hefor's hope;
And fwear with me, (as with the woful peer
And father of that chafte difhonoured dame,
Lord Funius Brutus {ware for Lucrece rape)
That we will profecute, by good advice,
Mortal revenge upon thefe traiterous Goths,
And fee their blood, ere die with this reproach.

Zit. *Tis {ure 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 fhe playeth on her back,
And, when he fleeps, will {he do what fhe lift.
You're a young hunt{man, Marcus; let it alone:
And come, I will go get a 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 Sy#i/’s leaves abroad,
And where’s your leflon then ? — Boy, what fay you?

Boy, I fay, my lord, that, it I were a man,
Their mother’'s bedchamber fhould not be {ate,
For thefe bad bondmen to the yoke of Roswe.

Mar. Ay, that’s my boy! thy father hath full oft
For this ungrateful country done the like.

Boy. And, uncle, fo will I, an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into my armory :
Luciwns, T'll fit thee; and withal, my boy
Shall carry from me to the emprefs’ {ons

Prefents
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Prefents that I intend to fend them both.
Come, come ; — thou’lt do my meflage, wilt thou not?
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bofom, grandfire.
7it. No, boy, not fo; I'll teach thee another courfe. —
Lavinia, come; — Marcus, look to my houfe:
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court;
Ay, marry will we, fir, and we’ll be waited on. [Exeunt.
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan
And not relent, or not compaflion him?
Mareus, attend him in his ecltafy,
That hath more fcars of forrow in his heart
Than foemen’s marks upon his batter’d fhield ;
But yet’s fo juft, that he will not revenge : —
Revenge, o heav’ns, for old #ndronicus ! [ Exit.

S g N E" 1L
The Palace.

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one door : and at another
door young Lucius and another, with a bundle of weapons and
werfes writ wpon them.

Chi. EMETRIUS, here’s the fon of Luciws,
He hath fome meflage to deliver us.
Aar. Ay, fome mad meflage from his mad grandfather:
Bgy. My lords, with all the humblenefs I may,
I greet your honours from Andronicus ; —
And pray the Roman gods confound you both. [afide.
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius; what's the news?
Boy. That you are both decipher’d (that’s the news)
For villains mark’d with rape. — [afide.] May it pl{:aﬁ? you,
My grandfire, well advis’d, hath fent by me
The goodlieft weapons of his armory,
To gmtif}r your honourable }'Duth,
The hope of Rome ; for fo he bad me fay :
Kkk 2 And
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And {o I do, and with his gifts prefent
Your lordfhips, that, whﬂu ver you have need,
You may be armed and appo inted well.
And fo I leave you bot h — like bloody villains, [afide. [Euxit.
Desr. What's here, a {croll, and written round about ?
Let’s IE_'L
Integer vite fcelerifgue pures,
Non eget nff.'w: “.r.:’,‘frr“’:. MEC areu.
CL. O, 'tis a verfe in Horace, 1 know it well:
I read it in the Grammar long ago.
Aar. Ay, jult; —a verfe in Horace; —righty you have it. —
Now what a thing it is to bt an als |
Here's no fond jeft; th’eld man hath found their guilt,
And fends the uulp ons wrap 'd about with | Ines,
That wound, beyond their fulm-f to the quick:
But, were our witty emprefs 1m;ll atoot,
h[., W E'.Il]]'d 11} ]']“.LUE.]. _f‘:?li'_.:ﬁ.n’ ur'..rl:'!e‘.'- CGIICL”:.
But let her reft in her unreft a while, — [ afide.
And now, young lords, was’t not a happy ftar
Led us to Rome ftrangers, and more than fo,
Captives, to llu advanced to this height?
It did me good before the palace gate
To brave rJ] tribune in his brother’s |‘:C’iritlﬂ‘
Dem. But me more r'rnmi to {ee fo great a lord
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts.
Aar. Had he not rﬂfml, lord Demesrius @
Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ?
Dem. 1 would we had a thoufand Roman dames
At {uch a bay, by turn to ferve our luft.
Chi. A charitable with, and full of love.
Aar, Here lacketh but your mother, to fay amen.
Chi. And that would {he for twenty thoufand more.
Dem. Gome, let us g0, and pray to all the gods
For our beloved mother in her pains.
Aar., Pray to the devils ; the gods have given us over.

[_/ﬁ,m JI?J.
Dem.
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Dem. Why do the emp'ror’s trumpets flourith thus?
Chi. Belike, for joy the emp’ror hath a fon,
Dem. Soft, who comes here?

G E N Es: 1L
Enter IV, mﬁf with a Blackamoor child,

Nur. Good morrow, noble lords:
0, tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor ?
Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne’er a whit at all,
Here Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ?
Nur. O, gentle Aaron, we are all undone.
Now help, or wo betide thee evermore |
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doft thou keep ?
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms?
Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven’s eye,
Our emprefs’ (hame, and ftately Rome's dilgrace. —
She is deliver'd, lords, fhe is deliver’d.
Aar. Towhom??
Nur. 1 mean, that fthe is brought to bed.
Aar. Well, god give her good reft! what hath he fent her ?
N.’:‘P'. A d'-."u'i],
Aar. Why, then {he is the devil's dam :
A joyful iffue.
Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black, and forrowful iffue.
Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad,
Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime:
The emprefs fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy feal,
And bids thee chriften it with thy dagger’s point.
Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black fo bale a hue? —
Sweet blowfe, you are a beauteous bloffom, fure.
Desmn. Villain, what haft thou dene?
Aar. That which thou canft not undo.
Chi. Thou haft undone our mother.
Dem. Wo to her chance, and damn’d her loathed choice,
Accurs’'d the oflspring of fo foul a fiend !

Chs.

T
L ———
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Chi. It fhall not live.
Aar. It fhall not die.
Nur. Aaron, it mult; the mother wills it fo.
Aar. What, muit it, nurfe ? then let no man but I
Do execution on my flefh and blood.
Dem. T'll broach the tadpole on my rapier’s point :
Nurfe, give it me; my {fword fhall foon defpatch it.
Aar. Sooner this fword fhall Il plough thy bowels up,
Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your brother ¢
Now, by the burning tapers of the fky,
That {hone fo brightly when this boy was got,
He dies upon my {cimitar’s fharp point,
‘That touches this my firft-born fon and heir.
I tell you, }m]l'nginm, not Encelads
With all his threat’ ning band of Typhon’s brood,
Nor great Alcides, nor “the god of war,
Shall fuzL this prey out of hIS father’s hands.
What, what, y'unfanguine {hallow-hearted boys!
Ye white-lim'd walls! ye alehoufe painted figns!
Coal-black is better than another hue,
In that it fcorns to bear another hue:
For all the water in the ocean
Can never turn the {fwan’s black legs to white,
Although fhe lave them hourly in the flood. —
Tell the emprefs from me, I am of age
To keep mine own ; excufe it how fhe can.
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus?
Aar. My miltrefs is my muftrefs; this, myfelf;
The vigour and the picture 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 tham'd.
Chi. Rr:rm will dtl’piﬂ; her for this foul efcape.
Nur. The emperor in his rage will doom her death.
Chi, 1blufh to think upon this ignominy.

;‘fn!?‘.
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Aar. Why, there’s the privilege your beauty bears :
Fine treacherous hue! that will betray with blufhing
The clofe enaés 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 fthould fay, 0/ lad, I am thine own.
He is your brother, lords; fenfibly fed
Of that felf-blood that firft gave life to you;
And from that womb where you imprifon’d were,
He is enfranchifed and come to light:
Nay, he’s your brother by the furer fide,
Although my feal be ftamped in his face.
Nur. Aaron, what fhall 1 fay unto the emprefs?
Dem. Advile thee, Aaron, what is to be done,
And we will all {fubfcribe to thy advice :
Save thou the child, fo we may be all fafe.
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all confult.
My fon and I will have the wind of you:
Keep there: now talk at pleafure of your fafety.
they fit on the ground,
Dem. How many women faw this child of his?
Aar. Why, fo, brave lords, when we all join in league,
I am a lamb; but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs,
The ocean {wells not {o as Aaren ftorms. —
But fay again, how many faw the child ?
Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myfelf:
And no one elfe but the deliver'd emprefs.
Aar. The emprefs, the midwife, and yourfelf, —
Two may keep counfel, when the third’s away:
Go to the emprefs, tell her, this I faid: — [be kills ber.
Week, week! fo cries a pig prepar’d to th’ {pit.
Dem. What mean'ft thou, Aaron @ wherefore didft thou this?
Aar. O lord, fir, ’tis a deed of policy :
Shall fhe live to betray this guilt of ours?
A long-tongu’d babling goflip? no, lords, no. s
n
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And now be it known to you my full intent:
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman j
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed,
His child is like to her, fair as you are:
Go, pack with him, and give the mother gold,
And tell them both the circumitance of all,
And how by this their child fhall be advanc’d,
And be received for the emperor’s heir,
And fubftituted in the place of mine,
To calm this tempeft whirling in the court;
And let the emperor dandle him for his own.
Hark ye, my lords, ye fee I have giv'n her phyfick,
And vou muft needs beftow her funeral;
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms :
This done, {ee that you take no longer days,
Jut fend the midwife prefently to me.
The midwife and the nurfe well made away,
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleafe.
Chi. Aaron, 1 fee, thou wilt not truft the air
With fecrets.
De#. For this care of Tamora,
Herfelf and hers are highly bound to thee. | Exeunt.
Aar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as {wallow flies,
There to difpofe this trealure 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 put us to our fhifts:
I'll make you feed on berrics, and on roots,
And feaft on curds and whey, and {uck the goat,
And cabin in a cave, and bring you up
To be a warriour, and command a camp. | Exits

SCENE
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N G T e i [
A Street mear the Palace.

Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gentlemen with
bows, and Titus bears the arrows with letters on the end of them.

Tit. Come, Muarcus, come; —kinfmen, this is the way: —
Sir boy, now let me fee your archery :
Lock, ye draw home enough, and ’tis there ftraight, —
Terras Affrea religuit — be you remember’d, Marcus;
She’s gone, fhe’s Hled. — 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 juftice as at land.
No; Publius and Sempronius, you muft do it:
*Tis you muft dig with mattock and with {pade,
And pierce the inmoft centre of the carth:
Then, when you come to Pluto’s region,
I pray you to deliver this petition :
Tell him, it is for juftice, and for aid ;
And that it comes from old Andronicus,
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome. —
Ah Rome ! — Well, well; I made thee miferable,
What time I threw the people’s fuffrages
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. —
Go, get you gone: and, pray, be careful all,
And leave you not a man of war unfearch’d ;
This wicked emperor may have {hip’d her hence,
And, kinfmen, then we may go pipe l’arjufticr.
Mar, O Publius, is not this a heavy cafe,
To fee thy noble uncle thus diftract ?
Pub. Therefore, my lord, 1t Ilighl}’ s concerns,
By day and night t’attend him carefully ;
And teed his humour kindly as we may,
Vor. V. L 11 Til
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Till time beget fome careful remedy.
ﬂf{i?. f‘;lflli'nl'ﬂ, ]II*& uT':'ﬂ"n.".a arc ['-'J.ﬂ I'Ln“'.d}’
Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war
‘IMake wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,
And vengeance on the traitor ;fm Kraine,
Tit. f&f blis, how now? how now, my mafters, what?
Have you met with her?
Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto {fends you word,
If you will have revenge from hell, you fhall
Marry, for leﬂ:{_‘L‘ {he is now (:mpluy d,
He thinks, with Fove in heav’'n, or {omewhere elfe;
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time,
7iz. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays.
I'll dive into the burning lake below,
And pt‘r'l her out of Acheron ]:r}f th’ heels. —
Marcus, we are but thrubs, no cedars we,
No big-bon'd men, fram’d of the Cyclops’ fize ;
But metal, Marcus, fteel to th’very back,
Yet wrung with ‘Wrongs more than our backs can bear,
And, inh there’s no juftice in earth or hell,
We u,r]l {olicit heav’n, and move the gods,
To fend down juftice for to wreak our Wrongs:
Come to this gear. — You're a good archer, Marcus.
[IJ-:: gives them the arrows,
Ada fovem, that's for you : — here aa ffjrjr:aff;?:gm
Ad Martem, that's for myfelf :
Here, boy, to Pallas : — here to Mercury : —
To Saturn, and to Calus; — not to Saturnine,
You were as good to fhoot againit the wind. —
To it, boy, Marcus; — loofe thou when I bid :
O’ my word 1 have written to effe&,
There’s not a god left unfolicited.
Mar. Kinfmen, fhoot all your fhafts into the court;
We will affliét the emperor in his pride. [ they fboot.
7it. Now, mafters, draw. — O, well faid, Lucins/
Good boy, in #irge's lap, give it to Pallas,

Mar.
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Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ;
Your letter is w:th Jupirer by this.

Zit. Ha, Publius, Pffziusm‘, ha! what haft thou done?
See, fee, t]mu ft {hot off one of Tawrus’ horns,

Mar. This was the fport, my lord, when Publius {hot;
The bull, being g:ﬂl‘d, gave Aries fuch a knock,
That down fell both the ram’s horns in the court;
And who fhould find them but the emprefs’ villain ?
She laugh’d, and told the Moer, he fhould not choofe
But give them to his matfter for a prefent.

Ziz. Why, there it goes. God give your lordfhip joy i

Enter a Clown with a bafket and two pigeons.

News, news from heav'n! Marcus, the poft is come. —
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any lcttcrs?
Shall I 1ave juftice ? what fays _‘;&ﬁj iter 8

Clow. Who? the gibbet-maker? he fays, that he hath taken
them down again, for the man muft not be hang'd till the next
weck.

Zit. Tut, what fays Fupiter, 1 afk thee?

Clow. Alas, fir, I know not T;":srprif“
I never drank with him in all my life.

712, Why, villain, art thou n ot the carrier ?

Clw. Ay, of my pigeons, fir; nothing elfe.

7it. Why, didft thou not come from heav’n ?

Clsw, From heav'n? alas, fir, I never camethere. God forbid,
I fhould be fo bold to prefs into heav’n in my young days. W 11_1;,
I am going with my 1}1TLDEH to the *tribunal plubs to take up a
matter of bmwl betwixt my uncle and one of the emperial’s men.

Mar. Why, fir, that is as fit as can be to {erve for your
oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the emperor from
you.

7i#. ‘Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the emperor with
| ”r."‘.'.'i_' 5

(:5 v, Nay truly, fir, I could never fay grace in all my life.

* Hi means te fay tribunus plebis.

Laaers Tt
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Zrz. Sirrah, come hither; make no more ado,
But gnf._ your 1}]'F{_CIL']S o I]L cmperor :
By me thou fhalt have iuﬂn'_»'._ at his hands.
Hold, hold ; — mean while, here’s money for thy charges. —
Give me a pen and ink. —
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a iqullplic;\,tim1.ll"

Clow. Ay, {ir.

Zi¢. Then here is a fupplication for you: and, when you come
to him, at the firft a ::pmm.h you muit kneel, th:,n kifs his foot,
then deliver up your pl'g:ons, and then IGUL for your reward,
I'll be at hand, fir; fee you do it l:r*m,i:,,

Clow. 1 warrant you, {ir, let me alone.

Zit. Sirrah, haft thou a knife? come, let me fee it. —
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ;

For thou haft made it like an humble {uppliant : —
And when thou haft given it the emperor,
Knock at my door and tell me what he fu}'s.
Clow. God be with you, firj I will,
Zit. Come, Marcus, let us go,— Publius, follow me, [ Exeunt.

8 G EN-B&= N
The Palace.

Enter E,-,J: peror r.:n.ft' Empre ﬁ, cmrt’ ber two ﬁmrf* the Emperor

Sat. HY, 1ords} what wrongs are thr.fr-.? was ever feen
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 know, as do the mightful gods,

{H{m ever the difturbers of our peace

Buz in the people’s ears) there nought hath p*lfr

But even with law againft the wilful | fone

Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His {forrows have fo overwhelm’d his wits, Shall
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Shall we be thus affli¢ted in his freaks,

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefs?
And now he writes to heav’n for his redrefs.
See, here’s to Fove; and this to Mercury;
This to Apolle; this to the god of war:
Sweet {crolls to fly about the ftreets of Rome [
What's this but libelling againft the {enate,
And blazoning our injuftice ev'ry where?

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords?

As who would fay, in Reme no juftice were.
But if I live, his feigned ecitafies

Shall be no (helter to thefe outrages :

But he and his fhall know, that juftice lives
In Saturninus health, whom, if {he {leep,
He'll fo awake, as fhe in fury fhall

Cut off the proud'ft confpirator that lives.

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Sazurnine,
Lord of my 1':5;', commander of my th{}nght,
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age,
Th’ effeéts of {orrow for his valiant {ons,

Whofe lofs hath pierc’d him deep, and fcarr’d his heart ;

And rather comfort his diftreffed plight,

Than profecute the meaneft or the belt,

For thefe contempts. — Why, thus it {hall become [afide.
High-witted Zamora to glofe with all :

But, Titus, 1 have touch’d thee to the quick,

Thy lifeblood out: if Aaren now be wile,

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

Enrer Clown.

How now, good fellow, wouldft thou {peak with us?
Clow. Yea forfooth, an your mifterfhip be emperial.
Tam. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the emperor,
Clow. *Tis he. God and faint Stepben give you good-¢’en,
I have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons here.
[ be reads the letter.

L
Sat.
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Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently.
Clow. How much money muft I have?
Zam. Come, firrah, thou muft be hang'd.
Clow. Hang'd! by'r lady, then I have brought up a neck to
a fair end. [};m;_
Sat. Delpiteful and intolerable wrongs |
Shall I endure this monitrous villany ?
I know from whence this fame device proceeds :
May this be born ? as if his traiterous fons,
That dy'd by law for murder of our brother,
Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ? —
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair,
Nor age nor honour fhall fhare privilege. —
For t]]]u. inm] d mock I'll be lJ]‘.- {l: aughterman ;
Sly frantick wretch, that holp’ ft to make me great,
In hope thyfelf fhould govern Rome and me.

I -

Enter Fmilius.

Sat. What news with thee, Ewmifins?

Amil. Arm, my lords, arm; Rome never had more caufe
The Gozis have gather'd head; and, with a power
Of high-refolved men, bent to the {poil,

They hither march amain, under the conduét
Of Lucius, {on to old Aundronicus :

Who threats in courfe of his revenge to do
As much as ever Corfolanus did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Gozhs 2
Thefe tidings nip me; and I hang the head,

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms.
Ay, now begin our forrows to approach :

“Tis he the common people love fo much ;

Mylelf have often overheard them fay,

(When I have walked like a private man)

That Luciws’ banithment was umng}[‘u]h,

And they have with'd that Lucins were their emperor.

Tam. W] hy fhould you fear ? is not our city ﬁmng?

Stat.
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Sat. Ay, but the citizens do favour Lucius,

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name,

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

The eagle fuffers little birds to fing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby ;

Knowing, that, with the {hadow of his wings,

He can at pleafure ftint their melody :

Even fo n‘ua}f'ﬁ thou the gir[d}f men of Rome.

Then cheer thy fpirit; for know, thou emperor,

I will enchant the old Andronicus,

With words more {weet, and yet more dangcmus

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

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious food.

Sat. But he will not entreat his {fon for us.
Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will :

For I can {mooth, and fill his aged ear

With golden promifes, that were his heart

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet thould both ear and heart obey my tongue. —

Go thou before as our embafiador [M ALmilius.

Say, that the emperor requellts a parley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting,.

Sat. Amilius, do this meflage honourably ;

And if he ftand on hoftage for his fafety,

Bid him demand what pledge will pleale him beft.
ZEmil. Your bidding fhall I do eftectually. [ Exit.
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus,

And temper him with all the art I have,

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Gozbs.

And now, fweet emperor, be blithe again,

And bury all thy fear in my devices,

#

Sat. Then go fuccefsfully, and plead to him. [ Exeunt.

ACT
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A Camp, at a [mall diffance from Rome,
Enter Lucius with Goths, with Drum and Soldiers.
. Lucius.

PPROVED warriours, and my faithful friends,
I have received letters from great Rw.:e.*,
Which fignity what hate they bear their emp ror,
And how defirous of our fight they are.
Therefore, great lords, be as your titles witnefs,
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs,
And wherein Rome hath done you any {cath,
Let him make treble fatisfaction.

Goth. Brave {lip, {prung from the great Andronicus,
(Whofe name was once our terrour, now our comfort,)
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds
]nwriLclUl Rome requites with foul mnt{:mpt,

Be bold in us; we'll follow where thou lead’ft,
Like ftinging b{_cq in hotteft {fummer’s day,
Led by thcu mafter to the flower’d fields ;
And be aveng'd on curfed Zamora.

Omn. And, as he [uLh, {o fay we all with him.

Lue. 1 humbly thank him, and I thank you all,
But who comes here led by a lufty Gozb 2

SCENE IL

Enter a Goth leading Aaron with bis Child in bis arms.

Goth. Renow md Lucius, from our troops I ftray’'d
To gaze upon a ruinous Mmon: 1‘_11.,!}»' :
r‘imi, as I earneftly did fix mine eye
Upon the wafted building, fuddmh
I heard
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I heard a child cry underneath a wall :
I made unto the noife ; when foon I heard
The crying babe control’d with this difcourfe :
Peace, taw 7 ' flave, ff?r?y me and half thy dam !
Did ot :'r'r_j f;-r.fr, ,‘.'-rir:mrﬂ) u;‘t;’r: brat thow ar ks
Had nature lent thee bur n’} motbher's look,
Villain, thou mightf} have been an emperor :
But where the bull and cow are both milbwhite,
Tfh;_‘y sever do .f!gg.-zf a coal-black mff .
Peace, wvillain, peace! (even thus he rates the babe)
For I muft bear thee to a trufly Goth;
Fho, when he knows thow art the emprefs babe,
11 ; hold thee ..—a’lfi'fa} jr: HJ} ot her Jj"m‘fr,.
With this, my weapon dr.mn, 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 Goth ! this is th’incarnate devil
That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand ;
This is the ptnrl that ll]l.'_‘:L,‘:'-'d your emprefs’ eye,
And here’s the bafe fruit of his burning luft, —
Say, walley'd {lave, whither wouldft thou convey
This E‘f]'rm'inrf image nqu_]n' fiend-like face?
Why doft not {fpeak? w hat! deaf? no! not a word ? —
A imlmjr {oldiers: hang him on this tree,
And }_':.':.' his fide his fruit of hﬂﬁﬂrd}’.
Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.
Luc. 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 l’lLit].L‘l'
Aar, Lucius, {ave the child,
And bear it from me to the emperefs:
!i thou do this, I'll fhow thee wondrous things,
That ]15;:!1]}' may :1|.{mt11.‘gl, thee to hear;

. If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I'll fpeak no more ; but vengeance rot you all!
Vor. V. Mmm Lic.
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Lue. Say onj and, if it pleafe me which thou fpeak’ft,
Tfl:,; child fhall live, and I will {ee it nourifh’d.
Aar, And if it pleafe thee? why, aflure thee, Lucius,
“T'will vex thy foul to hear what I {hall {peak :
For I muit talk of murders, rapes, and maflacres,
A&s of black nf;;ht‘, abominable deeds,
Cmniﬂnta of mifchief, treafon, wvillanies,
Ruthful to hear, vet p1tmuﬂt perform d
And this fhall all be buried by my dmth,
Unlefs thou fwear to me my child fhall live.
Lue. Tell on thy mind; I fay, thy child fhall live.
Aar. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin.
Luc, Who fthould I {wear b:,«' ? thou believ’'ft no god :
That granted, how canft thou believe an ocath ?
Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not;
Yet, for I know thou art rLli:Tiﬂi_ls
And haft a thing within thee cqllui conlcience,
With twenty pr}min tricks and ceremonies
Which I have feen thee careful to obferve::
Therefore I urge thy oath, (for that I know
An idiot ];{}l Is his bauble for a god, [afide.
And Lccjh the oath, which by that god he {wears,
To that I'll urge ]u*n_:l — therefore thou fhalt vow
By that fame god, what gnfl {oe’er it be
‘That thou ador’ft and haft in reverence,
To fave my boy, nourifh, and bring hun up,
Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee.
Luc. Even by my god [ {wear 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,
T'o that which thou fhalt hear of me anon.
"Twas her two fons that murder’d Baffianus ;
They cut thy fifter’s tongue, and ravith'd her,
And cut her hands, and trimm’d her as thou faw’ft.

L.
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Liwe. O, moft deteftable villain! call’ft thou that

Trimming ?
Aar. Why, fhe waswalh'd, and cut, and trimm’d ;

And ’twas trim f{port for them that had the doing oft.
Luc. O barb’rous beaftly villains like thyfelf!
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inftru& them:

That codding {pirit had they from their mother,

As fure a card, as ever won the fet;

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

As true a dog as ever fought at head ;

Well, let my deeds be witnels of my worth.

I train’d th;," brethren to that guileful hole,

Where the dead corps of Baffianus lay :

I wrote the letter that thy father found,

And hid the gold within the letter anLmn'tl,

Confed'rate with the queen and her two {ons.

‘And what’s elfe done that thou haft caule to rue,

Wherein I had no {troke of milchief in't?

I play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand,

And when I had it, drew myfelf apart,

And almoft broke my heart with extreme laughter :

I pry d me T_]:['[mgn L]n_ crevice of a w ’LU

When for his hand he had his two {ons’ ]u:ud:;,

Beheld his tears, and ]Jllgh d fo heartily

That both mine CyCcs WEre Lllm-' like to his:

And when I told the emprefs ui this {port,

She {wooned almoft at my pleafing tale,

And for my tidings gave me twenty Lu‘ib
Goih. What canft thou fw all U11=~ and never blufh?
Aar. ;"n' like a black a.lc:rr as the laying 1s.
Lac. Art thou not {forry im thefe heinous deeds?
Aar. "u, r]mt I had not dohe a thoufand more.

Ev'n now I curfe the day (and yet, [ think,

Few come within the compals of my curfe)

"'l.‘."hucm I did not fmm, Imtmmus 111

M m m 2 ~ Ravith
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Ravilh a maid, or plot the way to do it;
Accufe fome innocent, and then forfwear
M_‘; felf; fet deadly enmity Imthutt
Two friends; make poor men’s cattle break their necks;
Set fire on barns and ]1.!;. ~ftacks in the mg]]i,
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 friends’ doors,
Ev'n when their forrow almoft was forgot 3
And on their {kins, as on the bark of trees,
Have with my knife carved in Roman JLLan,
Let not your forrow die; though I am dead.
Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things,
As 111]]1:*{?]1 as one would kill a fly;
JﬂL]':I{ ]'I{:'L]'I] "."" {"I]'L"l. €5 IMcE ]]L;-ll'[.]].}r ] Idl.,':.l:.-]
But that I cannot do ten thoufand more.
Lue. Bring down the devil, for he muft not die
So {weet a death, as hanging prefently,
Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil
Tf} !]1[.,. :irlL‘] ]'H rn ]f'l L'I.'L[] 'lﬂ. ['I f"'[I:
So 1 might have your cwmp.m;. n h{_”,
But to torment you with my bitter tongue.
Luc. Sirs, ftop his mouth, and let him {peak no more.

Enter Emilius.
Goth. My lord, there is a mefienger from Rome
Defires to be admitted to your prefence,
Lue. Let him come near. —
Welcome, Zmilins; what's the news from Rome 2
Avmi. Lord Lucius, and you prirtcc'-: of the Goths,
The Roman emperor greets you all by me ;
And, for he underftands you are in arms,
He craves a parley at your father’s houfe,
Willing you to demand your hoftages,
And they fhall be immediatel y d {[H’LF d.

Gorh. What fays our n't.nf.rr.a] P
L,
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Lue. AEmilius, let the emperor gi‘.'c his plcdgts
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come. — r"xw“L} march | [ Exeunt.

S CENE  EE
Titus Palace in Rome.

Enter Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrius, difguis'd.

Tam,! Ei AHUS in thefe firange and fad habiliments
I will encounter w H.]l Andronicus,
And Lt}, [ am revenge fent from below,
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs :
Knock at the ftudy, where, they fay, he keeps,
To ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge ;
Tell him, revenge is come to join with him,
And work confufion on his enemies.
[they knock, and Titus appears above.
7i¢. Who doth moleft my Lunt:.,mpl.nmn P
Iq it your trick to make me ope the door,
That fo my fad decrees may fly away,
And all my ftudy be to no ¢f Fedt ?
You are deceiv’d ; for what I mean to do,
See here in hlﬂ{]d} lines I have fet down :
And what is written, fhall be executed.
Tam. Titus, 1 am come to talk with thee.
Zit. No, not a word: how can I gs'ﬂcu my talk,
Wanting a hand to give it that accor
Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more.
Toam. If thou didft know me, thou wouldft talk with me.
Ziz. Tam not mad; I know thee well enough :
Witnefs this wretched ftump, thefle crimfon ]:m
Witnels thefle trenches, made by orief and care;
Witnefs the tiring day and heavy 11151”:

Witnefs all E{,huw, that I know thec well
tor
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For our proud r:.mpu:ﬁ mlght} Tawmora :
Is not thy coming for my other hand ?

Tam. Know thou, fad man, I am not Zamr a3
She is th} enemy, an d I 'Eflwr friend :
I am revenge, fent from th’ infernal kingdom,
To eafec riu. gmwmw vulture of thy mmd
By working wreakful vengeance on thy im:s
Come down, and w Lh_c:mt. 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 mlﬁ}r vale,
Where bloody murder or detefted rape
Can couch for fear, but I will ind them out:
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,
I{LRCJI’TL which makes the foul offenders quake.

7 11& thou revenge ¢ and art thou fent to me,
Tc: lh. a torment to mine enemies?

Zam. 1 am; therefore come down, and welcome me.

Zit. Do me fome fervice, ere I come to thee:
Lo, by thy fide where rape and murder ftand ;
Now give fome {urance that thou art revenge,
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels,
And then I'll come and be thy wagonner,

And whirl along with thee about the globes :
Provide two proper palfries black as jet,
To hale thy vengeful wagon {wift away,
And find out murders in their guilty caves,
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads,
| wr.! d nmmmt KE by thy wagon wheel
Trot, like a fervile footman all da}f long ;
Ln:n rom Hyperion’s riling in the eaft,
Until his very dow :|i':11 [.'1 the fea.
And day by day I'll do this h leavy tafk,
So thou c‘nuu}r rapine and miurder 1!1L1L.
Tam. Thefe are my minifters, and come with me.

Tir. Are they thy minifters ? what are they call'd ?

Tam,

—
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Tam. Rapine and murder ; therefore called fo,
'Caufe they take vengeance on {fuch kind of men.
Zit. Good lord, how like the emprefs’ fons they are
And you the emprels! but we worldly men
Have miferable mad miftaking eyes:
O fweet revenge, now do I come to thee,
And, if one arm’s embracement will content thee,
I will embrace thee in it by and by. = [Exiz Titus from above.
Zam. This clﬁﬁng with him fits his Iunac}f.
Whate'er I forge to feed his brainfick fits,
Do you uphold, and maintain in your {peech :
For now he firmly takes me for revenge ;
And, bl::ing credulous in this mad Th:’_ﬂ.lght,
I'll make him fend for Lueius his fon :
And, whilft I at a banquet hold him fure,
I'll find fome cunning praétice out of hand,
To {catter and difperfe the giddy Gotbs,
Or, at the leaft, make them his enemies.
See, here he comes, and I muft ply my theme.

403

S G ET N BTV,
Enter Titus.

Zit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee:
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houfe; —
Rapine and murder, you are welcome too: —
How like the emprefs and her {ons you are |
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : —
Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ?

For well I wot, the emprefs never wags,

But in her company there is a Moor;

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, Andronicus?

Dem. Show me a murderer, I'll deal with him.
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+
Chi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape,
And I am fent to be reveng'd on him.
Tam. Show me a thoul: and that have done thee wrong,
And I will be revenged on them all.
7it. Look round “about the wicked ftreets of Rowme,
And, when thou find'ft a man that’s like thyfelf,
Good murder, {tab him; he’s a murderer. —
Go thou with him ; and, when it 1s thy hap
To find another that is like to thee,
Good rapine, ftab him; he’s a ravither, —
Go thou with them, "Llld in the emperor’s court
There 1s a queen attended by a Moor ;
Well may’ft thou know her by thy own proportion,
For up and down fhe doth refemble thee:
I pray thee, do on them fome violent death ;
They have been violent to me and mine.
Tam. Well haft thou leflon'd us; this fhall we do.
But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus,
I'o fend for Lucius thy thrice-valiant {on,
Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Gozhs,
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe:
When he is here, even at thy folemn feaft,
I will bring in the menis and her fons,
‘The emperor himfelf, and all thy foes;
And at thy mercy fhall 1_['IL} f‘nnp and kneel,
And on Llw..m {halt thou eafe thy An;__r} !mait :
What fays Alndronicus to this device ?
Tit. Marcus, my brother | ’tis fad Tizus calls

.ri. E_:

Eater Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ;

Thou fhalt i nuimrL him out among the Gobs :

Bid him rep: air to me, and bring mth him

Some of the chiefeft princes of the Gozbs;

l-mi him encamp his {oldiers where they are:
Tell him, the emperor and the emprefs too

Feaft




TITUS ANDRONICUS,

Feaft at my houfe; and he fhall feaft with them :
This do thou for my love ; and {o let him,
As he regards his aged father’s life.
Mar. This will I do, and foon return again. [ Exit,
Zam. Now will I hence about thy bufinefs,
And take my minifters along with me.
7it. Nay, nay, let rape and murder ftay with me ;
Or elfe I'll call my brother back again,
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.
Zam. What fay you, boys? will you abide with him, [afide.
Whiles I go tell my lord, the emperor,
How I have govern’d our determin’d jeft ?
Yield to his humour, {mooth and {peak him fair,
And tarry with him till I come again.
Zit. 1 know them all, though they fuppofe me mad; [afide.
And will o’erreach them in their own devices :
A pair of curfed hell-hounds and their dam.

465

Dem. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here. [ afide.
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus : TCVENgE NOW goes
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [ Exit Tamora.

7it. I know, thou doft; and, {weet revenge, farewell

Chi. Tell us, old man, how fhall we be employ’d ?

Zit. Tut, 1 have work enough for you to do. —
Prblius, come hither, Cains, and Falentine!

Enter Publius, and Servants.
Pub. What is your will ?
7it. Know ye thefe two?
Pub. The emprefs’ fons
I take them, Chiron and Demetrius.
T:t. Fie, Publius, fie! thou art too much deceiv'd ;
The one is murder, rape is the other’s name:
And therefore bind them, gentle Publins;
Caius and Falentine, lay hands on them :
Oft have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour,
And now I find it: therefore bind them fure, [ Exie Titus:
Vou. V, Nnn Chi.
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Ch:i. Villains, forbear; we are the emprels’ {ons. |
Pub. And LercFm't do we what we are commanded., —
Stop clofe their mouths ; let them not {peak a word,
Is he fure bound ¢ look, that ye bind them faft.

SCENE -V,

Reenter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Laviniawith a Bafon.

7:¢. Come, come, Laguinia; look, thy foes are bound : —
Sirs, {top their mouths, let them not {peak to me,
But let them hear what fearful words I utter, —
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius!
Here ftands the {pring whom you have ftain’d with mud,
This goodly fummer with your winter mix’d :
You kill'd her hufband ; and, for that vile fault,
Two of her brothers were condemn’d to death ;
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft:
Both her {weet lnnds, her tongue and that more dear
Than hands or tongue, her {'pullefa chatftity,
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain’d and forc'd.
What would you flj, if I thould let you fpeak?
Villains | for fhame you could not bcg for grace.
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.
‘This one hand yet is left to cut your throats,
Whilft that Lavinia twixt her ftumps doth hold
The bafon that receives your guilty blood,
You know, your mother means to feaft with me,
And cal]s herfelf revenge, and thinks me mad, —
Hark, villains; I will grind your bones to duﬁ
And wn:h your b]oud and it Fll make a pafte,
And of the pafte a coffin will I rear,
And make Lwo pafties of your fhameful heads,
And bid that ftrumpet, your unhallow’d dam,
I.ike to the earth, {wallow her own increafe.
This is the feaft that I have bid her to,

And this the banquet fhe fhall furfeit on; :
for
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For worfe than Philomel you us’d my daughter,
And worle than Progne I 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 {mall,
And with this hateful liquor temper it;
And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak’d.
Come, come, be every one officious
To make this banquet, which I with might prove
More ftern and bloody than the Cenzanr’'s feaft.
[ be cuts their throats.
So, now bring them in; for I'll play the cook,
And fee them ready "gainit their mother comes. [ Exeunt.

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with Aaron Prifosner.

Luc. Good uncle Marcus, fince’tis my father’s mind
That I repair to Rome, I am content.

Goth, And ours with thine, befall what fortune will.

Lue. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor,
This ravenous t‘igcr, this accurfed devil ;
Let him receive no {uftenance, fetter him,
Till he be brought unto the emp’ror’s face,
For teftimony of thefe foul proceedings :
And fee the ambufh of our friends be ftrong ;
I fear, the emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in my ear,
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth
The venomous malice of my {welling heart |

Lue. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow’d {lave!

[ Exeunt Goths with Aaron,

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. [ fowrifhs
The trumpets thow the emperor is at hand. :

Nnn 2 SCENE
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SPCTE-N-E VI

Sotund Trumpets. Enter Emperor and Emprefs, with Tribunes
and otiers.

Sat. What, hath the firmament more {uns than one?
Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyfelf a fun?
Mar. Rome’s emperor, and, nephew, break your parley ;
Thefe quarrels muft be quictly debated.
The feaft is ready, which the careful Trrus
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end,
For peace, for love, for league, and goed to Rome :
Pleale you therefore draw :15];;]1 and take your 11]-:1(:':3.
Sat. Marcus, we will. [ hautbays.

A Table brought in. Enter Titus like @ Cook, placing the meat on
the Table, and Lavinia with @ veil ever ber face.

Tiz. Welcome, my gracious lord ; —welcome, dread queen; —
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; —thou, Lucius, welcome ; —
And welcome, all: although the cheer be poor,

*Twill fill your ftomachs, pleale you eat of it.
Sat. Why art thou thus attic’d, Andronicus 2
Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well,

To entertain your highnefs, and your emprels.

Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus.

Ziz. An if your highnefs knew my heart, you were, —
My lord the emperor, refolve me this;

Was it well done of ralh Pirginius,

To {lay his daughter with his own right hand,

Becaufe the was enforc’d, ftain’d, and deflour’d?

Sar. 1t was, Andronicus.

T+¢. Your reafon, mighty lord?

Sat. Becaufe the girl thould not furvive her fhame,

And by her prefence {till renew his-{orrows.
7it. A reafon mighty, ftrong, effectual;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,

For
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For me, moft wretched, to perform the like:
Die, du Lavinia, and thy thame with thcc,
And w;rh thy fhame thy father’s forrow die! [he kills jer.
Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ?
Zit. Kill'd her for whom my tears have made me blind.
I am as woful as Firginius was ;
And have a thoufand times more caufe than he
To do this outrage : and it is now done.
Sat. What, was the ravith’'d? tell, who did the deed ?
T7t. Will't pleafe you eat? will't pimﬁ, your highnefs feed ?
Tant. "L",’h}' haft thou {lain thine only d.m'?hELI thu;r
Tiz. Not 1; “twas Chiron and Demetrius :
They ravifh’d her, and cut away her tongue ;
And they, “twas they, that did her all this wrong.
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us prefently.
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie,
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed,
Eating the flefh that the herfelf hath bred.
"Tis true, 'tis true 3 witnels my knife’s Im,;z point.
J"'_-"gf ﬂr‘m f;'f?f:’ EI;JJPJ' 1"'I:
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this nccurﬁd deed !
[ be flabs Titus,
Lue. Can the fon’s eye behold his father bleed ; —
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.
LL.UClL]sﬁ.ﬁm the Emperor.
Mar. You fad-fac’d men, people and fons of Rowe,
By uproar fever'd, like a flight of fowl
SEELttE‘l "d by winds and I:'I'l'-—"].l tvmpLﬂumh ﬁuﬂt
, let me teach you how to knit again
“115 fcatter’d corn into one mut ual {heaf by
Thefe broken limbs again into one body.
Goth. Let Rome herfelf be bane unto herfelf,
And fhe whom mighty kingdoms court "y to,
Like a forlorn and defperate caftaway,
Do fthametul -:'wcuﬂon on herfelf.

Mar. But if my frofty figns and chaps of age,

1
.
L |
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Grave witnefles of true experience,

Cannot induce you to attend my words,

."ipc-:ﬂf{, Rome's dear friend 5 as erft our anceftor, [:’ﬂ Lucius.

When with his {folemn tongue he did difcourfe

To lovefick Dids’s fad attending ear,

The ftory of that baleful burning night,

When fubtle Grecks furpris’d king Priam’s Troy :

‘Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

That gives our T7ay, our Roeme, the civil wound.

My heart is not compa& of flint nor fteel ;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utt’rance ; even in the time

When it thould move you to attend me moft,

Lending your kind commiferation.

Here 1s a captain, let him tell the tale;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak.
zc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you,

'‘That curfed Chiros and Desmetrins

Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother ;

And they they were that ravithed our fifter:

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded,

Our father’s tears defpis’d, and bafely cozen’'d

Of that true hand, that fought Rome’s quarrel out,

And fent her enemies into the grave.

Laftly, myfelf unkindly banifhed,

(The gates fhut on me) and turn’d weeping out,

To beg relief among Rome's enemies,

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears,

And op’d their arms t'embrace me as a 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 point,

Sheathing the fteel in my advent’rous body.

Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I;
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; My fcars can witnefs, dumb although they are,
That my report is juft, and full of truth.,
But, foft, methinks, I do digrefs too much,
Citing my worthlefs praife: o, pardon me;
For, when no friends are by, men praife themfelves,
Mar. Now is my tongue to {peak : behold this child,
Of this was Tamera delivered,
The iffue of an irreligious Moor,
Chief architeét and plotter of thefe woes;
The villain is alive in T7zus’ houfe,
Damn’d as he is, to witnefs this 1s true.
Now judgc what caufe had Z7zus to revenge
Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience,
Or more than any living man could bear.
Now you have heard the truth, what {ay you, Romans ?
Have we done aught amifs? fhow us wherein,
And, from the place where you behold us now,
The poor remainder of Andronicus,
We'll, hand in hand, all headlong caft us down,
And on the ragged ftones beat out our brains,
And make a mutual clofure of our houfe,
Sptuk, Romans, {peak; and, if you fay, we {hall,
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 will fall.
Em. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rowe,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,
Lucins our emperor: for, well I know,
‘The common voice doth cry, it fhall be fo.
Mar. Lucius, all hail; Reme's royal emperor!
Go, go into old Tizws’ {orrowful houle,
And hither hale that mifbelieving Moor,
To be adjudg’d fome direful {laughtering death,
As punifhment for his moft wicked life.
Lucius, all hail; Reme's gracious governor !
Lue. Thanks, gentle Romans : may 1 govern {o,
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her wo!
But, gentle people, give me aim a while, [‘
“Or
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For nature puts me to a heavy tafk:
Stand all aloof; but, uncle, draw you near,
To fhed obfequious tears upon this trunk : —
O, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips,
Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain’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 lips :
O, were the fum of thefe that I fhould pay
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them !
Luc, Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn of us
To melt in fhowers: thy grandfire lov'd thee well ;
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee,
Sung thee afleep, his loving breaft thy pillow :
Many a matter hath he told to thee,
Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ;
In that refpect then, like a loving child,
Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender {pring,
Becaufe kind nature doth require it {o:
Friends fhould affociate friends, in grief and wo:
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave,
Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him.
Bsy. O grandfire, grandfire! ev’n with all my heart,
"Would I were dead, fo you did live again! —
O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping ; —
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth.

SCENE VIL
Enter Romans, with Aaron.

Rom. You {ad Andronici, have done with woes;
Give {entence on this execrable wretch,
That hath been breeder of thefe dire events.

Luc. Set him breaft-deep in earth, and famifh him;
e - -
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food :
If any one relieves or pities him,

For
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For the offence he dies. This is our doom.
Some ftay to fee him faften’d 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 done;
Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet I did,
Would I perform, if I might have my will :
If one good deed in all my life I did,
I do repent it from my very foul.
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emp’ror hence,
And give him burial in his father’s grave.
My father and Lavinia (hall forthwith
Be clofed in our houfehold’s monument.
As for that heinous tigrefs Tamora, |
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds,
No mournful bell fhall ring her burial ;
But throw her forth to beafts and birds of prey :
Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity,
And being fo, fhe fhall have like want of it.
See juftice done on Aaron that damn’'d Moor,
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ;
Then afterwards, we’ll order well the ftate,
That like events may ne’er it ruinate, [ Exeunt omnes.,

Vo V. Qoo 4% - o
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