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ScruantSi

Enter the TribiinrS4»J Sen a tours aloft: And then enter 
SnturninuS and his followers at onedore, and Baffi.mus and 
his followers 3\?ilb Tyrants and Truwptts.

O

NO bl e TiXricinnS) Pa t run s. of my Right,
Defend the iufticcof my caufe with annes. 
And Countrimen my louing followers, 
Picadinyfijcccfllue Title with your fwords: 

lam hisfirf! borne fonne, that was the laft 
That ware the Imperial'! D iademeof Rome,
Then 1 et my Fathers honours liue in me,
Nor wronj? mine a tie with chisindis-nicie,o n o

Bajjiantu.
Romanies,friendssfo11owers,fauourers of my Right, 
If cuer Bajfiamti forfars fonne,
V  Veregratious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Kcepe then this pafTage to the'Capitoll,
And fuller not difhonourtoapproch,
The Imperial! feate to vertuc, confecratc

A 3



The moll: lamentable Tragedi
T  o iuftice, continence, and Nobillitie;
But let defertin pure election fhine,
And Romainesfight forfreedome in your choice, 

Marcnt Andronicm with the (r,mne. 
Princcithat ftriue by factions and by Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Kuleand Empcric,
Know that thcpeople of Rome for whom we Rand 
A fpedal 1 Partie,haue by common voice.,
In election for the Romaine Empery 
Chofen fiAndronicwfo rnamed "Tim:
For many good and great deferts to Rome,
A  Nobler mail,a braucr V  Varnour,
Liues not this day within the Cutie walls,
Hce bv the Senateis accited home,
From weary warres againft the barbarous G»tke$3 
That with his Tonnes a terrourto our foes,
Flath yoakta Nation ffrong}tramd vp in Amies,
Tenneyearesarelpent fincefirft he vndertook.0 
T  Ins caufe o f Rome, and chaff ifed with ar mes 
Our enemies pride: Fiue times he hath returnd 
Bleeding to Rome,bearing his valiant fonnes,
In  Coffins from the field,andat this day,
T o  theMonument.of th^t tA n dr enicy 
Done facrifice of expiation,
Andflaine the Noblcfl prifoncr of the Cjtthe^
And now at laft laden with honours fpoiles, 
Retuincs the good tA»dronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titut flourifhing in Armes.
Let vs intreat by honour of his name,
W h o m  worthily you would hauenow fucceedt, 
And (n the Capitall and Senates Right,
W h o m  you pretend to honour and adore,
That you wi thdraw you,and abate your ftrength* 
DifmifTe your followers,and as futers fliould, 
Pleadcyour deferts in peace aad humblenes.

SAttfritwus



„  Saturnian:.
How wire cite Tribune ipeakes to calme my thoughts.

BdjftAWtS.
M aychs zAndrsnicusSo 1 doe affic,
In thy vprightnes and integri 11 e,
Andlo I loueand honour thee and thine,
Thy Noble brother Tttus and his i'onnes,
And her to whom my thoughtsare humbled ail, 
Gratious Laninta,Romes rich ornament,"
T. hat I will heredifmifTcmylouingfriends:
And to my fortunes and the peoples fauour,
Commit my caufein ballance to bcwaid. Exit Soldier*.

Saturnintis.
friends that hauebeenc thus forward in my right*
I thankryou all,and here dilmifTe you all,
And to theloue and fauour of my Countric,
Commit my felfepny perfon,and the caufe: 
Romebeasiuft andgratious vntome,
As lam confident and kinde to thee.
Open the gates and let me in.

Baffi&nns. Tribunes and me a poore Competitor.
They goc vj> into the Senate horsfe*

Enter a Cap tnine.
Romaines make way,the good <i^rtdronicust 
Patron of vertue,Romes bed Champion;
SuccCsful Jin the batrailes that he fig its,
VVit h honour and with fortune is returnd,
From where becircumfcnbcd with his (word,
And brought to yoakc the enemies or Rome*

SouniT^rums Ani Trumpets ̂ Avd then inter two of iitd l
fonneSyAndthen two men bcAYtng a Coffin coucred with bU ckj
then two other fonnesythen Titus Andronicus^ and then Ta~
$cp:ztbe Qvesite o f Gothes and her two formes Chiron and 
t ;• ~ Demetrius*

ofTitus Andronicus.
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The mod lamentable Tragedie
Demetrius, with Aron the More, and others as many at can 
heathen jet dovtne the Coffin ̂ nd  Titus fp cakes.

Titus, Haile Rome, victorious in thv mourning weeds, 
Lo ns theBarkc that iiath difehargd his fraught,
1\ ctui nes with pretious lading to the bay, 
rrom whenceat firft fhec wayd her anchorage; 
Commeth zsLndroritcus  ̂bound with Lawreil bowes,
To refaliue his Coimtric with his teares,
Tearcsof nueioyfbrliisreturncto Rome,
1 hou gre.it defender o f this Capitol!,
Stand s;ratious to the rights that we entend.
%omaiues,ot hue and twenty valiant fonnes,
I -alfe of the number that king Triant had,
Behold the poorc r6maines aliue and dead:
Thei’e th. tliiniiue, let Romerewardwithloue: 
Thelcthat I bring vnto theirlatefl:home,
V Vitli bin ia.l aniongft their aunceftors.
Here Cjotbcshausgiuenmeicauetofheath myfword, 
Titus vnkinde.andcarclcsof thineowne,
V Vhv fufferfl thou thv fonnes vnburied yet,
To houeron the dreadfull thereoi flix,
Make way to lay them by their brethren.

They open the Tombe♦
T  here greet e in (Hence as the dead are wont,
Andllcepe in peace,llaine in your Countries warres:
0  lacred Receptaclcof my ioyes,
Swcete Cell of vert ue and Nobilitie,
How many fonnes haft theu of mine in ftore,
1  Jut thou wilt neuer render ro me more*

Lucius. Giuevs theprowdeftprifoneroftheGotbes, 
That wc may hew his limbs and on apilet 
%Ad manus fnttrum, facrifice hi sflefh;

e this earthy prifon of their boanes,



tforvcdiftiirbdcwtth F °d fg»cson earth* 
ja m , IgiuchimyoutheNobleftthatTuruiuc*,

Thee!deft Tonne of this dlflrcflcd Queene. (rorr* 
TAmor a. Stay Remaine brethren, gmioys Cor,que-< 

Viftorious7/f*/,rue the tearcsl lhcd,
A mothersteares in paflton for her fonnei>4 -.
A nd if thy fonnes were euer dearc to thee,
Ohthinkc myfonne to be as dearc to mec. 
Sufficethnotthatwe arc brought to Rome 
To beatitific thy triumphs,and returnc 
Capriue to thee,and to thy Romainc yoake:
But mutt my Tonnes beflaughtcrcd in thcf!rcetsv 
For valiant dooings in their Countrieseaufc?
O if to fight for king and common-weak,
VVcrc pietie in thine,it ii in thefc: 
t/fndrtnicwfiaine not thy tombe with bloud.
W i l t  thou draw necrc the nature of the Gods?
Draw ncere them then in being mcrcifull,
Swectc mercic is Nobilities true badge,
Thrice N oblc 77f#/,fpare my firtt bornefonne*

Titus. Patient your felfe Madam,and pardon me, 
Thefe arc their brethren,whom your Gothts beheld 
Afiuc and dead,and for their brethren flame,
Religionfly they askea facrificc: y.
T o this yourfonneis markr, and die he mutt,
T'appeafc their groning fhadowes that are gone*

Lucius. Away with him,and make a fire ftraight*
And with our fwords vpon a pilcof wood,
Lets hew his Jim bs till they be clcane confumd c.

Exit Titus founts with jiUrbus* 
Tamoru4 O  cruell irrcligeouspietie.
Chiron. W a s  ncucr Sythia halfc To barbarous. 
Dtwetrius. OppoTc not Sythia to ambitious Rcmc, 

Alatbus^oes to reft andwefuruiue,
To tremble vnder Titus thrcatninsrlookc,

B Then

of Titus Andremtm*



Tire mod L a m e n table Tr age die
tIich Madam (land refolud,but hope withall, 
rhe felfe lame Gods that armde the Qnecne of Troy % 
W ith  opporttinitie of fhaipe reuenge 
Vpon thethracianTyrantin his rent, 
Muyt'auourTrfw^theQueeneof Go thes,
(V Vhen Goihes were Goches,and ~u mora was Quecne,) 
to quit the bloodie wrongs vpon her foes.

Enter the fottnes of sin dr orient a grin e,
Lucius. See Lord and father how we hauc performd 

Our Romane rights,^/-<r^rlimbsarelopt, 
Andintralsfeedethe facrififing fire,
VVhofe fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie, 
Remainech nought but to inrerre our brethren,
And withlowd larums welcome them to Rom e.

Titus. Let it be fo,and let Andronicus,
Make this his lateftfiarewell to their foules*

Sound Trumpets ̂ nd Uy the Coffin in the Tomhe.
In  peace and honour reft you here my fonnes, 
lloomes readied Champions,repofe you here in reft. 
Secure from worldly chaunces and mifhaps:
Here lurks no treafon.here n o enuie fwcls,
Here grow no damned drugges,hcrc areno ftormes, 
Nonoyfe,but (hence and eternallftcepc,
In ocace and honour reft you here my fonnes.

Enter Lauinia,
In peace and honour, liue LordT/Nw long, 
l&y Noble Lord and father liue in fame:
Loat thisTombe mytributarictcares,-- 
3 render for my bretbrens ob-(e.qtn««+- tT  
A nd at thy feetc Ikneele,with teares of icy 
Shed on this earth,for thy rcturne to Rome,
O blefte me here with thy v a r io u s  hand,
VVhofe fortune^ Roomcs beft Citizens app land,

Titus. KindeRome that haft thus loumgly id  crude,
TBC



oFTicus Andronicus.
the Cordia'il of mine age to glad my hare,
Tauinia line,outline thy fathers daies>
And Fames eternall date for vertues praife,

CJMxrcus* Long line Lord -xitus my beloued bro tber 
Gratious triumpher in the ciesof Rome.

Titus* Thanks gentle Tribune,Noble brother Mar cat,
Marcus* And welcome Nephews from fucccsfull wars 

You that furuiue,and you that ileepe in famet 
Faire Lords,your fortunes are alike in all,
That in your Countries feruicc drew your fwords 
But fafor triumph is this funerall pompe, *
that hath afpirdc to Salons liappin es,
And triumphs ouer chauncein honours bed*
Titus Andro nicus,th e people of Rom e3 
W h o le  friendiniulhce thou haft euer bcene,
Send thee by mee their Tribune and their truft, 
ThisPalliamcntof white and Ipotleshue,
And name thee in eleftton for the Empire,
W ith  thefe our late deceafed'Emperours fonneis
~BcfinduLitus then and put it on,
And helpc to feta head on headles Roome.

T itus. A better head her g’oiious bodiefics,
Than his that Ihakes for age and feeblenes:
W hat Ihould I don thisRoabeand trouble you?
Be chofen with Proclamations to daie, 
to morrow yeeld vp rule.refigne my life,
And fet abroad new bufinesforyouaU*
Roome I liaue beene thy fouldier fortie yeares, 
Andledmy Countries ftrength fuccesfulhe,
And buried one and twentic valiant fonnes 
Knighted in Field, (laine manfulliein Armes,
In right and feruice of their Noble Countrie:
Giue ine a ft affe of Hono u r for min e age,
But not a feepter to controwle the world
Vpright he held it Lords that held it laft/



. The msft Lamentable Tragedie
f i f tn m . Titus thou ilia!t obtains Sc askc the Eaipene, 
Batumi, Proud and ambitious Tribune canit thou tell* 
Tutu. Patience Prince Saturninus,
Saturninus. Romanes doe me right.

Patricians draw your fwords and ilieath them not*
T  ill Saturninus b e Romes E mp crour: 
tyfndronicus would thou were fhiptto hell,
Rather than robbe meof the peoples harts,

Lucius* Prowd S at urnine, i nc err up ter ofthegood,
That noble minded Titus mcanes to thee,

Yitur. Content t h cc Prince, i will reftore to thee 
The peoples harts,and vveane them from thcmfclucs*, 

Baffianns. Andronscus 1 doonotilatter thee,
But honour thee and willdoo till I die:
My  faction if thou .ftrengthen with thy friend*
Twill moftrhankcfull be,and thanks tomen 
Q f Noble minds,is honourable mcede.

Titus* People o f Rome,and peoples Tribunes here,
J aske your voyces and your fuffrages,
W ill yee bellow t hem friendly on Andronictts.

Tribunes* To gratifie the goc/d Andronkus %
And gratulate Iris lafe rcturnc to Rome,
The people will acceptwhom hcadmit*.

Tft us. Tribunes I thanke you,and this futc I  make, 
That you create our Em per ours eldeftfonnc,
Lord Saturnine: whole vertucs will I hope,
Reflect on Rome ns rytus Raieson earth,
Andripcniufliccin this Common weak:
T  lien ii' you will cleft by myaduife,
Crownchim and fay,Long Isueeur Emperour.

Marcus An, W ith  voyces and applaufe of eueiy foi^ 
'naansandPlebcans}\sc create 

d S.aturMinus Romes great Empcrour,
■\ fay Long has our Fmpereur Saturn i ne.

■ Saturnine. T  it us Andronicus* for thv fauoursdone,



Tovsinourelcftiontliis day,
I gtuc thee thankesin partofthy defert',
And will withdeeds requite thy gent] enot 
And for an onfet Titus to aduance,
Thy name and honourab! c familie,
Lauiusa will I make my Emprefle,
Romes Royall JVlifhb, Mifhisof my hart,
And inthefacred Pathan her efpoufe:
Tdlrae tAnAronkus doth this motion pleafe thee.

Titus* ltdothm y wortliie Lord,and m this match,
I hold me highly Honoured of your Grace,
And herein light of Rome to SAturnine, .
King and Commander of our common weale,
Tlic wide worlds Emperour, doe I confecratc 
My fword,my Chariot, and my Prifoncrs,
Prcfents well worthy Romes imperious Lord: 
Recciuethcm then,the tribute that 1  owe,
Miac honours Enfigncs humbled at thy fecte. 

Saturnine. Thankes Noble Father of my life,
How proude I am of thee and of thy gifts 
Rome lhall record,and when I doc forget 
The leaf! ofthe.fevnfpcakcabledeferts,
Romans forget your Fcalcie to me.

Now Madam arc youprifonerto an Emperour. 
Tohim that for your honour and your Rate,
VVill vfeyou Nobly,and your followers.

Saturnine. A goodly Lady truflmcofthe hue,
That I  wouldcboofi were I tochoofc a new:

"Clearc vp faire Quccnc that cloudy countenance, 
Though change oTwar hath wrought this change of cheat 
Thou comft not to be made a fcorncinRomc*
Princely fhall be thy vfage eueric waie 
Reft on ray word,and let not difeon tent.
Daunt all your hopes, Madam he comforts you,
Can make you greater than the Queenc of Cj other,

B £ Leninist.
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T he moft Lamentable Tragedie
Lauinia you are not difpleafde with this*

Lauinia* N otl my Lord.fith true Nobilitie,
W arrants thefe words in Princely curtefie.

Saturnine. Thanks fweeteL*«/ffM,Remans let vs gog. 
Raunfomles here we fet our prifonersfree,
Proclaime our Honours Lords with Trumpe and Drum, 

BaffUnut, Lord T \tm  by your leaue, this maid is mine, 
Titus. How fir,areyouin carneft then my Lord? 
Bafcianus. I  Nob le Titus and refolude withall,

TO doomyfelfe this reafonand this right.'
Marcus* Suum cuiqum is our Romaneiuflcc,

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne.
Lucius, And that he will,and iliall if  Luciusliue, 
Titus* traitorsauaunt, whereisthe Empcroursgard 

Treafon my Lord,L<fuinia is furprizde.
Saturnine. S urprizdc, by whom?
Bafcianus. By him that ltiftly may,

Beare his betrothde from all the world away.
Mutius* Brothers,he'petoconuay her hence away, 

And with mylwordJlekeepcthis doorefafe,
Titus. Follow my Lord,and II efoone bring her backed 
Mutius. My Lordyoupalfe not here*
Titus. What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rom#? 
Mutius* HelpeLnc/«;,liclpe.
Lucius. My Lord you arcvniuft,and morethanfo, 

Inwrongfull quarrell you haueflaineyourfonne.
Titus* Nor thou,nor he,are any fonnes of min^.

M y fonnes would neuer fo diihonour me,
Trairor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour,

Lucius, Deadif you will,but not.to bchis wife,
That is anothers lawfull promift loue.

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamor a andher twt
fonnes and Aron the moore.

Emperour* No T*/#.r,noJthe Emperour needes her not, 
Nor her,nor thcejiior any of thyjhockc:

He



iletmftby leyf*ire,him tliar mocks me once,
Thee neuer,nor thy traiterous hawtic formes, 

Confederates all thus to difhonour nice.
VVas none in Rome to make a fialc
But Saturnine? Full well jAttdromcus
Agree thefe deeds ,withthat<prowd braggeof thine,
Thatfaidi! I begd the Empire at thy hanc s.

Titus Omonfirou$,whatreprochfull wordsarethefe! 
Saturn. Butgoe thy waie^gocgiue that changing piece, 

to him-that florifht forherwith htsfworcU 
A valiant fonnein law thou (halt inioy,
Onefit to handle with thy lawlefTe fonnes, 
to ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome,

Titus, rhefe wordsareraforstomy wounded hart.
Satur. And therforc lonely TdWtfMQueeneofGothes, 

That like theft atelie Thebe moiigft her Nymphs,
Doff ouerfhine th egallanft Dames of Rome,
Ifthou be pleafde with this my fodaine choife,
Behold I choofe thee Tamor a for my Bride,
And will create thee Emperellc of Rome, 
SpeakcQueeneof Gothes doft thou applaud my choife2 
Andheref fwcarebyallthe^omane Gods,
Sith Priefl and holy water are fo neere,
And tapers burne fo bright,and cuery thing 
In readines for Hymentus Rand,
I will not refalute the ffreets of Rome,
Or clime tny Pallace, till from forth thisplace^
I lead efpowlde my Bride along with mec,

Tamor.a, And here in fight of heauen to Rome 1 fweare, 
If Saturnine aduaunce theQuecneof Gothes,
Shec will a handmaide be to his defircs,
A losing Nurfc,a Motlicr to his youth.

Sat, Afcendfaire Queene: PanthcanLords accompany 
Yottr Noble Emperouratid his louelie Biide,
ScutBy the Heaucns for Prince Saturnine,

of Titus Andronicus.
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The moft Lamentable Tragedie
"V Vhofe wifdomehath her Fortune conquered,.
There fl all wee consummate cur fpoufall rites.

Exeunt Omm j,
Titus. I am not bid to wairvpon this bnde,

Titus when wert thou iron t to walke alone, 
Dtlhonoured thus and chal lenged of wrongs.

Enter CMarcus and Titus founts, 
Manus. O Titus feet Q lee w hat thou haft done 

I n a bad quarrell flaine a vertuous fonne.
Titus. N ofoohfh T ribtinc, no: No fonne of mine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede,
That hath diflionoured all our Familie,
Vnworthy brotherjandvnworthy fonne*.

Lucius. But let vsgiuchim buriall as becomes,
Ciue Mucius butiali with our brethcren.

T itus. Traitors away, he refts notinthistoombe* 
This monument fine I undreth yeares hath flood, 
W h ic h  1 hauefumftutmniercedified:
I Tere none but fouldiers and Romes feruitors 
Ilcpole in fame: None balcly llaincin braule ̂
Buriehim ivhereyoucan hr comes not here.

Marcus. My Lord this is impictie inyou,
M y Nephew- Aiutius deedes doo plead for him,
Hemu fl bebuned with his brethren.

Titus tivo founts fpeakes.
And (bailor him wee will accompantc .

Titus. And fhall. what villaine was it fpakc thatword;
Titus fonnefpeakes ,

He that would vouch itki anyplace but here,
Titus, W h a t would you burie him in my defpight ? 
CWarcus. No NoblcT/f»/,but intreat of thee.

To pa rdon Muxius and to bury him.
Titus, Marcus : Euen thou haftftroke vponmy Crcft, 

And with thefe boy es mine honour thou haft wounded, 
My foes I doc repute you eueric one,

So



$o trouble menb more,but gee you gone,
Sonne* He is not with himfelfc,letvs withdraw, 

z . $onnet Not I till Muttus bones be buried.
T he brother and the founts k»eele.

Marcus. Brother,for in that name doth nature pleade, 
z.fonne. Father,and in that name dotli nature fpeake, 
Titus. Speake thou no more,if all the reft will {peede<> 

Marcus. Renowmed T/tus^more than halfe my fouJe, 
Lucius. Dearefather,fouleandfubftanceof vs all. 
Marcus Suffer thy brother c_Marcus to interre,

His Noble Nephew here in vertues neft,
That died in honour and Lauintas caufe,
T hou art a Rontane,be not barbarous:
The Greeks vpon aduife did burie Ajax  
rhat flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes Coanc^
Did gratiouflie plead for his Funeralls:
Let not young Aiutius then that was thy ioy,
Be bard his entrance here,

T  it us, R 1 fe Marcus, ri fe,
Thedifmalft day is this that ere I faw,
To be difhonoured by my Ibnncs in Rome:
Well burie him,and burie me the next,

they put him in the tombe. (friend*,
Lucius. There lie thy bones fweetc M utita  with thy 

T >11 wee with Trophees doo adorne thy tombe:
they all k>t eele and fty3 

No man lh ed tcarcs for Noble Mutiuss 
Heliues infame,that didein vertues caufe.

Exit all but Marcus and Titus* 
UWaretis. My Lord to flep out of thefe dririe dumps, 

How comes it that the fubtile Qucene of Cjotbcs,
Is of a fodainc thus aduaunc’dinRome,

Titus. I know not MrfftWjbutl know it is. 
(VVhetherby deuifeor no,the heauens can tell,)
Is fliee not then beholding to the man,

C

of Titos Aflcironicus.
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T hern ell Lamentable 7 raoediie
Thatbrcught hcrfor this 1.%!' good tunic fo fai re.

Enter the Emperour, Tumor a 
andhertvto formes, veiib the 
Moore at one doore.

Saturnine. So Bafc/anns, yea liaue plaid your prize 
G'odgiueyouioy fir o f yoivgallant Bride, s

Fafciamts. And youof yours my Lord,I fay no more 
Nor wilh nolefl'e,andfo I cakemyleauc, ' *

Saturnine. Traitor,if Rome hauclaw.or we haue power 
rhou-andrhy fadion lball repent this Rape, 5

Bajftanus, Rape call youit my Lord to ceaze my ovvne 
M y true betrothed loue, and now my wife. ' ,
But let the lawes o f Rome determine all,
M  cane while am 1 pofleftof that is mine.

Saturnine, Tisgood fir, you are veriefiiort with vs. 
But if  wcliue,weelebeas Iharpe with you,

Bafcianus, My Lord what I haue done as be lli may, 
Anfwere I mull,andfliall doowith tny life,
Onely thus much Igiueyour Grace coknow,
By all the dueties that I owe to Rome,
This Noble GentlemanLordT/r///here,
J s in opinion and in honour wrongd,
That in therefeueof Laninia,
Wiclihtsownehand did flay his youngeftfonne,
Jnzeale toyou,and highly moude to wrath, 
to be controwid in that he frankeliegaue,
Rcceaue him then to feuour Saturnine,
That hath expreft himfclfc mall his deeds,
A father and a friend to theeand Rome.

Tttus, Prince Bafcianus leauc to pi cade my deeds,
Tis thou,andthofe,tbathauc diflionoured me,
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge,
How I haue loud e and honoured Saturnine, ,

■C Enter at the other doore 
Bafci an us and Lauinia, 

Î wtth others.

1 amor a,



■xaniora. My worthy Lord,if euerr amora,
V Vetc gracious in thofc Princelie eies of thine, 
xhenliearemefpcakc indifferently for all:
And at my fute (fweete) pardon what is part.

Saturnine, V  Vhat Madam be difiionoured openly, 
And bafclie put it vp withoutreuenge.

tatnora. Not foray Lord,the Gods of Romeforfend: 
l fiiould be Amhourtodiflionouryou, 
guton mine honour dare I vndertake,
For good Lord Titus innocence in all,
VVhole f uric notdifl'embled fpeakeshis griefes: 
then at my fute looke gratiouflieon him,
Loofe not fo noble a friend on vainefuppofe,
Nor with fowre looks affli£f his gentle hart.

My Lord: Be ruldc by me,be wonne at laft3 
Diffemble all your griefes and difcontents, 
Ycuarebutnewlieplantedin yourThrone,
Lead then the people,and Patricians too,
Vpon aiuft finuay take Titus part,
Andfo fupplant you for ingratitude,
W hich Rome reputes to be ahainous finne,
Yeeld at intreats: and then letmealone,
]le find adayto maffacre them all,
And race their fa&ion and their familie, 
rhe cruell father,andhistraiterousfonnes, 
to whom I fued for my dearc fonnes life,
And make them know what tis toletaQueene,
Kneelcin theftreets and begge for grace in vainc.
Come,come fweete Emperour,(come tAndrontatsf)
Take vp this good old man,and cheare the hart,
That dies in tempeff of thy angric frowne.

Saturnine, Rife Titus rife,my EmprcfTe hath preuaild* 
Titus. I thankeyotir Maieftie;andherinyLord, 

rhefe words,thefe looks,infufenew life in me,
TAtnor*, Titus I  am incorporate in Rome,
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A Roman now adopted happilie, ^
And mull aduife the Emperour for his good,
"J his day all quarrels die eAndronicus.
And let it bemine honour good my Lord,
That I hauc reconciled your friends and you.
For you Prince Bajfianus 1 haue part 
My word and promife to the Emperour,
That you will be more mildc and trattable.
And fearenot Lords,and you Lanin!*,
By my aduife all lumibled on your knees,
You fhall aske pardon of his Maieftie, 
VVcecbojandvowc to Heauen and to his Highnes, 
That what wee did,was mi’d ie as\vc might,
Tendring our fillers honour and ourowne.

Marcus. That onmine honour here doo I proteft. 
Saturnine. A wav,and talke not,trouble vs no more, 

Tamora. Nay,nay f  veer E nipe or,we mull all be friends. 
The Tribune and his Nephews kncelefor grace,
3 will not be denied, fweete hartlooke backc.

Saturnine* Marcus,for thy fake,and thy brothers here, 
Andat my louche Tamoras intreats,
J doo remit thefe voun® mens hainous faults,
Stand vp: Lauinia though you left me like a Churlc,
1 round a friend,and fureas death 1 fworc,
J w ould not part a Batchiier from the Pricft.
Come if the Emperours Court can fcaft twoBridcs,
You are my gueft Lauinta and your friends:
This daie fhall be a loue-daic Tamer*.

Titus, To morrow and it pleafe your Maieftie,
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me,
W i t h  home and hound, vveele giue your grace bon iour* 

Saturnine* Be  it fo Tttus and s;ramcrcie too* Exeunt, 
found, trumpets, manet Moore.

<tAron* Now climeth T  amor a Olympus toppe,
Safe our of fortunes fhot,and,fits aloft,.

The m oft Lamentable Traae die
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Secure of thunders crackc. orlightning flafh,
Aduaunc’d abouc pale entiles tlireatmng reach,
As when the golden fuunc falmes themorne,
And hauinggilt the Ocean with his beanies,
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliftering Coach,
And ouer-looks die higheft piering hills*

SoT  amor a.
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour wait,
And vertue ftoops and trembles at herfrowne,
Then Aron arme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts, 
Tomountaloft with thy Empcriall Miftris, v  
And mount herpitcli,who m thou in triumph long 
Haftprifonerheldjfettred in amourouschames, 
Andfafter bound to Arons charming eies,
Than is Prometheus tide to fituca/us.
Away with flatiifh weedcs and feruile thoughts,
I will be bright and ftiine in pearleand golde, 
to wait vpen this new made Emperefte* 
to wait Paid l?to wanton wiiht lisQueene,
ThisGoddefte,this Semerimis,this Nymph,
This Syren that will charme Romes S aturnine,
And fee his lhipwracke,and his Common-weales,
Hollo,what ftorme is this?

Enter Chiron and ‘Demetrius bx&uing*
(<^gc,

Demetrius. Chiron thy yeares wants wit,thy wits want* 
And manners to intrude where I am graced,
And may for ought thou knoweft affefted bee.

Chiron. Demetrius,thoudoftouerweeneinall,
And fo in this,to beare me downe with braucs,
Tit not the difference of a yeare or two 
Makes me leffe gratious,or thee more fortunate: 
lam as able and asfit as thou,
Tofcru e,and to deferue my Miftris grace,
And that myfword vpon thee fliallapproue,
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And plead my paffionsfor Lauinias!oue* (pc icc
Moore. Clubs, Clubs ,thde louers will not keepc the 
‘Demetrius, Wliy boy,although our mother(vnaduizd} 

Gaueyou a daunfing Rapier by your fide, J
Areyou fo defperategrownc to threatyourfricnds:
Goe too : haueyourlath glued within your flicath,
Till you know better how to handle it*

Chiron* Meane while fir,with thelittleskill I haue 
Full well fhaltthouperceiue how much I dare,

Demetrius. Iboy,growyeefobraue? they draws.
]V1 »sre. W h y  how now Lords? 

bo neere the Emp erours Pallace dare yee ara we,
And maintainefuch a quarrell openlie?
Full well I wotetheground of all thisgrudge, 
i  would not for a million of gold,
Thecaufc were knowneto thcmitmoftconcerncs,
Nor would your Noble Mother formuch more,
Be fo dilhonoured in the Court of Rome.
Forihameputvp.

Demetrius* N ot I  till I ha uc fhcathd,
M y Rapier in his bofome,and withall
rhruft thofe reprochfullfpeeches downe his throat,
That hehath breathd inmy difhonour here,

Chiron. For that I am prepard,and full tefolude, 
Fowlefpoken Coward,that thundrefl: with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darft performc*

Moore. Away I fay*
N o w by the Gods that warlike Gotbts adore,
This pettic brabble will vndoo vs all:
W h y  Lords, andthinke you not how dangerous
11  is to let vpon a Princes right?
W h a t is L auinia then become foloofe,

1 he mofl Lamentable Sfragedie

O r Hafcianus fo degenerate,
That for her louefuch quarrels may be brocht, 
W ithout cQntrou!cment,iulhce,orreuengc. Young



of Titus An Jr on feu?.
roung Lords l>cwarc,.ina fiiould the EmprefTc know
ThiscWcordsground.rhe mnficke would not pleafc * 

f l iron- I care not I, knew fliee'and all the world*
I loue lautnia. more than all the world. /choife
D '»"ri»s .VongHng fc.rocthou to make fomemMnw 

l_4Hintd is thine elder brothers hope*
• V Vhy are ye imd ? or know yec not i n Rome 

How niriousaadimpatient they bee,
And cannot brooke competitors in loue?
1 tell you Lords,you doo butplotyour deaths 
Bythisdeuife, 3

flirt* ' ^rort, A thoufand deaths would I  propofc 
Toatcliiuchcrwhomllouc. c r  »

Aron, Toatchiueherhow?
!Demetrius, W h y  makes thou it fortran »e?

Shceis a woman,therefore maybe woode, °
Slice isa woman,rhereforemay be woonne,
Slice is therefore muft beloude.
What man,more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Miller of,and eafieitis,
Of a cut loafe to fteale a fhiueweknowt 
Though Bafcianus be the Emperours brother,
Better than lie haue wome Vulcxns badge,

Moore* IandasgoodasSrf/»r«/»«/may. (courtic 
Demetrius* Then why fhouldhc difpaire that knows to 

W ith  words,faire looks,and liberalise.
W h a t haft not thou full often ftroke a Doe,
And borne her cleanlie by the Keepers nofe?
- Moore* W h y  thenitfeemesfomecertainefnatch, orfo 
VVould ferue your turnes,

Chiron. Ifo theturnc wereferued,
Demetrius* ^m nhouhart hitit.
Moore. W ould  you had hit it too,

Thtnfliould not we be tilde with this a doo,'
Why harke ye,harke ye,and arc youfuch fooles
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Tofquarefcr this: would it offendy ou then 
That both lhould fpeede.

Chiron. Faith not me*
- ‘Demetrius, Nor me To I-wereone.
*yironk Forfliame be friends,and ioine for that you ia» .,

T  is pollicic and ftratageme mud doo 
That you affc<ffc,and fo mud you refolue,
That what you cannot asyou would atchitse,
Yoiimud perforce accomplifh as you may:
Take this of mce,Lncrece was not more ch«lft 
Than this Lautnia, Bafcianns loue,
Afpecdier courfethis lingringlanguifliment 
Mud we pursue,and I haue found the pa the 
M y Lords a folemne huntingisin hand,
1 here will the louelieRomanc Ladies troopcs 
The fbrrell walks arc wide and fpatious,
And many vnfrequented plots there are, *
Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie:
Single you thither then this daintic Doc,
And ftrikeher home by force,if not by words^
Thi s waic or not at all,(land you in hope,
■Come,come,our Emprelle with her (acred wit 

•f T o  villanie and vengeance confccratc,
W i l l  we acquaint withall what we intend,
Andfhee fhallfilc our engines with aduife,
That will not fufferyou tofquarcyourfelue*,
B ut to your wifhes hight aduaunceyou both.
The Emperours Court is like the houle of famc} 
ThePallaccfullof tongues,of cies,and cares:
The woods arcruthles,dreadfull,deafe,anddulU 
There (peake^and (Irike braue boies,and take your turns, 
There ferue your 1 uft jludowed from heauens cic,
And reuellin Lauiniai treafurie,

Chiron, Thyccunfell Ladi'melsof nocowardize. 
Demetrius. Sit fas ant »e/Af,tilllfindcthcftreame,

The moil* La menf able Tragedie



X o coole this heatc,a charmc to calme thefc fits,' 
PerStigia}per manes Vekor.

Exeunt *

Enter Titus Andronicus, and his three fonnes, 
making a noife with hounds &  homes*

Titus* The hunt is vp the Moone is bright andgray, 
Thefiel^sarc fragrant,and the woods are greenc,
Vncouplc here,and let vs make a bay,
And wake the Emperour,aud his Jouelie Bride,
And rowze the Prince,and ring a Hunters peale,
T hat all the Court may e echo w ith the noife,
Sonnes letic be your charge, as it is ours,
Toattendthc Emperours perfon carcfulJie: 
lhauebeene troubled in my ileepethis night,
But dawning day new comfort hath infpirde.

Here aerie o f  Hounds , and wind homes in a peale : then
f»/rrSaturninus, Tamoia,Bafcianus,Lauinia , Chiron, 
D emetrius, and their<*y4ttendantt.

Titus* Many good morrowes to your Maieftie,
Madam to you as many,and as good,
1 promifedyour Grace a Hunters peale,

Saturnine* Andyouhaue rungitlufliliemy Lords, 
Somewhat too carlic for new married Ladies,

Bafcianus. Lauwias how fay you? (more,
Laui. I fay no : 1 haue been broad awake,two howres & 
Saturnine. Come on then,horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 

And to our fport: Madam, now fhallyefee,
OurRomane hunting,

Marcus. I ha'uepoggcsmyLord,
W ill rouzc the prowdeR Panther in the Chafe,
And clime chehigheft promontarie topp.
1 itus* And I haue horfe will follow where the game
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M k"sway and runncs like fwallowes orcthcplame, 
'Demetrr t. Chiron ue hunt not we,with hode nor hound 

But hope toplucke ad intie Doe to ground* Exeunt.
Enter Aron alone.

Moore. He that had wit,would tliinke that I had none 
To buviefo much gold vnd era tree, *
And neuer aft er to inherit it.
Let him that thinks of mefo abieftlie,
Know that this gold muftcoine a ftrarageme.
Whichcunninglieeffc£led will beget,
A verie excellent peece of villanie:
And fo repofe fweetgold for their vnreft,
That hauc then almes out of the tmprefle Chcft.

Enter ramora alone to the Moore.
Tamora. My louche wherefore lookft thou fad,

VVhen euerie thing dorhmakea glecfull boil;
Thcbirds chauntmelodieon eueriebuln,
Thcfnakes lies rolled in the chcarefull ftinne,
Th c greene leaues quiuer with the cooling winde,
And make a chcckcrd ihadow on the ground:
Vnder their fweet {l\a.dc,j4ron let vs fit,
And whilft the babling cccho mocks the hounds, 
Replying fhrillie to the well tun’d homes,
As if a double hunt were heard at once,
Let vs fit downeandmarke their yellowing noyfc:
And after confli&fuch as was fuppofde 
The wandring Prince and X>#<& onceinioycd,
V V hen with a happie ftorrae they werefurprifde, 
Andcurtaindwithacounfaile-keepingCaue,
W e  may each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Ourpaftimes done,) poiTdfcagoldcn (lumber, 
W hiles hounds and homes,and fwcctc mdlodious bird* 
Be vnto r  s as is a Nurccs fong 
Of Lullabic,tobringhcrBabeaflcepci ,v . 7 “ Mtw/,
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J^ieirt. Maddam, though Z^a/wgoucrncyour dcfire*^ 
$4ttirne is dominator oucr mine: 
y  y  hat fignifies my deadlic (landing eie, 

filencc,ann my elowdie melancholic,
My fleece ofwollie hair c t hat now vnclirlcs,
Euenas an Addet when fhec doth vnrowlc, 
to doo fome fatall execution.
Mo Maddam,thefc are no veneriall flgnes,
Vengeance is in my hart,death in my hand,
Blood and reuenge are hammering in my head*
Harke T<tmora the EmpreflTeof my foule,
Winch ncucr hopes more hcaacn than refts in thee*
This is thedaieof doomeforBaJJianHS%
His Philomel muft loofe her tongue to daie, 
thv fonnes make pillage of her challtitie,
And waflnhejr hands in BafciattHS blood.
Scefl thou this letter? take it vp X pray thee,
And giue thekmg this fatall plotted fcrowle*
Now queftion me no more we are cfpied,
Here comesaparcellof our hopeful lbootic,
V Vhich dreads notyct their liues definition.

EnterBafcianus,atul Lauinia.
Tumora. Ah my fwcete M  OT*,fwccter to me than life* 

Moore. No more great JLmpiette.Ba/cianHf comes.
Be erode with him,and He goe fetch thy fonnes 
to backe thy quarrels what fo ere they bee,

Bafcianus. who haue we here? Romes Royall Empreffcj
V nfinniflit o f  her well b deeming troop e?
Oris it Tian habited like her,
V Vho hath abandoned her holie grouess 
To fee the generall hunting in this Eorrell?

Tamora, Sawciecontrowlcr of mypriuate fleps,
Had I t he powre thatfome fay Titan had,
Thy temples fhould be planted prefentlie,
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The moil Lamentable Tragedi'e
V  Vith homes as was Acleons, a nd tj;e • sounds,
Should driue vpon thy new transformed limbos, 
Vximannerlv intruder as thou art,

W

Lauinea. Vnder your patience gentle Empvefle 
T is thought you haue a goodly giftin horning,
And to be doubted that your Moore and you,
Are Angled forth to trie thy experimens:
Iouc iheeld your husband from his hounds to day,
T is pittie they fhould take himfbra S tag,

Baflianus, BeleeuemeQueene yourfwarticCymerioii 
Doth make your honour of his bodies hue, 5
Spotted, detefted,andabhominable,
V Vhy arc you fequeft red from all your traine, 
Difmounted from your fnow white goodly ftcede,
And wandredhither roanobfureploc,
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moorey 
Iffoulc defire had not conduced you?

Lauinia. And being intercepted in your fport,
G teat reafon that my Noble Lord be rated 
Forfaufines, I pray you let vs hence,
And let her ioy her Rauen culloured louc,
This valiefitts the purpofc palling well.

1>a(f. The King my brother fhall haue notice ofthis, 
Lauinia I, for thefe flips haue m ade him noted long, 

Good King tobe fo mightily abufed,
Queene. W h y  I haue patience toindurc all this.

Enter Chtron and Demetrius. ( Mother, 
Demet. Hownowdearefoueraigne, and our gratious 
W h y  doth your highnes lcoke fo pale and wan?

Queene. Haue Inotreafonthinkeyouto lookepale, 
Thefetwo haueticed me hitherto this place,
A barren, detefled vale you fee it is,
The trees thoughfummer yetforlorne and leane, 
Ouercome wicli mofle andbalefull miflelto,
/nereneuerfhincsthefunnc,bercnothingbtceds,
......................  Vnletle

_  _ _ _  ✓  -I



V nlefl c tne 1112 htlv O wle or fa tal! Raucn:
And when they fhowd me this abhorred pit,
Xheytold me here at dead time of the night,
A thoufand feends, a thoufand luffing fnakes, •
Ten thoufand f welling toades,as manic vrchins,
V V ould makeiuch fearefulland confufed cries, 
Asanymortall body hearing it
Should (Irak fall mad,or els die fiiddainely*
No fooner had they told this hellifti tale,
Bu ftrait they tol d me they would binde me here,
Vnto the body of a difmall Ewghe, <
Andleaue me to this miferable death.
And then they calde mefbuleadulterefte, 
fiauicious Goth,and all the bittereft rearmcs,
That euer eare did hearetofuch cffeft.

V

And had you not by wondrousfortunc come,
This vengeance on me had they executed:
Reu enge it as you loue your Mothers life,
Or be yee not hence forth raid my Children,

‘Demetrius. This is a vvitnes that lam thy foil, flab him. 
Chi And this for me ft ruck ho me,to fhew my ftrength 
Lauinia. I come Senter ants, nay barbarous Tumor a, 

For no name fits thy nature but thyowne,
Tamora. Giue me the poynard,you ftiall know my boies3 

Your Mothers hand ftiall right your Mothers wrong, 
Demetrius.Stay Madame here ismore belongs toiler 

Firftthrai'h the corn e, t h en after burn e the ftraw:
This minion flood vpon her chaftitie,
Vpon herNuptiall vow,herloyaltie,
And with that painted hope,braues your mightenes,
And ftiall llie carrie this vnto her graue,

Chiron. Andifftiedoe,Iwouldl wereanEuenuke, 
Drag'hence her husband to fome fecret hole,
And make hisdead trunke pillow to our luffi 

Tamora, But when yee haue the home we defire,
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Let not this wafpe out hue vs both to fling,
Chiron. 1 warrant you maddame we will make that furc*. 

Come Miftris now perforce we will enioy,
That nice preferuedhoneflieofyours.

Lanina. Oh Tamora, thou beared a womans face. 
Tamora* I will nothearcherfpeakeawaicwithher,
Lamnia. Sweet Lords intreat her hearemebut a word* 
Demetrius, Liftcnfairc Maddame let it be .your glory 

To fee her tcares, b ut b c your hart to them*
As vnrelentingFlint to drops ofraine. (dam,

Lauinia. W hen  did the Tigers young ones teach the
Oh doe not learnehcr wrath: flic taught it thee,
The Milkc thou fuckfl from her did turne to Marble, 
Euenat thy teat thou hadft thy tyrranie,
Yet euerie Mother breeds not fonnes a like,
Doe thou intreat her fliew a womans pittie, (baftard;

(Tiiron. W h at wouldfl: thou haue me proue my fclfea 
Lamnia, Tis true the Rauen doth not hatch aLarke,

Yet haue I hard, Oh could I finde it now',
The Lion moued with pittie did indurc, 
to haue his Princelie pawes pardeall away:
So me fay that Rauens forterforiornc children, 
Thewhilft theirownebirds famifli intheirnells:
O h be tomethough thy hard hart lay no,
Nothing fo kinde butfomethingpittilull*

Tamara* I know not what it meanes, away with her* 
Lauinia, 'Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake, 

rhatgauc thee life when well he might haue llaine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe ycares*

T  amor a. Hadfl thou in perfon nerc offended mee, 
Euen for his fake am I pittilelTe.
Remember boyes I powrd forth tcares in vaine, 
to faue yourbrothet from the lacrifice,
But fearce ts4ndronictts would not relent,
Therefore away with her, and yfe her as you will,

The
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The worfie to her the better louM ofmee.
Lannua. Ohramora becallda Gentle Qucene,

And with thine owne handski il mein this place,
For tis not life that 1 hauebcgdfb long,
Poore I was flame when ‘Bafciamts dide, (goe?

Tamora. VVhatbegft thou then fond woman let me 
Lamnia, Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more, 

That woman-hood denies my tong to tell,
Oh kcepe me from there worfe than killing luft,
And tumble me into fomelothfomc pit,
VVherencuer mans eye may behold my bodie,
Doc this and b e a charitable murderer,

Tamora. Sofiiouldlrob my fwcet fonnes of their fee, 
No let them fatiffiee their luff on thee,

Demetrius. Away for thou haft ff aide vs here too long. 
Lauinia, No grace,no womanhood,ah bcaftly creature, 

The blot and enemie to our gencrall name,
Confufion fall (hufband,

Chiron, Nay then lie flop your mouth, bring thou her 
Thisis the hole where Aron bid vs hide him.

Tamora. Farewell my fons,fee that you makcher furc, 
Ncre let my hart know mei ry chearc indeede,
Till all the Andronicte be made away:
Now will I hencetofeckemy loucly Moore,
And let my fpleenfoll ionnes this Trull deftoure.

Enter tAron with two of T  it us fotmti.
Come on my Lords the better foot before,
S traight will I bring you to the lothfome pit,
W here I efpied the Panther faft afleepe,

Quintus, My fight is veric dull what ere it bodes. 
Mart, And mine I promife you, were it not for fiiarne* 

VVell could Ilcauc our fport to fleepe a while.
Quintus, W hat art thou fallen what fubtill hole is this,
YVhofc raouthiscoucrcd *ith  rude growing brieri,
1 t' Vpoo
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Vpon whofe leaues are drops of ne w Hied blood,
As freih as morning dew diftiid on flowers 
A verie fatallplaceitleemestomee,
Speake brother haft thouhurtthee with the fall?

Martini, Oh brother with the difmalft obietthurt,
That euer eie with fight made hart lament*

Aron. Now will I fetch the King to finde them here,
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, Exit«
How thefewere they,thatmadeaway his brother.

Martins, VVhydoft not comfort me and help meout 
From this vnhollow,and blood flamed hoi e*

Quintus. I  am furpnfed with an vneouth feare,
A  chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioyntj,
My hart fufpefts more than mine eie can lee.

Mart ins ,T o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 
tAron, and thou lookedowne into this den,
A nd  fee a fearcfiill fight of blood and death,

Quintus. Aron is gone,and my compafflonate hart,
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold,
The thing where at it trembles by furmife:
Oh tell me who it is, fornere till now,
VVas la child to feme I know not what. .

Martins, Lord Bajftanus lies bersaud m blood,
All on a heape like to a llaughtered Lambe, 
in this detefteddarkeblood drinkingpit,

Quintus. Ifit be darke how doll thou know tis hee,
Martins, Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 

A pretious ring,that lightens all this hole:
V Vhieh like a taper in 1 ome nionu m ent,
Dothfhinc vpon the dead mans earthy checkcs,
Andihewcs theragged mtralsofthispit:
So pale did ihine the Moone on Priamu*,
V  Vhen he by night lay bathd in Maiden blood,
0  Brother help me with thy fainting hand,
1 f feare hath mad c thee faint as me it hath,

Out



of Titus Ancfronfcus*
Qutofthis felldcuouring receptacle, 
j s  hateful! as Octtnsnliltie mourb.

Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I may helpe thee out* 
Qrwantingftrengthcodoethccfo much good,
1 maybeplucktinto thefwallowing wombc,
O f  th is  d e e p c  pit, poore rBaJfianusZ) raue:
I haue no ftrength toplucke thee to thebrinck,
Martins, Nor I no drength to clime without thy help.
Quint. T*hy hand once more, I will notloofc againc, 

Jill thou ait here a loft or 1 belowet 
Thoucanfl: not come to me, I come to thee.

Enter the Empcrour and i/iron9 
.the Moore*

Saturninuu Along with m e, 11 e fee what hole is here* 
And what he is that now is leapt into it.
Say who art thou that lately didddefcend,
Into this gaping hollow oft he earth.

tMartins. Theynhappie Tonnes c f old t/inelrtmau. 
Brought hitherinamod vnluckie houre,
Tofiude thy brother Baffianusdead.

Saturninus. My brother dead, 1 know thou doff but 
HeandhisLadic both are atlhc lodge, (ieft,
Vponthe north fideofthis pleafant chafe,
Tis not an houre fince I left them there.

Mart. V V e know not where you left them allaliue, 
But out alas,here haue vve found him dead.

Enter Tumora^Androntcus\jucitif*

T amora. W h e re  is my Lord the King?
King. Here Tdiwer*, though griude with killing griefe, 
Tumor a. W h e re  is thy brother B affiant* si

No w to the bottome doft thou fcarch my wound,



Poore BaJfutKHs here lies murthered*
Tamora. Then all too late I biing this fatall writ* 

The complot of this timelefle Tragedie,
And wonder greatly that mans facccanfbld,
In plealing 1'miles luch murderous tyrranie*

Shegiueth Saturnine a letter *

Them oft LamentaWe Tragedie

S atttwinus reads the letter.

z s fn i i f  vt>ee miffe to meete him handfomelie3 
Sweet huntfman,Baffiamis tis we weave,
Doe thott fo much as dig the gradefor lorn, 
rJ hodk»o\\>fl our meaning looke for thy reward, 
itAmong the Nettle sat the Elder tree,
Which oner fhad.es thi month of that fame pit,
Where roe decrecdto baric Baflianus,
Doe this andpurchaje vs thy lafling friends.

King, Oh Tamora was cuer heard the like,
This is the pit,-and this the Elder tree,
Looke Sirs if you can fr* de chehuntfman out,
That fhouldhauc mvttthcre&Tlafltanvs here* 

u4rsn. MygratiousLordh-ercisthebag ofgold*
King* T wo ofthy whelps, fel 1 curs of bloody kinde, 

Hauehere bereftmy brot lercfhislifc:
Sirs drag them from the pit vn to the prifotl,
T here let them bide vntillwe haue deuifd,
Some neuerhradoftortcring painefor them*

Tam, W hat are they in this pit, Oh wondrous thing! 
How eahlyraurder is difeouered.

T  it us. High R mperour, vpon my feebl c knee,
1 beg this boone,with teares not lightly filed,
That this fell fault ofmyaccurfed fonnes3 
Accurfcd, ifthe faults be proud in them.

King, Ifit be proude,you fee it is apparant,
wli©



of T itus AndromcuSa
\Vho found this \cne\fT  amor.t was it you? 

famora. Andronicus bimfelfe did take it vp,
Tituu |  did my Lord,yet letmebe tj^cir bade,

| pjf by my Fathers reuerenc toombc I vovvc,
' y|-,ey llull be ready at yoiu'highncs will, 
j yoanlwcre their TuTpition with their Hues.
I King* Thou ihaltnotbaile them,Tee thou follow me*
I Some bring the furthered body, feme the raufthei ets,
! Let them notfpeakeaword the guilt is plajne,
! For by my Toule,were there worle end than death,
[ fjut end vpon them fhould be executed.

T amor a * lAndronictts I will intreat the King, 
pearenoteby Tonnes,they {hall doe well enough.

Jit us* Come L#ct«.fCome, day not to talke with them*

| Enter theEmfrejfe fonts ei with Lauinia ferhundes
cut offhand her tongue cut outraui f lst«

I Deme, So now gatell andifthy tongue can fpeake,
[ VVho twas that cut thy tongue and rauiiht thee.

Cht, W ri t e downe thy minde bewray thy meaningTo, 
Jr.d if thy ftumpes will letthec play the Ten be. 

DemefScehow with fignes and tokens £hc can fcrowle* 
Chî  Goe home, call for Tweet water wafli thy hands. 
2Fernet. She hath no tongue to call,nor hands to wadt* 

And lo lets leaue h ex to her filent walkes.
Chi. Andtweremy cauTe,ITliould goehangmyfelfc. 

Dwet, Jf thou hadft hands to helpc thee knit the corde*
Exeunt,

Enter Marcus from hunting,
P

VVho is thisjmy Neece thatflies away To fail,
CoTen a word,where is your huTband t
Ifldoe dreaine would all my wealth would wake me#
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]f I doe wake fbme Planner firike me downe,
That I may fiumber an eternallfieepe.
Speake gentle N ecce,wljat fierne yngentle hands,
Hath lcf)t, and hewdc, and made thy body bare,
O f her two branches thole (weet Ornaments,
V Vhofc cyrchng fhadowes, Kings haue fought to flcen<>
A aA might not gainc lb great a happines
Ashalfe thyloue: VVhydofinodpcakctome;
Alas acrinifon Riuerof warine blood,
Like toa bubhng Fountaine fiirde with windc,
Doth rife andfa 1 betweenethy Rofedlips,
Comming andgoing with thy honie breath.
But lure lomc Teretts hath deflowredthce,
And left thoufhouldft deted them cut thy tongue.
Ah nowthouturnfiaw.de thy face for fhatne,
And notwithftandingall this lolTe of blood,
As from a Conduit with their hilling fpouts,
Yet doc thy dice kcslookc red as Titans face,
Bull ting to be encountred witha Clowde*
Shall I lpcake for thee,ftiall I fay tis f®.
Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaff,
That Imighcraileathimto eafemyminde.
Sorrow concealed like an Ouen fioppt,
Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is.
¥ Mr e Philomela ,why lhe but loft her tongue,
And in a tedious famplerfowed her mmde.
But louely Neece.that meane is cut from thee,
A craftier Tereus,Cofen half thou met,
And he hath cut tbofc pretiie fingers off,
That could haue better fowed than 'Philomel,
Oh had the monfter fecnc thofc Liljic hands,
Tremble like afpcnleaucs vpon a Lute,
And make the filken firings delight to kific them,
He would not then haue tucht them for his life.
Or had hchcard the heauenly Harmonie,.----------------  - < — - VVhich
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W hich thatfwecte tonguehath made,
}]e would hauedropthis knifeandfell aflecpc,
. A s Cerberusat the 7 hracian Poetsfeete*
Co me let vsgoe,and make tiiyf.it her blind,
For lucha fight will bli id a fathers eie.
One homes ftorme will dtov\ lie thefragrantrneades, 
V \7iat tvJU who] e months of tearcs thy fathers eies? 
Doe not drawc backe.for we will mournc with thee, 
Oil could our mourning cafe thy miferie*

Exeunt ♦

of Titus Andronicus.

Enter the Iudges and Senatours with Titus tW  ̂founts 
bound, pajftrtg on the Stage to the place of execution, and 7 i- 
t u sgoing before pleading.

i
Titus. Hearc megraue Fathers, Noble Tribunes flay, 

Forpjttieof mine age, whofc youth was fpent 
In dangerous varres.whilflycu fecurelic fiept.
For all my blood in Roomcs great quarrel 1 lhcd,
Foralithcfrofhe nigiits that J liaue watclit,
Andforthefebittertcares which nowyou Fee,
Filling the aged wrincles in my cheeks,
Be pittifull to my condemned fonnes,
Wholefoulcs is not corruptedas tisthought.
For twoandtwcntie fonnes I ncuer wept,
Becaufc they died in honours loftie bed,
 ̂yindronicuslieth dovrne, and the Judges paffe by him*

For thcfe,Tribuncs,inthcduft I write 
My harts deepc languor,and my foulcs fad tearcs:
Let my teares flaunch the earths dne appetite,
My fonnes Avcctc blood will make it fhame and blufli*
O earth I will befriend thee more with raine,
That lhall diffill from thefe two auntient ruines,
Than youthful! A prill fhall with all his fhowres*
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Jn fummeis drought,He drop vpon thee ftilj,
Invvnner with'warme teares IJcmeltthefnour,
And keepe eternall fpringtime ourhy face,
So thou refufe to drinke my deare fonnes blood.

Enter Lucius with his weapon dr awn e,
Oh reuerent Trtbmes}Q\\ gentle aged men 
Vnbinde my fonnes,veuerlc the doomeof death,
And let me lay, (thatneuerwept before)
M y teares are now preuailing Oratours,

Lucius. Oh Noble Fatheryou lamcntin vainc,
The Tribunes heare you not,no man is by,
And you recount your forrowes to a ftone*

Titus. A  h Lucius)for thy brothers let me plead, 
<8ratieT?7^#«cj,onte more 1 intreat of you,
Lucius. My gratious Lord,no Tribune heares you fpeak, 
Titus* VVhy tis no matterman,if they did heare 

They would not markc me, if they did marke,
They would not pitticme, yet pkade I muft,
And bootlefle vnto them.
Therefore I tell my forrowes to the ftones, 
who though they cannot anlwerc my diftrefle, 
Yetinfomelbrt they are better than the trtbunes,
For that they will notintercept my rale: 
when Idoeweepe,tliey humblieatmy fc-ete 
Receiuemy teares,and i’eemcto weepevvithme,
And were they but attired in graue weeds,
Rome could afford no "tribunes like to thele:
A If one is fofc as waxe pert bunes more hard than ftones:
A ftone is filent,and oflendeth not,
Audrribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
But w herefore ftandft thou with thy weapon drawnc?

L uctus Torefcue my two brothers from their death. 
For which attempt the Iudges hauepronouneft,,.
My euerlafting doome of banifhment.

Titus* O happicman,they haue befriended thee:
why
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livin' foo1ifh Lucius, dofl thou not perceitie 
Rome is bti ta wiidernes of tygers?

Tylers mutt pray,and Rome affords no pra v 
]iutme and mine,how hnppie art thou then,
From cheie detiourers to be banifhcd.
Rut who conies with our b rot hey Marcus here?

Evttr Mai cus mtjb Lauinia.

Marcus. Titus, prepare thy aged eies to wccpc,
Or if" not fo, thy Noble hart to breaker 
1 bring coaTuming forrovv to thine age.

Titus, willit confumc mee? Let me fee it then* 
Marcus, rhis was thy Daughter*
T  it us, why Marcus fo fhec is.
Lucius. Av ineCjthisObic&kilsmee.

Titus, Faint-harted-boy,ariIe andlooke vponhcr, 
S peake Lauinea,what accurfed hand.
Hath made thee handles in thy fathers right? 
what foole hath added watertochc fea?
Or broughtafaggotto bright burning Troy?
My gtiefe was at the height before thou camtt, 
Andnowlike Njlus it difdaineth bounds. 
Giuemeafworalle choppe offniy hands too,
For they hauc fought for Rome, and all in vaine;
And they hnue nurtt this woe, in feedinglife:
In bootlefFcpraierhauethey beene held vp,
And they hauc femdeme to efteftles vie.
Noyv all theferuice I require of them,
Is that the one will helpc’toeut tire other, 
ris well Lauitiiathat thou haft no hands,
For hands to doe Rome feruiceis but vaine,

Lucius. Speake gentle fitter,who hath martred thee, 
Marcus. Oh that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 

That bjjpbd ihegi with fuch pleafing eloquence,
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Jstorne from forth that prettie hollow cage,
W here like a fwcete mellodious bird itfung,
Sweete varied notes inchaunting euerie care.

Lucius, Oh fay thou for her,who hath done this deed}
M arcus. Oh thus I found her ftrayingin the Parke,

Seeking to hide her felfe,as doth the Deare
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound,

Titus. It was my Deare,and he that wounded her,
Hath hurt me more than had he kild me dead:
For now I (land as one vpon a rockc,
Inuirond with a wildernes of fea,
V  Vhomarkes the waxing tide, grow wauc by waue,
Exp effing euer when fome eimious furge,
VVill in hisbrinifh bowels fwallow him.
This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone,
Here (lands my otherfonnea banifht man,
And here my brother wee ping at my woes:
B ut tb at which giucs my foule the greated fpurnc
Is deare Lauinia,dearer than my foule.
Had I but fccnc thy pifturcin this plight,
It would haue madded me: what (hall Idoo3
Now I behold thy liuelie bodie (o?
Thou had no hands to wipe away thy tearcs,
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martred thee:
Thy husband he isdead,nnd tor his death
Thy brothers arc condcinnde.and dead by this.
Lookc Marcus, Ah fonne Lucius lookeon her,
W h en  I did name her brothers,thenfre Hi tearcs
Stood on her checks, as doth the honiedew,
V poi agachred Lillie almoll withered. (husiancl,

UWarcus. Perchance(hee weepes becaufc they kild her
Perchance,becaufe(hee knowes them innocent.

Titus, If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull,
Bccaufcthe Law hath tune reuenge on them.
No,no,they would not doolofowlea deede,

; VVitnes
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VVHnes the forrow that their After makes.
GentleLauinta, let me kifTethy Jips,
Ormakefome fignehow I may doc thee cafe:
Shall thy good Vxiclc.and thy brother L ucius,
And thousandLfitround about fomeFountamc,
Looking all downe wards to behold our c h eckes,
How they arc ftaindlikcracadowcs yet not drie,
W ith  mierie (limeleft on them by a flood?
And in the fountaine fhall wee gaze fo long,
Till the frefh taft betaken from that clearcnes,
And made a brine pit with our bitter tcares?
Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine?
Or fhall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe fho\wes 
PafTethe remainder of our hatefull daics?
VVhat lhall we doe? Let vs that haUc our tongues.
Plot fome deuife of further raiferie,
To make vs wonderd at in time to come.
Lucius. S weete father ceafcyour tearcs,for at your grief 

Sec how my wretched fifterfobsandweepes,
Marcus.Patience dcare niece,good Titus dry thine ties, 
Titus. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother well I  wote,

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine,
For thou poorc man, haft drowndit with thine owne* 

Lucius, Ah my Louiuia,! will wipe thy chcekes.
Titus. Marke Marcus, marke,I vndcrftand her flgncsj 

Hadfhcc a tonguetofpcake,nowwouldfliec fay 
That to her Brother, which I  faidto thee.
His napking with her true tearcs all be wet,
Can doe no fcruiceon her forrowfull checker^
Oh what a fimpathic of woe is this,'
Asfarrefrom hclpc, as tymboisfromblifle.

Enter Aron the Moore alonet 
Me are. Titus tAndronicus, My Lord the EmperoUF, 

Sends thee this word,that if thou louc thy fonnes, 
tet Marcus9  luc'tus, or thy feife oldc T  it us,

F Or
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O r any one of you,chop offyour hand 
And fend it to the King,he for the fame, 
vs ill fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliuc,
And that lhall be thcraunfome for their fault,

T it at. OhgratiousEmpciour,Oli gentle t/iron, 
DideuerRaucn llngfolikca Lnrke,
Thatgiuesfweete tidings of theSunnes vprife?
W ith  all my hart,lie fend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou helpe to chop it off?

Lucius* Stay father,forthatNoblehandof thine,
That hath throwne downe fo many enemieSj 
S hall not be fent: liy hand will ferue tli e turne,
My youth can betterfpare my bloud chan you,
And therefore miiie/hall faue my brothers liues*

Marcus. which ofyour hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the blotidieBattleaxc, 
wrjghting deflruflionon the enemies Cafllc?
Oh none of both, but are of high defert:
M y hand hath beenc but idle,let it ferue 
to raunfomc my two Nephews from their death,
Thenhaue I kept it to a  worthicende.

Moors, Nay come agree whofehaud fliall goe along, 
For feare they die before their pardon come,

Marcus. My hand fliall goe,
Lucius* Byheaucnitfhallnotgoe, 
ritus* Sirs flriue no more, fuch withred hearts as tlicfe 

Aremccte for plucking vp,and therefore mine,
Lucius. Sweetefather, if Ifhall be thought thyfonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death*
Marcus* And for our fathers fake, and mothers care. 

Now let me fhovv a brothers louc to thee*
Titus* Agrccbetvyecneyoiijl will {paremy hand* 
Lucius. Then He goe fetch an Axe.
Marcus. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt*
'Titus. Come hither Aron, lie dcceiue them both,'>---- - ------ —---- — ------- - T />M/I
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Lend me thy hand,and I will giuethce mine.
j t fo o n . I f that be caldc deceit, I will be honell, 

Andneuerwhilft I Jiucdeceiue men fo:
But lie deceiue you in another fort,
And thatyoule fay erchalfc ail houre patfc

He cuts t j f  Titus hand.

Enter Lucius and Marcus agame,

Titus. Now flay your flrifc,whatfhallbe,is difpatchr« 
Good Arong iuchis Maieftiemy hand,
Tcllhim itw asahand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers,bid him burie ira 
More hath it merited,that let ithauc:
As for my fonnes,fay i account o f them, 
Asiewelspurchafdeat an cafiepricc, 
AndyctdcaretoOjbecaule I bought mine ownc^

Aron, I goe Andxtnicus,and for thy hand,
Looke by andby to haue thy foimcs with thee.
Their heads I m canc: O h how this villanic,
Doth fat me with the verie thoughts o f it.
Let fool es doe good,and faire men call for grace, 
^rowwill haue his fouleblacke like hisface. E x i t l  

Titus. O h h e re l lift thisonehandvptoheauen,
And bow this feeble ruinc to  th e earth,
/f any power pitties wretched teares,
Tothat I call: what w ouldftthoukneelc with nice? 
Doe then deare hart, for heauen fhall heare our praiers, 
Or with our fighs wele breath the welkin dimme, 
Andftainethcfiinne w ithfogge,asfom etim e clowd*, 
W hen they doc hug him in their melting bofomes.

Marcus. Oh Brother fpcakewith pembilitic,
And doc not breakeintothefe deepe extresmes.

Titus. Is not my forrow deepe liauing no bottome?

ofTitus Anclronicus.
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fhcn  be mypafiions bo':to;nlefl~c with them*
Mure*:, But yet let reafon gouerne thy lament,
T it us. If  there were reafon for thefe miferies,

Then into limits could I binde my woes:
VVhcnhcaucn doth wcepc,doth not the earth oreflow? 
Ifth e  winds rage,doth not tbefea waxemad, 
Threatningthe welkin with his bigfwolnc face?
A nd wilt thou hauc a reafon for this coile?
I  am the fea. Harkehowherfighs doth flow:
Slice is the weeping welkin, I the earth:
Then mufttny fea be mooued with her fighs,
Then tnufl my earth with her continuall teares.
Become a deluge: ouerflowedand drownd:
For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes,
But like a drunkard mull I vomit them.
Then giuc mcleauc/orloofers will hauc lcaue,
To eafe their ftomacks with their bitter tongues.

Enter a meJfcHger with tw» be* As and a band.

MeJftHgtr, VVorthy Andrtnitus,illart thou repaid,
Tor that good hand thou fentft the Etnpcrour:
Here are the heads of thy two Noble fonnes,
Andheres thyhandinfeorne to theefent backe:
Thygriefe, their fports: Thy re folution raockt*
T hat woe is me to thinkevpon thy woes,
More than remembrance of my fathers death."

Marcus. Now let hotc ASma code in Cycili*,
And be my hartan eucrburning hell:
Thefe nriferies aremore than may be borne.
To weepe with them that weepedoth eafefotnc deale, 
But forrow flowted at,is double death.
Lucius. Ah thatthisfightfhouldmakcfo deepen wound 

And yet detcfled life not flirinke thereat:
Thar euer death fhou-d let life bcarc hi* name,

--------- — W h e re

The m ofl: Lamentable Tragedie

1 A



yyhtre life hath no more intereftbut to breath*
Marcus, Alas poore hart,that kifTets comfortleffc, ■

As froze11 water to a ftarued fnakc*
Titus, VVhen will this feareful! Humber liaucan cnd> 
jtfa r , Now farewellflattric,die tsfn tfrtK icu j, 

ihou doff not flumber, fee thy two fonneshcads, 
t!iV warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter heerc:
T[iV other banilht fonne wit h this deere fight,
Strticke pale and bloodlefTe,and thy brother I,
Eucn like a ftony image cold and numme.
Ah now no more will I comrowlethygreefcs,
R e n t  offthy filuci hairc,thy other hand, 
Gnawingwiththy teeth, and bcthisdifmall fight 
Thcclofmgvp of our moft wretched eies:
Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill?

Titus, Ha,ha,ha.
<JM. W h y  doll thou laugh? I t  fits not with this houre, 
Titust VVhy.Ihaucnot another tearc to fhedj 

Befidcsthis forrow is an encmic,
And would vfurpe vpon my watric eies,
And make them bhndcwithtribuuric teares.
Then which way fhall I find R euenges Caue,
For thefe two heads doe feeme to fp cake to mce 
And threat me, IfhallneuercomctoblifTe,
Till all thefe mifehiefes be retumd againc,
Euen in their throats that hath commited them* 
Comclctmc fee what taske I haue to doe,
You hcauic people cirkle m e about.
Thatlmay turnc mec to each one of you,
And fwcare vnto my foule to right your wrongs,
The vow is made* Come brother take a head,
And in this hand the other will I  beare.
And hauiuia thou lhalt bcimployde in thefe Armes, 
Bcarethoumyhandfwect wench betweenethy teeth:
As for thee boy* goc get thee from my fi ght,
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Thou ait an Exile, and thou muftnot flay,
Hie to the Gothes and raife an armic there,
And ifyeeloue me as I thinke you doe,
LetjkiiTc andipart for we haue'much to doe.

ExiUUt.

Lucius, Farewell lAndronicus my Noble Father, 
The woeful ft man that eucrlHidcinRomc: 
Farewellproud Rome till Lucius comeagaine,
He loues his pledges dearer than his life:
Farewell l^auinia my Noble fitter,
O  would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene,
But now nor Lucius nor Lauinia Hues,
But in obliuion and hatefull greefest 
I f  Lucius liue,fie will requiteyour wrongs,
And make proud Saturnine and his Empereffe,
Begat the gateslike T<tr^«/«andhis Queene.
Now will I to the Cjotbcsand raife apowre,
To bee reuengd on Rome and Saturnine,

Exit Lucius,

EnterLuciui for.ne an A Lauinia running after him,and 
the Bey flies from her with his Hookes voi

der his Arme.

TliemoftLamentable Tragedie

Enter Titus and Marcus, 
fuer. Help Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Lauinia, 

Follovves me cueric where I know not why.
Good Vncklc Marcus fee how fwiftfliee comes,
Alas fwcet AuntI know not what you mcanc. ^

M<«rc«/.Standby me Lucius }doe not fcarc thine AUpt. 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doc thee Jurme. 
Puer, I when my Father was in Rome flic did.
M. V Vhat meanes my Necc c Lauinia by thefe figne*

Tit, Fear e her not Lucius, fomewhat doth fhe meane,
# See
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Sec Lucittsi'cc,how much fZ'e makes of thee:
Same whither would ihehauc theegoe with her.
A boy, Cornel™ netter with more care,
Red to her formes than (lie hath red to eh ce,
Sweet Poetrie and Tulhes Oratour:
Canft thou not geiTe wherefore flic plies thee thus.
' fftcr. My Lord I know not I, nor can I gede, 
ynlcffc fomc fitorfrenzie do pofFeffeher:
For I hauc heard my Grandlier fay full oft,
Extremiti e ofgreeues would make men mad* 
yind I hauc red chat Hecuba o i Troy,
Ran mad for forrow,that made me to fearc,
Although my Lord I know my Noble Aunt, 
fouesme as deareas ere my Mother did,
And would not butinfurie fright my youth,
VVhich made me downeto throwc mybookes and flie 
Caufcles perhaps, but pardon mc,fwect Aunt,
And Maddam ifmy Vnckl e Marcus goc,
I will moft wi llinglic attend your Ladylhip.
Mrfr. Lucius I will.
Titus. How now LattmapJMaYcus what meancs this? 

Some booke there is that fhe defires to fee:
W h ich  is it gyrlc ofthefe,open them boy, 
Butthouaitdeeperrcadand better skild,
Come and take clioife of all my Lybrarie,
And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heauens 
Reueale the damn’d con triuer of thisdeede.
W hy lifts fb e vp her Armes in fcqueuce thus?

M> I thinke (hemeanes that there were more than one 
Confederate in thefafr, I more there was.*
Or clfeto heauen,fhcheaues th e m  for rcuenge.

Titus * L«««/what bookeisthat lbcetolfethfo*
Tutr. Grandfier tis Ouids Metamorphofis,

My Mother gaaeic me.
fo r  loue ofher thats gone,

- • -  - w Perhaps

of Titus Andrenfcus.
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Pei haps fhcc culd it fr<5 m among the reft*
T i t n s *  Softfo bufilie fhe turncs cheleaucs,

Help her, what would fhe^finde? L a t t i n i a  (hall read:
This is the tragreke taleo { P h i l o m e l ,

And treat s of T e r e u s  crcafon and hisrape,
And rape I feare, wasroote ofthy annoie,

M ^ r  c u t .  See brother fee, note how (he coats the leaucsJ 
T i t u s *  L a u t n i a  wert thou thus furpriz’d fweet gyrlci *  

RauiCht and wrongd as T b l o m e U  was,
Frocd in the ruthlcfrc Vaft and gloomie woods- 
Sce#fce,I fuch a place there is wherewe did hunt,
(O  had weneuer, neuer hunted there,)
Patternd by that thePocthcrc describes,
By nature made for rnurthers and for rapes,

M a r .  O  why fhould nature build fofowlcaden* 
Vnlcfl'e the Gods dclightin Tragedies ,  (friends,

T t t u s .  Giue fignes fweet gyrle, forherc are none but
V  Vhat Romaine Lord it was durft doe the deed? 
Orftonkenot S a t u r n i n e  as T a r  q u i n  erft,
That left the Campe to finite in L u c r c c e  bed

M a r c .  Sit downe fweet Neecc,brothcrfitdown*by 
e s f p p f / l t )  P a l L u J o t t e  or U M t r  c u r i e ,  (race,
Infpire.nic that I may this treafonfinde,

. Aly Lord lookc here, looke here L a u i n v t }

H e  w r i t  a  b i s  n a m e  w i t h  h u  P i a f f e  a n d  g u i d e !  i t

w i t h  f e e t  e  a n d m e u t k ,

This fardie plot iipJainc,guide if  thou canft 
This after me, 1  haue writ my name,
Without the help of any hand at all*
Curft be that'hart thatforcdvsto th isfh ift:
V Vrite thou good Ncece,and here difplay atlaft,
VVhat God will hauc difcoueredforreucnge9  

Heaucn guide thypen toprintthyforrowcsplsinc,
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o f T i r u s  A n d r o n i c u s .
That we may know the tray tors and die truth,

S hee takes tbefttffe in her month, and guides it with he?
fiumps And unites,

OH doe yee read my Lord what (hehath writ,
Stuprum,Chiron, CD metritis,

Marcus. What, what,the lufifuH formes of Tansorut 
performer soft his haynous bloody deede .

Tittist Magm^DominAtor poli,
J aw tenths audtsfctlera, tAm lentus vides?

M atcus, Oh cahne thec gentle LordtalthoBgh I kcovv 
Thercis enough written vpon thiscarth,
To ftir a muciuiein the mfdeft thoughts,
Andarmethe mindesofinfants tocxclaimes, 
j^y Lordknceledowncwith me, Lnuiniakneclc, 
Andkneelcfwcctboy,thc Romaine Heftors I cp 
And fwcarc with mcaswiththcwohillfeere,
And father of that chaff difhonoured Dame,
Lord luntus Brutus fweare for Lucreeexaipe,
That we will profccute by good aduice 
jVlortailrcucngcvponthelcTraiterous Cjothtst 
And fee their blood or die with thisreproch*

Titus, Tis furecnough.andyou knew ho \ t 
Bur if you hunt thefe Beare whelpes then beware,
The Dam wifi wake and lfihewindeyee once,
Slice's with the Lion deepely dill in eaguc,
Andluls him whilrt fhee plaieih on her backe.

will (bee doe what (he lift.And when hefltepes 
You area young huntlnun Marcus ̂ tx alone, 
And come I will goegeta le..feot brafle,
And with a g.tdoffteelewi!! wriethefe words, 
And lay it by : the angry ncm hen wind 
Wih Ivowthefe rands XkcStbcls leauesa broad, 
And w.’.cres our lefton then, bov vs hat fay you?

Put:r. I lav my Lord that i' I w ere a man,



Their mothers bed-clumber fliouldnotbcfaic,
F̂ >r the fe bale bond-men to theyoake of Rome.

cjMarcus 1 chats my boy,thy father hath full of',
For his vngratefull Countrie done the like.

Piter, And Vnklefo will I,and if Uiuc.
Tints. Con'c goc with 111c into mine Armorie,

Lucias He fit thee,and withal liny boy 
Sh .11 carric from me to the Emprcfle tonnes,
Prefcnts that I intend to fend them both:
Conic,come,thoultdoemy meflagc wilt thou not?

T’uer. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfier. 
Titus* Noboy not fo, He teach thee another courfe, 

Lxuinia come,Marcus looke to my houfe,
Lucius and Ilegoe braue it atthc Court,
1 marrie will we fir,andwcelc be waited on. Exeunt,

Marcus, O hcanens,can you hcarc a goodman gronc 
A nd not relent,or not companion him?
Marcus attend him in his ext a fie,
That hath more fears o f for row in his hart,
Than foe-mens marks vpon his ba ttred ihield,
But yet fo iufl,that he will not reuenge,
Rcuengc the hcauensfor old cAndronicut, Exit*

Enter Aron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one doort, and at 
the other doorc young Lucius, and another with a bundle s f 
weapons, andverfes writ vpon them*

Chiron Demetrius, hcr’athefbnrie ofL/tcius,
He hath fomcmefTageto dehuervs.

Aron, Ifomc mad meflagc from his mad Grandfather; 
Tutr, My Lords, with all the humblenes I may,

I greetcyour Honours from Andronicvt•
And pray theRomane Godsconfound you both. 
"Demetrius, Gramarcic Louelie L»f/w,whats the news. 

Tuer, That you are both difcipherd,thats the newes
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or i uus nnaronicu?*
PorviHaincs markt with rape. Mayitplcafcyou,
]Vly Grandficr welladmfde hathfcnt by me,
The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie,
To gratefie your honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, forfohebid mefayt 
And fo I doe, and with Ins gifts prefer)t 
Your Lordilups,when eueryou haueneede,
You may be armed and appointed well,
Andfo I leaueyou both : Likebloudie villaines. Exit
'Demetri. what's here? a fcroie,and written roundabout. 

Let’s fee,
Integer vit* f ctleriftjue fur us*ion tget trtauri incut is net Aten.

Chiron. O tis a verfe in Horace I know it well,
I read it in the Grammer long agoe.

Moore. 1 iuft>a ver fe in / f or ace3 r i° ht y ou h au e i t,
Now what a thing it is to bean Afte,
Tier’s nofoundieaft, the olde man hath found thcirgilt, 
Andfends them weapons wrapt about with lines,
That wound beyond their feeling to the quicker 
B u t  were our wittie Emprefte wellafoote,
Slice vvouldapplaud tAn&roritcus conceit,
But let her reft in her vnreft a while.
And now young Lor ds, waft not ahappie ftarre.
Led vs to Rome ftrangers,and more than fo 
CaptiueSjto bcaduauncedto this height!
It did me good before the Pallace gate,
To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing.

Demetrius, But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafelieinfinuateandfcnd vsgifts.

tAron. Had h c not reafon Lord Dmetriut,
Did you notvfe his daughter veryfriendlic?

Demetrius. 1 woul d we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
Atfuchabay,by turneto ferucour luft,

Chiron, A charitable will),and full of lone,
Aroui Here lacks but your mother forto fay Amen,
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(fhtron. And that wouldftie tor twenty thouiandmore, 
Dane. Come let vs goe anil pray to all the Gods,

For our beloueditiothei in her paines.
Aron. Pray tothedeuilis.ihe Godshaucgiuen vs oner,

'trumpets found.
‘Dswtt. W h y  do tbeErnperours trumpets flourrfli 
Chi. Bc’ike foriov the Empcrour hath a tonne, (thuj. 
Demetrius. Sofc who comes hetc.

Enter Nurfe with a black* tnoore childe,
(theMe#**.

Nurfe. God morrow Lords, O tell me did you Ice Aron 
tsfron. W e l l ,  more or Idle,or nerca whit at all,

Here Artnn,and what with *Aron now,
Nurfe. Oh genrle Aron we are all vndone,

Nowhclpe,or woe betide thee eucrmorc.
tsfroH, W h y  what a catterwallingdoft thou keepe, 

what doft tl ou wrap and tumble in thyarmes?
Nur. O that which I would hide from hcauens eye*, 

Our Empreflefbameand llatelv Romes difgrace,
Slice is de'iuered Lords fiieis delmered,

«Aron. To wbomc,
Nur. I mcanciTc is brought a bed.

Aron. V Vcl! god giue her good reft,what hath hefent 
Nurfe. A diue J. (her?

eA. V  Vhvthen flic is thedeuils Dam,a ioyfull iflue* 
N . A loy'l cs,dirma!I,blacke, rndforrowftlliilTue, 

Here is the habeas loath (cine as atoadc,
Amongll the fairef tft breeders ofour clime, 
TheEmprefT e (ends it thee, thy ftampc, thyfeale,
And bids thee chnftenit with rhy daggers point.

*A. Zoundsyc whore, is blacke fo b ife a hue;
Swcetc blow cyou areabeautiousbloflomcfure<

ZX-we ViJaine what haft thou done?
A .  T in t  which thou canft not vndoe.
"Chiron. Thou haft vndoneour mother._ r  . . . .  ^ sn
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ofTitusA ndicnicus.
i/frott, Viilaine Ihaue doncthy mother.
'Dime, And therein lid.iff dog thou haft wdone her, 

VVocroherchaunce, and d.imdehcrloathcdchoice,
J\ ccurft the offspring of fo foulc a fiend,

Chi, It fhal not lue, 
t/iron Ir lhail not die.
Nurje. ts4rcn ltmufl.themcth triad's irfo. 
yiicn, W h a t  muftic Nurfc? then let no man but T, 

p.j c exec utioii on my flefh and blood.
Dtmet, lie broach the tadpole on my R apiers point, 

Nurfc giueit me,ray fwordilullfoonedi patch it.
esiran. Sooncrthisfwordlhall plow thybowe s vp, 

Stay murthcrous villauies will you kill yourbrotherj 
Now by the burning tapors of theskie,
That (hone f> brightly when this boy wasgot,
Hedies vpon my Scmirars (harpepoinr,
That touches this my firft borne lonneand heiret 
J tell you yonglings,not EnceUdus,
VVich all his threatning bandoi Tjphonsbroode,
N or great Alcaides, nor the Codot warrc,
Shall ceaze t his pray oat c f his fathers hands:
What,what,yec ianguine (hallow harted boie«,
Yee whitelimde wa 1 cs,yee ale-hrule painted hgnes, 
Cole-blackeisbettct than another hue,
In thantfeornes to beare another hue:
For all the water iu the Ocean,
Can neuer turne the fwans blacke legs to white,
Although ft eehuiethemhowrely intheftood:
Tell rheEniprcffetrommeel ainof age 
Tokeepc mine owne,excufe it how fheccan.
!Demetrius. W ilt th o u  betray thy Nob e Mi'lris thtfj* 
Aron, My Milffis is my Miflus.ihrs my feifej 

The vigour,and the picture of my you h:
This before all the world doe Ipreferre,
This mauler all the world wili I keepclafe,
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Or fomcof you fhallfinoke for it in Rome*
Demetrius. By tins o'Ur mother is for euerfhamde, 
Chiron. Rome will tlefpile her for thisfouleefcape, 
Nurfe. tIk  Emperourin his rage will dootnehcr death, 
Chiron. I blulh to thinke vpon this ignomic, 
tAron.VV  hy ther’s t lie Priuiledgcyour beamie bears 

Ficrrecherous hue, that will betraie wit h blufhing 
Theclofe cnattsand counfels of thy hart:
Hcr’s a young Lad ffamde of another leere,
Looke how theblackcOauefmiles vpon the father,
As who fliouldfay,cldc Lad lam thineownc;
Hee is your brother Lords,fenfiblie fed 
O f  that fclfebloud that firftgauelife toyou,
And from your wombe where you imprifoned were,
Hee isinfraunehifed, and come to light:
Nay hee is your brother by the furer lldc,
Although my fealebe Ifamped in his face.

Nurfe. Aron,what Jhall I fay vnto the EniprefTe*’ 
Demetrius. Aduife thee ^frc»,what is to be done,

And we will all fubfcribeto thy aduife:
Saucthou thcchildfrjfo wee may all be lafe.

sAron. Then fic wc downe and let vs allconfulf,
Aly fonne and I will haue the winue of you:
Keepe there,now talkcntplcafureof yourfafetie, 

Demetrius. How many women law this cliilde of his? 
tAron. why fo braue Lords, when we ioiuc in league 

I  am a Lambe, but if you braue the Moore,
The chafed Bore,the mountaine LioneRc,
The Ocean fwcls notfo ns Aron ftormes:
But faieagaine,howmaniefaw thechilde.

Nurfe. Cornelia the Midwife,and ray felfe,
And no one els but the dcliuered EraprcfTe.

Aron, The EraprdTe,the Midwife,and your felfe, 
two may keepe counfell when the third’s away*.
Goe to the EmprcjTe,tcll her thislfaid. H e kî s '3sr‘1 * vveeke,
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yV ’eeke,wecke,f<> cries a Piggeprepared tothelplt,
(Dime,\xhat meanllthou Aron, wherforedidd thou this?
■Ar$u. O Lordfir,ris a deede of poliicie,

Shall Iheeliue tobetraie thisgilrof oms?
A long tongude babling Goflip,No Lords,no:
And now belt knowne to you my fill! intent,
jsjotfaire, one Muliteus myCou irriinan
His wife butyefiernight was brought to bed.,
Hischildcis like to her, f  lire as you are:
Goepacke with him,and giuethcmothergold,
And tell them both,the circumflanccof all,
And how by this their childcfhall beaduaunft,
And be recciued for the Fmperours Hcire,
Andfubflitutcd in the place of mine,
rocalme this temped whirling in the Court,
And let the Lmperour dandle him for his owne,
Harkeyce Lords, you fee I hauegiaen her Philicke,
Andyou mull needs bellow herFunerall,
Thefields arc nccrcpmd you are gallant Groomesr
This done,fee that you take no longer aaies,
Bucfendthe Midwiteprefcntlic to mee.
The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away,
Then let rhe Ladies tattle what they plcafc,

Chi, Aro»t 1 fee thou wilt not trad the aire with fccrets.
Demetrius, For this earcof Tamor*,

Herfelfe,and hers, are hidilie bound to thee. Exeunt,
Aren, Now to the Gothtsz.% fwiftas [wallow flies,

There to difpofe this treafurc in mine armes,
And fecretlictogreetc the EmprelTe friends:
Comeoiiyouthicke-lipt-flauc.lic bearcyou hence,,
For it is you that puts vs to our drifts;
lie make you leedeo 'i berries, and on roots,
Aadfeede on curds and whay,and fucke the Goate,
Andcabbinina Caue,and bring you vp,
To be a warriour and commaund aCampc. Exit,

frter

ofTitns Andronicus-



Enter Titus, tide Marcus , -joung Lucius, and other gen, 
tlcmcn with (fives, and Titus be ares the an  owes with letters 
on the ends of them.

T  it us. Come Marcus, come, kinfemen this is the way, 
Sir boy let me fee your Archeric,
Looke  ̂ec draw home inough andtis there ftraight,
Terr as Aftredrehtjutt, beyou remembred Marcus, 
Shecs gonc,ihees tied, firs take you to your toolcs.
You Cofens fhall goe found the Ocean,
And cafl your ncts,happilie you may catch her in thefca, 
Yetthei’s as little iufhccas at land:
No Pubhus anAScmprontus, you muft doe it,
Tis you muff dig with matrocke and withfpadc,
And pietccthe liitnofl Center of the earth,
Then when you come to E/utoes Region,
1 pray you de'iuer him this petition,
Tell himitisibriufhce and for aide,
And tliat it comes from oldc Andronicus 
Sh .ken wichfoirowesin vngtatcrull Rome*
Ab Rome, well, well, I made thee milerable, 
VVhattnne I threw the peoples lull rages 
On him that thus d.ith tyrrannizc ore mce.
G >cgeryougone, and pray be careful! all,
And le ,ue you not am; nof w^rre vnfcarcht,
Tins wicked Empcrour may baue fhipt herhenc^
And kinfemen then weraav goe pipe for iufUce*

Marcus. O Eublius^s not this a heauic c fe 
To fee thy Noble Viiklcthusdiffraft?

Publius, Thereforemy Lords it highly vsconccrne^ 
Bvdueandrughtt’attend him carefuhic:
Andfe.de his humour kindly as we may,
Ti I rune beget fomec.retul! rcmedsc.

Marcus, ivinfmcn hts lorrowcs are paflrcmedie
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joir.c with the gatbet,and with reuengefull warre,
Tak e wreak e on Rome for this ingratitude,
And vengeance on the traitour&tfw»i»*4 

Tims. 'Publiui how now,how now my Mahers,
VVhat haue you met with her?

Publius. No my good Lord, but ‘Tin to fends you word, 
]f you will hauereuenge from hetiyoulhaU,
Carrie for Iultice dice isfo imploid,
He thinks with lone in hcauen,or fomc where elfe,
So that perforce you niulf needs Ifoie a time,

Tims, He dot lime wrong to feede me with delates, 
lie diue into the burning lake bclowe,
And pull her out of Acaron by the hecles*
Marcus wearcbuclhrubs,no Cedars wee, 
Nobig-boand-men framdeof the Cyclops fize, 
Butmettall M*ra*/,fteelc to the veric backe,
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can beares 
And fith ther’s no iullicein earth nor hell,
V Ye will follicite heauen and moue the Gods,
To lend downe Iuftice lor to wreake our wrongs:
Come tothisgeare,you are a good Archer Marcus,

Hegiues them the Arrowes. 
tAilouem,thats for you,here ad nApolleucm, 
tAdMartem,thats formy fclfe,
Hereboy to Pallas,here toMer curie,
To Saturnine,to Cams,not to Saturnine,
You wereas good to Ihooteagainft the winde.
Too it boy,Marcus loofe when I bid.
Of my word I haue written to eflfcft,
Thor’s nota God left vnfollicited.
Marcus, Kinfemen,lhoot all your fhaftsinto the Court,

V Vce will afflift th e Emperour in his pride.
Titus, Now Mafters draw,Oh well faid Lucius,

Good boy in <L’/^oe/lappe,giue it 'Pallas,
Marcus, M y Lord.I aime a mile beyond theMoone,

H  - Youf*

of Titus Andronicus.
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our letter is with Iubiter by this.
Titus. Ha, h&,‘Publius, Publius, what haft thou done? 

See, fee, thou haft Ihotoff one of Taurus homes. 
hUreue. Tins was the (port my Lord, when Publius fliot 

The Bull beinggaldc,gaue ^dries CucIj a knocke,
That downefell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
And who fhould ftude them but the E mprefle vill aine: 
Shee 1 aught, and tolde the Moore hee fhould not choofe, 
But giue them to his Mailer fora prefent*

Titus. W h y  there it goes,Godgiue his Lordfhip ioy.

Enter the Clowne with a basket and tree fidgeons in it.

Qlovene. Newes,nevvesfrom heauen,
Marcus the Poaft is come.

Titus, Sirrawhattidings, haue you anyl otters,
Shall I haue iuftice,what laics Iubiter?

Clowne, Ho the Gibbrtmaker ? Hee faiesthat he hath 
taken them downeagaiuc,fortheinan muft not behaogd 
till die next weeke.

Titus, But what flies Iubiter I aske thee?
(Slovene, Alas fir, I know not Iubiter,

I.ncucr dranke with him in all my life.
T  it us. W h y  vill nine art not thou the Carrier.
Clowne, Iofmypidgeons fir, nothing els.

Tttus, W h y  did ft thou not come from heauen? 
£lownc. From he men, alas fir, I neuer came there,

God forbid I fhould be fobo!de,toprclfe to heauen in my 
young daies:

W h y  l  am going with my pidgeons to the tribunall 
P xbs, to take vp a matter of brawlc betwixt my Vncle, 
andoneof the Hmperals men.
Alarcut, W hy  fir, that is as fit as can bee to feruc or 
your Oration, andlethim deliucr thepidgeohstotne 
Bmperour from you, Titus,



of Titus Andre metis.
Tit us* Tell mee, can you deliuer mi Oration to the Em

perour with a grace*
r Clorvne. Nay truelic fir, I could neuer fay grace inaH 
piy life.

Tims* Sirra come hither, make no moreadoo,
But giue your pidgeons to the Emperour,
By mee thou fhalt haue iuftice at his hands,
Hold, hold, mcanewhile here’s money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke*
Sirra,can you with a grace deliuer vp a Supplication? 

Clorvne, I fir,
7? w* Then here is a Supplication for you,and when you 
conietohim, at the firftapprochyoumuftkneele , then 
kifie his foote , then deliuer vp your pidgeons , and then 
looke for your reward , lie bee at hand fir, fee you doc it 
brauclie.
Clorvne* I warrant you fir, let me alone.
l i t  us* Sirra haft thou a knife? Come let me fee it.

Here Marcus^foldic in the Oration,
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant.
And when theu haft giuen it to the Emperour,
ICnocke at my doore,and tell me what he fates.

Clowttt. God be with you fir, I will. Exit,
Titus* Come Marcus let vs goe, Publius follow mee.

Exeunt*

f Eater Emperour and Emprejfe and her two fonnesy the 
Emperour brings the A n  owes in bjs hand 

that Titus jljot at him. *
(feene,

Srf/#r»*>*,VVhy cords what wrongs arc thefc,was eucr 
AtiEnipciourinRome thus ouertorne,
Troubied,confronted thus, and for the extent 
0  fcgalliuftice,vfdeuifuch contempt.
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My Lords you know the raig lit full Gods,
How cucr thefc difturbers of ourpcace 
Buz in thepeoples cares,there nought hath paft 
Buteuen with Iawa*ain(f the wilfull fonnes

4lD

O f old i^ndronicHt, And what and if 
His forrowes hauefo ouerwhelmde his witts?
Shall we be thus afflifte din his wreakes,
His fits, his frencie, and his bitternes?
And now hewrites to heauen for his redrdTe,
See hercs to /me,and this to Mereurie.
This to ylpollojt'ms to the God of warre:
Sweete skrowles to fiie about the flreets of Rome, 
Whntsthis butlibelliim a°;ainltthe Senate,
And blazoning our vmufticc cuetic where,
A goodly humor is it not my Lords?
As who would lay in Rome no iuftice were.
But if I liue hisfaiued extafies 
5halJ be no (belter to thefe outrages,
Butheand his fliall know that iulhee lines 
In Saturninus health, whome if he fleepe,
Helcfoa wake as heuifiariefhall,
Cut off the proud’(1: confpiratour that liues.

Tamor a. My gratious Lord,my loucly Saturnine, 
Lord ofmy lifejComniatiderofmy thoughts,
Calme theeaud bcarc the faults of Titus age,
T  he’ffe&s offot row for his valiant fonnes,
W hole Ioffe hath pearfl him deepe and skardhishart^ 
And rather comfort his diltrelled plight,
Than profccute the meaneRor the belt 
For thefe contempts: why thus it Hi all become 
Hie witt ed Tumor a toglofe with all,
'jut T itus I haue touched thec to the quicke,
Thv life blood out:ife^r<w now be wife, 
llien is all fat c, the Anchor in the port,

Them oft Lamentable Tragedie

Enter



of Titus Andronicus.
Enter Clowne.

0ovv now good fellow would!! thou fpeake with vs? 
florvne* Yeaforfooth& yourMiftrifliipbeLnjperull,
7 amor a, Emprefle I arn, but yonder firs the Eniperour, 
Cltvs>♦ Tishe, God and Saint Steuen° iueyou Goddcn, 

jhauc brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons hei e.

He reads the letter.

Sat nr, Goe take him away and hang him prcfently ? 
floty. How much money mull 1 haue,
Tamora, Come firrayoa mull be hanged, 
flowne. Hangd be Lady,then 1 haue brought vp a neck 
toa faire end.

Exit.

Satur> Difpightfull and intollcrable wrongs.
Shall I endure this monftrous villanie?
Iknow from whence this fame deuife proceeds. 
JVJaythisbe borne as if his traitorous fonnes*
That didc by law for murrher of our brother,
Hauc by my mcancs bin butchered wrongfully, 
Goedragge the villaine hitherby the haire,
Norage, nor honour, flialllhapepriucledge,
Forthis proud mocke, He be thy {laughter man,
Sly frantickc wretch, that holpft to make me great,
Inhope thv felfefliouldgouernc Rome and me.

Enter Nutttts Emt Hitts,

Satnr. W h a t  nevves with thee Emillins?
Emillius. Armc my rords, Rome neuer had more caufe, 

The Gothcs haue gathered head and with a povftr
H s  * ° *
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O f highrciblucd men, bent to the fpoil e,
They hither march amaine,vnder conduct 
O f Lucius,(or ne to old xAndronicus,
W h o  threats in courfe of this reuerge,todoc 
As much as euer CorioUnus did*

King. Is warlike Lucius Generali o f the Got lies,
Thele tidings nip me, and l hang the head 
A s flowers with fro A, or grafle beat downc with flormes, 
I now begins our forrowes toapproch,
Tishethe common pcopleloue fomuch,
Myfelfc hath often heard them fay,
V  Vhcn I liauc walked like a pi iuate man,
That Lucius banifhmcnt was wrongfullie,
And they haucwiihtthat Lucius were their Hmperour, 

Tamor.u whyfhouldyoufeare.isnotyour Citie ftrong? 
King. I but the CitizensfauourLucius,

And will reuoltfrom me to fuccour him*
Tamora. King Be thy thoughts imperious like thy name, 

Is the funne dun de,that Gnats doe fiieinit, 
t!ic Eaglefulfers little birds to fing,
And is not carefull what they meancthereby,
Knowing that with the fliadow ofbis winges,J 
He can at pleafure flint their melodic*
Euen fomaiefl thou the giddiemenof Rome,
Then cheare thy fpirit for know thou Emperour,
I  will inchaunt the old ^ndranicus,
With words more fweete and yet more dangerous 
T hen baites to fifli,or honnieftal kes to fheepe,
When as the one is wounded wi th the bait,
The other rotted with delicious feede,

Kings Buthewill notinneathis fonnefor vs* 
jamori, l(Tarnora in treat him than he will,

Fori can fmooth and fil 1 his aged cares,
W ith  go!denpromife?,that wcrchis hart 
Almoft impregnable, his oldyeares deafe,

The mod Lamentable Tragedie



Yetfliould both care and hartobaymy tongue,
Goe thou before to be our Ambalfador,
Say t hat the Emperour requefts a padie, 
OfwarIikeJL#«»/,and-appoint the meeting,
£uen at his Fathers houfe the old Androntctss,

King. Emilliusdoe thismdlagehonourably,
And ithe fhnd in hoftage for Ins fa 1tie,
Bidhimdemaund ivhat pledge will pleafe him beft, 

EmilltHS. Your bidding fhall I doc effectually.
E x it*

Tamora * Now will I to that old Andronicus,
And temper him with all the Art! haue,
To plucke proudeL«e/«J-from the warlike Gothes*
And now fvvect Emperour be blith againe,
And buric all thy fcare in my deuifes,
Saturnine* Then goe fuceflantly and plead to him .

Exeunt*

E»t er Lucius with tin Armie o f gothts wit h 
‘Drum s andSouldiers.

"Lucius* Approued warriours,and my faithfull friends., 
Ihaue receaued letters from great Rome,
W h ic h  fignifies what hate they bcarc their Emperour, 
And how deliror.s of our fight they arc.
Therefore great Lords bee as your titles witnes, 
Imperious, andimpatient ofyour wrongs,
And wherein Rome hath done you any skath,
Lethim make triable fatisfaftion,

Goth, Braue flip Iprong from the great Andnnicus,. 
VVhofc name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
W hofe high exploy ts and honourable deeds,
Ingratefull Rome requites with fou’.c contempt,
Be bold in vs weclefbllow where thouleadff,

Like
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 V The mofl lamen table T ragedie
Like Hinging Bees in hotteft iummers day,
Led by their Mailer to the flowred fields.
And be adnengde on curfed Tamor ax 
And as he faith, lb fay we all with him*

Lucius. I humblie thanke him and I thanke you all, 
But who comes here led by a luftic Goths*.

Enter a Goth lending of Aron with his child
in his Armss.

Goth> RenowmcdLwcHwfrom our troupes I ft raid 5 
To gaze vpon a ruinous Monaderie,
And as I earnelllydidfixcmineeye,
Vpon the wafted building fuddainely,
I  heard a child crie vnderneatha wall,
I  made vntothenoife, whenloone I heard,
The crying babecontrold with this difeourfe:
Peace tawnieflaue, halfc me, and halfc thy Dame,
Did not thy hue beyvray whofe brat thou art,
Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke,
Villainc thou mightft haue bin an Emperour*
But where die bull and Coware both milke white,
They neuerdoe beget acoleblackeCalfe:
Peace Villaine peace, eucn thus he rates the babe,
For I muft bearctheeto atruflie Goth,
W h o  when he kno wes thou art the EmprelTe babe, 
VVillhold thee dearely for thy mothers lake*
W ith  this my weapon drawen I rulht vpon him 
Surprifdehimfuddainely ,and brought him hither 
Tovfeasyou thinkenccdefull of the man*

Lucius. Oh worthie Cjoth this is the’incarnate diuel-1, 
That robd zsfndronicus of his good hand,
This is the Pearle that pleafd your EmprefTe eye, 
Andher’s die bale fruit of her burning lull,
Say wall-cyd flaue whither wouldft thou conuay,

This



of Titus Andro metis*
This growing linage of thy fieri dlikcfaee,
Vv fv  daoif not fpcakerwhat deafe, nor a word?

haltci' Sou!diers,iiang him on this tree,
/Lifd by his fide his fruite o f Baflardie*

A ron, Touch not the boy,he is of R  oiail blcud, 
luc. Too like the ficr for eucr being good, 

pii lt hang the child that he may lee it fprall,
A fioht to vex the fathers fouiewithall.

hron. G et me a ladder,Lncius faue thcchild;
/\nd beare it from me to the EmprelTe:
Jfrhoudo this.ilefhew thee wondrous things,
That highly may aduantage thee to heare, 
jfthou wilt not,befall what may befall, 
llefpeake nom ore,butvengeanccrotte you all.

Indus, Say on,and if;t pleafe me which thou fpcakfi* 
Thy child (hall liue,and I  will fee it nourifht.

t/iro n . And if it pleafe thee?why afTure thee L hc/ v ?, 
twill vexe thy fouleto heare what I (hallfpeake: 
foiTmuft talkcofmurthers, rapes,and mafTakers, 
Aftsofblack night, abhominable deeds,
Complots ofmifchiefe,treafon,villanie s,
Ruthfull fo hear e,yet pittcoufly performde,
And this (hall all be buried in my death,
VnlcfTe thou fweare to me my child (hall liue.

LndHS.Tell on thy m inde,l fay thy child fiiall liue, 
tA ro n , Swcarc that he fhal'l,and then I will begin, 
L#c/,VVho fhould I fweare by,thou beleeueftno God, 

That graunted,how canft thou beleeue an oath, 
A ron.W W  hat if  I doc not,as indeed I do not,

Yet for I know thou art religious,
And half a thing within thcccallcd conference,
VVith twenty popifli tricks and ceremonies,
VVhich I haue fecne thee carefull to obferue,
Therefore I vrge thy oath, for that I know,
An idcot holds his bauble for a God,

I  Ami



The moil LamentableTragedie
Andkffepes the oath which by that God hefw cares,
to that ilc vrge him,therefore thoufbalt vow,
By that lamcGod,what God to ere it be 
That thou.adorcft, and haft in rcuerence,
X o £memyboy,to nourish and bringhiint p,
Or cite 1 will difeouer nought to thee.

U cim , Eucn by my Cod I tweare to thee Iwnl. 
tsJrtH, Firft know thou,I begot him onthc EmprcUc*. 

IfiriMU O h  xnoft infa tiate and luxurious woman. 
tA rtn . ■‘rutXmriw.tlus was but a deed of charge,. 

to that which thouihalt hcare of" me anon, 
xwasherttvo fonnes that mur dered B*JpA*sftt,
They cut thy Sifter* tongue, and rauilht her, 
Andcuthcrhand»,and trimdher as thou fawclt.

I«r, Oh detcftablc viUaine, callft thou that trimming, 
Aron. W h y  fhc waswafht,andcut, andtrimd,

And twas trim fport for the® w hich had the doing of it. 
Oh barberous bcaftiic vUlamcs like thy fell* 

Indeed I was their tutor to inftrua them, 
That codding fpirit had they from their mother,
Asfureacardascucrwonnethc let:
That bloodie inindc I thinke they Icarnd ol me,
As true a Dog as cuer fought at head:
W e ll let my deeds be witnci of my worth»,
I  traind thy brethren to that guilefullhole, 
where the dead corpes ofBoJ/iaa fit \a.ici 
I  wrote the letter that thy Fatherfound,
And hid the gold within that letter m enuonc d, 
Confederate with the Qucencarrdher two Ion. xi,
Andwhat not done, that thou haft caufc to s ue,
wherein I  had no ftroke of mifehiefe in it,
I plaid the cheater for thy fathers hand,
And wfaenltadit drew my fcltca part,
And almoft broke my hartwith extrcanxelaugl^,
I  -p,jicd me through the crctiicc of a wall,



of Titus Andronicus.
u.],cn Far his hand he had his two Tonnes heads, 
Uciictd his rearcs and!aught To hartclic,
XJia t b o th  mine eyes wcrcraynie Jiketo hiss 
ŷ nd when I toldc the Emprdfeof this (port, 
SliCC'fruncicd ilmoli at my pleafing tale,

.̂nd for my tiding* gaueme twcnticktiTcs.

YVlnt cantl thou fay all this aad ncucr blufh*

Av»*.
I  like a blade Dog,** the faying it,'

Lutes*/.
Art thounot for rie for thefe hainous deeds*

%Avtn.

I that I had not done a thoufandmore*
Eucn now* curfethcday and yet l  thinke 
Fcwe comcjwithin the compare ofmy curfe,' 
wherein I did not fome notorious ill.
As kill a roan,or els dcuife his death,
Rauifh a raaide.orplot the waieto doeir,
Accufe fome innocent, and forfveare my felfe3  

Set deadly enraitic bctwecnc two friends,
Make poorcraens cattlcbreakc their necks,
Set fire on1 barnciand hayftalks in the night,
A nd bid tfic owners quench them with their teams 
Oft hane I  digd vp dead men from their graues, 
And fet them vpright at their dearc friends dore, 
Eucn when their forrowes almoft w*sforgot#
And ontheir skinnesason the barkc of trees,
Haue with my knife earned in Romaine letters  ̂
Let not your Sorrow die though! am dead,

I s
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But I haue done a thoufand-dreadfull things,
Alwilhngly as one would kill a flic,
And nothing grieues me harte'ieindccdc,
But that I  cannot doe ten thouland more.

Lucius* Bring downe theDiuell for he muft not die, 
Soiweet a death as hanging prcfently ♦

Aron, Iftherebe Diucls wouldl wcrcaDiucl, 
Toliucandburnem euerlalhng fire ,
So I might haucyour compariie in hell,
But to torment you with my bitter tongue*

J.nci. Sirs flop his mouth and let him fpeake no more,

Enter Emi/lists,

Goth. . My Lord there is a mefTengerfrom Rome, 
Defiers to beadantted to ycurpreicnec.

Lucius. Let him come nere,
V V el come Emilltu/,wh aris the newes from Rome?

Emil. Lord Lucius, and you Princes oft he Gothes^
The Romainc Empcrour greets you all by me,
And for he vnderftandsyou arc in Aimes,
He craues a Parley at your fathers houl'e,
V Villing you to demaund your hoftages,
And they (hall be immediatly dclmercd,

Goth, VVhatfaies our G encrall,
End, Emtlltus, let the Empcrour giue his pledges, 

V nto  my Father andiny Vnlde Marcus,
And we will come,march away'

Enter Tumor a and herlreo formes di fluffed.
• I - C

Tamer a. Thus in this fi range and fad habillhiiKiu.,
I will encounter with ts4ndrontcftsy • / '
And fay I amreuengefentfrom belowe,
I 'o  ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs, ^



of Ti cus And ron t cus.
jCnocke at his ftudic where they fay he keepcs, 
Jo ruminate fh ange plots of dierereuenge, 
Tell him reuenge is come to ioyne with him, 
And workc confufton on his enemies.

They knocks and T it us opens h*s jludie deorr*

Titus. W h o  doth mo]eft my contemplation; 
Isityourtricketomake me ope the dore,
That fo my faddecrees may flie away,
And all my ftudie be to no efteft.
You arc dcceiudc, for what I meane to doe,
S ec here in bloodie lines I haue fet downc.
And what is written lhall be executed*

Tamora. Tftus,lnm  come to taike with thee,
Titus. No not a word,how can I grace my taike, 

W anting a hand to giuc that accord,
Thou haft the odds of me therefore no more.

Tamora. Ifthou didft know me thou wouldft talk with 
Titus. I  am not mad, Iknow thee well enough,

Witnes this wretched Uump, witnes thefe crimfon lines,
vvitnes thefe trenches made by greefc and care,
witnes the tiring day and hcauicnight,
witnes all forrow that I know thee well
For our proud EmprelTe,mighty tamort:
Is not thy comming for my other hand.

tamora. Know thou lad man, I am not taworat 
Shec is thy enemic,andI t hv friend,
I am Reuen^e fentfrom thWci nail Kingdome, 
to cafe the gnawing vulture of thy mince,
By working wreaklull vengeance on thy foes:
Come downc and welcome meto this worlds light, 
Conferrc with me ofm urder and of death,
Ther’s nota hollow Cauc or lurking place,
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Novaftoblcuritieor mifhevalc,
W here  bloodie murtber or detefted rape.
Can couch tor tcarc but I mil findc the mom,

•*

And tn their cares tell them my dteadfull name,
Rcuonge which makesthefouieoft'ender quake.

Thus, Art thouj Rcucngc?and.4rt thou (ditto meej 
To be a torment to mine enemies.

I am,therefore come downeand welcome met
Doe me fomeferuicc ere I come to dice,

Lo by thy fide where Rape and Murder Rands,
Now »tuc fomc furance that thou art reuenge.
Stab thcin,ortearc them on thy Clianot wheeled 
And then He come and be thy wagoner,
Andwhcrlc along with thee about the Globes,
Prouide thee two.propcrpa! frays, blacks* ict,
T o hale thy rengctull waggon Iwifr away.
And findeout murder in their guiltie cares.
And when thy Car is loadcn with their heads,
1 will difraount and by thy waggon wheclCj 
xrotte like a fci uile botenun all day longj 
Lucnf "tnEpeomj nfingin theEilf,
V-.till hj*Teriedowueiall in the Sea.
Andday by day He do this heauic taskc.
So tliou deftroy Rapine and Murdertbcre*

TMmorAt Thcfe arc my mtnifiers and come with na . 
Titus* Are-them thy minifRrs, what are tlicy calld? 
TttmorM. Rape and Murder,thcrcforc callcd fo,

Caufc they take vengeance of fuch kindc of men,
T st. Good Lord how like the Einpreflcfonncs theyarCj 

And you thcErnprefre,butwewordlicmcn 
Hauc mifcrablcmad mifUking cies:
C  fwcctc Rcii!*ngc,now doc I cometo thee,
Ana if oncarracs iiubraccmcnt will content thee,
IwiU irnbracctheein.it by and by*

'dttywA, Thisctafing wkh him fits his l^wcicj

The moll Lamentable Tragcdie



of Titus A n circ
y V h a t «reIforgetofced«lusbrainc-fick<,1it.mG;$, 
£)oe you vphold and mamtaine in your fpceci it:, 
fox now he firmclic takes me for Rcucnge,.
And being credulous in this mad thought,

;Ilc make him fend for Lwruwhis fonne,
. A^d whilft I at a banket hold him fure, 
lie finde fomc cunningpraftife out of hand,
Tofcatter and difperfethc giddie Gotbts,
Or at theleali make them his enemies:.
Sec here he comes,a»d I mullplicmy theatric.

Titm. Long haue I bin forlorne and all for thee* 
welcome dread Furie to nay woefull houfe,
Rapineand Murtheryouare welcome too;
How like the Emprcnc and her fonnesyou are, 
well arc you fitted, had you but a Afe«rey 
Could not all hell afford you fuchaDiuclI?
For well I wot the Emprcfle ncuer wags,
But in her companie there is a Moore*
And wouldyoureprcfent our Queenearight,
J* wereconucnient youhadfuchaDiuellt 
But welcome asyou are,whatfhall wee doe? 

temora, wliat vouldil thou haue vs doe iAndror.1cHt\ 
T)emtt. Show me a murthcrer He dcalc with him, 
Chi. Show me a villaincthat hath done a rape,

And I am fent to bereuengde on him,
Xwmm.S how me a thou fand that hath done thcewreng, 
And I will bercuengcd on them all.

Titus. Looke roundabout the wicked flreett of RoiXMf, 
And when thoufindft: a man that’s like thy felfc,
Good murthet flab him,bee’s a murtnerer,
Goe thou with him,and when it is thy hap,
To finde another tliat ic like to thee,
Good Rapineftab him, he is a rauifher,
Goe thou with them,andin the Empcrours Court,
There is a Quecnc attended by a Me ore, ^
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VVcll fhalc th iu kn jw her bv thine owne proportion, 
For Vpand down? flic doth rcfcmble thee,
I  pray thee doe on them fomc violent death,
They hauebin violent to me and mine.

Tamora. V Veil had thou lefToud vsjthis fhallwcdoe, 
i But would it j." leafe thee good Andromcus}
T  o f_nd for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne,
V  Vho leadcs towards Rome a band of warlike Cethes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe,
W h e n  he is here cucn at thy fbhtmnefealhj 
I  will brin g in the Empreffe and hir fonnes,
The Emperour himfclfcandall thy foej,
A nd at thy mercie lhall they floope and knecle,
And on them flialt thou cafe thy angry hart:
W h a t fayes Andron'tcus to this dcuilc.

The moft Lamentable Tragedy

Enter Marcus.

Titus» Marcus my brother,tis fad Tittu calles,
Gocgentlc Marcus to thy nephew' Lveins,
Thou lhalt enquire him outamong the<jothest 
Bid him repaire to me and bring with him,
Some of the chiefefl Princes of the gothes,
Bid him encampc iiis Souldiers where they arc,
Tell him the Emperour and the E mprelle too 
Fcaflatmy houfe, andhefhall fcaftwith them, - 
This doc thou for my louc,and folct him,
As he regards h is aged Fathers life.

Marcus. This will I doe,and fooncretumeagalne.
Tamora. Now will I hence about thy bufines,

And take my minlflers a long with me*
Titus. Nay,nay,let rape and murder flay with me,

Or els He call my brother backe againe,
And cleauctonoreucngebutL«ir/wr* (lum,

Tamor*. W hat fay you boyes will you abide with
whiles



of Titus Andronicus.
VVliiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperou r,
How I bane gouerndourdeterm ind left,
Yce’d tohis l)umor,fmooth and'p cake him faire,
And tarrie'with him till I turneagaine.

Titus. I knew them all though they fuppofd memad, 
And wi!Il ore reach them in their ovvne dcuifcs,
A paireofcurfedhell heundsand theii Dame. 

j)cm e. jVladdam depart at pleafurc, leauevshere. 
Tumor*. Farewell jii.dronicus, Reuenge now gces, 

to lay a/complot to betray th)r foes*
Titus♦ 1 know theu doll and fw eet Reuenge farewell. 
Chiron, Tell vs old man how lhall we be imploid, 
Titus, TutI haueworke eroughforyouto dee 

Jublius, come hither, Cattuy2X1&Vdentine,
Tublius. W h at isyour will*
Titus. Know you thefetwo. (trius.
Tub, TheEmpreftc Tonnes I take thrm, ftiren. Deme-. 
Titus, Fie, Publius fie.thou art too muchdeceaude,

The one is Murder and Rape istheothers name,
And therefore binde them gentle P ublius,
Ctiusand Vilcntine, lay hands on them,
Oft haue you heard me with for fuch an heure,
And now J finde it therefore binde them fure,
And flop their mouthes if they begin to crie.

Chiron, Villaines forbeare we are the EmprelTc fon*e 
Pub, And therefore doe we what we are commanded, 

Stop clofe theirmeuthes let them not fpeak a word,
Is he fure bound, looke that yo u bind them fall.

Puter Titus u/Sndronicus. with * Wife.and hauinia^with 
<V*fon,

Titus, Come, come, tauiuia looke thy foes are bound, 
Sirs Rep their mouthes let them not fpeake to me,
But let them heare what fe; relull woids 1 vtter.
9h villaines C h in n  n .d D m e t r i u s .

Here



H ereftands thefpringwhomeyouhaue ftaind with mud 
Tnisgoodly fommer with your winter misr,
You kild her lwl'band, and for that vild fault,
Twoofher brothers were condenind to death,
My handout off and made a merrieieft,
Both herfwecte hands, hirtongue, and that more dcare 
Thau hands or tongue, herfpotlellc chaftitic,
Inhumane traitors you conilraindandforft.
W h a t  would you fay iff fhould let you! peakc? 
Villaincs for fhame you could not beg for grace,
H irke wretches how I meane to matter you,
Thisone handyet is left to cut your throats,
W hiles chat Lauinia tweene her ftumps doth hold,
The bafon thatreceauesyour guiltie blood.
You know your Mother meancs to feaft with me,
And callcs herfelfc Rcuengc and thinks me mad. 
Harkeviilaines I will grindeyour bones to duft,
And with your blood and it He make a pafte,
And of the pafte a coflfen I will reare,
And m ike two parties of your fliamcfull headcs,
And bid chat ftmmpetyour vnhallowed Dam,
Like to the earth fwallow her ownc increafc*
This is the feaft that I haue bid her too,
And this the banket fhefhall furfet on,
For worfe than P htlomell you vfde my daughter, 
Andworfethan 'Progne I will bereuengd.
And nowprepareyourthroats,Lauiuia come,
Receauc the blood, and when thattheyare dead, 
Lctmegoegrinde their bones to powderfmall,
Aqd with this hateful}. liquour temper ic,
And in thatpafte let their vile headcs be bakt,
Conic,com e, be eucric one offic ius,
T o  make this banket which I with may proue 
More rterneand bloodie than the Centaurs feart,

He cuts their throats.
So now bring them in for lie play the Cooke*
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of Titus Andrcnicus.
A ad fee them rcadre againfl their Mothcrcom e s,

Exeunt*

Enter Lueius, M. arc us, and the Go the 3 ,
Lucius, Vnck 1 eeJMarcus, fincc tismy Fathers minde. 

That I repair c to Rome lam content.
Got* And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will,
LMet. Good Vncklc take you in this barberous A /w e, 

This rauenous tiger,this accurfed diucll,
Let him rcceaue no fuftnance, fetter him,
7111 he be brought vnto the EmprefTcface,
For teftemonie of her fbule proceedings,
And Teethe Ambufht of our friends beftrong,
I fenrethc Emperourmeanes no good to vs.

Moore* Some diuell whifpercurfes in my care,
Jnd prompt me that my tongue may vttcr forth,
7"he venomous majliceofmy fwelling hart.

Lpcius. vtfway inhumane dogge vnhallowedflaue.
Sirs help our vncklero conuay him in,
7"he trumpets lhewe theEmpeiour is at hand,

Sound Trumpets. Enter Empcrour andEmprefs with Tri
bunes and others.
King. W h a t Iiatli the firmament mofunnes than one:
Lucius, W h a t hoctsit thee tocallthyfelfe a funne?
Mar, RcmesEmpercurand Nephew break the Parle, 

7 hefe quarrels n ull be quietly debated,
2"he feafl is ready which th e careful] Titus,
Hath ordaindc to an honorable end,
For peace,for loue,for league and good to Rome,
Plcafc you therefore, draw nic and take your places.
King. Marcus sve will.

T  rumpets founding, Enter Titus lthe A  f  coke3 placing the 
dijhes, and Laumia with a vatic cuer her face.

Ulus* \  Vclccme my Lord,welcome dread Qucenc,
K z  vseicome
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V Ve Iconic yee warlike Cjothes, welcome Lucius}
And welcome all although thecheare be poorej 
Twill fillyourftomacks, pleafeyou cate ofit.

King. V  V hy art thou thus atcired Andronicus-)
Titus. Becaufe I would be fare to hnue ail wei^

To entertaine your highoesand your £mprefle,
Tamor a. V V c  are beholding .o you good Andromcm
Titus♦ Andifyourhighnes knew my hart you were, *

My Lord the Emperour refolue me this,
VVas it well done of rafh Viginius
To (lay ins daughter with;his owneriglit hand
Becaufe (lie was enforfl,flainde,and deflowrdc?

King* I t  was Andronicus.
T itu t, Yourreafonmighty Lord.

King* Becaufe the girl elhould not furuiue her Blame, 
And by her prefence Hill renewe his (brrowes.

T  it us, A reafon mighty, ftrong, and cffedtuall,
A patterneprcfidenr,and liuelie warrant,
For me mod wretched to performe the like,
Die, die, Lauinia and thy fliame wirh thee,
And with thy fliame thy Fathers forrow die.

Ktng. W hathaft thou done, vnnaturall and vnkinde, 
T it. Kildherforwhommy ceares hauemadenie blind, 

lam  as woefull as Kirgtmus was,
Andhaueathoufand times morecaufe than he,
Todoc this outrage,anditnowis done.
King. W h a t  was (lie rauiflic, tell who did the deede, 
T, VViltpleafeyoueate,wiltpleafeyour highnes feed, 
Tam. VVhyhad thou flaine thine only Daughter thus? 
Titus, NotI,twas C^/row,and Demetrius}

They Rauifht her and cut away her tongue,
And they,twas they, that did h^r all this wrong*

King , Goe fetch them hither to vs prefcntly*
Titus, W h y  there they are both bakedin this Pic* 

W hereof their Mother daintilie hath fed,
Earing the Boll that bhee h er felfe hath bre d,

------------  --------- ---- TiJ

Them oft Lamentable Tragedie



►

of Titus Ancircriicus.
Tis true,tis true, vwtncs my kniucs iharpepoiut.

ft<*bs the Emprcjfe-
Emperour, Die franticke wretch fortnis accurfed deede 
Lftcitts. Can the fonnes cie behold his father blccde? 

Ther’s meedc for meede,death for a deadly deede.
M arcus, You lad faede m en, peopleand Tons of Rome 

By vproresfeuerd as a flight of fovvle,
Scatterd by winds and high tempclluous ^ufls 
Ohlct me teach you how to knit againe,
This fcattered corne into one mutual! flieafFe,
Thefe broken limbs againe into one bodie, (fclfe^

%omane Lord , Let Rome her felfe bee bane vnto her 
And Ihee whomc mightie kingdomes curfie too, 
Likeaforlorne and defperate call away,
Doeihamefull execution on her felfe,
But ifmy froflie fignes and chappes of age,
Grauewitneflcs of true experience,
Cannot induce you to attend my words,
Speake Roomes dearc friend as erfl our Anceflor, 
w aen with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe 
to louc ficke Didoes fad attending care, 
tIic ftorie of that balefull burning night,
W hen  fubtile Greek es furprizd King Priams Troy,
Tell vs what Sinon hath be wicht our eares,
Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giucs our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound.
My hart js not compaft of flint nor fleele,
Nor can I vtter all our bitter greefe,
But flouds oft cares will drowne my Oratorie,
Andbreake my vttrancc eueninthetime,
Vyhenit fhould moue yee to attend memofl,
And force you to commifcration,
Her** Romes young Captatne let him tell the tale, 
V V hilel ftandby andveepeto heareftimfpeake,

Luciurt Then gracious auditorie be it knowne to you, 
That Chiron and t he damn’d ‘Demetrius,

were
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Were they that murdred our Emperours brother,
And they it were that rauifhed our filter, 
fo r their fell faults our brothers were beheaded,
Our Fathers teares difpi(de,and bafely coufend,
O f that truehand that fought Romes quarrcll out,
And fent her enemies vnto the gtaue.
Laftly my felfevnkindely banifhed,
Thegatesfiiut on mcandturnd weeping cut,
T o  be^reliefeamong; Romes enemies,
VVhodrovvnd their enmetie in my true teares,
And opt their armes to im brace me as afriend,
I  am'the turned forth be it knowne to you,
That haue prefertide her welfare in my blood,
Andfrom her bolometooke the enemies point, 
Sheathing the fieelein my aduentrous body*
Alas you know I am no yaunter I,
My fears can vvitnes dumb although they are,
That my report isiuttandfull of truth,
But (oft, me tlunkes i doe digreffetoo much,
Cvtingmy worthlespraife, Oh pardon me 
For when no friends are by, men praiic themfelues* 

Marcus, Now is my turne to fpeake,behold the child, 
O f this wasTamora deliuered,
The ifi'ueof an irreligious Moore,
Chiefe architect and plotterofthelc woes,
■rhcvilhuneis aliueinTitus houfe,
And as he is to witnesthis is true.
Now iudge what courfehad Tttus to reuenge*
Thefe wrongs vnfpeakeable pall patience,
Or more than any liuing man could beare,
Now haue you heard the tru th , what fay you Romainesfc 
Haue we done ought amifre,ftiewv$ wherein,
Andfrom theplace where you behold vs pleading,
The poore remainder of eAndronicie,
W il l  hand in hand, all headlong hurle our felucs,
And, on the ragged Rones bcatforth ourfoulcs,



ofT ftus A ndronicus.
And make a mutual! clofure ofourhoufe 
Spcake Romans (peak,■,and ifyou fay wee Shall 
LohandmhandL*ew .;ncU will fall.
Emtlltus. Comecoiuc thou reuerent man of Rome 

And bring our Empcrour gently in'jhy hand 
Lucius our Empcrour for welll kno \v, 5
The common voice doe cry it /hall befo*

Marcus. Luciusy\]\ hade Romes royall 
Goegoe into old T//»jforrowfull houfc,
And hither ha.e thatmisbelieuing TiLcore,
To beadiudge fome dyrcfull ft aughtring death 
Aspunifliment for his inoft wicked life, *
Lucius all haife Romes gratiousgouernour.

Lucius, TLai.kesgentle Romanes may J gouernefo*
T o healc Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe 
But gentle people giuemcayme a while, *
For nature puts me to a hcauie fail-e,
Stand all a loofe but vnckle draw you neare, 
Tofliedobfe^uious teares vpon this tronke.V
Oh take this tvarme kifTe on thy pale cold lips,
Thefe foi rowfu!, drops vpon thy blood flame fac,>
TJi daft true duties of thy noble forme.

Marcus. Tesrefbrteare,and louing kilTefor kifTe,
Thy b ro th  cr Marc//seen d a  son th y  lips ,
Oh werethefumme, of thefe that T fkould pay, 
Countlcfteand infinite, yet would I pay them,

Lucius. Come hither bov come, come and learncofvs 
to melt in Rowers, thy Grandfirelou’d thee well,
Many a timehec daunft thee on his knee,
Song thee a ft c-cpe his louing breft thy pillow,
Many a fioric hath he toldto thee,
And bid thee bare his prettic tales in minde,
And talke of them when he was dead and gone. (lips,

Marcus, How manie thoufand times hath thefe poorc 
V Vhcn they were liuing vyarmd tlfcmfelues cn thuic,
Oh now fweeteboygiue them their latcftkiflfc,
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Bid him farewell commit hinitoihegraue,
Doc them that kindnes and take icaue of them,

Tver, O h  Grandh:c.Grandnre,cu’ii with all my hart, 
W ould  I were deadfoyou didiiueagaine,
0  Lord 1 cannot fpeake to him for weeping,
JVly tea res willchoacke mfcifl opc my mouth*

Romans. You fad Androntciehauc done with woes, 
Giue lenience onthisexecrable wretch,
Tliat hathbin breederofehefe dyre euents*

Lucius. Set him brefldeepein earth andfamiHihiro, 
Thcrelet him Hand andraueand crie forfaode. 
IfanvoneTeleeuesorpittieshim,
For the offence he dies, this is our dooms,
Some Hay to fee himfaRnedin the earth. 

sAron. Ah why Hiould wrath be mute and furie dumb,
1 am no babie I, that with bafe prayers 
J fhould repent the cuilsl haue done,
Ten thoufand vvorfe tlian euer yet I did 
W ould  1 perfcrmeifl might haue my will,.
Ifone good deed in all my life I did
I  doe repent it from my yerie foale.

L«. Some louingfriendsconuay the Empercurhence, 
Andgiuchim buriallinhis fathersgrauc,
My Facher and Lamnia fhall forthwith,
Be clofed in'our houiholds monument,
As for th at raui nous tiger 'XAinorai 
No funerall light, nor manin mourning wcede,
No mourncfuU bell fhall rin g  her buriall 
But throw her forth to beafl s and birds to pray,
Her life was beartlieand dcuoide ofpit He,
And being dead let birds on her take pitcic.

Exertut,

Finis the Trage die o f T it ns Arsdr onsets t*
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