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o ftus Primus.

agedy of

Tirus Andronicus.

Scaena Prima.

Flowrsfh, Enteribe Tribwmes and Senasors alsfs  And thow
enter Sarmrmmse and his Followers as one doere,
a-d lafiranks and bis Followers at t'¢
other ,with Droms ¢ Colowrs,

Satwrminss,
QP Oble Patricians, Patrons of my righe,

Q' $' Defendtheiuflice of my Caufe with Armes.
3R And Countrey-men, my loving Followers,
Pleade my Succeffiue Title with your Swouds.
1 was the firt borne Sonne, that was the laft
T'hatwere the Tmperiall Diadem of Rome :

Thenlet my Fathers Honours liue inme,

Ncr wrong mine Age wiih thisindigrucse.
Bafstamns, Romanes, Friends, Followers,

Fauoucsrsotmy Right

viwact Dafsaaz s, CafirsSonre,

W .re mactous i the eyes of Rovall Rome,

Feepethen thie paffage to the Capitol) :

Ard inffer no: Difhorour to approach
Tuhmperiall Scaze to Vertue : cenfecrate
I o tofhice, Cont'nence, and Nobility
i"ut et Defert in pure Ele®ion fhune
Ana Pomanes, ight for Frecdome in your Choice.

I'iter Marcus Andronicru alsft witly 1he Crowne,

P..nces, that ftrine by Factions, and by Friends,
Amu toufiy for Rulc and E-npery :

Riee tuatthe people of Rome for whom we fland
Afpeaiall Parey, have by Common voyce
InEicftion for the Romane E~pere,

Cunfen Andron:ens, Str-name.d Piosw,

For many good and great deferts to Reme.

A " obler man, abraner Warriour,

Lius s not this day within the City Walles.

He by the Senate s accited home

From werry Warres againft the barbarous Cothes,
That werth his Sonnes (aterror to our Foes)
Hathyoak'd a Nation firong, train’d vp in Armes.
Ten yeares are fpent, fince hirft he vodertooke
This Caute of Rome, snd chafliced with Armes
Our Enemies pride, Fiue times he hath return’d
Bleeding to Rome, bezriv g his Valiant Sonnes
InCoffins fiem the Field.

And now atlatt, laden with Henours Spoyles,

{ Rewresesthe gnod Awdrexs s to Rome,

' Renowned Tus, flounifhung 1o Armes.

P

P
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|

Let vs intrear, by Honour ofhis Name,
Whom (worthily) you would have now fuccecde,
Andin the Capitoll and Senaces right,
Whom you pretend to Honour and Adere,
That youwithdraw you, and abate your Strength,
Difmiffe your Followers, and ss Suters (hould,
Pleade your Deferts in Peace snd Hemblencfle,

Sasurnine, How fayrethe Tnbuncfpeakes,
To ca!memy thoughts.

Bafssa. tMarci Andronicus (o 1 do affie
In thy vprightnefz and Inregrity
Andfo )} Loueand Hunor thee, and thine,
Thy Noble Brother 7:1:2, 21:d hisSontics,
And Hez (10 whom iy thoughesare humbled aly
Gracious L etimea, Romes rich Ornament,
That | will heere difmiffe my lowing Friends :
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fauour,
Commit my Caufe in bailance to Cc weighvd.

Exit Sav:tliowrs.

Satsrnine. Friends, that haue beene
Thus forward i my Righe,
1 tha ke youall, and heere Difmiffe you all,
Ardiothe Loue andFauour of my Countrey,
~ommitmy Selte, my Perfon, and the Caufe :
Raine, beas it and gracious voto me,
As Tam confident and kinde ta thee.
Openthe Gates,and levme in.

L +fss3. Tr:buncs,and me, a poore Competitor.

Flosa ofh, They go vp suto the Senat bonfe,

Entera Captane,
Cap. Romanes make way : the good Andromicws,
Patrsn o Verwe, Romes beft Chaspion,
Succefl. fall n che Bactailes that he fights,
\With Honour 2nd with Fortune is return’d,
E.om whence he circumf{eribed with his Sword,
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome

Sound nrammes nd Trumpets, Andthen entei two of Titns
Smics s Afterthems, twomen hamg & Coffins conered
withhlicke, them two other Sompes Afver them, Tizne
A romcns, and then Tamorathe Encens of Gothes, (5
hev two Sonwes Chirom and Demsetrins, wuh o farew the
Al rove and ochers a4 many a4 cun Seoc They fet owng the
(5 nyand Litns foakes, )

Andremens. Haile Rome -
Viftorious in thy Mourning Vieedis,

l.or.,)
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T/Je‘l?ageiie of Titus e A ndronicus. ' ‘

:ebé asthe B;ke_d\'a’t hath difcharg'dhis fraughe,
wenes with precious luding tathpBay, . 7 & C
From whence }: firlt the wegih'd ﬁ@zmu;. ¢
Commeth Andronicm bound wiLawrellbowes,

To refalute hig Country wigh higteares,

Teares of true joy for hisretutne to Rome,

Thou great defender of this Capitoll,

Stand sucious to the Rites that we intend.
Romaines,of Buc and twenty Valisar Sonnes,

Halfe of the number that Xing Priam had,

Behold the pooreremaines shueand dead!

Thefe that Suruine,let Rome reward owith Loves

Thefe that 1 bring vnto their lateft home,

1 With bariall among i their Aunceftors.

Heere Gothes haue given me leaue to fheath my Sword:
Toews vokinde,and careleflc of thint owne,

Why fuffer’it thou thy Sonnes vabuned yet,

To houer on the dresdfull fhore of Stix 2

Make way to lay them by their Bretheren.

They open the Tombe,
There greete in (lenceas the dead are wont,
And flecpein peace.flainein your Countries warres:
O faércdreceptacic of my ioyes,
Sweet Cell of vertye and Nobhue,
How many Sonues of mine haft thouin {tore,
That thou wilt ncuer render to me more ?

Lac. Giuevs the proudeit prifoner ot the Gothes,
That we may hew his himbes,andonapile
Admanws fracrum facrifice his fleth:

Before this earthly prifon of their bones,
That fo the thadowes be not vnappeas'd,
Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on eaith,
Tu. 1guchimyou,the Noblelt that Suruiues,
The eldelt Sonof this diftreflzd Quecne,

gvm. Stay Romname Bretheren gracious Conqueror,
Vi&orious Tus rue the icares I {hed,
A Mothers teares ia paffion foc her fonne s
And if thy Soancs were euct deere tothee,
Oh thinke iy fonnes to be as deere to mee.
Sufficeth not,that weare brought to Rome
Tobeautific thy Triumphs,and retusne
Captiustothee,and tothy Romaine yoake,
Bu: muft my Sonncs be flaughtred inthe flrectes,
For Valiant doing < 11 then Countries caufe ?
O 1 If to fight for King and Common-weale,
Were piety in thing,itisin thefe:
Andromscrs a0z 001 thy Tombe with blood.
Wilt thod draw neerc the nature of the Gods ?
ADraw neere then theain being meraafull,
Sweet mercy is Nob.lities true badge,
Thrice Nobls Turus,fpare my tuft borae (onne,

T3¢, Patient your telfe Madam,and pardon me.
Thefc atcehie Brethren,whom you Gothes beheld
Aline and dead, and for their Bretheren flamne,
Rebigionfly thev sshea facnfice:
To this your fonne ismarke, and die he muft,
T'appealc their groanng fhadowes thatare gone,

Luc. Away vithtin, and make afire fraighe,
And withour Swords vpon apile of wood,

Lec's iew his linbes uil they be cleane confum’d,

Evxit Soxues with Alarbus,
Tamo. O cuuellirrchigious pery,
Chs. Was cuer Scythia halfe {o barbarous 2
Dem. Oppofcine Scythistoambitious Rome,

g,

" Then Madam Rand vefolu’d b withall,
The fclfe fame Gods that srm’d the Queenaof Troy
Wich opportunitieof therpt

. And intrals feede the faerififing fire,

Alarbus goes toret,andwe furuiue,
To trétoble viides Thwy shwomoing lookes,

Vpon the Thracian Tyrancin his Tent,

May fauout Tamora the Queenc of Gotkes, \ ,
( When Gothes were Gothes,and Tamora was Queene )
.To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. '

Enter the Sormes of Andronicms againe,
L

Luwci. See Lord and Father,how we haue pezform'd
Our Romaine rightes, Alarbms limbs arc lope,

Whole imoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie,
Remaineth nought but to interre our Bréthren,
And with low’d Larums welcome them to Rome.
T, Letitbefo,and lev Androwscws '
Make this his laceft farewell to their fonles,
FIO”#. |
Then Sownd Trumpets,and lay the Coffins in the Tombe, ’
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes,
Romes readieft Champions,repofe you heercin reft,
Secure from woildly chauncesand mifhaps s
Heerelutks no Treafon,heere no enuie fwels,
Hecre grow no damuied grudges, heere are no flormes,
No noyle,bur filence and Ecernali fleepe,
In peacs and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes,

Enmser Laninia,

Lasi. In peace and Honour,live Lord T long,
My Noble Lord and Father,iue nFame:
J.oe atthus Tombe my tnbutarie teafes,
I render Yor my Bretaerens Obfequies:
Aud atthy fecte [ koeele,with tearcs of ioy
Shed on the earch for thy retusne to Rome.
O bleffe me heere with thy victorious hand,
Who'e Fortune Rames beft Citizens applau’d.
7s. Kind Rome,
Thathalt chus lourngly referu’d
The Cordiall of mine age to gladmy hare,
Latsnsa live,out-hiue chy Fathers daves :
Aud Fames cternall date for vertues praife.
Mare. Longhue Lotd Tirus, my beloucd brother,
Gradious Taumpher 1n the cyes of Rome,
Tit. Thankes GentleTubune,
Noble brother Afuarcus.
Mar. And welcome, Nephews from fucceffull wars,
You that furviue and you that fleepe in Fame:
Faire Lords you. Fortunesareallahiken all,
Thatnyour Countries feruice drew your Swords.
Buc fafer I'riumphs this Funerall Pompe,
That Hath afpir'd to Solews Happines,
And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed,
T 1ws Androniess thepeopleof Rome,
Wholefriend iniuftice thou halt ev er bene,
Send thee by me their Tribune and cheir truft,
This Palliament of white and fpotleffe Hue,
And nanie thee in Ele&tion for the Empire,
With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sonnes s
Bc Cundid itsas then and putit on,
Aundhelpetafeta head on heaalefle Rome,
7st. A betrer head her Gloriousbody fits, -
Then hus thac hakes for age and feeblencfle;

What
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T be Tragedie of Titus e A ndronicus.

33

What thould 1 d'on thisRobe and trouble you,

Be enoien with proclamations to day,

Tomorrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life,

And let zbroad new bufinefle tor you all.

Rome | haue bene thy Souldier forty yeare:,

Andledmy Countries @rength fucceffefully,

Andbuncdone and twenty Yaliant Sonnes,

Kmghted 1 Field, flainc manfu'ly in Armes,

Innghtand Seruice ot their Noble Countrie

Guueme a flaffe of Honowt for mine age,

Butnota Scepter to controule the world,

Vprighthe held it Lords.thar held ic laft,
Aar. Tetas thou (halt obtaine and aske the Lapene.
Sat, Prond and ambivous Tribune can fiihou te.d?
Tiatus. Patience Prince Suturnmsy,

S.ar. Romawmes domerighe,

Patiaians draw your Swords jandfheath themeat
Il Sarsornsiz beRomes Lowzronr

Asxdrontens would chou weet thips to hell,

Rather thenrob meof the proy les hares,

Luc, Prond St e, interruprer of the good
That Noblesunded 7ius miecnes o thee,

71, Content thee Pance, ] w:ll reftorero thee
The peoples barts aud weane thep from themtielues,

Fofs. Andronem, 1 donottl teer thee
Bu: Hunour thee,and will doc vll T dee:

My Laon if thoufirengden with thy Fiiend 2
I will moft thanketull beyand thankesto men
OfNoble mindes,is Honourablc Meede.

Tit, People of Rome,and Noble Tribune s heere,
Tashe your voyees wnd your Suthiages,

Will youbelow them triendly on Androviens?

11 2unes. Togranfie the good Andronicus,
And Gratulawe hus fafe returne to Rome,
‘Thepeople will accept whom he admits,

Tu. Tubunes] thanke you,and this fure I make,
Thatyou Create your Emperours eldeft fonne,
Lord Saurame whofe Vertues will Thope,

Riflelt on Romeas Tytans Rayes on earth,
Ardnpen Iuificein thes Common-weale s
Thenifyen will cle@ by my aduife,

Crowne him, and fay : Long live ovr Emperour,

AMar. An. With Voyccs and applauéz of cuery for,
Patricians and Piebeans we Create
Lord Sutsrnimus Romes Great Emperour.
Ardlay, Lorg lxe our Emperour Saturmmne,

Alo-g Floari/b tall they come dorwne,

Satu. Tutns Andromcus for thy Fauours done,
To vsm our Eleétion this day,

I giue thee thankes i part of thy Deferts,

And will with Dzedsrequice thy gentlenefic ;
And fer an Onfet Tss to aduance

Thy Name,and Honorable Familie,

Lassrsa will Tmake my Emprefle,

RomesRovall Miftris,Miftris of my hart
Andinthe Sacred Pathan her efpouts ¢

Tell me Ardronicus doth this motion pleafe thee ¢

7. 1t doch my worthy Lord,andin this macch,
Thold me Highly Honoured of your Grace,

Ard heere in tight of Rome,to Sarwrxene,

King and Commander of our Common-weale,
he Wids-viotlds Emperour,do ] Confecrate,

My Sword.my Charior,and my Prifonerss,

P:efents well Worthy Romes Imperiali Lord :

Receiue them thenthe Tributethat [ owe,
Mise Honours Enfigres iumbied at my fedee,

\

-

e e .

Satw. Thankes Noble Titws Father of my life,
How proud 1 am of thee,and of thy gifts
Reme thall record,and when 1 do torger
The leaft of thefe vofpeakabic Deferts,

Romans forget your Fealue tome.

71:. Now Madam are your prifoner to an Emperous,
To himthat tor you tlonour and your State, 1
Will vie you Nobly and your followers.

Sarw. A goodly Lady,truft me of the Hue
That [ would chioofe, were 1 to choole anew -

Cleere vp Faire Queene that cloudy countenance,

Theugh chance ot warre

lath wrougu thas changeof cheers,

Thou com'itnottn bemade afeorne in Rome:

Princely fhailbe thy vfage cuery way.

Reft or my word,and letnot difcoutent

D 2inzall your hopes : Madam he comforts you,

Can eabe your Greater then the Qieene o1 Gothes ?

L. you are not difpleat’d with tns 2
Lar. Net)my Lord, fith true Nobihie,

W\ arraersthefe words i Prncely cureefie,

St Thavkes {weete Lasrria Romans let vs goe:
Ranfomle(fe heere we fet our Potaners free,

Praclime ourHonors [ ords with Trumpe and Dinra,
I‘af}. Lotd T by your leaue,thi« Maidismire.
Lot How fir 2 Are youin emneft chen iny Lord?
Bafs. I Noble Tirms and refei’d warkall

Todoe my felte tiusreufen, and this gt e,

Mare, Suumcurgenn,s our Romaneluthee,

This PancenTuiice ceazeth but hus owne,

Luc, Aud chiar e walland hall i Lerie Lo,

Tir. Traytorsauant,whereistt ¢ Fnpe:ours Guarde?

Trealon my Lord,Lans.a s {urprit’d,

Sat, Surpni'd,by wnom ?

Bafi. By him thatwfily may
Beaic his Betroth'd,ficm all the world away,

Muts, Brothershielpe to conuey her bence away,
And withmy Sword le keepe this doore {a1c.

7. Foilow my Lord,and lle foone bring her b cke,

Afus. My Lord you pafle not heere.

T3, Whatvillawe Boy,bar'ft me my way iuRoae?

Mue, Helpe Luces helpe, . s hum,

Lue, My Lord you are vaiuf} and morethen fo,

In wrongfuli quarre!l you haue {laine yeour ton,

T«t. Northou, nor he are any fonnes of mine,

My fonics would neuer fo difhonour me,

Traytoriceftore Lassmato the Emperour.

Luc. Deadifyou will, but not to be his wife,

That s anothers lawfull promift L ouc.

Luter alofs the Emperour warh T amora avd her two
fonnes wund Aaronthe Afovre
Empe. No Ti'mano,the Emperour needs her not,
Nor her,nor thee nor any oithy ftocke:
lie truft by Leifure him that mocks me once,
Theeneaer : nar thy Traytetous hanghty fonnes,
Confederates all,thus to d' thonour nue,
Was nonein Rame to makea ftule
Buc Satarnine  Fall well Androwscns
Agreethefe Deeds,wich that proud bragge of thine,
Thattaid'R,I beg'd the Empireacthy hands
Tst. O monftious,what reproachinil words are thele?
Sar. Buz goe thy wayes,goc piue that changing peece,
To him that flourifhe for ber with his Sword
A Valliant fonne 10-law thou fhalt enivy 1
One, i to bandy with thy lawleffe Sonnes,

Tof
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T be Tragedie of Tirus A ndronicus.

To ruttle in the Common-wealth of Rome,
Tet. Thele words are Razors to my wounded hare.
Sar. And therefore louely Tamwore Qacene of Gothes,
That like the ftately 7 b25¢ mong'ft her Nimphs
Doftoucr-fhine the Gallant’it Dames of R ome,
Ifchoube pleaf’d with thismy fodaine choyle,
Beliold I choofe thee Tamorator inv Bride,
And will Create thee Empiefle of itome.
Speake Queenc of Goths doft thou applau’d mv choyfe?
And heere | fweare by all the Ronsaine Gods,
Sith Prictt and Holy-water arcfo neere,
And Tapers burneto brighe, and cuery thing
Inrezdines for Hymercas Rand,
1 wili not refalute the fireets of Rome,
Or clime ty Pallace,ull fiom forth this place,
1leade efpoufl'd iny Bride slong with me,
Tamo. Andhcerein fight of heauen to Rome I fweare,
If Satwrmine aduance the Q1een of Gothes,
Shee will a Hand-maid be to his defires,
A louing Nurfe, a Mother tohis y-outh,
Sarnr. Afcend Faire Qeene,
Panthean Lords,accompany
Your Noble Emperour and hislouely Biide,
Sent by the heauens for Prince Sarwrnne,
Whofe wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered,
There thall we Confummate our Spoufallites.
Exexntomnes,
Tit. Tamnotbid to waice vpor this Bride:
Trtng when wer't thou wont to walke alone,
Dithoaoured thus and Challenged ot wrongs ?

Eater CHarens avd Titsa Sonnes.

Mar O Tutusfee! O fce what thou haft done!
Inabad quarrell,{laine a Vertuous fonne,

Tse. No foohfh Tribune,nn: Nofonne of mine,
Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed,

That hath dithonoured all our Family,
Vaworthy brother, and vaworthy Sonnes.

Luss. Butletvs giuchimbunailasbecomes:
Giue e uteas bursall with our Bretheren.

Ter. Traycors away,hereft's notin this Tombes
This Monu:ment fiue hundreth yezres hath ftood,
Which I haue Sumptuoufly re edified .

Heere none but Souldiers,and Romes Seruitors,
RepoleinFame: None bafely flame in braules,
Bury him where you can,he comes not heere,
Mar. My Lordthisisimpiety inyou,
My Nephew (Aucw, deeds do pleadfor him,
Hemuftbeburied with his bretheren,
Tatus s wo Somnes [peakes.
And fh!l,or him we will accompany.
T3, Aud (hall! Whatvillaine was it {pake that word ?
Tuus fonne [peares.
Hethac would vonch'd 1can any place but heere,

Tst. What would you bury him in miy defpight?

Atar. NoNoble Tuus,bucintreat of chee,
To pardon Afwws, and to bury h:m.

T, Maocys, Eucathou haft (troke vpon my Creft,
And with thele Boy es mine Honour thou haft wounded,
My foes Id»crepute you eucry one,

Sotrouble me no more,but get you gone.
v.Ssme Heis nothinfelte let vs withdraw,
2.Souine, Not] tell Afuriwiboncsbe buried,
T'be Brother and the fonnes kneele,

/

Afae, Brother, for in that naine doth nature plea’d.

N o

3.Sonme, Father,and in that name doth nature fp}?& 2
Zit. Speakethouno more if allthe ret will fpeede.
Mar. Renowned 7isus more then halfe my foule,
Luc. Deare Father,{oule and fubRfance of vs all,
HMar. Suffer thy brother Marcas to interze )

His Noble Nephew heere in vercues neft,

That died in Honou: and Lawsnia’s caufe,

Thou art 2a Romsine, be not barbarous:

The Greekes vponaduife did bury Arax

That flew himfclfe : And Laerees fonnc,

Did gracioufly plead for bus Funerals :

Letnot young Autins then that wasthy ioy,

. Be bar’d hisentrance heere.

T . Rife Marcns rife,
The difmall’Rt dayis thisthat erc I faw,
To be difhenored by my Sonnes in Rome :
Well,bury him,and bury me the next.
They pus him sn the Tombe. .
Lus. Thereliethy bones fweet Afutins with thy
Till we with Trophees do adoinc tay Tombe, (friends
They all kwecle and ﬂ].
No man fhed teares for Noble Afwtiu;,
Heliues in Fame,that di’d in vertues czufe, Exit,
Ay, My LordtoRep out ofthefe fudden dumps,
How comes it that the fubtile %ccnc of Gothes,
1s of a fodaine thus aduanc’d in Rome ?
Ts. 1know not Afarcus :bue [ knowitis,
(Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can tell,
Is the not then beholding to the man,
Thatbroughcher for this high goodturne fo farre ?
Yes, and will Nobly hum reiunerate,

Flourifb.
Enter the Emperor, Tamora, and ber two fons, with the Mosre
ar one deore,  Erter at the other doore Bafssanss and
Lasssnic wub others,
fas. So Baftawnsyyouhaue plaid ycur prize,
God giueyouioy fir of your Gallant Bride,

Bafs. Andyouofyoursmy Lord: I {1y nomore,
Nor wifh no lefle,and fo J tahe my leauc.

Sat. Traytor,if Rome haue law,or we haue power,
Thouand thy Fattion thallrepent this Rape,

Bafi. Rapecall youitmy Lord,to ceale my owne,
My true betrothed Loue, andnow my wife ?

But let the lawes of Rome detcrunineall,
Meane while I am poffe®t o that 1s mine.

Sat. 'Tisgood fir: you are very fhore with vs,
Butifweliue,weele be as fharpe withyou,

Bafs. My Lord,what ] hauc done as beft I may,
Aofwere I muft, and thall do withmy hife,
Onely thus much 1 giue your Grace toknow,
By all the duties that I owe to Rome,

This Noble Gentleman Lord Tsts heere,

Is 1n opinion and in honour wrong'd,

Thatin the refcueof Lasinia,

Withhis owne hand did flay his youngeft Son,
In zeale to you,and highly mou’d to wrath.
Tobe contsoul'd in that he frankly gaue:
Receiue him then to favour Sacwrmine,

That hath expre’ft himfelfe in all bis deeds,

A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome,

Tur. Prince Bafiianns leaue to plead my Deeds,
*T1s thou, and thofe, that haue dithonoured me,
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge,

How 1 haue low'd and Honour’d Satwrmne,

7am. My worthy Lord if cuer Tamord,

Were

w
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The Tragedie of Titus e Andronicus. 1

Woere gracious in thofe Princely eyes ofthine, | Iwouldnotparts Batchellous from che Prieft, - .
Then heare me ipeake indifferencly for all ¢ Come, if the Eraperours Court can feaft two Brides,
And at my fute ({weet ) pardon what is patt. You sre may guett Lawinia, and your friends :,
Sarw. W hat Madam, be dithonoured openly, This dayfhallbea Loue.day Tamer«,
Andbafely put it vp without reuenge ? Tit. Tomorrow and it pleafe your Maicflie,
. Tam. Notfomy Lord, To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me,

The Gods of Rome for-fend, With horne and Hound,
I thould be Authour to dithonouryou, Weele give your Grace Bow 17,
But on mine honour dare, 1 vndertake Sawrs Beitfo Tirm,and Gramerey to. Exemnt,

For good Lord Tetas innocence inafl :
Whoe futy not diffembled fpeakes his griefes : —

Then at my (ute looke gracioufly on him, -
Aitus Secunda.

Loofe not {o noble a friend on vaine fuppofe,

Nor with fowre lookes affli&t his gentle heart,
My Lord,berul d by me,be wonne atlafty
Diffemble all ycur gricfes and difcontents,
You are but newly planzed in your Throne, Flowrifh,
Leaftthen the people, and Patricians too,
Vponaiult furuey take Totue part,

And {ofupplant vsforingratstude,

Whih Rome reputes to be a hainous fin ne.

Enter Aaron alone,

Aron, Now climbeth Tamora Olympus toppe, -
Safe out of Fortunes (hot, and fits aloft,

Yeeld atinrreats, and thenjerme alone :
Tle finds a day to maffacre themall,
Andracetherr fsction,and chewr fanulie,
Taoc cruell Father,and his trayt’rous {onnes,

Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flafh,
Aduanc’dabout pale cauies threatming reach:
As whenthe goldenSuane (alutes the morne,
And having gilt the Ocean with his beames,

Gallops the Zodtacke ir. bus ghiftering Coach,

To whom1 fued for my deare fonnes life,

And make them Know what 'tis to Jeta Queenc,
Knaceeleinthe flrectes,and beg for graceinvaine,
Come,come,{wect Emperour, (come Andronscur)
Take vp thi, good old man, and cheere the heart,

And ouer-lookes the nigheft piering hills :
So\Tamora s

Vpon her wit doth earchly honour waire,
Andverwue {toopes and trembles at her frowne,

Thatdies in tempeft of thy angry frowne.
Kmg. Rile Tum,nfe, .
My Ewnpreflc hath preuail’d.
Tuss. 1thanke your Maieltie,
And ber my Lord,
Thefe words,thefe lookes,
Tufule new hife.n me.
Tamos. Titus,] am incorparate in Rome,
A Roman nowadopted happily,
Ar.d muft aduife the Emperour for his good
Tis dryall giarels die Audromcns.,
Aad letitbe mine honour good my Lord,
That T haue reconail'd your friendsand you.
ForyruPrince Bafsianus, I haue paft
My word and prounfe to the Emperour,
Thatyoawilibe more milde and traftable.
Andfeste not lords s
And 30U Lawnois,
Ry my aduile all humbled on your knees,
Youafhallaske pardon othis Maicitie,
Syﬂ. “’(‘ dOC,
And vow to heauen, and to hisHighnes,
Thacwhatwe did, was omldly, sswe might,
TenZeng our filters honour and our owne,

Taos 4 Nay,nty,
Sweet Lo pcroar, we muftall be friends,

willno: be 7 vied, i cet hart Jooke back.
King. Marcus,

Foiiny 1ake and thy brothers heere,

Andatmylouels Tarar e sintieats,

Tdoe remitthe’e v~ 10 mens haynous faules,

ll found afr snd,and fuce as death I ware,

-

A, That oo mine honour heere I do proteft.
Korg. Arvay an lalke nat,teouble vs nomore,

The Vb ine andhisNephews knecle tor grace,

Standvp : Lawen 1,20 og v you leteme like a churle;

Then Aaron aune thy hare and fie thy thoughts,
Toe mountaloft with thy Emperiall Miftris,
And mounc her pitch, whom thou in ctiumph long -
Haft prifoner held, feterid in amerous chaines,
And fafter bound to Aerons charming eyes,
Then 1s Promethews ti’de to Cancafus,
Away with {lauith weedes,and 1dle thoughs,
I will bebright 2ud thine in Pearle and Geld,
To wane vpon this new made Empréffe.
To waite {21d I £ To wanton with this Queene,
This Godde(e, this Semerimis, this Qucene,
This Syren,thac will charme Romes Saswrnine,
And fee tus hipwracke,and his Common weales.
Hollo,what ftorme is this ?
Lnter Chiron and Demetrins brasing.
Dem. Chiren thy yeres wants witythy wit wants edge
Ahd macn:rs to intru’d where I am grac'd,
Acd may for ought thou know'ft affected be.
Ch. Demerrsns,thou doo’t ouer-weene in all,
And foin this, to beate me downe with braues,
"Tisnotthe difference of ayeere ortwo
Makes melefe g acious,or thee more fortunate ¢
Y am as able,and as fit,as chou,
To ferue,and to deferue my Miftris grace,
Andthatmy {word vpon thee fhallapproue,
And plead my paffions for Lawina'sloue,
Arm Clubs,clubs,thefe louers wili noc keep the pesce.
Dem, Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduiled)
Gauc youa daunfing Rapier by your fide,
Arc youfo defperate growne to threat your friends ?
Goetoo : haue your Lath glued within your (heath,
Tillyou know beteer how to handle it.
Chi. Meane while fir, withthe litle skilll haue,”
Full well fhalt thou perceiue how much I dare.
Deme. 1Boy.grow ye fo braue ¢ They drawe.
Aros. Why liow now Lords?
Sonere the Emperours Pallace dare you draw,

And]
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And mainiaine fuch s quarrell openly?
Full welt I wote, the ground of all this grudge.
1 would nat for ¢ mill:on of Gold, .
"The caufe were koowne to them it moft concemes.
Nor would your nobie mother far much more
Be {o dithonoted im the Court of Rome::
For fhame put vp.

Deme. Not I, ull Thase fheatk’d-
My rapicr in his bofome,and withall
Thrult thefe reprochfuli (peeches downe his throar,
That he hath breath’d in iy difhonour heere.

Chi. Forthat ] am prepai’d and full refolu’d,
Foulefpoken Coward,
Thatthundieft with thy tengue,

And with thy weapsnoothing dait performe.
Arone Avay 1y,
Now by the Gods thar wathke Gotlies adore,
This precty brabble wili vadoo vsall:
Why Lords,and thinke younothow dangercus
Itis cofec vpona Princesrighe ?
What is Lausssa theo become folsofe,
Ot Baftsames fo degenerarc,
That for Let louc Exch quarre!s may be broache,
Without controulement, Tuftice, or reucrge?
Young Lotds beware, and thould the Emprefle know,
This dilcord ground the muhicke would nor pleafe,
Chs. 1 caicaoz ], knew fhe and all the world,
Tloue Lami-iz nore then oll the world.
Demer. Youngling,
Learne thou to make fome meancr ¢hoifle,
Laninarsthine elder brothers hope.

Arew. Wiy ueye mad ? Ockaoow ye not in Roine,
How furious and impatient they be,
And cannot brooke Competizorsin loue ?
Itell you Lords,you dae but plot your deaths,
By this devnife,

Chi. Awonathouland deaths woulid I propofe,
To atchieue her whom 1 do foue.

Aron. Toatcheiue her,how?

Deme. Why,mak'ft thouit fo frange ?
Shee is 3 woman,therefore may be woo'd,
Shiee i3 3 woman,therfore may be woune,
Shees Laxsma therefore mult be Jou'd.
Whatmin, more water ghidech by the Mull
Then wors tne Miller of, snd eatie st s
Of acutloafeto ficale a fhive weknow:
Though Bafsianses be the Emperours brother,
Better then he haue worne ¥slcans badge,

Aron, 1,and as good as Satwrnsse may.

Deme. Then why (hould he difpaire that knowes to
With words, faire lorkes,and liberaliry : (courtit
What ha(t not thou fu!l cfien flrucke a Doe,

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ¢

Aron, \Why then it teemes fome certaine {nstch or fo
Would feris vous turnes,

Che. I 1o tacturne were ferued,

Deme, Aaronthon hatthitice

Aron. Weuldyouhad hitit coo,

Then thonld not we be tur'd with this adoo::
Why harke yee, hake yee, and are you fuch fooles,
To {quare for this * WWould it offend you then 7

C#i. Faithnotme.

Deme. Notme, (o] vercone, .

Aren. For fhamebe fiiends, & ioyne forthat yoular:
"T1s polhicie,and {tratugeme it doe
That you affe&,and fo wuft you refolue,

o ———
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That whar you cannog ss you would atcheiue,
You muft perforce accomplith as you may :
Take this of me,Lacrece was not more chaft
Theo this Lanmm, Balsienns lowe,

A freedier courfethis lingriog tanguifhment
Muft we purfue, and 1 haue foond ce path:
My {.o:ds, afolemne huating iz in hand,

There wilithe iouely Roman Ladies troope
The Forreft waikes are wide and fpacious,

And mary vafrequented plots there are,

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanic:

Single you thither then this dainty Doe,:

And {rike her home by force, it not by waords:
1! is way ornot atall,ftand you in hope.
Come,come cut Empreffe with hertacsed wis
To villainie and vengance confecrate,

Willwe ~cquaint with all that we iniend,

And ficfhil tile our enpines with aduife,
Thatwilivot tutier you wo fgnare your {clues,
But to your wifhes he.giit acuance yor both,
The Emperours Courtishibe the Louft of Fame,
Thepallace full of rongues,of eyes, of car. 82
The Woods are ruthleffe, dreadfuli,deate, and dull ©
Thereipeake,and firike braue Royes,& take your turnes,

And reue'l 1n Lanoma’s Trealur e
Chs s Thy comntcll Lad {mells of no cowardite,
Deme. Sufusant refas, 2ill ] finde the Rreames,

To coulethis hear, a Charme to calme thess fits,

Exeunt,

Enter Titres Auaronscus andhis three fonmes, makyng 4 noyfe
with hound- a:d homes, and L3 urens,

Tu. Thehuutisvpobemorne icbrghi and gray,
Thefields are fragiam, o done Wauds are preene,
Vacouple Leere, and let vs make 4 bay,

And wake the Emperour, and his louely Bride,
And rouze the Punce, and ning e hunters peale,
Thsetallthe Court may eccho with the noyle.
Sonnesletitbeyour charge, asit1s ouss,
Toatendthe Empercurs perfon carctully :

1 haue bene treublea inmy flecpe thismight,
But dawning day new cormfort hathufpird,

Winde Hornes.,
Heere a cry of hesndes, and wind: hornes sn 4 peale,then
Enter Ssurwinns Tamora, Daffianns, Lasinia, Chsron,De-
mcsriis.avd thar Attendasis,

Ti. Many good morrowes to your Maieflie,
Madam to you as manyand as goad.
1 promifed your Grace, a Hunters pesle.
Satwr. Andyou haue tung it lultily my Lords,
Somewhat to earely for new married Ladies,
Bafs. Lasinahow fayyou?
Laxs. 1fayno:
I haue bene awake two houres and more,
Sarur. Come on then, horfe and Chariots letvs haue,
And to our fport : Madam,now fhall ye fee,
Our Romaine hunting.
Mar. Thaue dogges my Lord,
Will rouzethe proudeft Panther in the Chafe,
And clime the higheft P omontary top.
Tit. And1haue hotfe will follow where the game
Makes way, and runncs likes Swallowes ore .the plaine
Deme, Chiron:
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Deme, (brron we hunt not we,with Horfe nor [{ound
I'ut iope e pluckea dainty Doe ro ground, Exeumt
Enter Aaron afonc, '
Arvs, Hedhathad wit,would chinke thatl had none,
Tobuy fo much Gold vnder a7 uce,
{ % i raier after tonherit st.
Lot himcuai shinks of me fo'abicétly,
Know that this Gold mut coine a Rracageme,
Wiich cunningly effeéted,willbeger
A very excellene peece of vllany |
Aad forepofc fweet Gold tor theu voreft,
That haue thic:r Almes out ot she Empreffe Clieft,
Enter Tameratothe Momre, =
Tamo, My louely .darer,
W l:erefore look (tthou fad,
W hen cuery thing doth make'a Glcefull boaft ?
The Birds chaunt melody on every buth,
The Snake Lieg rolled in the cheurcfull Sunae,
The greenz leanes quiner.wath the coohing winde,
And make 1 cheker’d fhadow onthe ground :
Vndes then {sweese thade,eAarom lev v s fie,
And wini ft thebabling Ecchomock’s the Hounds,
Replying flinlly to the well tun'd-Hornes,
¥s1fadouble hunt were heard atonce,
Letvs (it downe,and marke therr yelping noyfe:
Andafier conhi@, fuch as was {uppos’d.
The wandring Prince and Drdo once entoy’d,
When withahappy ftorme they were furpris’d,
And Curtain’d with a Counfaile-keeping Caue,
We may each wreathed in the ethers armes,
(Our pattimes done) pofle(le a Golden {lumber,
Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and fweet Melodious Birds
Be vnto vs, ssisa Nurles Song
Of Lullabie to bring her Babe aflcepe.
Aren. Madame,
Though Vewus gouesne your defires,
Saturneis Dominator ouer mine :
What fignifies my deadly Randing eye,
My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholie,
My fleece of Woolly haire,that now vncurles,
Euenas an Adde: when the doth vorowle
To do fome fatall execution ?
No Madam,thefe are no Veneriall fignes,
Vengeance is in my heart,desch in my hand,
Blood, and rcuenge,are Hammering in my head,
Harke Zamora the Emprefle of my Soale,
Whichneuer hopes more hesuen thenreftsin thee,
Thisis the day of Doome for Bafsian;
His Philomel muft loofe her tongue today, . .
Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chatticy,,
And wath their hands in Bafiem blood.. -
Seelt thou this Letter,cake st vp I pray thee,
And giue the King this fatall plotted Scrowle,
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied,
Heere comes a parcell of our hepefull Booty,
Which dreads not yer theie hiwes defRru&ion.

Enter ‘Bajjianwms and Lan:mia,

Tamas.” Ahmy {vrect CMoore:
Sweerer to me then life.

Aron, Nomoze great Empre{ic, Baffianms comes,
Be croffe with him,aud Ile goe fetch thy Sonnes
Tobacke thy quarrell what fo cre they be,

Bafi. Whami :ue we heere 2
|Romes Royall Einprefle,

w

Vafurmfhe of our well befeeming troope?

Or isit Diaw habited likeher,

Who hach abandoned her holy Groues,

To fee the gencrall Hunting in thus Forre?
Tame. Sawcie controuler of our prinase tleps:

Had I the power,that fome fay Dsan had,

Thy Temples fhould be planted prelently.

. With Hornes, as was Acleons, and the Hounds

Should drue vpon his rew transformed himbes, -
Vnmannerly Intruder as thou are. .

L-wi. \'nder your patience gentle Empreffe,
"Tisthonglt volthae a goodiy g:ttinHorning,
And to be doubted ;that your Maere and you
Are fisgled forth. to try experiments :

Ione (horld vour husband from his Hounds to day,
Tusprrry they fhould take him for a Srag. _

Baf:. Delecue me Queene,yout {wserth Cymenion, * -

Doth make your Horour ofhis bodies Hue,

Spotted, detetted,and sbhaminable,

\Whv are you fequefired from all your traine ?

Ditrounted from yotir Snow-white googly Steed,

+.0d wandred nucher to an obfeure plot,

Accompaied with abatbarous Aeore,

It foule defire had not conduited you ? '
Lami. Aodbemgotercepredinyour fpore,

Great reafon thatmy Noble Lord,be rated

For Saudinefle, ! pray you lec vs hence,

Andlether joy her Rauen colouredloue, .

s villey fies the purpofe paffing well,

B4 TheKing my Brother fligllhaue notice of this.

Law. 1,forthete flips have made lumnoted long,
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed.

Zamora, \Why I hauepatience to endute all this?
Enter Chiron and Demetrine,
Dem How now deere Soucraigne
And our gracious Mother,
Why doth your Highnes looke fo pale and wan?
T ams. Hauel notreafon thinke you to looke palé.
Theferwo haue tic'd me hither to thisplace,
A barren detefed valeyou fee itis,
The Trees though Sommer,yct forlotne and leane,
Ore-come with Moffe,and balcfull Miffelco.
Hecere ncuer {hunes the Sunne,heere nothing breeds,
Vlefie che mightly Owle,or fatall Rauen:
And when they (hew’d me thisabhoreed pit,
They toldme heere ac dead ume of themighe,
A thoufand Fiends,a thoufand luffing Snakes,
Ten thoufand twelling Toades,3s many Vrchuns,
Would make fuch fearetull and confufed cries,
As any mortall body heanng it,
Should ttraite tall mad, or clfc die fuddenly.
No fooner had they told this hellith tale,
But firait they told me rthey would biude me heere,
Vato thebo'y of adifmal! yew,
Andleaue me co this miterable Jeath.
And then they call'd ine fosle Adulterefle,
Tafctnions Goth and all the bicteret tearmes
That eu~r carc u1d heare to fuch effed,
And had you ot by wondrous fortune come,
Tim vengeaace onme had they executed ¢
Reaerge e, s youloue your Motner. luit,
Or be yenot Lencefurth cald my C uildien,
Dem, This sa witneflethae I am thy Sonne. [F4b £im,
Chi. Anddhestorme,
Strook hiatic oo fhew my thienaih,
L. L coue Semerami v Barbaious 7 ipsora.
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For no namé flts thy niature buc thy owne.
Tam. Giueme thy poyniard,you thal know my boyes
Your Mothers tand fhall riglit your Mothers wrong,
Deme. Stay Madam heere is more belongs to her,
Firft thrath thie Corne,then after burne the ftraw:

This Minics ftood vpon her chattiey,

Vpon he'e Nupsiall vow, her loyaltie.

And with that painted hope,braues your Mightinefle,

And (hall fhe carry this vnto he graue?

Chi. Andifthe doe,

J would I were an Eunuch,

Drag hence her husband to fome {ecret hole,

And make his dead Trunke-Pi:low to our uft,

Tamo. But when yehaye thehony we delire,

Let not this Wafpe out-liue vs both to fting.

Chir. 1 warrant you Madam we will make that fure:

Come Miftris,now perforce we will cnioy,

That nice-preferued honefly of yours.

Lawi. Oh7amorathoubgar'lts woman face,

Tamo. 1will not heare her fpeake,away with her,
Lasi. Sweet Lords intreac her heare me but aword .
Demet. Liften faire Madam,letitbeyour glory

To {ce her teares but be your harc to them,

As varelencing flint to drops of ramne.

Lawi. \Whea did che Tigers young-ones teach the dam?

O doe not learne her wiach,fhe taughticthee,

The mulke thou tuck'ft from her did turne to Maible,

Euen at thy Te.tthouhad' R chy Tyranny,

Yec euery Mother breeds not Sonnes alike,

Do thou ntreat her fhew a worman pacty.

Chsro. \Vhat,

Wouldft thou hiaue mc prove my {clfe abaftard ?
Laus. 'Tistrus,

The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke,

Yer haue | heard,Oh could | indetnow,

The Lion mou'd with pitty,d:d indute

To haue his Princely pawes par'd all away,

Come fay,that Rauens tofter forlorne children,

The vouiit theie owne birds faoufhin their neits -

Oh beto me though thy hard hart fay no,

Netimny fo kud but fomething pitufull, N k
Twm,. Jharwnot whiat it meancs.away witahies.
Lawn. Ohleeme teachtheeior oy Fawners fake,

That gaue taee life when weliie nngiibaue flaine thee:

Le not aby neaie,of oo thy deaic cates.,

Tams. Had dthono

|

citon anre offended me,
Fuen fortas fake am | pitsdedes .
R meuau Bogesite DTN f()r(jn teares in vaire,
Toae juur brothe c om the facnfice,
Bui fice Amseei.cm aould not relent,
Therefore awae with her,and vfe heras you will,
The oufe 1o hertne Det loud i me.

Jan, Qni-nuad,
Pecall Jagenile Queens .
And wih thine o nmiti s hitlmein chis place,

Lor "tis 1ot 1e of 304 Laue Ley'd folong,

. D7) » . »
Poore | as 1111, when 4(1]]14.7!:.‘1 dy’d,
Tara, 5 heil Jewtien 2tond woman letme go ?
1 oae. "1 nicient feati Theg,and one thing mote,

That m,.»,\m],{;m’. Jooesmy Eorlguc totell :
Lkespererom Jeir worfe thenkiling luft,

Av ! umbicme mtofome loathfome pit,

YAV e nonerinans ¢y e may hehold my body,

Deetuis,andbea S eeblemurderer,

Tanz. S0 Mould | rodmy fweet Sonnes of their fee,

No e thic.n faufie their luit ou thee,

4 -,

Deme. Away, '

For thou haft ftaid vs heere too long,

Lawinia. No Garace,

No womanhood ? Ah beaflly creature,
The blotand enemny to our generall naue,
Confufion {alleme=

Chs. Nay thenlle Rop your mouth
Bring thou her husband,p
Thisis the Hole where Aqronbid vs hide him,

Tam. Farewellmy Sonnes,fee that youmake hes {ure
Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed, ’
Tull all the Andiomscs be made away :

Now will T hence 1o feeke my louely Moore,
Andlet my fpleenctull Sonnes this Trull defloure.  Earr,

Enter Aaron with two of Tstus Sonnes.

Aron. Come on my Lords,the better foote before,
Straight will I bring you to theldethfore pir,

Where [ efpied the Pancher foft afleepe,
Q. My fightas very deli what ere st hodes,
Marts, And mine | promaic you,were icnot for fhame,
Well could I Jeaue vur fporcto fleepe a whiles
Lus. What artthou fallen 2’
Whatfubuls Hole 15 this,
Whofcm uthis couered vath Rude growing Brices,
Vpon whoteleaues are drops of new-fhed-blood,
Astrefhasmornings dew diftil d on flow 2zs,
A veiy fatall place it fecmes to me:
Speake Brecher hafl chou hust thee with the fall 2
Moartiss, Oh Brother,
Witk the difmal'f obieéd
That euer eye with fight aiade heactjumene,

Aron, Now willltecchthe King oo finde Giem hesre
Thathe v ereby may haae a hinely gelle, 1
Howth eiewere ey thacmade away hus Brothe,,

Exit Avon

Atu i WWhy doft not comfort me and helpe me ou,
1 som this ynhallow'd and blood -t ained tHole?

Omnw, Tamlurpnfed with an yncouch fearey
A chllng fweatore-ruus my trembling 1oynrs,

My heait fulpects more then mine exe can fee.

Atarts, Toprcuschou halt a true dwiring “2are,
Aaror: and thou looche downe mto thisden,
Andfeeafearefull hight of blood and death,

Quinims, Aaren s gone,

And my compalfionate heare

Will not permit anne eyes once to behald
The thing whereat it treinbles by funmlc:
Oh tell mekow stis,for nece ull .o
Waslachild ofearel hnow nocwhat,

Marts. Lowl Zaffionis hies embrewed heere,
Allon aheane !l ke (o the tlaughtred Lambe,
Iithis detefied, darke,blood-drinking pit,

Quere 1t be darke how dooft chouknow ‘s he

Afwt Vpon hisbloody finger he doth weare
A preaous Ring,that lightens all the Hole:

W hich like a Taper in fome Monument,
Dorh thine vponthe dead mans carthly checkes,
And ewes theraggedintraides of the pic:
So pale did fhine the Moone on Piranine,
When he by night lay bath’d inMaidenb lood:
O Bro. her hielpe me wath thy faiating hand.
1f feare hath made thee faint,asmee it hath,
Qut of this fell devouring receptacle,
As hatefull as Osrra mithe mouth.
Quint. Resch me thy hand,chat I may helpe thee out

Or,}
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Or wanting Rirengthto docthee fo much good,
I may be pluckt into the fwallowing wornbe,
Ot this deepe pit,poore Bafsianss graue :

1 haue no (trength to plucke thee to the brinke,

Aarsss Nor 1no firength to clime without thy help.
Qwin. Thy hand once more,1 wiil not loofe againe,
Till thou aic heercaloft,or | below,

Thou can’ not cometome, | comctothee, Dorhs fullin,

Enter the Ersperour , Aaron the Moore.

Sarwr. Along withne,llc (ce whathaole is heere,
And what he is thatnow is Jeapt mtoic,
Say,whoart thou that lately did'ii del:end,
Into this gapiag hollow of the eanth
Marts.  The vnhappic fonne of old Androniem,
Brought hitnerin amoft vuluckie houre,
To finde thy brother Bafsuaniu dead.

Satwr. My brother dead ? t know thoudoft Lut ieft,
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge,
Vpon the North-fide of this plea(2nt Chafe,
*Tis not an hourc fince ] left himthere,

Marts. We know not where you left him all aliue,
But out alas,heere haue wefound him dead,

Enter Tamora, Aadyonicsus,and Lwcssu,

Tamo. Whereismy Lord the King ?
King Heere Tamora,though gricu'd with killing griefe.
Tanms. Wheresthy brother Bafisanis ?
Kme Now tothebottome doft thoufearch my wound,
Poore Taﬁ:anm heere lies murthered.
Tum. Thenalltoo late I bring this fatall writ,
The complot of thistimeleffe Tragedie,
And wonder greadly thac mans face can fold,
In plcaﬁng fmiles fuch murderous Tyrannte.
She giwerh Satwrnine a Letter,

Saturninmsyeads the Letter,
Andifwe miffe 1o meete bim hanfomely,
Sweet hantfman, Baffianus "t1s we meane,
Doe thon fo much as dig the grauc for bum,
Thos know'(} onr meaning looke for thy reward
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree:
Which ower-(baaes the mouth of that fame pit :
Wherewe decreed 1o bury Baffinuss
Doe thes and purchafe vs thy laftsing friends.

King. OhTamora, was euer heard the like ?
Thisis the pit,and this the Elder tree,
Looke firs,if you can finde the hunt{man ou,
That thould haue murthered Bajsanms hecre.
Aron, My gracious Lord hecre is the bag of Gold.
Kmg. Two ofthy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind
Have heere bereft my brother of his hife
Sirs drag them from the pic vnzo the prifon,
Therc lez them bide vnull we haue deuis’d
Some neuer heard-of tortering painc for them,
Tame. What are theyn this pi,
Oh wondrous thing !
How eafily murder s difcovered ?

Tu. HighEmpcrour, vponmy feeble knee,
Ibeg this boone,with teares, not hghely thed,
T hat this fcit fault of my accurfed Sonnes,
Accurfedif che faules be prow’dinthem,

Kieg. itibeprow’d? youfee it isapparant,

N
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YV ho found this Letter , Tamora was it you?
Tamora. Andronicms himfelfe did take it vp,
T«. 1did my Lord,
Yet let me be their baile,
For by my Fathersreverent Tombe Tvow
They fhali be ready at yout Highnes will,
To anfwere their fufpition with their liues.
Kimg. Thou fhalt not baile them, fee thou follow me:
Some bring the murthered body {fome the murcherers,
Let them not fpeake a word the guilt is plaine,
For by my foulc,werc there worfe end then death,
That end vpon them fhould be executed.
7 arno, Androx.css I will entreacthe King,
Feare nos thy Sonnes,they fhall do well enough,
7. Come Lucins come,

Stay notto talhe with them, Exemnt,

. Enter the Empre[le Sounes, with Lasunia,ber hands cwt off and

ber tongue cus cus,and rav. Jhte

Deme. So now goetell and if thy tongue can fpeake,
Who t’was that cut thy tongue and ramfhe thee.
Chi. Write downc thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo,
And ) thy ftumnpes wiil let thee play the Scribe,
Dem, Scehow with fignes and tokens fhe can fcowle.
Chi. Goe home, '
Call for fweet water,wafh thy hands.
Dems, She hath no tongue to calt,nor hands to wafh.
And fo le’s leaue her to her filent walkes,
Che, AndCweremy caufe,] fhould goc hang my felfe.
Dem. 1fthouhad'ft hands to helpe thee huit the cord.
Exenms.
Winde MHornes.
Enter Marcus from banting to Lanmia,
Wko is this,my Neece that flies away fo faft 2
Cofen a word,where is your busband ?
1f1do dreame .would all my wealth would wake me ;
It 1 doe wake,fome Planet flerh e me downe,
That I may flumber i eternall fleepe.
Speake gentle Neece,what flernc vngentle hands
Hathlopt, and hew’d and made thy body base
Ot her ewo branches,thofe fweet Ornaments
Whole airchling (hadowcs,l(ings haue fought to fleepin
Andmight not gaine fo great abappines
As halfe thy Loue ;: Why dooft nct fpeake to me 2
Alas,a Crimf{on riuer of warme blood,
Like to a bubling fountaine fli’d with winde,
Doth nife and fall betweene thy Rofed Ips,
Comming and going with thy hony breath,
But {ure fome 7 erems hath deflcurcd thee,
Andleaft thou (hould' R dete@ them, cut thy tongue,
An now thou turn’ftaway thy face for fhame;
And notwn hflanding all this loffe of blood,
As {rom a Conduie with their iffuing Spouts,
Yet doethy checkes looke red as Toraws face,
Blulhirg to beencountred with a Cloud,
Shall 1 fpeake for thee ? fhall 1 f2y s fo ¢
Oh that Tknew thy hart,and knew the beaft
That I might raile at him to eafe my mind.
Sorrow concezled,like an Ouen ftope,
Dothburre the hare to Cinders where it js,
Fare Houlowmela the but loft her tongue,
And in g tedious Sampler owed herminde.
Butloucly Necce.that meance1s cut from thee,
A craftier Terews haft thou mer withall,
Andhehach cuc chofe pretey fi ngers off,
dd 3
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That could haue better fowed then Philome! .

Oh hadthe monfter feene thofe Lilly hands,
Tremble like Afpen leaues vpona Lute,

And make thz Giken Rrings delight to kiffe them,
112 would not thea haue touche them for s Life.
Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony,

W hic b that fweet tongue hath made :

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe,
As (erberaa atthe Thracian Poets feete.
Come,let vs goe,and make thy father blinde,

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye.

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades,
What, will wholemonths of tearesthy Fathers eyes ?
Doenot draw backe,for we will mourne with thee:

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery, Exenns

HAitus Tertius.

Enter the [udues and Sennatcurs with Titws two forives bourd,
0. Ting onthe Si.age 40 the placs of exceution, and Trta gomg

lhfare pleading.

7+, Heare me graue fachers,noble Tribunes flay,
For pitty of mine age, who{e youth was tpent
1n dangerous wwarres,winiit you fecurely {lepr:
Foralliny blood in Romes g eat quarreil thed,
Eon all the frofty mights that I haue watche,
Anitor thete buizr teaves,whichnow youfee,
Filling the nged wrinkles 10 my checkes,
Be pitifull to my condemned Sonnes,
Who'efoulesis not corrupred as ‘tis thoughe :
For two and twenty fonues [ neuer wept,
Becaulz they died in honours lofty bed.

Andronscss yeth davneandihe Indzes pafle by bhem,

Forthete, Trnibuncs,in the dul I write
My hasts decpe languor,and my foules fad teares:
Let mv teares ftanch the carths dric appetite.
My fonnes fweet blood,will make 1t thame and blufh:
Ovcarth " Twill be friend thee more with rains Eacmwe
That (ha!l dithill fromthete two ancienc ruines,
T yn anfull Apnll fball with all hus (howres
Infummers drougnt:Ile drop vpon cthee flill,
1n Wiater with warme teares Ile mele the fnow,
And keepe erermall {pring tume on thy face,
So thourcfinicto drunhe my deare fonnes blood,

Erter Lucuss po:th, bis weapo: drawne,

O reuerent Tiibunes,oh gentle aged men,
Vabade my 1) .cs,reueric the doome of death,
And latime fayZthat neuer wept before)
M yeare: arcnow preahing Oratours,

Ly CQuoobic tathcryoulamentin vaide,
The Tr.bun s heare nog,no man s by,
And you recount your forrowes to a ftone.

7s. Ah Lucins for eay brothers let me plead,
Graue Inibiiaes,once more [ intreatofyou.

La. My gracions Lord,no Tribune heares you fpeake.

T:. Why us no matter man,if they did heare
' 7 hey would not marke me.oh if chey did heare
Fhey would not pitty me.
Therefore I tell my forrowes Lootles 1o the Rouss

Whothough they cannot anfwere my difireffe,
Yetinfome fort they are better then the Tribunes,
For that they will potintercept my eale;
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my feete
Receiue my teates,and feeme to weepe with me,
And werethey but actired in graue weedes,
Rome could afford no Tribune like to shefe,
A flone is as foft waxs,
Tubunes more hard then ftones:
Aftone is filent,and offendeth not,
And Tribunes wich their tongues doome men to death.
But wherefore and'ft thou with thy weapon drawne »

L#. To sefcuemy twobrothers from their death,
For which attemprthe Iudges hauc pronounc’t
My cuerlating doome of banithment,

T3. Ohappy man,they haucbefriended thee :
Why foolifh Lucius,doft thou not perceiue
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers ?
Tigers moft pray,and Rome affords no prey
Butme and and mine : how happy art thou then,
From thefe deuourers to be banithed ?
But who comes with our brother Aarcms heere 4

Enter Marens and Lamnsa,
Mar. Tums,prepare thy noble eyes to weepe,
Or if not fo,thy noble heart to breake:
1bring confuming forrow to thine age,
7s. Willit confume me ? Let mefeeic then.
tMar. This was thy daugheer.
73s. Why Marcu fo (hers.
Luc. Ayemethis obie@ kils me.
7i. Faint-harted boy,arife andloche vpon her,
Speake Lawinia, what accurfed hand
Hath made thec handlefle in thy Fathers fight ?
What foole hath added watet co the Sea?
Or broughta faggot to biight burning Troy ¢
My griete was atthe height before thou cam't,
And now like Nylus st difdaineth bounds ¢
Giueme afword,lle chop off my hands too,
For they hauefought for Rome,and all i vaine 3
And they haue pur'it thus woe,
Infeeding hife:
In bootelefle prayer haue they bene held vp,
And they hane feru’d me to eficétlefle vie,
Now all the feruice I require of chem,
I¢ cthatthe one will helpe to cut the other
'Tis well Lawinsa,that thou haft no hands,
For hands to do Rome feruite,is but vaine.
Lucs. Speakegentle fifter,who hath martyr'd thee?
Mar. O that delightfull engine of her thoughss,
Thatblab’dthem with fuch plesing clogquence,
Is torne from forth that pietty hollow cage,
Where like a fweet mellodius bird it fung,
Sweet varied notes inchanting cuery care.
Lxcs. Oh fay thou for her,
Who hath done this deed ¢
Meare. Ohthus]found her flraying in the Paske,
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare
That hath receiude fome varecuring wound.
T, Itwas myDeare,
Andhe that wounded her, -
Hath hyre me moce, thenhad he kild me dead :
For now I ftand as one vpona Rocke,
Inuiron’d with a wilderneffe of Sea.
Who markes the waxing tide,
Grow waueby waue,
Expe&ing
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'T xpecting enec when fome enuious furge,
1 Wit inhis briefl bowels fwaliow him,
| [hus way to death ny wretched fonnes ate gone: *
i Heere itands my other fonne,a banitht man,
And heere my brothér weeping at my woes.
Rut that which grues my {oule the greateft fpurne,
s deere Lan:nia,deerer then my {oule.
{ Had 1 but fecne thy pidture in chis lighs,
' {rwould haue madded me. What X\all 1doe?
; Now I behold thy liuely body fo?
v Easuha(tno hands to wipzaway thy teares,
Norongue to tell me who hath murtyr'd thee:
iy busband be is dead,and for his death
Tiy brothers are condemn’d and dead by this.
Faok= Y arcas ah {fonne Lacisns locke on her
\\ Lient | did name Lier brothers,chen frefh teares
Steod on her cheekes,as doth the hony dew,
Vpon agathred Lilliz almoit withered,,

Atar. Perchance the weepes becaufe they kil'd hes
fisband,

P?ercliance becanle fhe knowes him innocent.”

T+ W they did kill thy husband thenbeioyfull,
Becavfe the Jaw bath tane reuengc on them,
No,uo,tt.ey would not doe fo foule a deede,

Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes.

Gentle Lammia levme kife thy lips,

Or make fome fignes how I may dotheeeafe:
Shallchy good Vadle,andthy brother Lucriss,
And thou and I fit round aboue fome Fountaine,
I »ol.ng all dowaewards to behold ous cheekes
How they are flain’d in meadowes, yet noc dry
Wich miery {lime left onthemby a flood :
Andn the Fountaine thall we gaze folong,
Tiilthe fre{htafle be taken from that cleerenes,
And made abrine picwith our bitter teares ¢

Or {Lall we curaway our hands like thine 2

Or fhall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe fhewes
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull dayes?

What {hall we doe 2 Let vsthat haue our tongues
Plotfome deuife of further miferies

To makevs wondred acin timeto come.

Ln, Sweet Father ceafe your teares,for at your gricfe
See how my wrcrched fitter fobs and weeps,

Mar, Taueacc deere Neece,good 7irus drie thine
cycs. .

y']‘i. Ah Marcss, Marcyua Brother well I wot,
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine,
For thou poore man haft drown’d it with thine owne,

Ls, AhmyLawinia Iwill wipe thy checkes.

Ti Marcke Marcss marke, I vaderttand her fignes,
Had (he atongue to fpeake,now would the (ay
Thatto her brother which I faid to thee,

His Napkin with hertrue teares all bewet,
Candono feruice on her forrowfull checkes,
Oh what afimpathy of woe is this!

As farre from helpeas Limbo is frombliffe,

Enter Aron the Moovre alone,

Moore. Titus Andronicss,my Lord the Emperour,
Sends thee this word,that if thou loue thy fonnes,
Let Marcus,Luctus or thy {clfe old Turus,

Orany one ot you,chop off your hand,

And fend it tothe King.he for the fame,

Wil fend thee hither both thy fonnes alive,

And that (hall be the ran{ome for their fault.

k

Ti. Ohgracious Emperour,oh gentle Aaron,
Did euer Rauen fing (o likea Larke,
That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife?
With all my heart,{le{cnd the Emperour my hand,
Good Arow wiltthou helpto chopjtoff ¢
Lu. Sty Father,for that noble hand of thine,
That hath throwne downe fo many enemies,
Shall nozbe fent : iny band will ferue the turne,
My vouth can better ipare my blood thea you,
And theifore mine (hail faueimy brathers liues.
Mar, Which of your hands hath not detended Rome,
And rear'd aloft the bloody Bactlesxe,
Writing deftru&tion on the enemies Caftle 2 "
Oh noue of both but are ofhigh defere
My hand harh b bt idie,letit terue
T~ ranfome my two vephewes from their death,
Then haue I keptirto a worthy end.
Moore. Nay come agree, whofe hand (hallgoe along
For feare they die before their pardon come,
tMar. My hand thall goe. !
Lx. By hcauenic fhallnot goe.
Ts. Sus ftrive no more,fuch withered hearlis as thefe
Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine.
Lu. Sweer Father,if] fhall be thooght thy fonne,
Lctmeredeeme my brothers both fiom death.
Aar, Avndfor our fathers fake,and mothers care,
Now let me thews a brochers loue to thee.
73, Agree betweene you,l wilt fpare my hend.
Lu, Thenlle goetetchan Axe,
Alwr. Bur I willvfe the Axe, Exemns
7. Come hither Aaram,lle deceiuethemboth,
Lend me thy hand,and I will giue thee mine,
CMoore. Ifthat becal'd deccie,] will be honeft,
And neuer whil't Ilive deceiue men 10:
But lle decerue you in another fore,
And chatyou'l fay ere halfe an houre paffe,

Heewts of Titns band, 1
Enter Lucini and Marces sagasne.

Ti. Now ftay you firife,what fhall be,is difpatche;

Good Aron giue his Maieftie me hand,
Tell hun,it wasa hand that warded him
From thoufand dangers : bid him bury it
More hath it merited : That let it haue,
As for for my fonnes,fay I acconnt of them,
Asicwels purchaftatan eafieprice,
Andyetdeere too,becaufe I bought mine owne,

Aren. 1goe Androncus and tor thy hand,
Lookeby and by to haue thy fonnes with thee ¢
Theirheads I meane : Oh how this villany
Doth fatme wich the very thoughes of it.
Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace,
Aron will baue his foule blacke like his face,

Ti. Oheerelhifuchis one hand vp to heauen,
And bow this fceble ruine to the earth,
If any power pitties wretched teares,
To that I cali : what wilt thou kneele with me 2
Docthen deare heare, for heanen fhall heare eur prayers,
Or with our fighs weele breach the welkin dimme,
And ftaioe the Sun with fogge asfomtime cloudes,
Whenthey do hug him intheir melting bofomes.

Mar, Oh brother{peske with poffibilitics,
And donot breake into thefe deepe extreames.

Ts. Isnot my forrow deepe,hauing no bottome ¢ I

Exis,

dds Then
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Thenbe my paffions bottomleffe with them,
Mar. Bat yetletrealon gouerne thy lament.
Tums, 1f there were reafon for chefe miferies,
Then into limits cculd I binde my woes :
When heaueg doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow ¢
1f the windes rage, doth not the Sea wax mad,
Threaning the welkin wich his big-fwolne face?
And wile thou haue areafon for this coile 2
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow:
Sheeis the weeping welkin, I the earth:
Then muft my Sea be moued with her fighes,
Then muft my earth with her continuall teares,
Becomea deluge : ouerflow’d and drown’d :
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woer,
But like a drunkard muit [ vomit them;
Then gineme leaue, for Inofers will haue leaue,
To eafecheir ftomackes with their bitter tongues,

Enter ame[cnger wish two beads and a hand,

M. Worthy Andronicms, illartthou repaid,
For that good hand thou {entft the Emperou :
Heere ate the heads ot thy two noble fonnes.
And heeres thy hand in {corne to thee fent backe::
Thy gricfes,their {ports : Thy retolurionimocke,,
That woe is me tothimke vpon thy woes,

More then reinzinbrance of my fathers death,
Afare. Now lethot A nacooleinCicilie,

Andbemy heartan cucr-burming hell .

Thefc miferics are morethen may be borne.

To weepe with them thac weepe, doth cafe fome deale,

But forrow flouted at, is Jouble death.

Luas. Ahzatchis fight theuld make (o decp awound,
Andyet detefted Iite not (hrinke therear :

That euer death {hiould let Life beare his name,
\Where life hath no mote intereft but to breath.

Mar. Alas poorehartthat kiflcis comforlefle,
Asfrozen water to a ftarved {nake.

Tarns. When will thisfearcfull flumber hauve ancend 2

Mer, Now farwell flactenie,die Andronrcus,

Thou doft not {lumber, fec thy twofors heads,
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled dangheer here
Thy other banifhit fonnes withthis deete fight
Strucke pale 2nd bloodieffe,and thy brother I,
Euen likea ftony Image, ¢old and numme,
Ahnow no me:ew.!l Icontoule my gricfes,
Reat off thy filues haire, thy other haad

Cnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight
The clof?ng vp of our moftwretched eyes:
Nowis a rime to Rorme, why art thou (till ¢

Totws. Hahaha,

Mar. Why doit thou Laugh 2 it fits not wich this houre,

73, Wiy Uhaue not another teare to fhed :

Befides, this forrow is an cuemy,

And would vfurpe vypon my waury eyes,

Aad make them Blinde with tributarie teares,

Theniyiich -y fhall Hinde Reuenges Caue 2

Forthefe tw ) heads doefeeme to fpcaketo me,

And chreat me, I (hall neuer come to blifTe,

Tillall thefe m 1chucefes be returned againe,

Fuen in cheir throats that baue commicted them.

! Come fet me {ee what taske Thaue to doe,

You beauie people, circle me about,

Ti.at I may turne me to cach onc of you,

Asalwea'e ento my fouleto nigle y our wrongs.

Thevow 1 made, come Brother tal.¢ 3 head,

Exit,

>

1

. ———

And in this hand the other will I beare,
And Lasinia thou fhalt be employd in thefc things :
Beare thoumy hand fweet wenchibetweene thy teeth;
Asfor thee hoy, goe get thee frommy fight,
Thou srt an Exile, and thou muft not Ray,

Hie to the Gorhes, and raife an army there,
And if youloue me, as I thinke you doe,
Levskiffe and part, for we haue much to doe,

f\eunr

Manet Luciss.,

Luci, Farewell Andronicus my noble Father
The woful't man that euer liu'd in Rome 3
Farewell proud Rome, til Zucsir; come sgaine,
Heloues his pledges dearer then his life;
Farewcll Lammiamy noble fifter,

O would thouwertas thoutofore haft besre,

Butnow, nor Lacius nor Lawinsa lives

But in obliuion and hatctul griefas;

If Luessus liue, he will requitysur Wrongs,

And make proud Sarurnsme anid iis Emprefle

Begatthe gates likes Zurguinz 41 flaeene,

Now wiilIte the Gothes and raif= a pover,

Tobereueng'd on Rome and Satsrame, Lot Fucisa
A Buakez,

Enter Ardronins, D1a cus, Lawinia, andthe 3q,

eAn. So,f0, now fit, and looke you eatero mers
Then will prefeiue iuft fo much ftrengeh inye
Aswillreuenge thefe bicter woes of ours .
Maress yoknic that forrow.-wreathen knot -
Thy Neece an | I{ poore Creatuies ) want su: hands
And canvet paflionate our tenfold gnele,
Wihtoulded Armes, This ponre right hand or mu.e,
Is left ta virranize vppon my bueaft,
Who when my hartall mad with wifery,
Bears i~ this hollow prifon of my fle(h,
Then thus 1 chumpe it downe,
ThouMap of woe, that thus doft talk in Cgnes,
Whenthy poore hart beates without raginus beatir.g,
Thou canltnot floke st chus tomuake se ftill ¢
Wound e with fighiag gicle, kil with grones :
Or get {Lme linele kaife besweene thy tecih,
Aundieftaganftehy hace make thoua fiole,
Thatall the teares thatthy poore eyes let fall
May run into that finke, and fosking in,
Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea {lc teares.

Mar. Fybrotherfy, teach her not thus to lay
Such violent hands vppon her tender Iife,
. An.How now !Has forrow made thee doate already?
Why Marcws, no man fhould bemad but 1 :
What violenthands can the lay on her life -
Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name of hande,
To bid . £neas tell the caletwice ore
How Troy was burnt,and he made mifezabies
O handle not the theame, to talke of hands,
Leaft we remember fill that we haue none,
Fie,fic how Fraotiquely 1 fquare my talke
Asif we fhould forget wehad no hands::
1f Marcsa did not name the word of hands.
Come, lets full too, and gentle girle eate this,
Heereis no drinke ? Harke Afarcus what the faies,
I caninterpret all her martir'd fignes,
She {aics, f{:c drinkes no other duinke but teares
Breuw'd with her forrow : mefhid vppon her checkes,

.\
n. Spc‘c;.. ¢
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Speechleffe complaynet, [ will learne tlg thought: .-
In thy dumb a&ion, will I be as perfe o
As begging Hermits in their holy prayers. '
Thou fhalt not fighe nor hold thy fumps to hesuen,
Nor winke,uor nod,ner kncele,ner makea figne; -
‘Buc }(of thefc) will wreftan Alphabet,
And by ftill psadtice,learne to know thy meaning.
Boy. Good grandfire lcauethefe bitter deepe lanents,
Make my Aunt merry,with fome pleafing tale.
(Mar. Alas,the tender boy in paflion mov'd,
Doth weepe to fee his grandfires heaume(Te,
An. Pcace tender Sapling,thou art made of teares,
And teares will quickly mele thy Life away.
Marens firikes the difbwith aknife,
What doeft thou finike at Afarcus with knife
Mar. AcchatthacThauekil’d my Lord,a Flys
An. Ouc on the murderour : thou ki’ my hare,
Mineeves clor’d with vicw of Tirranie:
A deed of death done on :he Innocent
Becoms not Tstss broher : get thee goue,
1{ee thou artnot formy companz.
Mar. Alas(my Lord) [ haue but kild a flie.
An, Buc? How :1fchac Flie had a facher and mother ?
How would he bang his (lender gilded wings
Andbuz lamenting doings in the ayer,
Poore harmele(le Fly,
That with his pretty buzing melody,
Came heere to make vs merty,
And thou haft ksl'd him.
CMar. Pardon me fir,
It was a blacke illfavour’d Fly,
Like to the Empreffe Moore,therefore I kild him,
An. O,0,0,
Then pardon me for reprehending thee,
For thouhaft done a Charitable deed :
Giueme thy knife,l will infult on him,
Flattering my felfes,asif it were the Moore,
Come hither purpofely topoylonme.
There’s for thy felfe,and thats for Tamre : Al ficra,
Yet I thiikke we arenot brought folow,
But that betweene vs,we can kill a Fly,
That comesinlikeneffe of 2 Cole-blacke Moore,
Mar, Alas poore man,gricfe ha’s fo wrought onhim,
Hetakes falfe g‘ndowcs,for true fubftances.
An. Come,take away : Lauinia,goc withme,
ile to thy cloffet,and goe read with thee
Sad Rories,chanced in the times of old.
Comeboy,and goe with me,thy fightisyoung,
And thou fhalt read,when mine begin to dazell, Exennt

Asus Qartm.

Enter young Lucius and Laniniarwnning after him,and
she Boy flses from ber with his bookes vnder bis arme,
Enter Titus and Marcws.

‘Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lasinsa,
Followes me euery where I know not why.
Good Vacle Marcus fec how {wift fhe comes,
Alas{weec Aunt,I know not what youmeane,
Mar. Stand by me Lwcins,doe not feare thy Aust,
Titws, She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme
Be. 1when my father wasin Reme thedid.

[ Or elfe to hzauen the heaues them to reuenge,

Mar Whatmeanes my Neece Leyinia by thefe Gpa?
Ti. Fearenot Lucins,fomewhat doth fhe meane:
See Lucss fee,how much fhe makes of thees
Some whether would (he haue thee goe wach her,
Ahboy, Cerneliancuer with more care
Read to her fonnes then fhe hath read to thee,
Sweet Poetry,and Tullies Oratour :
Canft thounot geffc wherefore fhe plies thee chus ?
Boy. My Lord L know not 1nos can geffe,
Valefle fome fit or frenzie do poffefTe her :
For I haue beard my Grandfier {ay full oft,
Fxtremite of griefes would make men miad.
And [ have read that Heewbe of Troy,
Ran mad through forrow,that made me to feare,
Although mv Lotd,l know my noble Aunt,
Loues mc as deare as ere my mother did,
And would not butin fury fright my youth,
Which made me downeto throw my bookes,and flie
Caufles perhaps,but pardon me fweet Aunt,
And Madam,it my Vnc'e Mareus goe,
I will moft willingly attend your Eadyfhip.
Mar. Lncins 1 will,
7s. How now Lanjnis, Marcas what meanes this ?
Some booke thereis that fhe defires to fee,
Whichis it girle of thefe > Open them boy,
Butthouart deeper read and beteer skild,
Come and take choyfe of all my Library,
And (o beguile thy forrow,ull the heauens
Reueale the damn’'d contriuer of this deed.
What booke ?
Why lifes (he vp her aunes in fequence thus ?
Mar. 1 thinke fhe meanes that ther wasmore thenone
Confederate in the fad,I more there was:

Ti. Lucixs what booke is that {he toffeth fo?
Bey. Grandfier 'tis Ouids Metamorphofis,
My mother gaue it nie.
tMar. For loucofher that’s gone,
Pethahs fhe culd i¢ from ammong the reft.
Ti. Soft,fobulily (he turiies theleaues,
Helpe her,what would fhe finde ? Lawinia thall I read
Thusis the tragicke sale of Philomsel?
And treates of Terews treafon and his rape,
Andrape I feare was roote of thine annoy.
Mar, Scebrother fee,notehow fhe quotes theleaues
Ts. Lawinia,wert thou thus furpriz’d fweet girle,
Ravifht and wrong'd as Phslomsels was ?
Forc’d in the ruthleffe,vat,and gloomy woods? .
See,fee,] fucha place there is w&ere we did hune,
(O had we ncuet ,neuer hunted there)
Patern’d by thatthe Poet heere defcribes,
By nature made for murthers and for rapes.
Mar. O why fhould nature build {o foule s den,
Vhaleffe the Gods delighe in tragedies ¢
7.Giuc fignes fweer girle,for heere are none but friends
What Romaine Lotd it was durft do the deed ? -
Or flunke not Sarwurnine,as Tarqum erfis,
Thatlefc the Campe to finne in Lacrece bed.

Mar.Sit downe fweet Neece,brother fic downe by me,
Appollo,Pallus lane ,ox Morcary, - T
Infpire me thac I may this treafon finde.

My Lordlooke heere,looke heere Lanmia.

He writes bis Name with bu $taffe andguides 8 o
with feete and momrh,

This{andie plot is plaine,guide if thou cant
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This after me, I baue wiit my name; -
Without the helpe of any band acall,
Curft be that hare thac fore’t ws co that thift <
Write thot good Neeee,and heeed difplay stlaft,
What God will haue difcoucred fot reuenge,
Heauen guide thy pen co print chy Yorsowes plaine,
That we may know the Traytors and the truth.

She sake sthe faffe in ber month,and guides it wish ber
. Jewmps and wrues,
Ti, Ohdoeyeread iny Lord what (he hath wrics ?
Stuprum,Chirow,Demesrius.
eHMar. What,whatthe luftfull fonries of Tumera,
Performers of this hainous bloody deed ?
Ts. Magm Deminasor pels,
Tamlewsws asdis [czlera,tans lentus vides ?
Mar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord : Although 1 know
There is enough written vpon this earth,
To firre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts,
And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes.
My Lord kneele downe with me: Laxinis kneele,
And kneele fweet boy,the Romaine Hettors hope,
And fweare with me,as with the wofull Feere
And father of that chiaft dithonoured Dame,
Lord Zunus Brutus fweare for Lucrece rape,
That we will profecute(by good aduife)
Mortall reuenge vpon theig traytorous Gothes,
And fec their blood,or die with this reproach.
Tt Tis fure enough,and you knew how.
But if you hunt thefe Beare-wiiclpes, then beware
The Dam will wake,and if fhe winde you once ,
Shee’s with the Lyon decpely flill in league.
And lulls him whilt (He palyech on her backe,
And when he {leepes will fhe do what thelift.
Youarea young huntfman (HMarcas leticalone
And come,l will goe get aleafe of brafie,
And with a Gad of fRecle will wricc thefe words,
Andlay itby ::heangry Nottherne winde
Wiiiblow thefe {ands like S:8els leaues abroad,
And wheres your leffoa then. Boy what fay you 2
Boyr. 1{aymy Lord,thatif [ werea man,
Their inothers bed-chamber (hould nat be fafe,
For theie bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome.
Mar. Ithavs my boy,thy facher hach full oft,
For ms vngracctull country done the hike.
Boy. Aol Vacle fo will Land if [ liue. .
71, Come goc with me into mine Armorie,
Lucins e fic thee,and withall,my boy
Shall carry from me to the Empre{fe fonnes,
Prefents that Hintend to fend them both,
Come,conae,thou’lt do thy meflage,wilt thounoe ?
Bey. 1 withmy dagger in their bofomes Grandfire :
71, Noboy not fi,ile teach thee anothert coutfe,

Lan:nsa come e Marens Jooke to iy houfe,

Lucius and jle poc brouetatthe Qourt,

Imariy will we fir,and wecle be waited on. E veunt.|
Mir. Oheauens i Cinyouhearea good man grone |

And not relent,or not compaffion him ?

Marcus actend hun inhis extafie,

“That hath more {cars of forrow in his hearr, J

Then foe-mens markes vpoa his battec’d thield,

Buc yet foiuft,that he will not reuenge,

Reccage the heauens for old Andremscus. Frit

\ Zuser wdron, Chirow and Demetraus as one dare:and at another

; 4. eyoung Lucins and anoiher with & bundle of

weapons,and ver fes wris vyon them,

/

Chi. . Demetrins heeres the fonne of Lucias,
"He hath fome meflage to deliver vs.
Aren.] fome mad meflage from his mad Granafather,
Bey, My Lords,withall the humblencfle I may,
I greete your honours from Andremicns,
And pray the Romane Gods confound yon both,
Deme. Gramercie louely Zacins,what’sthe newes?
For villanie's marke with rape, May itpleafe you,
My Grandfire well aduif*d hath fentby me,
The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie,
To gratific your honourable youth,
The hope of Rome,for {o he Lad me fay; '
Andfo I doand with his gifts prefent
Your Losdfhips,when euer you haue need,
You may be armed and appointed well,
AndfoIleaueyouboth: like bloody villaines.  Exe
Deme W hat's heere? aicrole,8 written round sbout 2
Let's fee.
Integer vate feclerifque parus,mon egit manry iacwlss wec ar-
cxs.
Chi. O'tis a vesfein Horace,] know it well
Iread itin the Grammer long agoe.
CMoore, 1iuft,averfein Horace :right,you have it,
Now whata thing ic is to be an Affe ?
Hcer's no {ound icft,the old man hath found their guilt,
And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines,
Thatwound(beyond their feeling)to the quick ;
But werc our witty Emepreflc well a foor,
She would applaud Androwici conceit:
Rutlether reft,in her enreft a while.
Andnow young Lords,wa’s tnot ahappy fasre
Lcdvsto Romeftrangers,and morethen fo;
Captiues, to beaduanced to this heighe?
It did me good before the Pallace gate,
Tobrare the Tribune in his brothers hearing

D me. Butmemore good, to fee fo greata Lord
Ea'cly infinuate,and fend vs gifis.

.Uoore, Had henot sealon Lord Demerrias ¢
Didyou not v{c his daughter very friendly ?

Deme, 1 would wehad a thoufand Romane Dames
At fuchabay, by turneto ferucour luft,

Chs. A charitable with, and full otloue.,

Moore. Heerelack’sbutyou mother for tofay,Amen,

Chi. Andthat would fhe for twenty thoufand more.

Demse. Comie,letvs go,and pray toall the Gods

For ourbeloued mother in her paines,
Moere.Pray to the deuils,the gods haue giuen vs ouer.
Flowrsfb,

Dem, Why dothe Emperors trumpets flourifh thus ?

Chi. Belikeforioy che Emperour hath a fonne,

Deme. Soft,who comes hecre 2

Enter Nurfe with a blacke # Moore childs.

Nwr. Goad morrow Lords:

O telline,did you fee Aarem the Moore ?

Aron, Well,more or lefle,or nerea whitacall,
Heere eAitron 13,and what with « farow now ?

Nwrfe. Ob gentle Aaren,we are all vndone,

Now helpe,or woe betide thee euermore.

Araw, Why, whata cateerwalling doft thoukeepe ?
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes?

Nurfe. O that which 1 would hide from heauens sye,
Our Emprefle fhame,andftately Romes difgrace,
Sheisdeliuered Lords,the is dehuesed.

AtenTo whom?
Nurfe. Imeane fhe isbrought abed?
Aron. Wel God giucher good redt,

The Tragedicsf Titns Awdromions
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What hath he fent ber 2 \

Nurfe. A deull. '

Arow. Why then fhe isithe Deuils Dam: a ioyfull ffue.

Nurfe. Aioyle(le, difinall, blacke &, (orrowfutl iffuc,
Heereas the babe as loathfome as atoad,

Among'ft the faireft breeders of our clime,
The Empre(Te fends it thee,thy flampe,thyfeale,
And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point,

Aron. Out yon whore,is black fo bafe a hue ¢
Swectblow(e,you are a beautions blofome fuie,

Deme, Villaie whathaft thow done ?

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe.

Chs. Thou haft vndone out mother.

Deme, And therein hellith dog,thou haft vndnn-,
Woctoher chance,and damn'd her Joathed choyee,
Accur’itabe of-fpring of fo fonie a fiend.

Chs, Tefhall not hice,

Ao, Tehaltnorde.

Nuwfe. Ao cnud, die motherwile it fo.

Avom What mud ¢V 72 Thenletno manbue |
Dot esecntian v ey 11 and blood.

Deme, 1'zhroschithe Tadpnle on my Rapiers point:
N o gwcicmeary fvord hall foone difpatch e

Arern, Soouer thisfword (hall ploughthy bowels vp.
Stay murtherous vilianes, will you l\xlryoui brother 2
Now by the burning Tapers of he shie,

That fh'one fo brightly when thys Boy was got,

Fedies vpon my Scantars fhaipe point,

That touches this my it botne fonne and heire,

Ltell you young.lings,not Enceladus

With all bis threatmag band o Tphons broode,

Nor great Aleides,not the Go) ot warre,

Shall ceaze this prey out of his fackiers hands :
What,what,ye fanguine fhallow harced Boyes,

Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Ale-houfc paintcd ficnes,
Cole-blacke is betterthen ane. her hue,

[ Inthatit fcornes to beare anothier hue ; )
For all the water in the Ocean,

Can neuer turne the Swans blacke leesto white, °
Although (helaue them houtelyin &uc flood :
Tell the Empreffe from me, 1 am ofage

To keepeme owne yexcutc it how (he can,

—

Aron. My miftns is my mifteis:this my (cite,
The vigour,and the picture of my youth:
This,beforesll the world do I preferre,
Thismaugerall the world will 1 keepe fafe,
Or fome of you (hall fncake for itin Rome,
Deme. By this cur mother is for euer fham’d,
Chr. Rome will defpife her for this foule elcape.
Nwr. The Emperourin hisrage will doome her death,
Cls, 1blufh to thinke vpon tius ignominie,

_ Aron. Why ther’s the priviledge your beauty beares:
Fictrecherous hue,that will betray wich bluhing .
The clofe ena&s and counfels of the hare ;

Heer’s a young Lad fram’d of another leere,
Locke how the blacke flaue fmiles vpon the fatker:
Aswho fhould fay,old Lad I amthine owne, ’
Heis your brother Lords, fenfibly fed
Of that felfc blood that firft gaue life ro you,
And from that wombe where you imprifoned were
Heisinfranchifed and come to hghe:
Nay heis your brother by the furer fide,
Although my feale be Ramped in his face.
Nurfé. eAaron what fhall I fay vnto the Emprefle ?
Dem. Aduife thee eqaron, whatis te be done,

A}

No Publius and Sermpromms,you muft doe it, ,

And we will all fublcribe to chy 2duife :
Sauethouthe child,{o we may all be fafe.

Aron, Then (it wedowneand let vsall confule.
My fonue and I will haue the winde of you :
Kcepe there,now talke at pleafuse of your fatery.

Deme, How many women faw this childe of his ?

Aron. Why {0 braue Lords, when weioyne in league
I ama Lambe: bucif you braue the Moere,
The chafed Porcythe mountaiaé Lyoneffe,
The Ocean {w ells not {o af Aaren flormes :
Buttay againe,how many {aw the childe 2

Nerfe, ((ernelrathemdwilc,and oy felfe,
Andnonc elfe bur the dehuered Envprefie,

Aron. The Emprefic,the Midwite,and your felfe,
Twomay heepe countell, when the the thira’s away @
Goetoche Emprefle,tell her this 1 fad, H1eksls ber
Weche,wecke focriesa Pigge prepared o th'fpic.

Deme, \\ harmean't thou Aaren ?

Wheretore did'it thou this?
eAron. O Lord fir, %isadeed of polhicie?
Shall fhe liue to betray this guilt of ous’s §
Along tongudbabling Gothip? No Lordsno :
Andnow be it knowne to you my full intent.
Not farre, one Afwlitests my Country-man
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed,
Hischilde is hke to her,faire as you ate:
Goe packe with lum, and giue the mother gold,
And tcil them both the circumftance of all,
And how by this thewr Childe fhall be aduaunc’d,
And berecerscd for the Emperours heyre,
And fubftitured inche place ot mine,
To colme this tempe whizheg in the Coure,
Aod let the Emperour dandle him for his owne,
Hathe yc Lords, ye fee 1 haae giuenher phyficke,
Andyoumufl necds beflow her funesall,
The fieldsarencere,and you are gallznt Groomes ;
This done, fec thacyoutzhe no longer daics
But fend the Midwife prefently tome,
The Midwife and the Nutfe well madeaway,
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe,
Chi. Amon1fecthouwniltnot ttufk theayrewithfe
D:me. For this care of Tumora, (creces,

Deme, \Wiltthou betiay tiy noble miftris thus ? /Her tclfe,and hers are bighly bound to thee. Exesnt,

Aron, Now tothe Gothes, as fwift as Swallow flies,
There to difpofe chus treafure in mine armes,
And fecretly to greete the Emprefle friends 2
Come on you thick-lipt.flaue, 1e beare you hence,
For it 1s you thae puts vs to our fhefts:
Ile make you feedonberries,and onrootes,
And feed on curds and whay,and fucke the Goaze,
And cabbin in 3 Caue, snd bring you vp
To bea watriour, aad commanda C ampe. Exs

Esiter Tutsa, old Marcws, young Lucis, andatioer gentlemen
with bowes and Tirwe beares thearrowes with

Lesters on the end of them,

7it, Come Marcm,come kinfmen this isthe way,
Sir Boy let me fee your Archerse,
Looke yee draw home enough,and 'tis there Rraight :
Terras Affreareliguit,be you rendembred Marcm.
She’s gone, (he’s f?cd,ﬁrs take you to your tooles,
You.Cofers (hall goe found the Ocean:
And cat your nets,haply youmay find herinthe Sea,
Yet thee’s as lictle juftice as ar Land:

’T‘is)

~
—
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"Tis you muft dig with Mactocke,and wich Spade,
Andpierce the inmoft Center of the earth

Then when youcome vo Plutoes Region,

I pray you dchmer kam this pettion,

Tell umitis for juftice,and for aide,

And that it comes from old JAndronicus,

Shaken with forrowes in vagratefuil Rome,

Ah Rome! Well,well,Tmade thee wilerabie,
Whattime I threw the peoples fuffiages

Ou him thatthus dothtyrmnize ore me,

Goc get you gone,and pizy be carefull all,

And lzave younot 2 man of warre vafearche,
This wicked Empcmur may haue {h:p: her hence,
And kinfmen then we may poepipe for iuflice.

Marc, O Publiss s notthis a heauz cafe
To {ze thy Neble Vockle thus diftraét ¢

Publ. Theretore my Lords it highly vs concernes,
By day and vight Cattend him carefully
And feede lus humour kindely as we may,

Till time beget fome carcfull remedic.

Marc. Kin/men his forrowesare paftremedie.
Toyne with the Gotines,and with reuengclull waire,
Take wreak= on Rome for this ingraticude,

And vengeance on the Traytor Satnrmome.
Tit. Publins how now ? how now wy Maifters?
What haue you met with her 2

Publ, Nomy good Lord,but Pluro {cnds you word
If you will haue reuenge from hell you tha I,
Mairne forwflice theis fo imploy'd,
He thinkes with Jowe 1n beaueo,or fome alicteelle
So that perforce you muft needs flay a time,

Tit, H:doh me wrong to feed me with delayes,

Ile dive into the burning Lake below,
And pull her out of oA irem by the hecles.
M irciss we are but thrubs no Cedars we,
No big-bow’d.men,fram’d of the C xclops (iz¢,
Put mettall AMarcws (eele to the very backe,
Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe crnbeare:
And fizhtaesc’sno iuftice in earth nor heil,
We will {oilicite heauen,and moue +he Gods
To fend downe [ultice for to wreakeour wongs :
Con=:0:lis geare,yonare a good Archer Moarcus,
He n.ues them the Arrowes,
Ad Iouems,033s fox you:here ad egppollonem,
Ad Maitempnad’s for my (clfe,
Heere Boy to Puilws heere to t Mercary,
To Saurnine 1o Carss notto Saturnine,
Youwereas gnod to thoozeagainft the winde.
Too it Boy, Marcus loole when 1bid:
Of my word, Thaue written o eftect,
Ther's nota God lefe vafolhiaited,
Mare. Kinfmen,(hoot all your (hafts into the Court,
We willafflict the Emperourin his pirde.
773, Now Maifters draw,Oh well (2id Luciws
FGood BoyinPirgoes lap, giuc it Pallas,
aue. My Lord,l aime a Mile beyond the Moone,
‘ Your citer o vith Jupszer by this,
Tee. Ha Wy, Publives Prblises swhat haft thou done ?
See,tes,thouhalt thot off one of Tawrus hornes.
2. This wasthe fport my Lord,when Publssu fhot,
The Bull being gal d, g ue Arres fuch aknocke,
That downe fell both the Rams hornes in the Courr,
And who fhould findeti:cin but the Empreffe villaine :
Shelaughe,and told the Moore hie fhould not choofe
Bu- 7iue them to his Maifter for aprefen.
Tu. Vitythereirgoes,God giuc your Lord(hip ioy.

’

- ..

\

— e —

Enter the Clownewith abasket and 1o Pigecns v s,

T1tus, Newes, newes,from heauen,

Marcwus the poafl is come.
Sirrah,what tydings ? haue youany letters 2
Shall 1 haue Juftice,what foyes Zupirer

Clowne. Ho the libbetnaker he fayesthat he hiashra.
ken them downe againe, for the man mnft not be hane’d
ull the next weeke, ¢

Tu. Butwhatlayes Jupiter T aske thee?

Clowne. Alas fir | know not Zupster ;

Incuer dranke with him in alimy ife,

Tit. Why villaine artnot thou the Carrier ?

Clowne. 1of my Pigious fir,nothing elfe.

Tue. Why, d.d’ft thou not come from heaven ?
Clowne. Fromheauen > Alas fir, [ neuer came there,
God forbid I fhould be fobold.to prefletoheauenin my
youngdayes. Wiy Iam going withmypigeonsto the
Trbunall Plebs, 1o cake vpan atter of brawle, betwixe

my Vacle,and one ot the Fruperialls men.

Mar. Why fir, thatis as fit as canbe to ferue for your
S):atmn,and lethim deliver the Pigions to the Emperour
from you,

Tit. Tell mee,can you deliver an Oration to the Em-
perour with aGrace ?

Clowne. Nay tiuely fir, T could newer fay graceinall
my bife,

Tu. Sirrab come hicker,maleno moreadoe,

But giue your Pigeons to the Linperour,

By wie thouthalt have Tufbicc ac hushands.

Hold hnld,mesue whi'e her’s money for thy charges,
Grue me pen and ke,

Sirrah,can you witha Grace deliver a Supplication ?

Clowne. 1hic

Tstus, Thenhereis aSupplication for you, andwhen
you come to hum, atthe firft approach you muft kneele,
then kiffe bis foote, then deliuer vp your Pigeons , and
thenlooke for your rewad. Iie be at hand fir, fce you do
itbrauely.

Clowne. 1 wartran*you fir, let me slone,

Tz, Sierha haft chaw akaife ? Come let me feeit,
Heere Aarcus fold 1tin the Oration,
For thou hatt inade it lihe an hunble Supplianc:
Aud when thon haft graenicthe Ewmperour,
Knockeatmy dore,and tell me what he fayes,

Clowne. God be with you fir,1 will. Exu,

T, Come Marcuslet vs goe,Pablina follow me.

Exennt.
Enter Emperour and Empre(l7 ,and ber two fonnes, the
Emp:rtmr 5rmg! H‘Jt A'f’OlV(J' "m l’l)’ bd”d
thai Tutws fiot atr.im.

Satur. Why Lords,
What wrongs are thefc > was euer {cene
AaEmperour in Rome thus ouerborne,
Troubled,Confronted thus,and for the extent
Of egallinttice,v{*din fuch contempe ?
My Lords,youknow the mightfull Gods,
(How cuer thefe difturbers of our peace
Buz in the peoples eares jthere noupht hath paft,
But cuen with law sgainft the willful! Sonnes
Of old Andronicas. And whatandf
His forrowes haue (o ouerwhelin'd his wits,
Shall we be thus affli@ted in his wreakes,
His fics,his frenzie,and his bitcernefle ¢
And now he writes to heauen for s redreffe.

See,heeres to Jone,and this to Morcury,
This
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This to Apello thisto the God of wasre :
Sweet {crowles to flie about the @reers of Rome
What's this but Libelling againft the Senate,
And blazoning our Iniuftice cuery where ?

A goodly humour,isitnot my Lords?

As who would fay in Rome no luftice were.
But if I hue,his fained excafies

shail.beno {helter tothefe outrages:

LBut he and nis thali know,that Tuttice Lue

In Saturmnue healch swhom sfhe flecpe,
Hee'l to awake,as he i fury {hail

Cut off the proud’t Confpirator that lives.

Tamo. My gracious Lord,my ioucly Saetarnme,
Lotd of my hite,Commander of my theugh:s |
Calme thee ,and bearc the faults of Tirms age.
Theffe&@s of forrow for his valiant Sonnes,

Whofe loffe hach pier’Rt him deepe,and fcar’ilns heaiz;
And racher cemfore his difteefled piighe,
Then profecuce the meaneft or the bett
For thefe contempts, Why thus it fhall become
High witted Tumora to glofc with all :
But Ti11s,1 haue touch’d thee to the quicke,
Thy life blood out : If Aaron now be wife,
Thzn is all fafe,the Anchor’s in the Por,

Enter Clewe,
How now good fellow,would'(t thou fpeake with vs ?

Clow. Yeaforfooth,and your Mifterfhip be Emperiall.

Tam, Emprefle I am,but yonder fits the Emperour.

Clo. 'T1she ; God & Saint Stephen giuc you good den;
1 haue brought you a Letter,8 a couple of Pigions heere.
. Hereads the Letter,

Sau, Goe take him away,and hang hiwm prefently,

Clowne. How much money muft Ihaue?

Tam. Come firrahyoumuft be hang'd.

Claw,Hang'd? besLady,then 1 haue brought vp a neck
to a faize end,

Satu, Defpightfull andincoilerable wrongs,
Shall I endure this monftrous villany ?

1 know from whence this fame deuife proceedes :

May thisbe borne ? As ifLis traytrous Sonnes,

That dy’d by law for murther of our Brother,

Haue'by my meanes beene butcher'd wrongfully ?

Goedragge the villaine hithet by the haire,

Nor Age,nor Honour,(hall fhape primledge :

For thisproud mocke, le be thy flaughter man:

Sly franticke wretch,zhat holp’ft to make me great,

In hope thy felfe fhould gouerne Rome and me,
Enter Nunisus Emilliss.

Satnr. What newes with thee Emilliss?

Emil. Armemy Lords,Rome neucr had more caufe,
The Gothes haue gather'd head,and with a power
Of high refolued men,bent to the fpoyle
They hither march amaine,vader condu@

Of Luciss,Sonne to old Andronsicius
Who threats in courfe of thisreuenge todo
As much as euer Corolansu did.

Kmg, 1s warlike Luciss Generall of the Gothes ?
Thefe tydings nip me,and I hang the head .

As flowers with froft,or graffe beat downe with flormes:

I,now bepins our forrowes to approach,

"Tishe the common people lone fo much,

My felfe hath often heard them fay,

(When1 haue walked likea priuate man)

That Lacissbamithment was wrongfully, N

And they haue wifhe that Laciss were their Emperour.
Tam. W1y thould you feare ? Is not ous Ciry ftrong?

Afide,

Exit. ]
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King, 15butthe Cittizens fauour Luciws,
Aud will reuolt from me,to fuccour him,
Tam, King be thy thoughts Imperious like thy name.
Isthe Sunne dim*d, that Gnats do flicin it >
The Eagie fuffers hutle Birds to fing,
Andis not carefull what they meane thereby,
Knowing that with the thadow of his wingss,

i He can ac pleafure (tine their melodie.

Fuen o rayefithou,the giddy men of Rome,
Tren cheare thy ipwnir ferknow thou Emperour,
Pwill enchiunt the old Andrenscus,
W ath words more fweer, and yct more dangerous
Tuneabanes o tih,erhony ftalkes to fheepe,
\When as the ene is voounded with the barte,
Throther rotted with delicious foade,
K.g, Bache willnot entreat his Soane to: vs,
Tam. 1€ Tamora eatreat himgthen Lo wiil,
For] canfimoochand fiillusaged care,
With golden promifes,that were hus heart
Almoft Impregnable his old eares deafe,
Yet fhould both earc and Leart obey my tongue.
Goe thou beforeto our Embaffadour,
Say,that the Emperour requefis a parly
Ot warlike Lucss,and appoint the meeting.
Kiag. Emnllina do this meflage Honourably,
And it he ttand 10 Hoftage for hus {afety
Bid him demaund whas plédge will pleafe him beft.
Emull, Your bidding fhall 1 do effeQually,
Tam. Now will ] to that old Ardromcua,
Andtemper hiny with all the Arc | haue,
To plucke proud Lmesses fiom the waslike Gothes.
And now {weet Emperour be blithe againe,
And bury all thy feare in my deuifes.
Sasn. Then goe fucceflantly and plead for him. Exis,

Exit.

Attus Quintus.

Fionrifb. Enter Lucinwith an Army of Gothes,
with Drwws and Sowldser 5,

Lucs, Approued warriours,and my faithfull Friends
I haue receiued Letters from great Rome, ’
Which fignifies what hate they beare their Emperous
And how defirous of our fight they are, ’
Therefore great Lords,be as your Ticles witne(Te
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, ’
And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe,
Let him maketreble fatiffa®ion,

Goth. Braue flip,fprung from the Great Androvicu,
Whofe name was once our terraar, now our comfort,
Whofe high exploits,and honourable Deeds,
Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt:
Behold in vs,weele follow where thou lead R,

Like ftinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day,
Ledby their Maifter to the flowred fields,
And be aueng’d on curfed Tumora:
And as he faich,fo fay we all with hin.
Lacs. Thumbly thanke him,and I thanke you all,
But who comesiheere,led by » lufty Gorb ?
Enter a Goth leading of Aurow wuth b child
i1 Dis armees,
Goth. Renowned Laciss, from our croups I firaid,
:l'o gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie, :
: And
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And as Tearneftly did fixe mine eye
vpon the wafted building,fuddaincly
I heard akehilde cry vaderaeath a wall :
I made vnto the noyfe,when foone Iheard,
The crying babe control’d with this difcourfe s
Peace Tawoy {laue,halte me,and halfe thy Dam,
Didnot thy \Lue bewray whofe brat thow are 2
Had nature lent theesbut thy Motherslocke,
Villaine thowmight'ft hauebene an Emperour,
But where, the Bull and Cow are both milk-white,
They neucr do beger a cole-blacke-Calfe :
Peace,villaine peace,cuen thus he rares the babe,
For 1 muft beare thee to atrulty Goth,
Who when he knowes thou art the Empreffe babe,
Wil hcld thee dearely for thy Mothers fake,
With this,my weapon drawne J rutht vpon him,
Surpriz 4 him fuddainely,and brought him hicher
To vfe,as you thinke neeedefull of the man.
Luci. Ol wosthy Goth,this is the incarpate deuill,
Thatrob’d .Androwicne of his good hand
This is the Pearle that pleal’d your Emprefle eye,
Aud hecre’s the Bafe Fruit of his burning luft.
Say wall-ey"d laue,whether would'ft thou couuay
This growiog Image of thy fiend-like face ?
Why dof} not fpeake 2 what deafe?Nota word?
A halter Souldiers,hang him on this Tree,
And by his fide hisFruize of Bafterdie,
Aren. Touchnot the Boy,he is of Royall bleod.
Luci, Tao likethe Syre for euer being good.
Firft hang the Child thathe may fec it {prall,
A fight to vexe the Fathers foule withall.
Aron. Getme a Ladder Lacins,faue the Childe,
Andbeare it from me to the Empreffe:
Ifthou do this,Ile fhew thee wondrous things,
Thathighly may aduantage thee to heare;;
1¢thou wilt not,befall what may befsll,
Iefpeakenomore: but vengeance yoryou sl
Lucs. Say on,and ifit pleafe me which thou (peak't,
Thy child (hall Lue,and I will fee it Nouritht.
Aron. Andifitpleafethee? why affure thee Lucing,
*Twill vexe thy t'oufc to heare what { fhall ipeake:
For I muft talke of Murthers, Rapes,and Maffacres,
A&s of Blacke-night,abhominable Deeds,
Complots of Mifchiefe, Treafon,Villanies
Ruthfull to heare,yet pitzioufly preform’d,
And this (vall all be buried by my death,
Vinlefle thou {weare to me my Clulde thall liue.
Luci. Tellonthy minde,
1fay thy Childe fhallhwe.. .
"grom. Sweare that he fhalland theu I willbegin,
Luc:. \Who (hould Hiwcarcbvy,
Thou belecueftno Ged,
hat graunted,bow can'ft thou belecucan oath?
A . \Whatif 1 donot,aswdeed | do not,
Ye: tor Lhnow thou art Rehigious,
And hatt a thing within thee,called Confaience,
With twenty Popafh trickes and Ceremonics,
Which I hsuc zenz 2hee earefollto obfcrue ;
Theretore [ v.gehy vath,for that Tknow
An Ideothelds s Bauble fora God,
Andkeepes the oach which by that God he fweares,
To thac lle vree him : therefore thou thalcvow
By st [me God,what God fo creitbe
Teat o adureft,and haft inreuerence,
To Gue my Boy,to nourifth and bring him vp,
Ore c.% L wi! dilzouernought to thee.

48 The ngedievfi?tm eAndromcus.

Luci. Euenby my God I {wedse to to thee I will,
Aron, Fisitknow thou, - :
I begot him on the EmprefTe,
Luci. Ohmoft Infatiateluxuriovs woman !
Arox. Tut Lucins,this was buta deed of Charitje,
Tojthat which thou {balt heare of me anon,
"Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baffianus,
They cut thy Sifters tongue,and rauifht hez,
And cut her hands off, and trim’d her as thou faw'RR,
Lucins, Oh deteftable villaine!
Call'ftthou that Trimming ?
Aron. Why fhe was wathe,and cut,and trim’d,
Aund’twas trim [port for them that had the doinyg ofit,
Lscs. Ohbarbarous beaftly vilaineslike thy felfe!
«“ron. Indeede,] was their Tutor to inflru them
That Coddirg fpirit had they from their Mother,
As fure a Cara as euer wonnethe Set:
Thatbloody minde 1 thinke they lcarn’d of me,
Asrruea Dog as cuer fought ahead.
Well,let my Deeds be witneffc of my worth:
I trayn’d thy Brecheren to that guilefull Hole,
Where the dead Corps of Baffians lay :
I wrote che Letter,that thy Father found,
And hid the Gold withinthe Letter mencion’d,
Confederate with the Queene,and her two Sonncs,
And whatnot done,thac thouhaft caule to rue,
Wherein 1 had no ftroke of M:fcheifein it.
1 play’d the Cheater for thy Fathers hand,
And when I had it,drew my felfe apars,’
Andalmoft broke my heart with extreame laughter,
I pried me through the Creuice of 2 Wall,
Wheu for hishand,he had his two Soi nes Lieads,
Beheld his teares,and laughe fo hartily,
That both mine eyes wei e rainie like to his
And when Itold the Empiefle of this fporr,
Shefourded almoli at my pleafing tale,
And tor my tydings,gat= me twenty kifles,
Goth. What canft thou {ay all this,and never Llufl 2
Aron, 1,likeablacke Dogge.as the faying 1s.
Lucs. Artthounot forry for thefe hainc us dee ley 2
Aron, },thac I had notdone a thoufand more
Euennow I curfe the day,and yet I thinke -
Few come within few compafTe of my curfe,
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill,
Askill aman,or elte dewile his death,
Rauifh a Maid,or plot the way todoiit,
Accufe (ome Innocent,and forfwea e my felfe,
Sctdeadly Enmity becweenetwo Fiiends,
Make pocre mens Cateell breake cheir neckes,
Set fire on Barnes and Hay{tackes inthemghe,
And bid the Owners quench them with the geares:
Ofthaue 1 dig'd vp dead men trom their graues,
And fet them vprig hratthar deere Friends doore,
Euen when iheir forrowes almoft was forgot,
And oncheir skinnes,as on the Barke of Trees,
Haue withuay knife carued in Romaine Letzers,
Letnot your forrow die, though T am dead,
Tut,I haue done athoufand dreadfull chings
As willingly,asone would kill aFly,
And nothing greeues me haruly indcede,
Buc that I cannot doe ten thoufand more.
Lucs. Bring downethe divell for he muft not dic
So{weet a deathas hanging prefenily.
Aron. 1fthere be dinels,would 1 were a deuill,
Toleand burne in euerlafting fire,
So I might hase your company 1n hell,

-
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But to torment you with my bitcer tongue,
Leer, Sues Rop his mouth,& lec him fpeake no more.
Enter Ewnsllinu,

Goth. My Lord,thereis a Meflenger from Rome
Dcfires to be admitted to your prefence.
Lus. Lethim comencere.
Welcome Emllum, whatthe newes from Rome ?
Fon, Lord Lacins,and you Princes of the Gothes,
The Romaine Emperour greetes you all by we,
And forhe vndertands you arc in Armes,
He craues a parly at your Fathers houfe
Willing you to demaad your Hoftages,
And they (hallbeimmediately deliuered.

Goth., What (aics our Generall 2

Luc, Emullins et the Emperour gine his pledges
Vito my Father,and my Vincle Aarcus, Ionrfb.
And we will come : march away,

Enizr Tamsra,andcer iwe Sommes difgmfid,

Tam, Thusin this Arange and fad Habilliament,
1 will encounter with Androntens,
And fay,1am Reuenge fent from below,
Tooyne with him and right his hainous wrongs :
Knocke at hus Rudy where they fay he keepes,
1 o ruminate ftrange plozs of dire Reuenge,
TelibimReuengeis cometo ioyhe with him,
And worke confufien on his Encrnies.
Tbey knocke and Titrss opens bis fiudy dore.
Tit. Who doth mollelt my Contemplation ?
Isityour tricke to mzheme ope the dore,
That fomy fad decrees may flic away,
And allmy ftudie betono effet ?
You are decerr’dyfor what I meane to do,
Sce neere i bloody lines 1 have fec downe :
Andvraatis woiteen {Lall be executed.
Tam. Titxs,l amcome to ralke withthee,
Tst. Nonot aword : how can I grace my talke,
Wanting a hand to gine it altion,
Thou hafl the ods of me,therefore no more.
Tam, 1fthou did’Rknow me,
Thou woul ' talke with me.
Tu. 1 amnot mad,I know t'ﬁce well enough,
Witnefle this wretched fump,
Witnefle thefe crimfon lines,
Witnefle chefe Trenches made by griefe and care,
Witnefle the tyring day, andheauie mghe,
-1 Winddfe all forrow,that I know thee well
For our proud Emprefle,Mighty Tamora:
Isnot thy comnung for my other hand ?
Tamo. Know thou fad man,¥ amnot Tamora,
Sheis thy Enemie,and 1 thy I'1iend,
Ism Reuengefent from th’infunall Kingdome,
. To eife the ghawing Vulture of the mind,
By working wreakefull vengeance onmy Foes :
Come downe 3nd welcome me to this worlds light,
Conferre with me of Murdgs and of Death,
Ther’s not a hollow Caue or lutking place,
No Vaft oblcurity,or Mifty vale,
Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape,
Cancouch for feare,but I will finde them out,
Andin their cares tell chem my dreadfull name,
Reuenge,which makes the foule offenders quake.
7¥. Arnthou Reuenge?and art thou fent tomse,
Tobe atorment zo minc Enemies ?
7am. 1am,therefore come downe and welcome me,

s

Exesunt,

Tit, Doeme fome feruice ere.] come to thee :
Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder ftands,
Now giue fome furance thac thou art Reucrpe,

Stab them ot teste them on thy Chario: whe es,
Andthen lle come and be thy Waggouer,

And whirlealong with thee about the Globes.
Prouide thee two proper Palfries,as blacke 25 I¢z,
Tohale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away,

And finde out Murder in their guilty cares,

And whea thy Car is loaden with their heads,

I will difmount,and by the Waggon whecle,
Trot like a Seruile footeman all day long,

Euea from Eptons rifing in the Eaft,

Vatill his very downefall in the Sea.

And day by day lle dothis heanywashe,

So thou deftroy Rapinc snd Muzder chere.

Tums. Thefeare my Mioilters,and come withme.

Tie. Are themthy Miaiflers,whatarc they call’d?

Tam. Rape and Murder therefore called fo,

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men.

7it. Good Lord how like the Emprefle Sons they sre,
And you the Empreffe : But we worldly mer,

Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes:
Oh fweet Reuenge,now do 1 come to thee,
Andif one armes imbracement will content thee,
Iwillimbracethee'inic by and by,
Tam. Thisclofing with him,ﬁyu his Lunacie,
What ere I forge to teede bus braine-ficke fits,
Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpeeches,
For now he firmely takes ine for Reuenge,
And being Credulousin thiz mad thought,
1le make him {cnd for Lucia his Sonne,
And whil’R ] ata Banquet hold him fure,
lle find fome curining pra&ife out of hand
To feateer and difper{e the giddic Gothes,
Or at the leaft maic them his Enemies ¢ .
Sce heere he comes,and I muft play my theame.
7st. Long haue Ibene forlotne,aud all for thee,
Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houfe,
Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too,
How like the Empre{fe and her Sonnes you are.
Well are you fitted,had you but a Moore,
Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill ?
For well [ wote the Empre(fe never wagsg
| Butin her company there isa Moore,
{ And would you reprefent our Qucene arighe
It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill :
But welcome 25 you are,what fhall we doe?
Tam., What wonld'd thouhaue vs doe Awndrowicm?
Dem. Snewme a Murtherer,lle deale with him,

Chi. Shcwme aVillaine thathath donea Rape,
And I am fent tobe reueng’d on him, : .

Tan. Shew me athoufand thac haue done thee wrong,
And Ile be reuenged on themall,

Tu. Lookeround about the wicked fireets of Rome,
And when thou find'ft a manthar's like thyTelfe,
Good Murder ftab him hee’s 2 Murtherer.

! Goe thou with him,and when itisthy hsp

To finde another that is }ike to thee,

Good Rapine ftab him,heis a Rauifher.

Gothou with them,and in the Emperonrs Court,

Thereisa Queeneattended by a Moore,

Well maitt thou know her by thy owne proportion,

Forvpanddowine (he doth refemblethee,

I pray thee doe on them fome violent death,

They haue bene viclent to me snd mine.
\ ee

Toemorg, /
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Teom. Well haft thou lefTon’d vs, this (hall we do.
But would it pleafc thee good Andronicsus,
To fend for Lucsthy thrice Valiant Sonne,
Who leades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes,
And bid him ccme and Banquet ac thy houfe.
When he is heere,eusn at thy Solemne Feaft,
1 will bring in the Emprefle and her Sonnes,
The Emperour him{elfe,and all thy Foes,
And at thy mercy fhall they fteop and kneele,
And onthem {hait thou cafc,thy angry heart :
What faies Andronscis to this dewsfe #

Entey Marcsus.

Tit. Marcus my Brother, tis {ad Titau calls,
Go geatle Aarcue tothy Nephew Lucisu,

Theu fhalt enquire him out among the Gothes,
Bid him repaire to me.and bring with him
Some of the chicfeft Princes of the Gothes,

Bid him encampe his Souldiers wherc they are,
Tell him the Emperour,and the Emprefle too,
Feafts at my houfe,and he fhall Feaft with them,
This do thou for my loue,ard fo lec him,
Ashetcgards bis aged Fathers hife,

Mar, This will | dojand foone returne againe,

Tum. Nowwill | hence about thy bufinefle,
And rake -ry Mimftersalong withme.

Tse. Nay,pay letRapeard Murder flay with me,
Orels “le cail my Brother backe againe,

And clraue tono reucnge but Laciss,

Tam, What fay you Boyes,willysubide with him,
Whales 1 goe tell my Lord the Emperour,

How I haue gouern’d our determinedie(t ?
Yeeld to his Humour,fmooth and fpeake him faire,
And tarry with him tll L turne againe.

73. 1 know them all thoughthey fuppofe me mad,
And will ore-reach them in their owne deuifes,
Apryre of curfed hellehounds and theis Dam,

Dem. Madam depart at pleature,leaucvs heere,

Tam, Yarewell Andronscus,reuengenow goes
To lay a complot to betray thy Foes.

Tt. 1know thou doo'ft,and {weet reuenge farewell.

Cbi. Tell vs old man how fhall we beimploy’d ?

Tie. Tut,Ihaue worke enough for you to doe,
Publins come hither, Camms,and Valentine.

Pub, What is your will ?

7it. Know youthefe two ?

Pub. The Emprefle Sonnes
I take them,Chiron, Demetrins.

Titss. Fie Publsss fie,thou art too much deceau’d,
The oneis Murder,Rapeis the others name,

Arid therefore bind them gentle Pabline,
Cains,and ¥ alzrtme lay hands on them,

Oft haue you heard me wifh for fuch sn houre,
And now I find it therefore binde them fure,

(#i. Villaines forbeare,we are the En:preffe Sonnes,

Pub. Andtherefore do we,what we are commanded,
Stop clofe their mouthes,let themnotfpeake a word,
1s he fure bound looke that you binde them faft, Exewns.

Enter Tstws Androwicss with aknife, and Laninia
with a Bafow,

Tit. Come,come Lanswia,looke,thy Foes arebound,
Sirs ftop their mouthes,let them not fpeake to me,
But letthem heare what fearefull words I viter.

The Tragedie g
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OhVillaines,Chiron,ané Demesriu,
Here flands the {pring whom you haue flain’d with mud
This goodly Somer with your Winter mixt, ’
Youkil'd her husband,and for that vil’d faule,
Twoofher Brothers were condemn’d to death

My hand cut off,and made a mierry icft, ’

Both her {weet Hands,her Tongue,and thatmore deere
Then Hands or tongue, her fpotleffe Chaflity,
Iuhumaine Traytors,you confirain’d and for'ft.

What would you fay,if I fhould let you fpeake 2
Villaines for Hxame you cauld not beg for grace.

Harke Wretches,how I meane tomartyr you,

This one Hand yetisleft,to cut your throats,

Whil'ft that Lassmia tweene her fumps doth hold ;

The Balon that recciues your guilty blood.

You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me,

Aund calls herfelfe Reuenge,and thinkes me mad,

Harke Villaines, will grin’d your bones to duft,

And with youi blood and it,llemake a Pafle,

And of the Pafte a Coffen J wiil reare,
. And make two Pafties of your flamefull Heads,

Ar.d bid that frumpet your vnhallowed Dam,

Like to the earth {wallow her increafe.

This is the Feaft,that 1 haue bid her to,

And this the Banquet fhe thall furfet on,

For worfc then I'hslomel you v{ d my Daugheer,

And worfe then Pragne,] will be recerg'd,

And now prepare your throats : Lawmss come,
Receiucthe blood,and when that they arc dead,

Letme goe grin'd their Bones ro powder fmall,

And with this hatefull Liquor temper ic,

And in that Pafte let their vil'd Heads be bakee,
Come,come,be euery one ofhicious,

To make this Binket, which I wifh might proue,

More fterne and bloody then the Centaures Feaft,

Hecntstheir throats,

Sonow bring them in,for Ile play the Cooke, .

And feethem ready,gain®t theit Mother comes, Exennt,

Enter Lucrus, Marcns and the Gothes,

Luc. Vickle Marcuy fince tis my Fathers minde
That I repair to Rome,I am content. ,
Gorh, Andours with thine befall,what Fortune will.
Lue, Good Vickletskeyouin thisbarbarous Meere,
This Rauenous Tiger,thisaccurfed deuill,
Let himreceiue no fuftenance, fetter him,
Till hebe brought vito the Emperous face,
Forteftimony ofher foule proceedings.
And fee the Ambufhofour Friends be firong,
Jfere the Emperourineanes no good to vs,
Aron. Some deuill whifper curfesin my eare,
And prompt me that my tongue may veeer for th,
The Venemous Mallice of my {welling heart,
Luc. Away Inhumaine Dogge,Vohallowed Slaue,
Sirs,helpe ous Vnckle,to conuey him in, Flenrifb,
The Trumpets thew the Emperour 15 athand.

Sound Trumpets, Enter Emsperanr and Empreffe,with

Tribunes and others.

Sas. What hath the Firemament more Suns then one?

Lxc, What bootes it thee to call thy feife s Sunne ¢

;  Mar. Romes Emperour & Nephewe breake theparle
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated,

The Feaft is ready which the carefull Taw,
Hath
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Hath ordained to an Honourable end,
For Deace,for Loue,for League,and good to Rome :
Pleale you therfore draw me and cake your places.
Satur, Marcus we will, Haboyes.
A Table brought in.
Enter Titus like & Cooke,placing the meat on
the Table.and Lawimsa with a vale osier ber face.

Titus. Welcome my gracious Lord,
Welcome Dread Queene,
Welcome ye Warhke Gothes,welcome Lucssa,
And welcome all:although the cheere be poore,
Twill ill your flomacks, pleale you eat of e,
Sar, Why art thou thus attic'd Andronicou?
71t. Becaule I would e fure to haueall well,
To entestaine your Highnefle,and your F,mprc(fc.
Tam. Weare beholding to you good Androncs ?
T, Anditvour Hizhiclle knew my heart,you were:
My Lord the Emperons refolucine this,
Was it welldone ot rath P gunsesss,
To flay his daughter with his ownerighchand,
Becaufe (he was enfor'ft,Rain’d,and deflewr’d 2
Satur. 1t was Andronscu,
7. Yourreafon, Mighty Lord ?
Sat. Becaufethe Girle,Mhould not furuine her fhame,
And by her prefence fill ienew his forrowes.
Tu. Aieafonmighty,ftrong,and effetuall,
A pacternc,prefident,and lively warrant,
For me(moft wretched) to perfurme the Lke:
Die,dic,Lassna,and thy fhame with thee,
And with thy fhame,thy Fathers forrow die.
Helsls ber,
Sat, What haft doce,vnnaturall and vnkinde?
7¢, Ki'd her for whom my teares haue made me blind.
I amas wofull 8sPerginsu was,
And hauc a thoufand times more caufe then he.
Sat. What was fheravifhe 2¢ell who did the deed,
Tir. Wiltpleafe you cat,
Wilt plesfe yourHignefle feed ?
Tams, Why haft thouflaine thin2 onely Daughter ?
Tuwus., Notl, twas Chironand Demetrina,
They rauithe her, and cur away her tongue,
And they, twas they,that did her all ehus wrong.,
Satu. Go fetch them hither to vs prefently.
Tu. \Why therethey areboth,baked in that Pie,
Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed,
Eating the flefh that fhe herfeife hath bred.
*Tis true, *uss true, witnefle my kniues fharpe point.
He [fabs the Emprefle.
Sarn. Dic franticke wretch, for this accutfed deed,
Luc. CantheSonoeseye,dbehold his Father bleed ?
There's meede for meede,death for s deadly deed.
Mar, Youfadfac'd men, people and Sonnes of Rome,
By vprores fcuer'd like aflight of Fowle,
Scattred by windes and high tempeftuous gufls:
Oh let me teach you how, to knit againe
This fcattred Corne,into one mutuall fheafe,
Thefc brcken limbs againe into one body.
Goth. LetRonw herleife be bane vnto herfelfe,
And fhee whom mightic kingdomes curfie too,
Like a forlorne and defperate caltaway,
Doe fhamefu!l execution on her felfe.
But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age,
Graue witne(les of trueexperiénce,
Cannot induce you to attead my words,
Speake Romes deere friend, as ‘erft our Aunceftor,

When with his felemne tonguc he did difcoysfe
To loue-ficke Didses {ad atiending care,
The fory of that balefull burning night,
When fubtilGreekes furpriz’d King Priam: Troy:
Tell vs what Sinem hath bewicht our eares,
Or who hath brought the fatall engine.in,
That giues our Troy,our Rome the ciuill wound.
My heart is not compa& of flint nor fieele,
Nor can I veeer all our biteer griefe,
Bu: floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie,
And breake my very vettance,cuen in the time
When itfbould moue youto attead me moft,
Lenving yeur kind hand Commferation,
tHecre s aCapraine,let himeell the tale,
Your heaits willthrob and weepe to heare him fpeake,
Luc, Vhis Noble Auditory beit kuowne to you, '
Thac curled (hiron and Demetrius
\Were they that mutdred our Emperours Brother,
And they it were thatranithed ovr Sifter,
For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded,
Our Fathers teares defpif d,ang bafely coufen’d,
Ofthac truc hand chat fought Romes quarrell oue,
Aad {ent lier enemics vatothe graue,
Laftly my feife vokindly b:ml%cd,
The gates fhut on me,and tun’d weeping o,
To beg reliefeamong Romes Enc.anes,
Who drown’d their enmity inmy true teares,
Andop’d their aimes tosmbrace me as 3 Friend :
And 1 amuurned forth be itkiowneto you,
That haue preferu’d her weltare in my blood,
And frem herbofome tooke the Eneniies point,
Sheathing che fieelein my aduentreus body.
Alas you know,I am no Vaunter I, |
My fcars can witseffe,dumbe although they are,
That my reportis iuit and full of truch:
But foft,me thinkes I do digrefle too much,
Cyting my worthlefle praile:Oh pardon me,
Far when no Friends are by, men praife themfelues,
Marc. Now ismy turnc to fpeake: Behold this Child,
Of chis was Tamera deliuered,
The fluc of an Irseligious doore,
Chicfe Architect and plotter of thefe woes,
The Villaineis alivein 7o houfe,
And asheis,to witneffe this is true.
Now iudge what courfe had Tirsu to reuenge
Thefc wrongs,vnfpeakeable paft patience,
Or more then any lwing man could beare,
Now you haue heard the truth,what {ay you Romaines?
Hauc wedone ought amifle ? thew vs whesein,
Aund from the place where you belold vs now,
The poore remainder of Androrscs,
Willhand in hiad all headlong caft vs downe,
Andon theragged tones beat foreh our braines,
And make amutuall clofure of our houfe
Speake Romaines fpeake,and if you fay we fhall,
Lochand in hand, Lwcime and I will fall,
Emlls, Come come,chou reuerentman of Rome,
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand,
Lncins our Emperout :for weli [ know,
The common voyce do cry it {hall be fo.
Mar. Lucims all haile Romes Royall Emperour,
Goe,goeinto old Tistas forrowfull houfe,
And hicher hale that misbelieuing Aoore,
Tobeadiudg’d fome direfull flaughtering death,
As punifhment for his moft wicked Iife.

Lneiws all haile to Romes gracious Gouernour.
ce 2
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Lsc. Thaukes gentle Romanes,amy X gouerne fo,
To hesle Romes harmes,and wipe 4way Ber woe,
But gentie people,giue me syme a-whiile, -

For Nature puts meto & heagy caske : .

S:and all aloofe, but Vinckle draw you neere,

To (hed obfequious teares vpon this Trunke

Oh take this wariwe kiffe on thy pale cold lips,
Thete forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud{laine face,:
The 13t crue Duties of thy Noble Sonne,

Mar. Tearefor teare,and louing kiffe for kiffe,
Thy Brother Marcus tendets on thy Lips -

O were the fumme of thefe thar 1 thould pay
Ceunticlie, and infinit, yet would I pay them.

Lwc, Comehither Boy, come,come,and learne of'vs
Tomeltinthowres: thy Grandfire lou’d thee well:
{Mazy atimehedanc’d thee on his knee:

Sung thee 2fieepe, his Louing Bret, thy Pillow :
Many amatter hath he told to thee,

tMecte, and agreeiug with thine Infancie :
“nthatrefpect then, like a loving Childe,

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring,
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it {o: )
Friends fhou'd affociate Friends,in Greefe and Wo.
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue,

Do him that kindnefle, and take feaue of Lith.

Boy, OGrandfire,Grandfire: euen withall my heare
Weuld [ were Dead,fo you did Live againe,

O Lord, I cannot fpeake to him for weeping,
My teares will choake me, if [ ope my mouth.

—— o — — ——— —

be T ragedieof Titus eMudvonicus.

—y m——

Romans, Youfad Awdrewici, haue doce with woes,
Giue fentence on this execrable Wretch,
Thatbathbeene breeder of thefe dire euents.

Luc, Sechimbreft deepe in earth and famifh him:
There let him Rand,and raue,and cry for foode «
1fany one relecues, or pitties bim,

Por the offence,be dyes. Thisisour doome :
Some ftay, to fee him faft'ned in the earth,

Aren, O why (hould wrath be mute,8 Fury dumbe?
Iam no Baby I, that withbafe Prayers
I fhould repent the Euils I haue done.

Ten thoufand worfe, then cueryee I did,
Would I performe if I might haue my will :
Ifone good Deed in all my life I did,

Ido repent it from my very Soule.

Lucims. Somelouing Friends conuey the Emp.hence,

And giue himburiallin his Fathers graue,

My Fazier, and Lawmia. thail forthwith

Be clofed 1n our Houfholds Manument ;
Asforthatheynous Tyger Tawora,

No Funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds ;]
No mournfull Beil thali ring her Buriall :

But throw her foorth to Beafts and Birds of prey :
Herlifc was Beaft-like, and deuoid of pitey,
Andbeing fo, fhall haue like want of pieey, *

See Juftice done on o Aaron that damn’d Moore,
From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning :
Then atterwards, to Order well the State,

Thatlike Euents, may oc're it Ruinate,  Exemnt omnes,
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