TITUS ANDRONICUS

DRAMATIS PERSONZE

SATURNMNUS, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and
afterwards declared Emperor.
Bassianus, Brother to Saturninus, in love with Lavinia,
Trrus ANDRONICUS, a Roman, General against the Goths,
Marcus AnpDronicus, Tribune of the People, and
brother to Titus.
Lucrus,

UINTUS, , 5
S{ arTius, | Sons to Titus Andronicus.
MuTIus,

Younag Lucrus, a Boy, Son to Lucius.
PuBLIUS, Son to Marcus Andronicus.

SEMPRONIUS,
Carus, } Kinsmen to Titus.

VALENTINE,

JEMiLvs, a noble Roman.
ALARBUS,
DEMETRIUS, } Sons to Tamora.
CHIRON,
::A{}EON’ a M%o% beloveid by Tamora. -
aptain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown;
Goths and Romans. Ropee

TAMORA, Queen of the Goths.
LaviNia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus.
A Nurse, and a black Child.

Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, and Attendants.

SCENE.—Rome, and the Country near it.

ACT T
SceNE I.—Rome.

The Tomb of the Andronici appearing. Th
Tribunes and Senators aloft; rfnd th?n erztef
SATURNINUS and his Followers at one door.
and BASSIANUS and his Followers at the other,
with drum and colours. ;
Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my ri

Defend the justice of my gause m'?lf agﬂg_g -

And, countrymen, my loving followers, :

Plead my successive title with your swords: 4

am his first-born son that was the last

That wore the imperial diadem of Rome;

Then let my father’s honours live in me :

Nor wrong mine age with this indignityf 8
B;x:lsl; rII_{g%Tans, friends, followers, favourers of

Y

I‘{Iever Bassianus, Casar’s son,

ere gracious in the eyes of royal Rom
Keep then this passage to the éapitol 4
And suffer not dishonour to approacﬁ
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate
To justice, continence, and nobility; ?
But let desert in pure election shine’, 16
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice,

I2

Enter MARCUS ANDRONICUS, aloft, with the
S crown,
ar. Princes, that stri i
: %_wnds] 5 ve by factions and by
mbitiously for rule and empery.

Kms):;. I:gat the people of Rome, for whom we
A special party, have, b i 7
3 y common
In election for the Rérnan empery,vmcc’

1C:hc:)sen Andronicus, surnamed Pius,
A01' many good and great deserts to Rome: 24
o nobler man, a braver warrior,
ives not this day within the city walls:
by the senate is accited home

r

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths;
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes, 29
Hath yok’d a nation, strong, train’d up in arms,
Ten years are spent since first he undertook
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 32
Our enemies’ pride: five times he hath return’d
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons
Rl (éofﬁns fr?m ﬂ!ledﬁe[d;
nd now at last, laden with honour’s spoils, 36
Returns the good Andronicus to Rom];? 22
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms,
Let us entreat, by honour of his name,
Whom worthily you would have now succeed, 40
And in the Capitol and senate’s right,
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,
That youw:thd.raw youand abateyourstrength;
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should,
P]?Sz;.dr y(ﬁ.lr defse_rttshin p&'ﬁlce and humbleness. 45
at. How fair the tribune speak: calm
thoughts! b 3%
Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy
In thy uprightness and integrity,
And so 1 love and honour thee and thine,
Thy noble brother Titus and his sons,
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all,
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament, 52
That I will here dismiss my loving friends,
And to my fortunes and the people’s favour
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d.
[Exeunt the Followers of BASSIANUS.
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in
I :h?n’icr;gglt’an d here d 5
u all and here dismiss 5
And to the love and favour of mifr(::l(l)ggtfry
Commit myself, my person, and the cause.
[Exeunt the Followers of SATURNINUS.
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me 60
As I am confident and kind to thee.
Open the gates, and let me in.
Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.
iFlourfsh. They go up into the
Senate-house.
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Enter a Captain.

Cap. Romans, make way! the good Andro-
nicus, 64
Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion,
Successful in the battles that he fights,
With honour and with fortune is return’d
From where he circumscribed with hissword, 68
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

Drums and trumpets sounded, and then enter
MARTIUS and MUTIUS; after them two Men
bearing acoffincovered withblack ; thenLUCIUS
and QUINTUS. After them TITUS ANDRONICUSS
and then TAMORA, with ALARBUS, CHIRON,
DEMETRIUS, AARON,andother Goths, prisoners ;
Soldiers and people following. The bearers set
down the coffin, and TITUS speaks.

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning

weeds!
Lo!asthebark, thathath discharg’d her fraught,
Returns with precious lading to the bay 72
From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage,
Cometh Andronicus, bound withlaurel boughs,
To re-salute his country with his tears,
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 76
Thou great defender of this Capitol,
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend!
Romans, of five-and-twenty valiant sons,
Half of the number that King Priam had, 8o
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead!
These that survive let Rome reward with love;
These that I bring unto their latest home.
With burial among their ancestors: 84
Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my

sword.
Titus, unkind and careless of thine own,
Why suffer’st thou thy sons, unburied yet
To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx? 88
Make way to lay them by their brethren.
[The tomb is opened.
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont,
And sleep in peace, slain in your country’swars!
O sacred receptacle of my joys, 92
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, |
How many sons of mine hast thou in store,
That thou wilt never render to me more!
Lue. Give us the proudest prisoner of the
Goths, . 96
That we may hew his limbs, and ona pile
Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh,
Before this earthy prison of their bones;
That so the shadows be not unappeas d, 100
Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on .
Tit. 1give him you, the noblest that survives,
The eldest son of this distressed queen.
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren! Graciouscon-
queror, 104
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed,
A mother’s tears in passion for her son:
And if thy sons were ever dear to thee,
O! think my son to be as dear to me. 108
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs and return,
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke;
But must my sons beslaughter’din the streets112
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For valiant doings in their country’s cause?
O! if to fight for king and commonweal
Were piety in thine, it is in these.
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood: 116
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods?
Draw near them then in being merciful;
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge:
Thrice-nobie Titus, spare my first-born son, 120
Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and parden

me.

These are their brethren, whom your Goths
beheld

Alive and dead, and for their brethren slain

Religiously they ask a sacrifice: 124

To this your son is mark’d, and die he must,

To appease their groaning shadows that are
gone.

Luc. Awaywithhim!andmakea firestraight;
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 128
Let’s hew his limbs till they be clean consum’d.

[Exeunt LUCIUS, QUINTUS, MARTIUS, and
MUTIUS, with ALARBUS.

Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety!

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous?

Dem. OpposenotScythiatoambitiousRome.
Alarbus goes to rest, and we survive 133
To tremble under Titus’ threatening look.
Then, madam, stand resolv’d; but hope withal
The self-same gods, that arm’d the Queen of

Troy 136
With opportunity of sharp revenge
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent,
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths—
When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was
queen— 140
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter LUCIUS, QUINTUS, MARTIUS, and
MUTIUS, with their swords bloody.
Lue. See, lord and father, how we have per-
form’d
Our Roman rites. Alarbus’ limbs are lopp’d,
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 144
Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the

sky.
Rema?irncm nought but to inter our brethren,
And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome.
Tit. Let it be so; and let Andronicus 148
Make this his latest farewell to their souls,
[Trumpets sounded, and the coffin laid
in the tomb.
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons;
Rome’s readiest champions, repose you herein
rest, s
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps! 152
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells,
Here grow no damned drugs, hereare nostorms,
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep:
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons!156

Enter LAVINIA.
Lav. In peace and honour live Lord Titus

long;
My no%]e lord and father, live in fame!
Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears
I render for my brethren’s obsequies;
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And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy
Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome.
Q! bless me here with thy victorious hand,
Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizens applaud.
Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly
reserv’d 165
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart!
Lavinia, live; outlive thy father’s days,
And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise! 168

Enter MARCUS ANDRONICUS and Tribunes; re-
enter SATURNINUS, BASSIANUS, and Others.
Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved

brother,

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome,

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother
Marcus.

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from success-
ful wars, 172

You that survive, and you that sleep in fame!

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,

That in your country’s service drew your

swords;

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 176

That hath aspir’d to Solon’s happiness,

And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed.

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,

‘Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 180

Send thee by me, their tribune and their trust,

This palliament of white and spotless hue;

And name thee in election for the empire,

With these ourlate-deceased emperor’ssons:184

Be candidatus then, and put it on,

And help to set a head on headless Rome.
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits
Than his that shakes for age and feebleness. 188
‘What should I don this robe, and trouble you?

Be chosen with proclamations to-day,

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life,

And set abroad new business for you all? 192

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years,

And led my country’s strength successfully,

And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons,

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 196
In right and service of their noble country.
Give me a staff of honour for mine age,
But not a sceptre to control the world:
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 200
Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the
empery.
Sftﬂ _)Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou
ell?
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus.
Sat. Romans, do me right:

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe W

. them not
Till Saturninus be Rome’s emperor.
Andronicus, would thou wert shipp’d to hell,
Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts!
Lue. dProud Saturnine, interrupter of the
208

204

g00
That noble-minded Titus means to thee!
1;1}?‘ Content thee, prince; I will restore to
ee

The people’s hearts, and wean them from them-
selves.

[acT1

Bas., Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 212
But honour thee, and will do till I die:
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends,
I will most thankful be; and thanks to men
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 216
le;t. People of Rome, and people’s tribunes
ere,
I ask your voices and your suffrages:
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus?
Tribunes. To gratify the good Andronicus,
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 221
The people will accept whom he admits.
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you; and this suit I
make,
That you create your emperor’s eldest son, 224
Lord Saturnine; whose virtues will, I hope,
Reflect on Rome as Titan’s rays on earth,
And ripen justice in this commonweal:
Then, if you will elect by my advice, 228
Crown him, and say, ‘Long live our emperor!’
Mar. With voices and applause of every sort,
Patricians and plebeians, we create
Lord Saturninus Rome’s great emperor, 232
And say, ‘Long live our Emperor Saturnine!’
[A4 long flourish.
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done
To us in our election this day
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 236
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness:
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance
Thy name and honourable family,
Lavinia will I make my empress, 240
Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart,
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse.
Tellt }Jl'ne,_, Andronicus, doth this motion please
ee?
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this
match 244
I hold me highly honour’d of your Grace:
And here in sight of Rome to Saturnine,
King and commander of our commonweal,
The wide world’s emperor, do I consecrate 248
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners;
Presents well worthy Rome’s imperious lord:
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,
Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet. 252
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life!
How proud I am of thee and of thy gifts
Rome shall record, and, when I do forget
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 256
Romans, forget your fealty to me.
Tit, [To TAMORA.] Now, madam, are you
prisoner to an emperor;
To him that, for your honour and your state,
ill use you nobly and your followers. 260
Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue
That I would choose, were I to choose anew.
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance;
Though chance of war hath wrought this change
of cheer, 264
Thou com’st not to be made a scorn in Rome:
Princely shall be thy usage every way.
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 267
Daunt all your hopes: madam, he comforts you
Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths.
Lavinia, you are not displeas’d with this?
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Lav. Not I, my lord; sith true nobility Sg. tﬁll‘ld therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of
Warrants these words in princely courtesy, 272 oths, ‘ S
,let us Thatlike the stately Pheebe 'mongst her nymphs,
Sgaé'- Thanks, sweet Lavinia, Romans, let us ol becias t(Iiw S{ﬂlﬂtﬁgs‘i dmggf&gt;ég»
2 2 = £y Kl . u e ’
mless here we set our prisoners free: If thou be pleas’d wi my s 1
gﬁoncslgimcour honours, lords, with trump and Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bnd:.é
drum, [Flourish. SATURNINUS courts And will create thee Empress of Rome. 4 3
TAMORA in dumb show. Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my
itus, by your leave, this maid is choice?
Br‘;]si‘n} g Tibnith [Seiéing LAvINIA. And here I s“'f:{e:itlr Py aa.llt the Ror:a:é agrOds,
1. H ir! in earnest then, my Sith priest and holy water are s =Y
I?é}d];low, Erampme : 27}; And tapers b}.ll‘l’l IEIO bright, antd egery thing 324
. Ay, noble Titus; and resolv’d withal In readiness for Hymenzus stand,
T(;B gg) m)?;clf this reaso;l and this right. I will not re-salute the streets of %0?6’ o
‘Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman justice: 280 Or climb my palace, till from forth It1 is p A
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. I lead espous’d my bride along wit me.R ]3]1 .
Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius TIam. And here, in sight of heaven, 0 RO
live. swear, £ Goths
1 i aunt! Where is the em- If Saturnine advance the Queen of Gioths,
Tytwtrc—:l;r’?lé%{;r’d?v She will a handmaid g;: tc:.t his hi;le;?(l::tsﬁ <
: lord! Lavinia is surpris’d. 284 A loving nurse, a mother to s i
Trgistons’ur?gris‘fidt By whom? e Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon. Lords,
3 By him that justly may accompany : ;
Beﬁsﬂis betroth’d from ):;ll the world away.  Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride,
[Exeunt MARCUS and BASSIANUS Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnme&. -
with LAVINIA. Whose wisdom hath her fotrtune cor{l)qxslgﬁi g. 13t35
wmnm: ur spou -
I\:;\;réyBrothers, help to convey her hence There shall we cons ai Exguﬂta&f? _'él"ms.
ith d 1’11 keep this door safe. 288 Tit. I am not bid to wait upon t ride.
Al m[%igrﬁ:‘i%rcms, QU[E"IUS, and marTIUS. Titus, when wert thou wont to walkfalone, 33’9
Tit. Fc')llow, my lord, and I’ll soon bring her Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs:

_ﬁ?ﬁ?k'}dy lord, you pass not here Re-enter MARCUS, LUCIUS, QUINTUS, and
. » 0 -, i
] What! villain boy; 4 MARTIUS
Ba{:"tét me my way in Rome? [Stabs MUTIUS, .ﬂfa’ar. O! Titus, see, O! see what thou hast
< i ip! [Dies. one; : ]
ol Helpobupmsoa, | In a bad. quarrel slain a virtuous son. )
Re-enter LUCIUS. Tit. No, foolish tnbr?lr}e& no t’ no sto];x c()li;e nan;l::
just; and, more Northou, nor these, confederatesinine
Lt!f-lc':nhsig it HTABRICEUO * " 29z That hath dishonour’d all our family: Y
In wrlc;ngfu’l quarrel you have slain youfr son. Ut};\:ﬁﬂgﬁ Pﬁgt&:réig%igggégy :Sg:éomes;
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine; _ Luc. Bb g sl s b e
er so dishonour me. Give Mutius burial wi ITen.,
Tiiion sevore Lavinin to thecmperor. 2 11, Tatersavay heyesie ol 00
if vou will ; but not to be his wiie 1his m r t
i ey il ol B T, When e S o
Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs hernot, i€ - ) b i
1 2 - ame:; none basely slain in A
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock: 300 Reposein et e e i i
; s leisure, him that mocks me once; Bury him where you can; hie COIT
IT%eEer Lﬁbf{-egy nor th)’r traitorous haughty sons, Mar. My lord, tl’ns md ugmelty glfgfu: o
Confedérat’cs all thus to dishonour me. My nephew Mut_mg dgtch ?115 0 Ifr:au oz him;
Was none in Rome to make a stale 304 He must be buried wi :
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, Quin.) Anq shall, or him we will accompany.

Agreed these deeds with that proud brag of j‘f{zfgt;h'nd STl Whit villain was i spake

that word ? oy
Quin. He that would vouch it in any place
but here. o o 360
Tit. What! would you bury him in my de-
spite?
ME::-. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee
o pardon Mutius, and to bury him.

thine, ’
That saidst T begg’d the empire at thy hands.
Tit. O monstrous! what reproachful wordg
are these! 2 30
Sat. But go thy ways; g0, give that changing

piece N
To him that flourish’d for h;r]rnth his sword.
i -in- shalt enjoy; D
éxfea}ilﬁé ﬁ;’;‘ng;, I&aﬁ}f }ég}l lawlessféﬁgs, 312 T::tr-e?tiarcus, even thou hast struck upon ;1;3‘;
i wealth of Rome. t, .
Tofg?ml?ﬁgset}ﬁoi%??:g?amrs to my wounded And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast
heart wounded:
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My foes 1 do repute you eve
Ty one;
So, trouble me no more, but get you gone.
dg;; He is not with himself; let us with-
Quin. .Not I, till Mutius’ bones b gy
; e buried. Only thus much I give yo :
e B%Atﬁé:}% and tfhfa sons of TITUS kneel, By all the duties thgat I)éwf S %f)emtg il
ples'.d o , for in t name doth nature }‘h.ls noble gcntlgman, Lord Titus he}c
v & s in opinion and in hono s
Qszggékf‘ither, and in that name doth nature &mt, iI; the rescue of I_I,;vli!;i::mng & 43
3 : ; ith his own hand did slay his y
7::: egfeak thou no more, if all the rest will }rn zgal to yoxlll %nd highly r?lov’dst(z)uﬁgsti:son’
Mo . 372 To be controll’d in that he frankl s
sgglrlienowned Titus, more than half my %ﬁc?;e tlaljm then to favour, Satufnigr?;e s
at hath express’d himself i i
L;.fli_Dea.r father, soul and substance of us A father e_andpa friend to thee]r;gg }llllgrg?ds
5 i}:!'ggb lSuﬁ‘erhthy brother Marcus to inter Tc!iteg; 1 L et e A Y ae
e ool 3 ;1;% o?lwoé}e;; 31 I:nrt.ue;’s, nest, 376 ’Tis thou and those that have dishonour’d ;12;
i e nmabvm];a s cause. Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge'
Tho Gt o e att)r arous: How 1 have lov’d and honour’d Saturnine!
il gk i I-'aury A,]ax Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora .428
Did gts oraly p]éad ; ilsf ertes’ son 380 Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine
e Mutiusot; s funerals. ; Then hear me speak indifferently for all; g
Bo bsna il et he:él’ that was thy joy, And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is p’ast.
o i{i_ e ; Sat. What, madam! be dishonour’d openly,
The dismallst day is this thatqg;er Ia;i;l‘]j, rlsse. Anjgl basely put it up without revenge ? 435
"I%?el?ebcfllil;omqour’d gy my sons in Rome! B i%Tferrlint o e sl
s m, afll\/m]':'umrg I};‘l;lgl?n‘?:xr%e ) %shouid be aﬁthor to dishonour you!
: he tomb. But on mine honour d
I:g; g’il;glé:she thy bones, sweet Mutius, with For good Lord Titurs’ ?r{g(}cgggeegagﬁ &
s Whose fury not dissembled speaks his’griefs.

Till i i
we with trophies do adorn thy tomb. 388 Then, at my suit, look graciously on him;

All. [Kneeling,
Mugius ;e ing.] Noman shed tears for noble Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose, 440

He lives in fame that died in virtue’ Nor with sour looks affiict his gentle heart
Mar. My lord,— in virtue’s cause.  [Aside to sATURNINUS.] My lord, be rul’d
dumpS.y— rd,—t0 step out of these dreary __ me, be won at last; - rul'd by

Yo : Dissemble all your griefs a i 3
s smuasdgé}iitgﬁggﬁggggt}eea of G?ths 39z You are but newly 1:%Ianted 111;] ydc:tsliottllltr?;ts:: 444
75+, L'liow not, Marcug, bllfllt I(},CII?(E)' v Lest then, the people, and patricians t0o,

Whether by device or no, 3 w it is, Upon a just survey, take Titus’ part,

the 2 3
Tuishe not; thefis DRholit tohtizz:vilnasncan tell. And so supplant you for ingratitude,

™ ding 396 Which Rome t i i
f}ﬁl,-o%%}slt 2;& fg:}.ltlhllls lglgh good turnsofar? Yield at entre;guaﬁil tglcb; lithx;f(;lllgnsén’ 2
: s obly him remunerate, I’ll find a day to massacre them all -

Flourish. Re-enter, on one side. sa 8 And raze their faction and their fai’nily
attended, TAMORS, DEancreide, SATURNINUS, The cruel father, and his traitorous son
AARON: on the other side, BASSI:\D?U?I?E » and To whom 1 sued for my dear son’: lshc_;n.s, o
g" d Others: » LAVINIA, %fld Iln.akehthem know what *tis to let a queen

af S T neel in the streets and be i i

2 c1:l!n'ze: : sianus, you have play’d your {AIcszg Come, come, swe%tf%;%r;?r;ncg?rﬁ'
ol fvs voint 5 ; ndronicus; 3
Baf. Ai};du ;33’, gﬁgﬁ z.?'Stour ga!Ianti bride. 400 Take up this goc,)d old man, and cheer the hefrc:

=, , my lord! I say no That dies in tempest of th:’,r angry frown.

N“’S}'a:"lsﬂ;i‘t’oll?sffi ﬁnd 50T tilet T S‘:f;.ﬂ’rélse, Titus, rise; my empress hath pre-

po.wer, : ome have law or we have _ Tiz. I thank your majesty, and her, my logig

THon and thi' faciion skl ; These words, these looks, infuse new life in me.
Bix Rich il repent thisrape. 404  Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome :

it you it, my lord, to seize my i }éoman now adopted happily §

) i e ; nd must advise the em r hi

oy oL thecﬁ%t;m%% lfgg;zn gné:la now my wife? This day all quarrels dig efgdf;g:::?cl:i??c'd' 4
R T b o \.tferrmnp all; And let it be mine honour good my ford
Sat. e i et of that is mine. 408 That I have reconcil’d you’r friends and ybu
i , 8ir: are very short with For you, Prince Bassianus, I have pass’d 468

My word and promise to the emperor,

[acT1
But, if we live, we’ll be as sharp with yo
Bas. My lord, what I have done, ag bL::'st I

may,
Answer I must and shall do with my life. 412
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That you will be more mild and tractable. And manners, to intrude where I am grac’d,
‘And fear not, lords, and you, Lavinia, Andmay, for aughtthouknow’st, affected be. 28
By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 472 Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. And so in this, to bear me down with braves.
Luc. We do; and vow to heaven and to his *Tis not the difference of a year or two
highness, Makes me less gracious or thee more fortunate:
That what we did was mildly, as we might, 1 am as able and as fit as thou 33
Tendering our sister’s honour and our own. 476 To serve, and to deserve my mistress’ grace;
‘Mar. That on mine honour hereIdo protest. And that my sword upon thee shall approve,
Sat. Away,and talk not; trouble us no more. And plead my passions for Lavinia’s love. 36
Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all = Aar. Clubs, clubs! these lovers will not keep
be friends: the peace.
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 480 Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, un-
I will not be denied: sweet heart, look back. advis’d,
Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side,
here, Are you so desperate grown, tO threat your
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats, friends? 40
1 do remit these young men’s heinous faults: 484 Go to; have your lath glu’d within your sheath
Stand up. Till you know better how to handle it.
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I
I found a friend, and sure as death I swore have,
1 would not part a bachelor from the priest. 438 Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare.
Come; if theemperor’s court can feast twobrides, Dem. Ay,boy,growyeso brave? [Theydraw.
You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends. Aar. Why, how now, lords! 4s
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw,
Tit. To-morrow,anitplease your majesty 492 ‘And maintain such a quarrel openly?
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge: 48
With horn and hound we’ll give your Grace I would not for a million of gold
bon jour. The cause were known to them it most con-
Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. cerns;
[Trumpets. Exeunt. Nor would your noble mother for much more
Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome. sz
ACT I FOB shame, put up. e mb i
em. otI, ti ave sheat
SCENE I.—Rome. Before the Palace. My rapier in his bosom, and withal
Enter AARON, Thrust those reproachful speeches down his
Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top, throat 55
Safe out of Fortune’s shot; and sits aloft, That he hath breath’d in my dishonour here.
Secure of thunder’s crack or lightning flash, Chi. ForthatIam prepar’d and full resolv’d,
Advanc’d above pale envy’s threat’ning reach. 4 Foul-spoken coward, that thunder’st with thy
‘As when the golden sun salutes the morn, tongue,
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, And with thy weapon nothing dar’st perform!
Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach, Aar. Away, I say! 6o
And overlooks the highest-peering hills; 8 Now, by the gods that war-like Goths adore,
So Tamora. This petty brabble will undo us all.
Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous
And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. It is to jet upon a prince’s right? 64
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts What! is Lavinia then become so loose,
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress, 13 Or Bassianus so degenerate,
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph That for her love such quarrels may be broach’d
ong Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 68
Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains, Young lords, beware! an should the empress
And faster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes 16 know
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. This discord’s ground, the music would not
Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughts! please.
1 will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, Chi. Icarenot, I, knewshe and all the world:
To wait upon this new-made empress. %o 1love Lavinia more than all the world. 72
To wait, said 1? to wanton with this queen, Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some
This goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph, meaner choice:
This siren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine, Lavinia is thine elder brother’s hope.
Andsec!u'sshipwrackandhiscommonweal’s. 24  Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not in
Holla! what storm is this? Rome
_ How furious and impatient they be, 76
Enter DEMETRIUS and CHIRON, braving.  And cannot brook competitors in love?
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit 1 tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths
wants edge By this device.
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Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths
Would I propose, to achieve her whomIlove. 8o

Aar. To achieve her! how?

Dem. Why mak’st thou it so strange?
She is a woman, therefore may be woo’d;
She is a woman, therefore may be won;

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov’d, 84
What, man! more water glideth by the mill
g?an w:)}s attl']i lI].lt].lEl]' of; h':;.nd easy it is grey
a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know: The fields are fr
ghﬁugthassmnus be the emperor”s brother, 88 Uncouple h:re :ggl};ﬁg $§Lfé°§ dsa;re o g
eAer t[‘a‘in‘ge have worn Vulcan’s badge. And wake the emperor and his 10ve}y' bride,
g;y side.] Ay,and as good as Saturninus %ﬂd rouse the prince and ring a hunter’s peéf
5 . at all the court may echo with ise.
th)ngogeilzwhyshould hedespairthatknows §r0ns, let it be your cgarge,oa: ;t isu:;:unsom‘

: 3 : ; 0 attend the emperor’s ly:
wghtfvgds,tﬁmr looks, and liberality ? 92 I have been troubried in r§§r§f£}f ;:E?gun%éﬁt :
An(? l;omit he}? gl?:ﬁliuélyot%znkitergggsangge; i o e inspir‘a.

Aar. Why, then, it seems, somecertain sna?:c-:h e

[acTn

Per Styga, per manes vehor. [Exeunt,

ScenE II.—A Forest.

Horns and cry of hounds heard. Enter TrTUS
ANDRONICUS, with Hunters, &e,; MARCUS,
LUCIUS, QUINTUS, and MARTIUS, :

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and

= o in a peal.
ould serve your turns,
Chi.

£ Ay, so the turn were serv’d. 96
lA?em. Aaron, thou hast hit it. ik

Enter SATURNINUS, TAMORA, BASSIANUS, LA-
VINIA, DEMETRIUS, CHIRON, and Attendants,
= Many good morrows to your majesty;
Them-'h A Would you had hit it too! Madam, to you as manyyand ﬂaé?cfﬁt

i L e Yt i el
A , b ! ang uch fools at. d you b i i ) g
%asgttx’ar&fogthls? Woul;:ht offend youthen roo Somewhat tglo earii; 2‘0? ﬁgv:imalusrrmig:i%gsrd’
i oth should speed? _ Bas. Lavinia, how say you? ;
Dem. Nor me, so I werEaégg Lo I hLav'b e
. s L T M ave been broad awake t
Aar. For shame, be friends, and join for that  Satz. Come on, then;ehov:;};%l:imc?:;(rﬂiént: f:f:

_you jar:
*Tis policy and stratagem must do i

]
%‘St you affect; and so must you resolve, oY A.nc;htgl(lu;gs?e%rt.——[i"o TRl M e
g t what you cannot as you would achieve, Qur Roman hunting
Tol]gl n}?_st perforce accomplish as you may. ar. ‘I have dogs, my lord
Tﬁa; tt hasﬁ {fa 11?1;1 aLug;g;:{ca r\:fﬁa;s' xllgtemore chaste XVﬂl rouse the proudest panthe%sin t}i;eochaser o
i , Bassianus’ love, 109 And climb the highes :
l\A/I ‘sg«t:e‘géer course thg.ri lingering languishment Tit. And I havg ﬁo;sgrgwmmogﬁgvt:’%&e th
- purssie, ::mh have found the path. game 1
There will the lovely Roman ladies roop: - | Dem it hosrallows et the plais,
Eh?iforest walks are wide and sgacious, ; Ifg:'.se[n;fli'(])ugguon’ N et atootins ek
Fi]:t é“ﬁny unfrequented plots there are But hope to pluck a dainty d
itted by kind for rape and villany: e ot
Single you thither then this dainty doe, i
And strike her home by force, if not by words:
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope.
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit
%“? iﬁaﬁ:ny and veng:ﬂ.ncltf consecrate, 121
acquaint with all that we intend:
And she shall file our engines with advice. T S
1 J ob s0

%Esttwﬂl not suffer you tosquare yourselves, 124 And l:lger aT'tgg l.tlog?rgelg]td‘:r oo

0 your wishes’ height advance you both. Let him that thinks of me lso abjectly

The emperor’s court is like the house of F. i
gt ke Ly e agd e:;n:, Know that this gold must coin a stratagem,

Thewoods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and d R o et il bogt

S, . s ull; A very e i i £

The;g uslpzteak, a_nd strike, brave boys, and take Andrs{) ri%ec}:]s%?tsg::te g?:fk‘f ﬂ}%?);iwir unrest 8

There serve you’.lr lusts, shadow’d from heave;:’: e the[%:}; wﬁ; che?é:
ides the gold.

Enter TAMORA.

T;cflrg;l l:algg lovely Aaron, wherefore look’st

When every thing doth make a gleeful boast?

12

25
I16

SceNE ITI.—4 lonely Part of the Forest.
Enter AARON, with a bag of gold.
Aar. He that had wit would think that I had

4

eye,
And revel in Lavinia’s treasury.
Chi. Thycounsel,lad,smellsofnocowardice.
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

SCENE m]

The birds chant melody on every bush, 12
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun,

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
‘And make a chequer’d shadow on the ground.
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 16
And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the

hounds,
Replying shrilly to the well-tun’d horns,
As if a double hunt were heard at once,
Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise; 20
And after conflict, such as was suppos’d
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy’d,
When with a happy storm they were surpris’d,
And curtain’d with a counsel-keeping cave, 24
We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms,
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber;
Whiggsd;lounds and horns and sweet melodious
ir

Be unto us as is a nurse’s song 28
Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your

desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine:
What signifies my deadly-standing eye, 32
My silence and my cloudy melancholy,
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls
Even as an adder when she doth unroll
To do some fatal execution? 36
No, madam, these are no venereal signs:
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.
Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul, 40
Which never hopes more heaven than rests in

thee,
This is the day of doom for Bassianus;
His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day,
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 44
And wash their hands in Bassianus’ blood.
Seest thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee,
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll.
Now question me no more; we are espied; 48
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,
Which dreads not yet their lives’ destruction.
Tam. Ah! my sweet Moor, sweeter to me
than life. :
Aar. No more, great empress; Bassianus
comes: 52
Be cross with him; and I'll go fetch thy sons
Toback thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. [Exit.

Enter BASSIANUS and LAVINIA.
Bas. Who have we here? Rome’s royal em-

press,
Unfurnish’d of her well-beseeming troop? 56
Or is it Dian, habited like her,
‘Who hath aﬁ’andoned her holy groves,
To see the general hunting in this forest?
Tam. Saucy controller of our private steps!
Had I the power that some say Dian had, 61
Thy temples should be planted presently
With horns, as was Actzon’s; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,
Unmannerly intruder as thou art! 65
Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress,
*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning;
And to be doubted that your Moor and you 68
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Are singled forth to try experiments.

Jove shield your husband from his hounds
to-day!

*Tis pity they should take him for a stag.

Bas. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cim-

merian 72

Doth make your honour of his body’s hue,

Spotted, detested, and abominable.

Why are you sequester’d from all your train,

Dismounted from your snow-white goodly

steed,
And wander’d hither to an obscure plot, 77
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor,
If foul desire had not conducted you?

Lav. And,beinginterceptedin yoursport, 8o
Great reason that my noble lord be rated
For sauciness. I pray you, let us hence,

And let her joy her raven-colour’d love;
This valley fits the purpose passing well. 84

Bas. The king my brother shall have note of

this.
Lav. Ay, for theseslips have made him noted

ong:

Good king, to be so mightily abus’d!
Tam, Why have I patience to endure all
this? 88

Enter DEMETRIUS and CHIRON.

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our
gracious mother!
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan?
Ta"f' _)Havc I not reason, think you, to look
pale?
These two have ’tic’d me hither to this place: g2
A barren detested vale, you see, it is;
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean,
O’ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe:
Here never shines the sun; here nothing breeds,
Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven: 97
And when they show’d me this abhorred pit,
They told me, here, at dead time of the night,
A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes,
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins,
Would make such fearful and confused cries,
As any mortal body hearing it
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly.
No sooner had they told this hellish tale, 105
But straight they told me they would bind me

here
Unto the body of a dismal yew,
And leave me to this miserable death: 108
And then they called me foul adulteress,
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms
That ever ear did hear to such effect;
And, had younot by wondrousfortune come, 112
This vengeance on me had they executed.
Revenge it, as you love your mother’s life,
Or be ye not henceforth call’d my children.
Dem. This is a witness that I am thy son. 116
[Stabs BASSIANUS.
CHhi. And this for me, struck home to show
my strength.
[Also stabs BASSIANUS, who dies.
Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis, nay, barbarous
Tamora;
For no name fits thy nature but thy own.
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T&T‘bf?ﬁ;’e me thy poniard; you shall know, w Ldav. (t? Emora! b}f call’d a gentle queen, 168
o 3 126 And with thine own hands kill me in this place;
Ym;rpr g;ather s hand shall right your mother’s For ’tis not life that I have bege’d so 10513 ;ce,
D gSt : ; Poor I was slain when Bassianus died.,
ki ay, madam; here is more belongs Tam. What begg’st thou then? fond woman
First thrash the corn, then after burn the straw 1};': n}%i%%resent death I beg: and h’m,
’Il‘jhls ml_lln.ion stood upon her chastity, 124 more o i
Aggn : E}{ r&lptlal vow, her loyalty, That womanhood denies my tongue to tell.
m;wh . at. painted hope she braves your O! keep me from their worse than killing lust,
as stgla HmiSS' ! And tumble me into some loathsome pit, 176
e s'fe };:arry this unto her grave? Where never man’s eye may behold my body:
Drag:l:lenge lh :r ﬁ Ss%z}n‘g?:ls% I were artl 1eluimcl'n. Dci_‘ this, and be a charitable murderer.
¢ me secret hole, 1 : i
Aan ma.kBe his dead trunk pillow to our ius:9 i%?: i h aues Mol e
15 %rgt. ; h;;t V‘;‘V;IS? ggt{}%:e &Islebléctagety yet‘desire, N% let tlAern sz]atisfy ]iheir lust on thee. 180
C X o sting. 132 em. Away! for thou has g
C;}f]zétls :;grrant you, madam, we will make long. 4§ g e
ure. Lav. No grace!nowom !
%ﬁ;{;cﬁjggslglr_ggz, ncawhperforce I\3\re will enjoy crealture;g ahooa) s et
- rved honesty of yours. The blot and enemy to our gener
Lg::.eo Tamora! thou bear’st a woman’s Confusion fall— 4 y e 184
=i 136 Chi. Nay, then I'll stop your mouth. Bri
1‘}11:;; I will not hear her speak; away with thou her husband: — g
: This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide hi
L;g.r dSweet lords, entreat her hear me but a [DEMETR}:ius throws the body of BASSIM:%]&
o : 3 into the pit; then exeunt DEM
Tobsgzhgff;’é fai%:‘rl trr}l;d;l? u: lﬁt it Eth yoﬁr glory 5 and CHIRON: dragging off LAVI:ITUS
cars; eart to t :
Asﬁme%&mg fegg i o em 140 gg;.siegeweﬂ, my sons: see that you make
tht dam%n did the tiger’s young ones teach ¥Fl:l’e;l }ct ﬁmﬁwgrt know merry cheer indeed 188
; ? i i the Andronici be made A
O! do not learn her wrath; she taught it thee; Now will I hence to seek my io%‘:lzfyMoor

The milk ’ -
emalblet;hou suck’dst from her did turn to And let my spleenful sons this trull deflower.

I}E,rven at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. o e
e[t]%‘recm%ﬂ]leﬂjb;etehds not sons alike: Enter AARON, with QUINTUS and MARTIUS.
C\}rr:)man pi1tly. ou entreat her show a A%r;.e _Come on, my lords, the better foot be-
I:).rsg’li;h;l%asvggl%lgst thou have me pr(;ﬁg %&gﬁighfi wil[_Idbr;'Ing youhto the loathsome 1;5:2
2If re I espied the panther fast
Lav. °Tis true! the raven doth not hatch a  Quin. My sightisvery dull,a\;?h:tﬂ%?:i';:bodes.

lark: i i
Yet have I heard, O! could I find it now, Agg;téhgrﬁg.mne, e r:gg

%gehlégg ﬁsov‘g wiiih pity did endure Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile
Some say thfi)t lgifeégspfi‘):fef i;_,grc]ioa;g 21‘:?1?3’;&;52 Quin. What! Py g e gl
'Zc{')l}ebvgt?észtrfgegl gﬁrghb;lids famish in their Do gl e i el s

! be ! y hard heart i *d wi i

Nojténnxllglsgnl’qnd, P i t§l:;1]y l:ut};s‘S Whgf-?e Irsr’lc,uth is cover’d with rude-growing
. ow not what it means; away with Hpgn w}'lhose leaves are drops of new-shed blolc?g
s fresh as morning’ istill’

I:aljéc?’ let me teach thee! for my father’s A very fatal plncenigt ssier:;‘lvsdtgtg]l;l i
Thﬁagiﬁv;ahgee 10 e el heraicht Hve Speg-ii ?brother, hast thou hurt thee with the
Beﬁ?; DIlfldudfate, pen tho s fenss Sl Mh%g O brother! with the dismall’st object

me,. adst thou in person ne'er offended That ever eye with sight made heart lamen:.n4
Even for his sake am I pitiless. Af?ﬁa [tﬁ;geh]erNow by et
Tgfiﬂbﬁf,h Ec}!));so,ﬂil ;ogz’gl t"t%x;:t}; ;glz_iirg ir} Vai;l That he thereby :Hay give a likely guess
%ﬂt fierce Andrenicus would not relegg:’ e ooy el

e‘l“(cﬁ'io.re, away with her, and use her as you iy

Mart. Why dost not comf
st ort me, and h:l];

Th = )
e worse to her, the better lov’d of me. From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hole?
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Quin, 1 am surprised with an uncouth fear; Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus?
A chilling sweat o’erruns my trembling joints: Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my
My heart suspects more than mine eye can wound:
see. 213 Poor Bassianus here lies murdered.
Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,
heart, {Giving a letter.
Aaron and thou look down into this den, The complot of this timeless tragedy; 265
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 216 And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold
Quin. Aaronis gone;and my compassionate In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny.
heart Sat. And if we miss to meet him hand-
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold somely, 268
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise. Sweet huntsman, Bassianus ’tis we mean,
O! tell me how it is; for ne’er till now 220 Do thou so much as dig the grave for him:
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. Thou know’st our meaning. Look for thy reward
‘Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, Among the nettles of the elder-tree 272
All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb, Which overshades the mouth of that same pit
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 224 Where we decreed to bury Bassianus:
Quin. Ifitbe dark, how dost thouknow’tishe? Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends.
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear O Tamora! was ever heard the like? 276
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, This is the pit, and this the elder-tree.
Which, like a taper in some monument, 228 Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out
Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks, That should have murder’d Bassianus here.
And shows the ragged entrails of the pit: Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus gold. 280
When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood. Sat. [ToTrTus.] Two of thy whelps, fell curs
O brother! help me with thy fainting hand, 233 of bloody kind,
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, Have here bereft my brother of his life.
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison:
As hateful as Cocytus’ misty mouth. 236 There let them bide until we have devis’d 284
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.
thee out; Tam. What! are they in this pit? O won-
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good drous thing! 2
I may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb How easily murder is discovered!
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus’ grave. 240 Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 288
1 have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. I beg this boon with tears not lightly shed;
Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without That this fell fault of my accursed sons,
thy help. Accursed, if the fault be proy’d in them,—
Quin. Thy hand once more; 1 will not loose Sat. Ifitbeprov’d!youseeitisapparent. 292
again, Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you?
Till thou art here aloft, or I below. 244 Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up.
Thou canst not come to me: I come to thee. Tit. 1 did, my lord: yet let me be their bail;
[Falls in. For, by my father’s reverend tomb, I vow 296
7 They shall be ready at your highness’” will
Re-enter AARON with SATURNINUS. To answer their suspicion with their lives.
Sat. Along with me: I'll see what hole is Sizr. Thou shalt not bail them: see thou fol-
)

ere, w me.
And what he is that now is leap’d into it. Some bring the murder’d body, some the mur-
Say, who art thou that lately didst descend 248 derers: e 300
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? Let them not speak a word; the guilt is plain;
‘Mart. The unhappy son of old ‘Andronicus; For, by my soul, were there worse end than
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour, death,
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 252 That end upon them should be executed.
Sat. My brother dead! Iknow thoudostbut _ Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king: 304
j Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough.
Tit. Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk

jest:
He and his lady both are at the lodge,
[Exeunt severally.

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase; with them.
"Tis not an hour since I left him there. 256
Mart. We know not where you left him all SceNE IV.—Another Part of the Forest.

Enter DEMETRIUS and CHIRON, with LAVINIA,
ravished; her hands cut off, and her tongue

alive; :
But, out alas! here have we found him dead.
Enter TAMORA, with Attendants; TITUS ANDRO- cut out.

NICUS, and LUCIUS.

Tam. Where is my lord, the king? speak,
Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev’d with kill- Who °twas that cut thy tongue and ravish'd
ing grief. 260 thee.

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can




