
SIDES – TITUS ANDRONICUS 
 
 
 
 
AARON 
Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day--and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compass of my curse,-- 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or else devise his death, 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accuse some innocent and forswear myself, 
Set deadly enmity between two friends, 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks; 
Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears… 
 
SATURNINUS 
Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villany? 
I know from whence this same device proceeds: 
May this be borne?--as if his traitorous sons, 
That died by law for murder of our brother, 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully! 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; 
Nor age nor honour shall shape privilege: 
For this proud mock I'll be thy slaughterman; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holp'st to make me great, 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 
 
 

TAMORA 
Stay, Roman brethren! Gracious conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in passion for her son: 
And if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me! 
Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs and return, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke, 
But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cause? 
O, if to fight for king and commonweal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood: 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge: 
Thrice noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 
 

TITUS ANDRONICUS 
My grief was at the height before thou camest, 
And now like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds. 
Give me a sword, I'll chop off my hands too; 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain; 
And they have nursed this woe, in feeding life; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up, 
And they have served me to effectless use: 
Now all the service I require of them 
Is that the one will help to cut the other. 
'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands; 
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 
 
  



LUCIUS 
O worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devil 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand; 
This is the pearl that pleased your empress' eye, 
And here's the base fruit of his burning lust. 
Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why dost not speak? what, deaf? not a word? 
A halter, soldiers! hang him on this tree. 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 
AARON 
Touch not the boy; he is of royal blood. 
LUCIUS 
Too like the sire for ever being good. 
First hang the child, that he may see it sprawl; 
A sight to vex the father's soul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 
AARON 
Lucius, save the child, 
And bear it from me to the empress. 
If thou do this, I'll show thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear: 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
I'll speak no more but 'Vengeance rot you all!' 
LUCIUS 
Say on: an if it please me which thou speak'st 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish'd. 
AARON 
An if it please thee! why, assure thee, Lucius, 
'Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak… 
 

TITUS ANDRONICUS 
Who doth molest my contemplation? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 
That so my sad decrees may fly away, 
And all my study be to no effect? 
You are deceived: for what I mean to do 
See here in bloody lines I have set down; 
And what is written shall be executed. 
TAMORA 
Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS 
No, not a word; how can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action? 
Thou hast the odds of me; therefore no more. 
TAMORA 
If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk with me. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS 
I am not mad; I know thee well enough: 
Witness this wretched stump, witness these crimson 
lines; 
Witness these trenches made by grief and care, 
Witness the tiring day and heavy night; 
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora: 
Is not thy coming for my other hand? 
TAMORA 
Know, thou sad man, I am not Tamora; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend: 
I am Revenge: sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light; 
Confer with me of murder and of death: 
There's not a hollow cave or lurking-place, 
No vast obscurity or misty vale, 
Where bloody murder or detested rape 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS 
Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 
TAMORA 
I am; therefore come down, and welcome me. 


