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When I do weep, they humbly at my feet For now I stand as one upon a rock
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me; Environ’d with a wilderness of sea,
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,
Rome could afford no tribune like to these. 44 Expecting ever when some envious surge 97
A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than Will in his brinish bowels swallow him.
stones; This way to death my wretched sons are gone;
A stone is silent, and offendeth not, Here stands my other son, a banish’d man, 100
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to ‘And here my brother, weeping at my woes:
eath. [Rises. But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn,
But wherefore stand’st thou with thy weapon Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul.
drawn? 48 Had I but seen thy picture in this plight 104
Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their It would have madded me: what shall I do
death; Now I behold thy lively body so?
For which attempt the judges have pronounc’d Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears,
My everlasting doom of banishment. Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr’d thee:
Tis. O happy man! they have befriended Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 109
ee. sz Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead by this.
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive  Look! Marcus; ah! son Lucius, look on her:
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers? When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears
Tigers must prey; and Rome affords no prey Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-dew 113
But me and mine: how happy art thou then, 56 Upon a gather’d lily almost wither"d.
From these devourers to be banished! ‘Mar. Perchance she weeps because they
But who comes with our brother Marcus here? kill’d her husband;
Perchance because she knows them innocent.
Enter MARCUS and LAVINIA. Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be
Mar. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to weep; joyful, 117
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break: 60 Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them,
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. No, no, they would not do so foul a deed;
Tit. Will it consume me? let me see it then. Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. 120
Mar. This was thy daughter. Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips;}
Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 64 Or make some sign how I may do thee ease.
Luc. Ay me! this object kills me. Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,
le;t. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon And thou, and I, sit round about some foun-
er. tain, 124
Speak, Lavinia, what accursed hand Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight? How they are stain’d, like meadows yet not dry,
What fool hath added water to the sea, 69 With miry slime left on them by a flood?
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? And in the fountain shall we gaze so long 128
My grief was at the height before thou cam’st; Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness,
And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds. 72 And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears?
Give me a sword, I’ll chop off my hands t00; Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine?
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain; Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb
And they have nurs’d this woe, in feeding life; shows 132
In bootless prayer have they been held up, 76 Pass the remainder of our hateful days?
And they have serv’d me to effectless use: What shall we do? let us, that have our tongues,
Now all the service I require of them Plot some device of further misery,
Is that the one will help to cut the other. To make us wonder’d at in time to come. 136
*Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands, 80 Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears; for at
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. your grie "
Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr’d See how my wretched sister sobs and weeps.
thee? Mar. Patience, dear niece. Good Titus, dry
Mar. O! that delightful engine of her thine eyes.
thoughts, Tit. Ahl Marcus, Marcus, brother; well I
That blabb’d them with such pleasing elo- wot 140
quence, 84 Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine,
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, For thou, poor man, hast drown’d it with thine
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung OWIL ] i
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear. Luc. Ah!my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.
Lue. O} say thou for her, who hath done  Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand her
this deed? 88 signs: 144
Mar. O! thus I found her straying in the park, Had she a tongue to speak, now would she say
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer, That to her brother which I said to thee:
That hath receiv’d some unrecuring wound.  His napkin, with his true tears all bewet,
Tit, It was my dear; and he that wounded Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks, 148
er o2 O! what a sympathy of woe is this;
Hath hurt me more than had he kill’d me dead: As far from help as limbo is from bliss.
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Luc. Ah Eithat this sight should make so deep ScenEe II.—The Same. A Room in TITUS’
a wound,
And yet detested life not shrink thereat, 247 Houpe: 4 Bapqust dct o
That ever death should let life bear his name, Enter TITUS, MARCUS, LAVINIA, and young
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe. LUCIUS, a Boy.
[LAVINIA kisses TITUS, Tit. So, so; now sit; and look you eat no
Mar. Alas! poor heart; that kiss is comfort- more
less Than will preserve just so much strength in us
As frozen water to a starved snake, ‘As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.
Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot: 4
end? 252 Thynieceand I, poorcreatures, want our hands,
Mar. Now, farewell, flattery: die, Andro- And cannot passionate our ten-fold grief
nicus; With folded arms, This poor right hand of
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons’ heads, mine
Thy war-like hand, thy mangled daughter here; Is left to tyrannize upon my breast; 8
Thy other banish’d son, with this dear sight 256 And when my heart, all mad with misery,
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I, Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh,
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. Then thus I thump it down.
Ah! now no more will I control thy griefs. [Te LAvINIA,] Thou map of woe, that thus dost
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 260 talk in signs! 1z
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal When thy poor heart beats with outrageous
sight beating
The closing up of our most wretched eyes! Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still.
Now is a time to storm; why art thou still ? Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans;
Tit. Ha, ha, ha! 264 Or get some little knife between thy teeth, 16
Mar. Why dost thou laugh? it fits not with And just against thy heart make thou a hole;
this hour. That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall
Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed: May run into that sink, and, soaking in,
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 20
And would usurp upon my watery eyes, 268  Mar. Fie, brother, fie! teach her not thus to
And make them blind with tributary tears: lay
Then which way shall I find Revenge’s cave? Such violent hands upon her tender life.
For these two heads do seem to speak to me, Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote
‘And threat me I shall never come to bliss 272 already?
Till all these mischiefs be return’d again Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but L. 24
Even in their throats that have committed What violent hands can she lay on her life?
them. Ah! wherefore dost thou urge the name of
Come, let me see what task I have to do. hands;
You heavy people, circle me about, 276 To bid Zneas tell the tale twice o'er,
That I may turn me to each one of you, How Troy was burnt and he made miserable?28
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. O! handle not the theme, to talk of hands,
The vow is made. Come, brother, take a head: Lest we remember still that we have none.
‘And in this hand the other will I bear. 280 Fie, fie! how franticly I square my talk,
Lavinia, thou shalt be employ’d in these things: As if we should forget we had no hands, 32
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy If Marcus did not name the word of hands.
teeth. Come, let’s fall to; and gentle girl, eat this:
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my sight; Hereisno drink. Hark, cus, what she says;
Thou art an exile, and thou must NOt stay: 284 I can interpret all her martyr’d signs: 36
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there: She says she drinks no other drink but tears,
And if you love me, as I think you do, Brew’d with her sorrow, mash’d upon her
Let’s kiss and part, for we have much to do. cheeks.
[Exeunt TITUS, MARCUS, and LAVINIA. Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought;
Lue. Farewell, Andronicus, my noblefather; In thy dumb action will I be as perfect 40
The woefull’st man that ever liv’d in Rome: 289 As begging hermits in their holy prayers:
Farewell, proud Rome; till Lucius come again, Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. heaven,
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister; 292 Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign,
O! would thou wert as thou tofore hast been; But I of these will wrest an alphabet, 44
But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives And by still practice learn to know thy meaning.
But in oblivion and hateful griefs. Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep
If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs, 296 laments: g
And make proud Saturnine and his empress Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale.
Beg at the gates like Tarquin and his queen. Mar. Alas! the tender boy, in passion mov’'d,
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, Doth weep to see his grandsire’s heaviness. 49
To be reveng’'d on Rome and Satumine.[ano Tit. Peace, tender sapling; thou art made of
xit. tears,
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And tears will quickly melt thy life away.
[MARCUS strikes the dish with a knife.
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy

knife? 52
Mar. At that that I have kill’d, my lord; a

fly.
Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill’st my
heart;
Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny:
A deed of death, done on the innocent, 56
Becomes not Titus’ brother. Get thee gone;
I see, thou art not for my company.
Mar. Alas! my lord, I have but kill'd a fly,
Tit. But how if that fly had a father and a
mother? 60
How would he hang his slender gilded wings
And buzz lamenting doings in the air!
Poor harmless fly,

That, with his pretty buzzing melody, 64 A

Came here to make us merry! and thou hast
kill’'d him.
Mar. Pardon me, sir; it was a black ill-
favour’d fly,
Like to the empress’ Moor; therefore I kill’d

him,

Tit. 0, 0, O! 68
Then pardon me for reprehending thee,
For thou hast done a charitable deed.
Give me thy knife, I will insult on him;
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor 72
Come hither purposely to poison me.
There’s for thyself, and that’s for Tamora.
Ah! sirrah.
Yet I think we are not brought so low, 76
But that between us we can kill a fly
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor.

Mar. Alas! poor man; grief has so wrought

on him,

He takes false shadows for true substances. 8o
Tit. Come, take away. Lavinia, go with me:

T'll to thy closet; and go read with thee

Sad stories chanced in the times of old.
Come, boy, and go with me: thy sight is young,
And thoushalt read when mine begins to dazzle.
[Exeunt.

ACT IV
SceNE I.—Rome, TITUS® Garden.
Enter TiTUS and MARCUS, Then enter young
LUCIUS, LAVINIA runmning after him.

Boy. Help, grandsire, help! my aunt Lavinia
Follows me everywhere, I know not why:
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes:
Alas! sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 4

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine O

aunt.
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee
harm

B&’ff«j A-y, when my father was in Rome, she

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these
signs? 8
Tit, Fear her not, Lucius: somewhat doth
she mean,
See, Lucius, see how much she makes of thee;

752

{acT v

Somewhither would she have thee go with her,
Ah! boy; Cornelia never with more care 12
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee
Sweet poetry and Tully’s Orator.

Mar. Canst thou not guess wherefore she

plies thee thus?

Boy. My lord, 1 know not, I, nor can I guess,
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her; 17
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft,
Extremity of griefs would make men mad;
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 20
Ranmad through sorrow; 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; 24
Which made me down to throw my books and

fly,
Causeless, perhaps. But pardonme, sweetaunt;
nd, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,
1 will most willingly attend your ladyship. 28
Mar. Lucius, I will
[LAVINIA furns over the books which
LUCIUS had let fall.
Ti}fl.is {-Iownow,l.avinia! Marcus,whatmeans
t

Some book there is that she desires to see.
Which is it, girl, of these? Open them, boy. 32
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d;
Come, and take choice of all my library,
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed. 36
‘Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus?
Mar. 1 think she means that there was more
than one
Confederate in the fact: ay, more there was;
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge.
Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tossethso?
Boy. Grandsire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamorphoses;
My mother gave it me.
Mar. For love of her that’s gone,
Perhaps, she cull’d it from among the rest. 44
Tit. Soft!see how busily she turns the leaves!
Helping her.
What would she find? Lavinia, sgla.llji rgad?
This is the tragic tale of Philomel,
And treats of Tereus’ treason and his rape; 48
And rape, 1 fear, was root of thine annoy.
Mar. See, brother, see! note how she quotes
the leaves.
Tit. : Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris’d, sweet
giri,
Ravish’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, sz
Forc'd in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods?
See, see!
Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt,—
! had’we never, never hunted there,— 56
Pattern’d by that the poet here describes,
By nature made for murders and for rapes.
Mar. O! why should nature build so foul a

den,
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 60

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, for here are none
but friends,

‘What Roman lord it was durst do the deed:
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst,
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece’ bed? 64

SCENE 1]
Mar. Sit down, sweet niece: brother, sit
down by me,
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,
Inspire me, that I may this treason find!
My lord, look here; look here, Lavinia: 68
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst,
This after me. i
[He writes his name with his staff, and
guides it with his feet and mouth.
I have writ my name
Without the help of any hand atall. =~
Curs’d be that heart that forc’d us to this shift!
Write thou, good niece, and here display at last
What God will have discover’d for revenge. 74
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain,
That we may know the traitors and the truth!
[She takes the staff in her mouth, and guides
it with her stumps, and writes.
Tit. O! do you read, my lord, what she hath
writ? 77
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius.
Mar. What, what!thelustfulsons of Tamora
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 80
Tit. Magni dominator poli, D
Tam lentus audis scelera? tam lentus vides?
Mar. O! calm thee, gentle lord; although I
know
There is enough written upon this earth 84
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel;
Andkneel, sweetboy, the RomanHector’shope;
And swear with me, as, with the woeful fere 89
‘And father of that chaste dishonour’d dame,
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece’ rape,
That we will prosecute by good advice 92
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,
And see their blood, or die with this reproach.
Tit. *Tis sure enough, an you knew how;
But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware:

The dam will wake, an if she wind you once: 97

She’s with the lion deeply still in league,

‘And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back,
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Tit. No, boy, not so; I'll teach thee another
course.
Lavinia, come. Marcus, look to my house; 120
Lucius and I’ll go brave it at the court:
Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we'll be waited on.
[Exeunt TITUS, LAVINIA, and Boy.
Mar. O heavens! can you hear a good man
roan, : i
An§ not relent or not compassion him? 124
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy, |
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart
Than foemen’s marks upon his batter’d shield;
But yet so just that he will not revenge. 128
Revenge, yeheavens, for old Andronicus! [Exit.

SceNE IL—The Same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter, from one side, AARON, DEMETRIUS, and
CHIRON; from the other young LUCIUS, and
an Attendant, with a bundle of weapons, and
verses writ upon them.

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius;

He hath some message to deliver us,

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad
randfather.
Bgoy. My lords, with all the humbleness I
may, ) 4
I greetyyour honours from Andronicus;
[Aside.] And pray the Roman gods, confound
you both! : ;
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: what’s the
news?
Boy. [Aside.] Thatyouare both decipher’d,
that’s the news, 8

For villains mark’d with rape. [dloud.] May it

please you,

My grandsire, well advis’d, hath sent by me

The goodliest weapons of his armoury,

To gratify your honourable youth, 12

The hope of Rome, for so he bade me say;

And so I do, and with his gifts present

Your lordships, that whenever you have need,

You may be armed and appointed well. 16

And when he sleeps will she do what she list. o0 And so I leave you both: [Aside.] like bloody

You’re a young huntsman, Marcus: letitalone;

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass,

And with a gad of steel will write these words,
And lay it by: the angry northern wind 104
Will blow these sands like Sibyl’s leaves abroad,
And where’s your lesson then? Boy, what say

you? :
Boy. 1 say, my lord, that if I were a man,

Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe
For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 109

villains. [Exeunt Boy and Attendant.
Dem, What’s here? A scroll; and written
round about?
Let’s sce:— 1
[Reads.] ‘Integer vite, scelerisque purus, 20
Non eget Mauri jaculis, nec arcu.
Chi. O!’tis a verse in Horace; I know it well:
I read it in the grammar long ago. |
Aar. Ay just, a verse in Horace; right, you
have it. 24

Mar. Ay, that’s my boy! thy father hath full :[&Is:'de.] Now, what a thing it is to be an ass!
ft

o
For his ungrateful country done the like.
Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live.

Lucius, I’ll fit thee; and withal my boy
Shall carry from me to the empress’ sons

ere’s no sound jest! the old man hath found
their guilt

112 And sends them weapons wrapp’d about with
Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury:

nes. \
That wo’und, beyond their feeling, to the quick;
But were our witty empress well afoot, 29

Presents that I intend to send them both: 116 She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit:

Come, come; thou’lt do thy message, wilt thou
not?
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms,

grandsire.

But let her rest in her unrest awhile.

[To them.] And now, young lords, was’t not a
happy star 32

Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so,
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Captives, to be advanced to this height?
It did me good before the palace ga%e
To};nrava the tribune in his brother’s hearing. 36
lgTd But me more good, to see so great a gur. Aaron, it must; the mother wills it so,
Ba;cly i?;il{'liu]a;te et 0 ggt IWhat'. must it, nurse? then let no man
Aar. Had he not reason, Lord Demetrius? Do execution fl o
Dlg you i'lot use his daughter very friendly? 40  Dem. T'll brgggx;{heegd%%?etggog. ier’
;::ﬁ i would we had a thousand Roman point: o
AtScR ey 5y ageif i il Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon dispatch
Chi. A charitable wish and full of love.
Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say

amen, 44
C r}lf:o IAnd that would she for twenty thousand

[acT v

Accurs’d the offspring of so ft
Cht. Tt shall not live, ot g
Aar. It shall not die.

it.
Aar. Sooner this sword sh
ek rd shall plough tlg

[Takes the Child from the Nurse,

: i and draw.
Sta i i ill your
Fo?em. bComf:, let us go and pray to all the gods y,rc:?ggg ?erous o g b i
x dorur[Ailig';e]d II}'Lrothi; ltnh her pains. Now, by the burning tapers of the sky.
ik given' o 33; e [c}erEJ: ;;aet'?esogtgsis ;[Ihacth shone so brightly when this boy v:ras got,
5 . He dies upon my scimitar’ i
Di:}::‘z.t h\:fsl’;y do the emperor’s trumpets flour- IThaﬁ touches thi); my ﬁrsi—%g}rﬁrs%g 2‘11123. heil'9 5
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor h: S S el e .
e Novte her% ?ror ath a son, Wlt!]:r Oaéld his threatening band of Typhon’s

Enter a Nurse, with a blackamoor Child D et ) st the sndiof wa
»  Shall seize this prey out of his f s -
A;rlgﬁ quod morrow, lords. O! tell me, did What, what, ycsanguine, sha]lowia.]:ttfel:’."ll:tfzc{1 gggﬁ i
Aaron the Moor? ¥ E’g;lgiz-clﬁn;;dbwim ! J{c sléhiouéo pulintioiien
. - e
H é‘li_g" &E,ﬁﬁdﬁz}ﬁii. ‘?vgtlﬁe::r awhitat ‘E;l.ll, In that it scorns tgrbi;nazggﬁgf rhgg'e’ 5+
aron now? For all the water in the .
5, e Asron! e ae sl undone. 56 Cam s i the smas black e to it
v ! ugh she lave t i
Algerép'\!ﬁhy, what a caterwauling dost thou %eﬂkthc empress frog'lmn}llgulrgniu cﬁ‘x zgﬂg Sy
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thi R o iy o e v
n thine ? i iy
SFEpeuiien miep nc fomble S iins agg.;l Dtir::; ?lez thou betray thy noble mistress

heaven'’s eye, M. mi:

. ; 5 - ;

Our empress’ shame, and stately Rome’s dis? Asfleqf- e W sl
H 108

grace! i
- . () . . Th 4 i
Shj ;s; d%lévsvrht.’gﬂllc;rds, she is deliver’d. Th?s‘l;gi%:% :l?%l:g fvgﬁufﬁ(}fﬁgfﬁmh:
ot ey e This maugre all the world will I kee ) safe
ean, ght a-bed. Or some of you shall it in Rogie:
Aar. Well, God give her good rest! What Dem. By%his %t?r niglt?'llé? irso ;011E iﬁgghma%{éz

hath he sent her? . :
Nur. A devil. 64 Ce}:éa]?eome will despise her for this foul

Aar., Why, then she’ il’ raj
S i, e’s the devil’s dam: a joy- hgaééth'l"he emperor in his rage will doom her

NortAd n
i:srue{& joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful Skz‘. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 116
Eggégs?:hs%g?, af %)oatl&some s ggér;‘/hy, there’s the privilege your beauty
rest breeders of our clime. i Y i
Ehn%eglig;estshsendﬁr{t i stamp,c:ltlgreseal, Fle,b ltur:}?lg:rll'lgerous hue! that will betray with
s ee christen it with thy dagger’s ghe c‘lose enacts and counsels of the heart:
el ; ere’s a young lad fram’d o :
: e , ye whore! is black so base'; kg(::'chh:vifl thelglackslave smilf;:ggf)};etlili:e?arfh?ro
shoul § i 3
w;ﬁ}o\?ﬁ?ﬁu;ﬁ a:l}:lea:;ttltte}?usblosst)’m,su:e. He is your brotig’, loorlgslasctl:'nii%lin tflé::lne -
Aa(. B Lt cans(:ung??:l; s gf :jh?‘t self blood that ﬁrs’t gave liI!fe 10 you; 124
gg:- "T(lilltl)l{ ot nweigm that womb where you imprison’d
aan: An?;;nihleg:ai;e ggﬂg ﬁhﬁ motthher. He is enfranchised and come to light:
e A 5 og, thou hast %a}};l, he is your brother by the surer 'side.
o, g e teathed though my seal be stamped in his face. 128

e J\l')ur:;ss}}’aron, what shall I say unto the em-

SCENE 1]

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, whatistobe done,
And we will all subscribe to thy advice:
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 132
Aar. Thensit we down, and let us all consult,
My son and I will have the wind of you:
Keep there: now talk at pleasure of your safety.
They sit.
Dem. How many women saw this child of
his? 136
Aar. Why, so, brave lords! when we join in
league,
1 am a lamb; but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness,
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. 140
But say, again, how many saw the child?
Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself,
And no one else but the deliver’d empress.
Aar. The empress, the midwife, and your-
self: 144
Two may keep counsel when the third 's away.
Go to the empress; tell her this I said:
[Stabbing her.
‘Weke, weke!’
So cries a pig prepared to the spit. 148
Dem. What mean’st thou, Aaron? ‘Where-
fore didst thou this?
Aar. O lord, sir, ’tis a deed of policy:
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours,
A long-tongu’d babbling gossip ? no, lords, no.
‘And now be it known to you my full intent. 153
Not far, one Muli lives, my countryman;
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed.
His child is like to her, fair as you are: 156
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,
And tell them both the circumstance of all,
‘And how by this their child shall be advanc'd,
‘And be received for the emperor’s heir, 160
And substituted in the place of mine,
To calm this tempest whirling in the court;
And let the emperor dandle him for his own.
Hark ye, lords; yousee, I have given her physic,
[Pointing to the Nurse.
And you must needs bestow her funeral; 165
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms.
This done, see that you take no longer days,
But send the midwife presently to me. 168
The midwife and the nurse well made away.
Then let the ladies tattle what they please.
Chi. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust the air
‘With secrets.
Dem. For this care of Tamora, 172
Herself and hers are highly bound to thee.
[Exeunt DEMETRIUS and CHIRON,
bearing off the Nurse’s body.
Aﬁzir. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow
es;
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms,
And secretly to greet the empress’ friends. 176
Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I’ll bear you
hence;
For it is you that puts us to our shifts:
T’ll make you feed on berries and on roots,
And feed on curds and whey. and suck the goat,
And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 181
To be a warrior, and command a camp.
[Exit with the Child.
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SceNE TIL.—The Same. A Public Place.

FEnter TITUS, bearing arrows, with letters on the
ends of them ; with him MARCUS, young LUCIUS,
PUBLIUS, SEMPRONIUS, CAIUS, and other Gentle-
men, with bows.

Tit. Come, Marcus, come; kinsmen, this is

the way.

Sir boy, now let me see your archery:

Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there

straight.

Terras Astrea reliquit: 4

Be you remember’d, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s

ed.

Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall

Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets;

Happily you may find her in the sea; 8

Yet there’s as little justice as at land.

No; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it;

*Tis you must dig with mattoc and with spade,

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth: 12

Then, when you come to Pluto’s region,

I pray you, deliver him this petition;

Tell him, it is for justice and for aid,

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 16
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.

‘Ah! Rome. Well, well; I made thee miserable

What time I threw the people’s suffrages

On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me. 20

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all,

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch’d:

This wicked emperor may have shipp’d her
hence;

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.

Mar. O Publius! is not this a heavy case, 25
To see thy noble uncle thus distract?

Pub. Therefore,mylord,ithighlyusconcerns
By day and night to attend him carefully, 28
And feed his humour kindly as we may,

Till time beget some careful remedy.

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy.
Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war 32
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tit. Publius, hownow ! how now, mymasters !
What! have you met with her? 36

Pub. gio, my good lord; but Pluto sends you

word,
If you will have Revenge from hell, you shall:
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’d,
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere
else, 40
So that perforce you must needs stay a time.

Tit. Hedothmewrongto feed mewith delays.

Tl dive into the burning lake below,
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 44
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we;
No big-bon’d men fram’d of the Cyclops’ size;
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back,
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs
can bear: 48
And sith there’s no justice in earth nor hell,
We will solicit heaven and move the gods
To send down Justice for to wreak our wrongs.
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer,
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Marcus. [He gives them th i i i
Ad Jovem, that’s for you: here, ﬁ A;;H;:,‘;f; ggrrla?h, e ooy
fld M::;them, that’s for myself: Clo. Ay, sir,
- :rg,at ug, t((:Ja Ii"ilsllagé thereé to Mercury: Tit. Then here is a supplication for you
s 'a . gooé : Lo aturnine; . 56 And when you come to him, at the first ap:
Togt o o ols oot against the wind. proach you must kneel; then kiss his foot; then
o2 m’y s - hgl‘.}rse’ ogtste when I bl(.i. deliver up your pigeons; and then look for, your
. le;:’rénggﬁgc;tggect, A rewcf‘z}.rd.l llbeathand, sir:siae youdoitbravely
10 5 ] “lo. T warrant you, sir; let J :
h{gg.cohnsmt_men, shoot all your shafts into  Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knmif: ?al%n:me ig
We will afflict the emperor in his pri e '
; pride. Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration;
T‘t,féungﬁ, ?ﬁztiil;s', draw. [They shoot.] O! igx"i tht};;u haﬁ;t mtaltde itlikea humbcl:gl §uppliant-
1, Lucius! (2330 when thou hast given it to th 7
G%(}gr boMy, in Xnigq s lap: give it Pallas. 64 Knock at my door, gamcl tell me ivi???a?;’an?
e léttei‘r igrwimal‘]rg :i tq;lcte) ?e&flcl;;ld the moon; g(a. God be with you, sir; I will, iz
Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what hast thou lerle o i Bt (e
" - [Exeunt.

See, see! thou hast shot off one of Taurus® ho
A{,‘i’gﬁr[?sh“;as e s utivy o wﬁ; = SCENE IV.—The Same. Before the Palace,
us shot, i 69 [Enter SATURNINUS, TAMORA, DEMETRIUS, CHIR|
]THI:S Bduu’ being gall’d, gave Ariessuchaknock  Lords,and Others:SATURNINUS wiizihe arrg::.;
Ih &: D}Ynf;ubu?th the Ram’s horns in the court: in his hand that TITUS shot.
vil?aig ~,s ould find them but the empress’ S&a}. Why, lords, what wrongs are these!
2 72 as ev x
Sheclgggltd. and told the Moor, he should not %n «=:m1:>er::;crrcf?3 I?ome thus overborne
- . 0 bl > :
Bu}i‘%w%( tﬁlem thto his mast:er for a present. 0? ;lgale?ﬁsi?clgrggg?nﬂgﬂscﬁa&%tg?';;;?s ol &
sl{ip e ))rrf ere it gocs: God give his lord- My lords, you know, as do the mightful.gods :
! However these disturbers of our peace G

Enter a Clown, with a basket, and two pigeons Buzz in the people’s ears,—there nought hath

in it. B tpass’d, ith 1
ut even with law, agai i
Nezg![;ews from heaven! Marcus, the post is %‘S old Andronicus. f’éﬁ%ﬁg ‘:tlzul:lf]'[ gty
3 : b 76 His sorrows h ’d his wi
gﬁﬁhf Egmt _taclzjngs_,? have you any letters? Shall we beS th?l:ea%?li?t‘é%n:};hgi?fmgi:n 1
eihl he 'v;: h;gs i l;:g.twhat sa;s Jupiter? His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness? i I
bk rirons e r§1d et-maker? He says that he And now he writes to heaven for his redres 7
i e till%m again, for the man must See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercu ;i
M i Se Jnlfx'tt weeIk. : 4, 81 This to Apollo; this to the god of warl'—y'
e i I{c i “131 e,rt, - ask thee? Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome! 16
S ] — illi?e upiter; I never What’s this but libelling against the senate,
o i it 1o = . 84 And blazoning our injustice every where? s
Clo. Ay, of my ;;igeox]:so siro gottrllfincéal:e?s%ﬂ ﬁsgoﬁgl Y inasvimancs
! : 3 : ¢ ] . ') - =
?If} Vlgfhy, didst thou not come from heaven? But“it‘ I E\?é‘ ltlilissagéiu;}éome Rkt e ST
. From heaven! alas! sir, I never came y st iy

n - Shall be no shelter to k
there. God forbid I should be so bold to press But he and his shall k::lcljﬁetﬁ;tu}z%f?c’c lives

to heaven in my young days. Wh i
) i ys. y, ] am going In Saturninus’ health: w if s
;vl:l)tg ;ﬂgttl:élrg‘e}?_%s; ;‘?ﬂtggtmbunal plebs, to take He’ll so awake, as she ;t-lhtqur?)’r 1551;11116 T
e wixt my uncle and or;;: Cuj’i ?'itf t11\14e proud’st conspirator that lives
Mar. i 4 am. My graciouslord, myl - i
sewea;orvﬁggf g]:ét_tga.t is ;S fit as can be to Lord of my life, commander gf{;el&Satuggmeé
o l;er:cl) 3 afn let him deliver the Calm thee, and bear the faults o% Ti?llllsg’ ag =
B i et 1&01]? you. . 96 The effects of sorrow for his valiant s 2
the H you deliver an oration to Whose loss hath pierc’d him onscarr' d
C?mplsrror with a grace? his heart; N iy A
& alloiny ?iﬁ truly, sir, I could never say grace %ﬁ:d rather comfort his distressed plight 32
ey i ; } 100 an prosecute the m
i :givgmah, come hither: make no more ado, For these contempts _e_a[n‘:si_:dor e i
Boiaat thgc!)lurhgﬁti;)ns to the emperor: shall become : e e
8 ave justice at his hands Hi i [
Hold. 1 4 . gh-witted Tamo i .
chal;glg.’ meanwhile, here’s money for thy But, Titus, I have tﬁn«t:g’sil?ﬂzgcﬁ?hiu. ick, 36
Potoriosas codonpasn 104 Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be Elw1msce {:
ink, Then is all safe, the anchor’s in the port.l
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With words more sweet, and yet more danger-
Enter Clown. ous,
How now, good fellow ! wouldst thou speak with Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep,
us? Whenas the one is wounded with the bait,
Clo. Yea, forsooth, an your mistership be The other rotted with delicious feed. 92
emperial. 40  Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.
Tam, Empress I am, but yonder sits the _ Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will:
emperor, For I can smooth and fill his aged ear
Clo. 'Tishe. Godand SaintStephengiveyou With golden promises, that, were his heart 96
good den. Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf,
1 have brought you a letter and a couple of Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue.
pigeons here. [To EmiLius.] Go thou before, be our ambas-
[SATURNINUS reads the letter. sador:
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him pre- Say that the emperor requests a parley 100
sently. 44 Of war-like Lucius, and appoint the meeting,
Clo. How much money must I have? Even at his father’s house, the old Andronicus.
Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be hanged. Sat. Amilius, do this message honourably:
Clo. Hanged! By’rlady,thenlhave brought And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 104
up a neck to a fair end. [Exit, guarded. Bid him demand what pledge will please him
Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 49 best.
Shall I endure this monstrous villany? Emil. Your bidding shall I do effectually.
I know from whence this same device proceeds: [Exit.
May this be borne? Asif his traitorous sons, 52 Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus,
That died by law for murder of our brother, And temper him with all the art I have, 108
Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully! Topluck proud Lucius from the war-like Goths.
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again,
Nor age nor honour shall shape privilege. 56 And bury all thy fear in my devices. :
For this proud mock T'll be thy slaughterman; Sat. Then go successantly, and plead to him,
Sly frantic wretch, that holp’st to make me great, [Exeunt.
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. e

Fi, FYTLIOL SceNE L.—Plains near Rome
What news with thee, Amilius? 60 " 2 2
&Emil. Arm, arm, my lord! Rome never had Flourish. Enter LUCIUS, and an army of Goths,
more cause. with drums and colours.
The Goths have gather’d head, and withapower  Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil, friends,
They hither march amain, under conduct 64 I have received letters from great Rome,
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus; Whichsignify whathate they bear theiremperor,
Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do And how desirous of our sight they are. 4
As much as ever Coriolanus did. Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness,
Sat. Is war-like Lucius general of the Goths? Imperious and impatient of your wrongs;
These tidings nip me, and I hang the head 69 And wherein Rome hath done you any scath,
As flowers with frost or grass beat down with Let him make treble satisfaction.
storms. First Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach: Andronicus,
*Tis he the common people love so much; 72 Whose name was once our terror, now our
Myself hath often heard them say, comfort; :
When I have walked like a private man, Whose high exploits and honourable deeds
That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully, Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 12
And they have wish’d that Lucius were their Be bold in us: we’ll follow where thou lead’st,
emperor. 76 Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day
Tam. Why should you fear? is not your city Led by their master to the flower’d fields,
strong? And be aveng’d on cursed Tamora. 16
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, Goths, And, as he saith, so say we all with
And will revolt from me to succour him. him, ’
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like  Lue. I humbly thank him, and I thank you
thy name. 80
Is the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it?
The eagle suffers little birds to sing,
‘And is not careful what they mean thereby,
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings 84 :
He can at pleasure stint their melody; See. Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our
Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome. troops 1 stray’d, 20
Then cheer thy spirit; for know, thou emperor, To gaze upon a ruinous monastery;
I will enchant the old Andronicus 88 And as I earnestly did fix mine eye

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth?

Enter a Goth, leading AARON, with his Child
in his arms.




