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PREDMLUVA

ji pravdépodobné napsal nékdy v letech 1592 a 1593, v dob¢, kdy

byla nafizenim Koruny kvili obéanskym vytrznostem a posléze kvi-
li moru londynska divadla uzaviena. V lednu 1594 se divadla opét otevie-
la a 23. ledna tuto ,novou® hru uvedli SluZebnici lorda Sussexe v divadle Rsize
(The Rose) s rekordni trzbou tff liber osmi §ilinki. Alespori tak si to zapsal
do svého deniku majitel divadla Philip Henslow. Uspé$nost hry dosvéd¢u-
je 1 skute¢nost, Ze jesté téhoz roku vysla tiskem, za Shakespearova Zivota
pak byla vydana je$té dvakrat a nastudovalo ji a hrdlo nékolik tehdej$ich
divadelnich spole¢nosti.

Jiz v prvnich letech 17. stoleti se ale zalinaly ozyvat hlasy, které hru
odsuzovaly. Shakespeartiv soucasnik dramatik Ben Jonson ji nazval zasta-
ralou a Edward Ravensroft, ktery ji v roce 1687 zadaptoval, dokonce zpo-
chybnil Shakespearovo autorstvi. Pfiznal mu jen néjaké ,mistrovské Gpra-
vy“ (Master-touches), ale jinak hru oznadil za ,sntigku nesmyslta“ (heap of
rubbish). Jeho ndzor vzali za svij i mnozi pozdé&si kritici ,osviceného
véku®, ktefi soudi, Ze jde o ,nevkusny“ vytvor, ktery neni hoden Shake-
spearova génia. T. S. Eliot dokonce prohlasil, Ze je to jedna z nejhloupéj-
$ich her, jaké kdy byly napsany. Jeji rehabilitaci ve druhé poloviné 20. sto-
leti zahgjila v roce 1955 prosluld stratfordskd inscenace v rezii Petera
Brooka s Laurencem Olivierem a Vivian Leighovou a v roce 1999 vznikl
1 Uspé$ny americky filmovy pfepis reZisérky Julie Taymorové s ndzvem Titus
s Anthonym Hopkinsem v tituln{ roli.

Titus Andronicus je drama, které pfimo navazuje na tradici ,tragédie
pomsty*, jak ji v té dobé po vzoru Lucia Seneky, dramatika, filozofa a udi-
tele fimského cisafe Nerona, rozvijeli dramatikové Christopher Marlowe,
Thomas Kyd, George Peele a jini. Je to kruta hra. Sled nésilnosti, které jsou
zde popsény a nékdy i scénicky predvedeny, za¢ind lidskou obéti se seka-
nim ddd a pélenim vnitfnost{ na hranici, ¢&itd tii popravy, devét &i deset
dalsich vrazd, jedno znésilnéni, tfi utaté ruce, jeden vytiznuty jazyk, kani-
balismus, a kon¢i smrti umudenim a pfedhozenim mrtvoly divé zveéti. Celd
scéna hry je navic vénovéna zabiti jedné mouchy.

Titus Andronicus patfi k hrstce Shakespearovych her, které nemaji roz-
poznatelny pfimy pramen. Vzes$la zfejmé z autorovy invence podpofené

Titus Andronicus je zfejmé prvni Shakespearovou tragédii. Dramatik



bohatou ¢etbou. Mnohé z toho, co Shakespeare popisuje, véetné zminé-
nych nisilnost, si totiz vypujéil od jinych. Hlavn{ vzor, na néjZ ve hfe cas-
to odkazuje, nasel v $esté knize Ovidiovych Promén, v ptibéhu o zndsilné-
né a zmrzacené Filomené. Leccos prebral od svych kolegi: Kyda a jeho
Spanélské tragédie &i Marlowa a jeho titanskych hrdint ve hrach Tamerldn &i
Maltsky 7id. Cerpal jisté i z dal$ich zndmych zdroji antickych legend a pii-
béh, z Vergiliovych epost ¢ Livyho Déjin Rima, snad i ptimo ze Seneky.

Déjistém dramatu je anticky Rim. Na rozdil od pozdéjsich autorovych
antickych dramat zde ale nejde o ptibéh historicky, nybrz fiktivni, zasaze-
ny do doby nedlouho pted pidem Rima pod n4jezdy barbart. Shakespeare
se nikdy nesnazil o historickou ptesnost, Rim mu byl vzdy pfedeviim mo-
delem politickych a spolecenskych déjt, jejichZ prostfednictvim poukazo-
val na déni ve vlastni zemi a své dobé. Obraz Rima v této hte ptedstavuje
jakysi prifez jeho déjinami, ahistorickou smésici cisafstvi a republiky, kde
se vedle dédickych ndrokd na trin objevuje i pravo volby. Je to ale mésto
majestitni a hrdé, které si nade vse ceni cti. Anglické slovo ,honour® (Cest)
se v riznych modifikacich ve hfe vyskytuje celkem tfiaétyficetkrat. Nepia-
telé Rima jsou barbariti G6tové, zridni, kruti, schopni téch nejstrainéjsich
¢int. Jejich predstavitelé, krdlovna Tamora, jeji synové a Cernoch Aron,
jsou pfivle¢eni do Rima jako zajatci, ale je jim darovéna svoboda. Nacas
ziskaji moc, uvrhnou zkdzu na rodinu fimského vile¢nika Tita, ale na kon-
ci jsou za cenu tézkych obéti pfemozeni a na trin useda Titav syn. Tento
velice hruby pudorys hry by mohl odpovidat kterékoli jiné ,tragédii pom-
sty“ z tohoto obdobi. Shakespeare ale uz v takto raném dramatu dokézal
naplnit staré formy novym obsahem, vtiskl hie nosné téma, vyrazné zpro-
blematizoval jednoduché schéma a zalidnil hru nejednoznaénymi, Zivou-
cimi postavami. Je pozoruhodné, jak silné nékteré z nich pfipominaji
a pfedjimaji dramatikovy protagonisty z jeho vrcholnych dramat.

Hra je postavena na protikladech dobra a zla, zddni a skute¢nosti, més-
ta a ptirody, civilizace a barbarstvi, pravych a fale$nych hodnot. Dramatik
ale ukazuje, jak nejasné hranice je déli a jak snadno se jedno pfevraci v dru-
hé. Titus, fimsky vitéz ve valkich nad Géty, dd barbarsky obétovat nejstar-
$tho syna zajaté gétské krdlovny Tamory, poté se zfekne nabizeného triinu
a ve fatdlnim, hloupém gestu, pfipominajicim osudovou chybu o mnoho
let pozdéjsiho kréle Leara, ve jménu slepé loajality odevzdédvd moc nezra-
lému a nendvistnému Saturninovi. S4m sebe a celou svou rodinu tak vysta-
vi nebyvalému utrpeni, jimZ ho stihd pomstychtivd Tamora a jeji blizci.
Pod niporem Zzalu Titus mélem pfijde o rozum, ale posléze jako Hamlet
hraje bldzna, aby se mohl za své kiivdy kruté pomstit. Jako Coriolanus se
o pomoc obraci k tém, proti nimz cely Zivot bojoval. Visniva a lstivd

Tamora je postavou podobné bohatou a rozporuplnou jako jeji velké
néstupkyné lady Macbeth ¢&i Kleopatra. Ani zlo¢inny ¢ernoch Aron, Tamo-
fin milenec, ktery je pravym opakem uslechtilého Othella a spiSe pfed-
chiudcem Richarda III. ¢i Jaga, neni postavou tak zcela ,Cernou®, jak se jevi.
Dramatik ho ukazuje rovnéz jako hrdého pfislusnika své rasy a jako pys-
ného otce, ktery nade vSe miluje své nemanzelské dité.

Titus Andronicus je hra o nésili a nésil{ je v ni vic nez dost. Nejde ale
o nésili samotucelné. Shakespeare hledd jeho zdroje, motivace a ukazuje
jeho obéti. K nim patf{ nejen ti, ktef{ roztd¢eji soukoli pomsty a jsou jim
sami pohlceni, ale i ti zcela nevinni: chtva, jejiz vrazda patii k nejotfes-
néj$im mistim ve hie, ¢i popleteny vesnican, ktery se prosté jen ocitl ve
$patnou dobu na $patném misté. Vyznamnou roli hraji v této hie détské
postavy, pfedeviim chlapec Lucius, ta ,nadéje Rima“. Dramatik nds nuti
divat se na pfibéh jeho o¢ima. Ukazuje déti, v jejichZ jménu a pro jejichz
budoucnost se dospéli vrazdi, jako obéti 1 nedobrovolné ucastniky vrazdé-
ni, jako zdruku toho, Ze se mechanismus pomsty nikdy nezastavi.

Hra je zajimava i po jazykové strdnce. Styl dramatu se vyznacuje dobo-
vou rétori¢nosti a odkazy na antické ptibéhy. Tyto vyrazové prostiedky ale
dramatik dokdzal dokonale sladit s obsahem hry a jako v mnoha dal$ich
svych hrich dal slovu vyraznou dramatickou roli. Proti nesmyslnému zlu
a nevyslovnému zalu, kterym hra pfetékd, postavil slovo jako pojmenova-
ni smyslu a fddu. Postavy hledaji v knihdch a slovech vysvétleni pro svou
situaci, utocisté pred chaosem zla. A chybi-li slova & schopnost mluvit,
spokoji se s gesty. V tu chvili nabiz{ autor az panoptikdlni scénické obrazy,
v nichZ hriza a smé&nost splyvaji v désivé grotesce.

Je otdzka, na co se to alzbétinsti divaci hrnuli do divadla. Krvavé podi-
vané, kdy se na jevisté lila v kyblech krev, tehdy zdatné konkurovaly vetej-
né popravy ¢i zdpasy s medvédem. V dobé, kdy zemi vlddla bezdétna pa-
nenska Sedesétiletd krdlovna bez jistého ndstupce, kdy hrozily ndbozenské
nepokoje, kdy vrcholily spory mezi Korunou a parlamentem a osud Anglie
stejné jako Rima pied nijezdem barbart byl na vazkach, mohl snad piibéh
o stétu, ktery propadne chaosu a nésili, divaky zaujmout i z jinych duvodu.

PoZehnand byla doba, kdy se tragédie Titus Andronicus mohla zd4t
lidem nevkusné krvav a za vlasy pfitazend. V dne$nim svété je bohuzel az
neptijemné aktudlni.

JIRT JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

ROMANS
SATURNINUS, eldest son to the late Emperor of Rome, later Emperor
BASSIANUS, younger brother to Saturninus; in love with Lavinia
TITUS ANDRONICUS, a noble Roman, general against the Goths
MARCUS ANDRONICUES, tribune of the people, brother to Titus
LUCIUS
QUINTUS
MARTIUS
MUTIUS
LAVINIA, daughter of Titus Andronicus
YOUNG LUCIUS, a boy, son to Lucius
PUBLIUS, son to Marcus Andronicus
SEMPRONIUS
CAIUS } kinsmen to Titus Andronicus
VALENTINE
EMILIUS, a noble Roman
A CAPTAIN
A MESSENGER
A NURSE
A CLOWN
OTHER ROMANS, including senators, tribunes, soldiers and attendants

} sons to Titus Andronicus

GOTHS
TAMORA, Queen of the Goths
ALARBUS
DEMETRIUS } sons to Tamora
CHIRON
AARON, a Moor in the service of Tamora, her lover
OTHER GOTHS, forming an army

Scene: Rome, and the country near it

OSOBY

RIMANE
SATURNINUS, nejstarsi syn zesnulého fimského cisate, pozdéji cisaf
BASSTIANUS, Saturniniv mlad${ bratr; zamilovany do Lavinie
TITUS ANDRONICUS, fimsky patricij, velitel vojsk proti Gétim
MARCUS ANDRONICUS, tribun lidu, Titav bratr
LUCIUS
QUINTUS
MARTIUS
MUTIUS
LAVINIE, dcera Tita Andronika
CHLAPEC LUCIUS, Luciav syn
PUBLIUS, syn Marka Andronika
SEMPRONIUS
GAIUS } piibuzni Tita Andronika
VALENTIN
EMILIUS, fimsky patricij
KAPITAN
POSEL
CHUVA
VESNICAN
DALSI RIMANE, sendtoti, tribunové, vojaci a slouZici

} synové Tita Andronika

GOTOVE
TAMORA, krilovna Gét
ALARBUS o )
DEMETRIUS } Tamofini synové
CHIRON
ARON, ¢&ernossky Tamofin sluha a milenec
DALSI GOTOVE, vojici

Scéna: Rim a pfilehlé provincie



SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

MARCUS

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
ROME. BEFORE THE CAPITOL.

Enter the tribunes and senators aloft. Enter, below, from one side,
Saturninus and bis followers; and, from the other side,
Bassianus and his followers; with drum and colours.

Noble patricians, patrons of my right,
Defend the justice of my cause with arms,
And, countrymen, my loving followers,
Plead my successive title with your swords:
I am his first-born son, that was the last
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome;
Then let my father’s honours live in me,
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Romans, friends, followers, favourers of my right,
If ever Bassianus, Caesar’s son,

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,

Keep then this passage to the Capitol

And suffer not dishonour to approach

The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate,

To justice, continence and nobility;

But let desert in pure election shine,

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus Andronicus, alofi, with the crown.

Princes, that strive by factions and by friends
Ambitiously for rule and empery,

Know that the people of Rome, for whom we stand
A special party, have, by common voice,

In election for the Roman empery,

Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius

For many good and great deserts to Rome.

A nobler man, a braver warrior,

Lives not this day within the city walls.

He by the senate is accited home

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths;
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes,
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SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

MARCUS

JEDNANT I.

SCENA 1.
RiM. PRED KAPITOLEM.

Nabhofe vystoupi sendtori a tribunové. Dole vystoupi
z jedné strany Saturninus a jeho privrienci
a z drubé strany Bassianus a jeho privrZenci s bubny a prapory.

Patricijové, draz{ stoupenci,

bratite mé prévo tfeba nasilim,

krajané, vsichni, kdo mé mite radi,

bijte se za muj privoplatny narok.

Jsem prvorozeny syn toho, kdo

na hlavé nosil fimsky diadém.

Po otci ucinte mé cisatem

a nedopustte zhanobenf tranu.

Rimané, druzi, moji zastinci,

ma-li Bassianus, syn cisafav,

dost ptizné v olich Rima, brarite pfistup
na Kapitol a nepfipustte, aby

se cisafského stolce, ktery je

urlen pro Cestné, spravedlivé vlddce,
zmocnil ten lotr. Rozhodnéte sami

svou pifmou volbou podle nasich zasluh.
Rimané, bijte se za prévo volby.

Nahote vystoupi’ Marcus Andronicus s korunou.
Princové, ktefi s pomoci svych piitel

a pfiznivcd se pfetahujete

o moc a vlidu, vézte, Ze lid Rima,

jehoZ jsem mluvéim, jednohlasnou volbou
vyjadfil pféni, Ze se cisafem

ma stat Anvdronicus, feCeny Pius,

ktery se o Rim nejvic zaslouzil.

Ve mésté neni vzne$enéjsi muz

a odvdznéjii bojovnik. Jej senét

pfivolal zpitky domu z valek proti
barbarskym Gétam. Z tézkych vélek, v nichz
Titus Andronicus se svymi syny
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SATURNINUS
BASSIANUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

Hath yoked a nation strong, train’d up in arms.
Ten years are spent since first he undertook
This cause of Rome and chastised with arms
Our enemies’ pride: five times he hath return’d
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons

In coffins from the field {and at this day

To the monument of the Andronici

Done sacrifice of expiation,

And slain the noblest prisoner of the Goths.}
And now at last, laden with horror’s spoils,
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms.

Let us entreat, by honour of his name,

Whom worthily you would have now succeed.
And in the Capitol and senate’s right,

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

That you withdraw you and abate your strength;
Dismiss your followers and, as suitors should,
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness.

How fair the tribune speaks to calm my thoughts!

Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy

In thy uprightness and integrity,

And so I love and honour thee and thine,

Thy noble brother Titus and his sons,

And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all,
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament,

That I will here dismiss my loving friends,

And to my fortunes and the people’s favour
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d.

Exeunt the followers of Bassianus.

Friends, that have been thus forward in my right,
I thank you all and here dismiss you all,

And to the love and favour of my country
Commit myself, my person and the cause.

Exeunt the followers of Saturninus.

Rome, be as just and gracious unto me
As T am confident and kind to thee.
Open the gates, and let me in.

Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.
Flourish. Saturninus and Bassianus go up into the Capitol.

Enter a Captain.
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SATURNINUS
BASSIANUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

rozdrtil bojovny silny ndrod.

Deset let uz je to, co vyrazil

se bit za zdjmy Rima a svou zbrani
trestal zpupného nepfitele. Pétkrat
se zbrocen krvi vritil z pole domu

s hrdinnym synem v rakvi. {Pokazdé
pak v hrobce Andronika vykonal
obétni obfad, kdy odevzdal smrti
nejvzdcnéjstho z gbtskych zajatct.}
Dnes naposled obtizen kofisti

se Andronicus vraci do Rima,

nd$ slavny Titus, bojovnik a vitéz!
Pfi cti a yménu toho, na jehoz
osifely tran chcete usednout,

a jménem sendtu, jejZ idajné
uzndvite a ctite, Zdddm vds:
ustupte, své oddily rozpustte

a ndroku a prav se domadhejte

podle svych zésluh, pokorné a mirné.

Hezky pan tribun mluvi. Uz jsem klidny!

Marku Androniku, ja spoléhdm

na tvoji Cest, a protoze mim rid

a ctim jak tebe, tak tvé blizké, k nimz
patii tvlyj bratr Titus s jeho syny,

i ta, které se z hloubi duse kofim,
puvabnd Lavinie, klenot Rima,
rozpoustim tedy oddily svych ptitel
a svéfuji sviyj osud vuli lidu,

at spravedlivé o mné rozhodne.
Odejdou Bassianovi priznivci.

Pratelé, ktefi jste se za mé bili,

diky vdm vSem, muZete jit a ja
odevzddvdm sebe 1 svoji véc

ptizni a volbé svého néroda.

Odejdou Saturninovi pfiznivci.

Bud, Rime, ke mné stejné spravedlivy,
jak jd jsem ochotny ti duvéfovat.
Otevite briny a pustte mé dovnitf!

[ mné dovolte vstoupit, tribunové.

Znélka. Saturninus a Bassianus krdceji ke Kapitoln.

Vystoupi Kapitdn.

15

30

35

40

45

50

55

60

65



I/1

CAPTAIN

TITUS

LUCIUS

Romans, make way: the good Andronicus.

Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion,

Successful in the battles that he fights,

With honour and with fortune is return’d 70
From where he circumscribed with his sword,

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

Drums and trumpets sounded. Enter Martius and Mutius;
After them, men bearing coffins covered with black;

then Lucius and Quintus. Afier them, Titus Andronicus,
and then Tamora, with Alabrus, Demetrius, Chiron, Aaron,
and other Goths, prisoners; soldiers and people following.
The bearers set down the coffin, and Titus speaks.

Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds!

Lo, as the bark, that hath discharged her fraught,
Returns with precious jading to the bay 75
From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage,
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,

To re-salute his country with his tears,

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.

Thou great defender of this Capitol, 80
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend!

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons,

Half of the number that King Priam had,

Behold the poor remains, alive and dead!

These that survive let Rome reward with love; 85
These that I bring unto their latest home,

With burial amongst their ancestors:

Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my sword.
Titus, unkind and careless of thine own,

Why suffer’st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 90
To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx?

Make way to lay them by their brethren.

The tomb is opened.

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont,

And sleep in peace, slain in your country’s wars!

O sacred receptacle of my joys, 95
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,

How many sons of mine hast thou in store,

That thou wilt never render to me more!

Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths,
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile 100
Ad manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh,
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KAPITAN

TITUS

LUCIUS

Riman¢, z cesty! Dobry Andronicus,

hrdina Rima, zosobnitel cti,

vitéz viech bitev, jichZ se zulastnil,

se slavné vraci domu s kofisti, 70
z mist, kde svym mecem nase nepfitele

hrdinsky porazil a porobil.

Hilas bubnii a polnic. Vystoupi Martins a Mutius;

za nimi muZi s rakvemi pokrytymi cernym suknem;

ddle Lucius a Quintus. Po nich Titus Andronicus.

Ddle Tamora a s ni Alabrus, Demetrius, Chiron, Aron

a dals zajati Gétové; vojdci a lid.

Nosici postavi rakev na zem a Titus promluvi.

Zdar, Rime, triumfujici i truchlici!

Jak lod, jez vraci se po dlouhé plavbé

do svého domovského pfistavu 75
s novym ndkladem na palubé, tak

Andronicus ovéncen vavtiny

je zpét a zdravi vlast slzami Stésti

a vdé¢nosti, Ze opét vidi Rim.

Jupitere, patrone Kapitolu, 80
hled vlidné na chystany ritual.

Rimané, mél jsem pétadvacet synu -

dvakrit méné nez Priamus - a hledte,

kolik jich vezu zpét! Zivych i mrtvych.

Tém Zivym at Rim odmén{ se laskou, 85
a mrtvym ddm posledni Gtocisté

zde mezi jejich predky, zde, kde smim

po bojich s Géty odlozit sviyj mel.

Jsem ale nezdvofily, nedbaly,

ze duse nepohibenych synti nechim 90
doposud vznéset se nad fekou Styx!

Pomozte! Ulozme je k jejich bratrim.

Je oteviena hrobka.

MIeky pozdravte, mrtvi, mrtvé, kteti

padli za vlast jak vy a v miru spi!

Posvétny tkryte mych radosti, 95
komnato cti a vzne$enosti, kolik

svych drahych synd odevzdal jsem ti,

ktefi se mi uz nikdy nevréti!

Vyber nejvzdcnéjsiho zajatce

co obét duchum nasich bratri. Zde 100
pfed svétskou kobkou jejich ostatka

17
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TITUS

TAMORA

TITUS

LUCIUS

TAMORA
CHIRON
DEMETRIUS

Before this earthy prison of their bones;
That so the shadows be not unappeased,
Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth.

I give him you, the noblest that survives,
The eldest son of this distressed queen.

(Kneels) 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.

Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me.

These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld
Alive and dead, and for their brethren slain
Religiously they ask a sacrifice:

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

To appease their groaning shadows that are gone.

Away with him! And make a fire straight;

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood,

Let’s hew his limbs till they be clean consumed.
Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mutius, with Alarbus.
(Rising) O cruel, irreligious piety!

Was ever Scythia half so barbarous?

Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome.

Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive

To tremble under Titus’ threatening looks.

Then, madam, stand resolved, but hope withal
The self-same gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy
With opportunity of sharp revenge

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent,
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mu Udy utnem a trup spélime.

Jen tak miZzeme duchy usmifit,

aby nés nechodili v noci strasit.

Zde je nejlepsi z G6ta. Nejstarsi

syn zarmoucené krdlovny. Je vés.
(Poklekd) Zadrzte, Him3ti bratfi. Vzdcny Tite,
jsi vitéz, slituj se nad pladici

matkou, jeZ natikd pro svého syna.
Jestli mas ty své syny rdd, pak véz,

Ze mné je myj syn stejné drahy! Copak
ti nestadi, Ze jsi nds pfivlek sem

co ozdobu vlastniho triumfu

a drzi§ nas tu jako zajatce?

Chce§ utratit mé syny na ulici

za to, ze srdnaté branili vlast?

Je-li boj za krile a zemi tobé
posvatnou povinnosti, pak jim taky!
Neposkvrii krvi hrobku Androniki!
Chces se snad rovnat bohum? Udélej to!
Bud' stejné milosrdny jako oni.
Velkorysost je odznak vzne$enosti.
USetfi mého nejstar$tho syna!
Uklidnéte se, pani. S dovolenim.

Tohle jsou bratfi téch, které jste vy
Gétové zabili, a za jejich

smrt pozaduje nase vira obét.

V4§ syn je urleny a zemfit musi,

aby utisil nafek zemfelych.

Pry¢ s nim! Zapalte oheti. Jeho udy
pak budeme mu z téla odsekévat

a pfikladat na hranici, neZ shofi.
Odejdou Lucius, Quintus, Martius a Mutins s Alarbem.
(Vstdvd) Tak bezboznd a krutd vira!
Skytové byli mensi barbati!

A mnohem méné vybojni nez Rim.
Alarbus zemfe a my budeme

ve strachu pfezivat pod hroznym Titem.
Zbyva ndm, méti, nadéje, Ze stejni
bohové, ktefi tréjské kralovné
umoznili se pomstit thrickému
tyranovi a vypichnout mu odi,
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May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths -

When Goths were Goths and Tamora was queen -

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius and Mutius, with their swords

bloody.

See, lord and father, how we have perform’d
Our Roman rites: Alarbus’ limbs are lopp’d,
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire,

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky.

Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren,
And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome.

Let it be so; and let Andronicus
Make this his latest farewell to their souls.

Trumpets sounded, and the coffins laid in the tomb.
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons;

Rome’s readiest champions, repose you here in rest,

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps!
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells,

Here grow no damned grudges; here are no storms,

No noise, but silence and eternal sleep.
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons!

Enter Lavinia.

In peace and honour live Lord Titus long;
My noble lord and father, live in fame!

Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears

I render, for my brethren’s obsequies;

And at thy feet [ kneel, with tears of joy,
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome.
O, bless me here with thy victorious hand,
Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizens applaud!

Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserved
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart!
Lavinia, live; outlive thy father’s days,

And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise!
Enter, below, Marcus Andronicus and tribunes;
re-enter Saturninus and Bassianus, attended.

Long live Lord Titus, my beloved brother,
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome!

Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus.

And welcome, nephews, from successful wars,
You that survive, and you that sleep in fame!
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TITUS
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i tobé, Tamoro, ty byvald
kralovno byvalého ndroda,
snad dajf $anci pomstit krutou kfivdu.

Vystoupi' Lucius, Quintus, Martins a Mutius
se zkrvavenymi medi.

Hled, otée, na n4$ fimsky ritudl.
Alarbovy ddy jsou usekdny

a jeho stfeva hofi v obétisti,

z néhoz kouf nese k nebi libou vini.
Uz zbyvé pouze pohibit nase bratry
a hlasem trub je v Rimé pfivitat.
Budiz. A jejich otci dovolte

jim na rozloudenou fici par slov.

Za zvuku fanfdry jsou rakve uloZeny do hrobky.

V miru a cti tu spéte, synkové,
vojaci Rima, odpodivejte

v bezpedi pfed pady a strastmi svéta!
Zde zrada neciha, z43t nehrozi,

sem zloba nepronikne. Zadny kfik

a ryk tu neni, pouze vééné ticho.

V miru a cti tu spéte, synkové!
Vystoupi Lavinie.

V miru a cti Zij dlouho, vzdcny Tite,
ve cti a slavé Zij, myj drahy otle!
Nad hrobem bratrt ronim slzy smutku
co obét za zmaftené Zivoty

a tobé u kolenou kropim zem
slzami $tésti za tvij ndvrat domad.
Dej mi své pozehnani rukou toho,
kdo pozehndnim je pro mésto Rim!
Laskavy Rime, dik, %e ponechal

jsi mému staff tuto ttéchu.

Zij, Lavinie! KéZ tvd dobrota

pfezije sldvu mého Zivota!

Dole vystoupi Marcus Andronicus a tribunové.

Vystoupi Saturninus a Bassianus, oba s doprovodem.

Af zije Titus Andronicus! My

bratr a hrdina vSech Rimanu!

Dik, bratfe Marku. Dik, né$ tribune.
[ vés, synovci, vitim z tézké vélky,
vas zijici 1 ty, co slavné padli!
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Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,

That in your country’s service drew your swords:

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp,

That hath aspired to Solon’s happiness 180
And triumphs over chance in honour’s bed.

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been,

Send thee by me, their tribune and their trust,

This palliament of white and spotless hue; 185
And name thee in election for the empire,

With these our late-deceased emperor’s sons:

Be candidatus then, and put it on,

And help to set a head on headless Rome. (Offers robe)

A better head her glorious body fits 190
Than his that shakes for age and feebleness:

What should I don this robe, and trouble you?

Be chosen with proclamations to-day,

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life,

And set abroad new business for you all? 195
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years,

And led my country’s strength successfully,

And buried one and twenty valiant sons,

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms,

In right and service of their noble country 200
Give me a staff of honour for mine age,

But not a sceptre to control the world:

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last.

Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery.
Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell? 205
Patience, Prince Saturninus.

Romans, do me right:

Patricians, draw your swords: and sheathe them not

Till Saturninus be Rome’s emperor.

Andronicus, would thou wert shipp’d to hell, 210
Rather than rob me of the people’s hearts!

Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good

That noble-minded Titus means to thee!

Content thee, prince; I will restore to thee

The people’s hearts, and wean them from themselves.

Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,
But honour thee, and will do till T die:
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends,
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Vsichni jste méli stejny udél v tom,

Ze jste syym mecem bojovali za vlast,
a jak fek Soldn, k $tésti dospéli,

kdyz Cestnou smrti prelstili zIy osud.
Tite Androniku, lid Rima, jehoZ
pritelem jsi vZdy byl, mé povétil,
abych té jménem néj a tribunt

opédsal touto béloskvouci fizou

a pozédal té, abys vedle synt

mrtvého cisafe kandidoval

na prazdny tran. Pfijmi to pallium

a stanl se hlavou bezhlavého Rima. (Nabizi #izu)
Slavnému télu slusi lepsi hlava

nez tahle, co se tfese starobou.

Miém si to obléct a byt na obtiz?
Dneska mé slavné zvolite, a zitra

vam vlddu polozim, protoze zemfu,

a pfidélam vam dal3f starosti.

Ctyficet let jsem za vds bojoval,
Uspésné vedl vase vojska, pohibil
jednadvacet svych chrabrych synt, ktefi
se v boji osvéd¢ili a své zemi
odevzdali své vzicné Zivoty.

V mém véku stadi, kdyZ mi dite metél
a ne cisaiské Zezlo. Ten, kdo ho
naposled nesl, ten ho nesl dobfte.

Tite, kandiduj a mas jisty trin.

To jsou troufalé fedi, tribune!

Bud trpélivy, princi Saturnine.
Rimané, uznejte ma prava! Pdni,

taste a za mé bijte se tak dlouho,

nez Saturninus bude cisafem.
Androniku, rad$i’s mél skonit v pekle
nez obrat mé o lasku mého lidu!

Saturnine, jsi pychou ohluchly

a nechédpes Titovu laskavost!

Klid, princi. Lisku Rimana ti vratim.
Zieknu se ji a odevzddm ji tobé.
Androniku, nechci ti podlézat,

ale co budu Ziv, m4$§ moji uctu.
Jestli podpoii§ mé a moji stranu,
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I will most thankful be; and thanks to men
Of noble minds is honourable meed.

People of Rome, and people’s tribunes here,
I ask your voices and your suffrages:
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus?

To gratify the good Andronicus,
And gratulate his safe return to Rome,
The people will accept whom he admits.

Tribunes, I thank you: and this suit I make,
That you create your emperor’s eldest son,
Lord Saturnine; whose virtues will, I hope,
Reflect on Rome as Titan’s rays on earth,
And ripen justice in this commonweal.
Then, if you will elect by my advice,

Crown him and say ’Long live our emperor!’

With voices and applause of every sort,
Patricians and plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninus Rome’s great emperor,
And say ’Long live our Emperor Saturnine!’

A long flourish till they come down.

Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done

To us in our election this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts,
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness:
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance

Thy name and honourable family,

Lavinia will I make my empress,

Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart,
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse:

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee?

It doth, my worthy lord; and in this match
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace,
And here in sight of Rome to Saturnine,
King and commander of our commonweal,
The wide world’s emperor, do I consecrate
My sword, my chariot and my prisoners;
Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord.
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,
Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet.

Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life!
How proud I am of thee and of thy gifts
Rome shall record, and when I do forget
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TITUS

TRIBUNOVE

TITUS

budu ti vdéény. Pro poctivé lidi

byva vdék nejcennéj$i odménou.
Ob¢ané Rima, pani tribunové,

74ddm vés o hlasy. Déte je tomu,
koho vim Andronicus navrhne?

Z vdéénosti k tobé, dobry Androniku,
a s diky za tvij $fastny ndvrat domu
lid ptijme toho, koho vyberes.
Dékuji. Navrhuji, aby byl

zvolen princ Saturninus, nejstars{
cisafiv syn, jenz, doufdm, bude Rimu
tak blahodarny, jak je slunce zemi,

a bude Cestné, spravedlivé vliddnout.
M4 rada je, zvolte ho, korunujte

a volejte: ,Af Zije novy cisaf!“

MARCUS  Jednomyslnou volbou fimskych stavi,

SATURNINUS

TITUS

SATURNINUS

patriciji 1 plebejcu, se stdvd

princ Saturninus fimskym cisafem.
Af Zije novy cisaf Saturninus!

Za zvuki fanfdry sestupuji doli.

Tite Androniku, za laskavost,
kterou jsi projevil nim dnesni den,
nesta¢i pouze podékovat, ale

je tfeba odménit ji také ¢iny.

A proto, Tite, za¢nu tim, Ze tvou
rodinu povznesu a z Lavinie
udinim svoji cisafovnu, fimskou
velitelku a pani svého srdce.

V Pantheonu ji pojmu za svou chot.
Tak co, Androniku, ma$ z toho radost?

Mam, vzécny pane. Timto sfiatkem mi
prokazujete velkou poctu. Ja

pfed zraky Rima Saturninovi,

pénu a veliteli nasf vlasti,

cisafi veskerého svéta, pfeddvim

svij meé, svij viz, své zajatce. Jen fimsky
cisaf je hoden takto vzdcnych dard.
Ptijmi ty symboly mé cti a sldvy,

které ti k nohdm kladu jako hold.

Dik, vzicny Tite, ot¢e mého ziti!

Rim brzy pozni, jak jsem na tebe

i na tvé dary py$ny. Kdybych nékdy

25

220

225

230

235

240

245

250

255



I/1

TITUS

SATURNINUS

LAVINIA

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

TITUS
BASSIANUS

MARCUS

LUCIUS
TITUS

SATURNINUS
BASSIANUS

MUTIUS

The least of these unspeakable deserts, 260
Romans, forget your fealty to me.

(To Tamora)

Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor;

To him that, for your honour and your state,

Will use you nobly and your followers.

A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 265
That I would choose, were I to choose anew.

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance:

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,
Thou comest not to be made a scorn in Rome:

Princely shall be thy usage every way. 270
Rest on my word, and let not discontent

Daunt all your hopes: madam, he comforts you

Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths.
Lavinia, you are not displeased with this?

Not I, my lord; sith true nobility 275
Warrants these words in princely courtesy.

Thanks, sweet Lavinia. Romans, let us go;

Ransomless here we set our prisoners free.

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.
Flourish. Saturninus courts Tamora in dumb show.

Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 280
Seizing Lavinia.

How, sir! Are you in earnest then, my lord?

Ay, noble Titus; and resolved withal

To do myself this reason and this right.

‘Suum cuique’ is our Roman justice.

This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 285

And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live.

Traitors, avaunt! Where is the emperor’s guard?
Treason, my lord! Lavinia is surprised!

Surprised! By whom?

By him that justly may
Bear his betroth’d from all the world away. 290
Exeunt Bassianus and Marcus with Lavinia.

Brothers, help to convey her hence away,
And with my sword TI’ll keep this door safe.

Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.
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zapomnél na tvé zésluhy, pak vy,
Rimané, smite zapomenout na mne.

(K Tamore)

Jste, pani, zajatkyn{ cisafe,

jenz znd va$ stav a zachova se jisté
$lechetné k vdm i va$im ptibuznym.
Spanild pani! Tu bych si vzal rad,
kdybych mél znovu moznost vybirat.
Krasnd krilovno, pfestatite se mracit.
I kdyz vam vélka vzala dsmév ze rtd,
my se vim v Rimé nechcem vysmivat.

Chcem s vdmi jednat ve vSem vSudy dvorné.

Vétte mi, neni divod k beznadéji.
Ten, kdo vés utéSuje, mize z vis
udélat vic nez gdtskou krdlovnu.
Lavinie, snad vdm to nevadi?

Ne, pane, dobie vim, ze pro $lechtice
jsou to jen zdvoiilosti, a nic vic.
Diky ti, sladkd. Rimané, jdem pry¢.
Zajatce propoustim bez vykupného.
Na moji pocest af znf fanféra!
Fanfdra. Saturninus se némé dvori Tamore.
Dovolte, Tite, ta divka je moje.
Uchopi Lavini.

Coze? To ne! To nemyslite vazné!
Vzneseny Tite, j4 mdm na ni pravo.
J4 se ji nevzddm, za nic na svété.
»,Kazdému, co mu patfi!“ tak zni zdkon.
On si jen bere tu, kterd je jeho.

S mou pomodi. Jinak mé zabijte!
Zradcové, pry¢! Kde je cisarskd straz?
Zrada! Unesli Lavinii, pane!

Kdo ji unesl?

Ten, kdo prédvem smi
svou milovanou chrénit pred vemi.
Odejdou Bassianus a Marcus s Lavinii.
Rychle ji, bratfi, odtud odvedte,

j& me¢em zatim ubrdnim vé4$ Gstup.
Odejdou Lucius, Quintus a Martius.
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Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her back.
My lord, you pass not here.

What, villain boy!
Barr’st me my way in Rome?

Stabbing Mutius.
Help, Lucius, help!
Dies.

During the fray, Saturninus, Tamora, Demetrius,
Chiron and Aaron go out and re-enter, above.

Re-enter Lucius.

My lord, you are unjust, and, more than so,
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son.

Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine;
My sons would never so dishonour me:
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor.

Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife,
That is another’s lawful promised love.

Exit.

No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her not,

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock.

I’ll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once;
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons,
Confederates all thus to dishonour me.

Was there none else in Rome to make a stale,
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus,

Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine,
That said’st I begg’d the empire at thy hands.

O monstrous! What reproachful words are these?
But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece
To him that flourish’d for her with his sword.

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy;

One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons,

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome.

These words are razors to my wounded heart.

And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths,
That like the stately Phoebe *mongst her nymphs
Dost overshine the gallant’st dames of Rome,

If thou be pleased with this my sudden choice,
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride,
And will create thee empress of Rome.
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Cisafi, za mnou, jd ji ptivedu.
Ne, otce, ustup!

Spratku, chce$ mné v Rimé
rozkazovat?
Probodne Mutia.
Lucie, pomoz mi!
Zemre.

Béhem Sarvdtky Saturninus, Tamora, Demetrius, Chiron a Aron

vyjdon ven a vystoupi nahore.

Vystoupi Lucius.

Jste nespravedlivy. Zabil jste, otce,
vlastniho syna. Zle a bezdivodné.
Nebyl mym synem, ani ty jim nejsi.
Mi synové by mé tak neznectili.
Zridce, vrat Lavinii cisafi.

Jen mrtvou, chcete-li. On ji mit nesmi,
kdyz uz se zasnoubila jinému.

Odejde.

Ne, Tite, ne. J4 o ni nestojim.

Ani o tebe, o Zddného z vis.
Nestojim o ty, kdo mé urazili.

Ty a tvi zpupni, zrddn{ synové

jste ze mé udélali hlupdka.

Byl nékdy nékdo v Rimé ponizeny
tak jako j4? Jsi py$ny, Androniku.
Rdd by ses vychloubal, Ze cisafstvi
si Saturninus vyprosil z tvé ruky.

Takové hrozné obvinéni! Pro¢?

Jdi si svou cestou. A tu kurvicku
dej tomu, ktery pro ni tasil mec.
Tvij chrabry zef moc dobfe zapadl
mezi tvé vzpurné syny a ted budou
spole¢né rozvracet fad ve mésté.

Ta slova bodaji mé do srdce.

Tak tedy, Tamoro, krdlovno Gétt,
vilo nad vily, kterd zastinujes

svou krdsou nejkrasnéjsi Rimanky,
bude-li ti tak n4hl4 volba vhod,
stafl se mou Zenou ty. KdyZ feknes$ ano,
udéldm z tebe fH{mskou cisafovnu.
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Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice?

And here I swear by all the Roman gods,
Sith priest and holy water are so near

And tapers burn so bright and every thing

In readiness for Hymenaeus stand,

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome,

Or climb my palace, till from forth this place
I lead espoused my bride along with me.

And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I swear,
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths,

She will a handmaid be to his desires,

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.

Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon. Lords, accompany

Your noble emperor and his lovely bride,
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine,
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered:
There shall we consummate our spousal rites.

Exeunt all but Titus.

I am not bid to wait upon this bride.
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,
Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs?

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.

O Titus, see, O, see what thou hast done!
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son.

No, foolish tribune, no; no son of mine,

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
That hath dishonour’d all our family;
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons!

But let us give him burial, as becomes;
Give Mutius burial with our brethren.

Traitors, away! He rests not in this tomb!

This monument five hundred years hath stood,
Which 1 have sumptuously re-edified:

Here none but soldiers and Rome’s servitors
Repose in fame; none basely slain in brawls.
Bury him where you can; he comes not here.
My lord, this is impiety in you.

My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him
He must be buried with his brethren.

And shall, or him we will accompany.
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TAMORA

SATURNINUS

TITUS

MARCUS

TITUS

LUCIUS

TITUS

MARCUS

QUINTUS,
MARTIUS

Tak mluv, krdlovno Géta! Souhlasis?
Rekni, Ze ano, a j4 ptisahim

viem fimskym bohim - jsou tu knéZi, svice,
svécend voda, ve je pfichystino

k obfadu svatby - proto pifisahdm,

ze nepozdravim v ulicich svyj lid

a do paldce nevritim se difv,

nez tebe tady pojmu za Zenu.

A j4 piisaham, Ze kdyz Saturninus
kralovnu Gétu takto pozvedne,

ona mu bude sluzkou, chiivou, matkou,
milenkou, jeZ mu splni vSechny tuzby.

Jdem, krilovno, do Pantheonu. Pini,
doprovodte cisafe s cisafovnou.

Stala se pro mé darem z nebes ta
vézenkyné a nyni nevésta.

Ptipravte viechno pro svatebni obfad.
Odejdou vsichni kromé Tita.

Mne na tu svatbu nepozval. J4, Titus,
tu zlstal samoten, zbaveny cti

a obvinény z hroznych zlo¢int.
Vystoupi Marcus, Lucius, Quintus a Martius.

Ach, Tite, pohled, co jsi udélal!
Zabil jsi ve vzteku vlastniho syna.

Ne, hloupy tribune, on nebyl muj.
Ani ty, ani tihle nejste moji.

Spikli jste se a znectili myj rod.
Nehodny bratte, podli synové!

Jdeme ho pohibit. Mutius by mél

byt pohtbeny, jak nélezi, k svym bratrim.
Pry¢, zradci! V téhle hrobce nespodine.
Ta hrobka tady stoji pét set let,

a ja ji opravil a prestavél.

Zde lezi vojaci, co slavné padli

za Rim, a ne pfi pouli¢ni rvacce.

Jinde ho pohibéte, ale sem nesmi.
Bratfe, je hii$né takhle mluvit. Muyj
synovec Mutius byl hrdina.

A musi leZet tady. Mezi bratry.

Bude tu leZet. Nebo nés zab taky.
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TITUS
QUINTUS
TITUS
MARCUS

TITUS

MARTIUS
QUINTUS

MARCUS
QUINTUS
TITUS
MARCUS
LUCIUS
MARCUS

TITUS

LUCIUS
ALL

MARCUS

’And shall?” what villain was it that spake that word?

He that would vouch it in any place but here.
What, would you bury him in my despite?
No, noble Titus, but entreat of thee

To pardon Mutius and to bury him.

Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest,

365

And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast wounded.

My foes I do repute you every one;
So, trouble me no more, but get you gone.
He is not with himself; let us withdraw.
Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried.
Marcus and the sons of Titus kneel.
Brother, for in that name doth nature plead -
Father, and in that name doth nature speak —
Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed.
Renowned Titus, more than half my soul -
Dear father, soul and substance of us all -
Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest,
That died in honour and Lavinia’s cause.
Thou art a Roman; be not barbarous!
The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax
That slew himself; and wise Laertes’ son
Did graciously plead for his funerals.
Let not young Mutius, then, that was thy joy,
Be barr’d his entrance here.

Rise, Marcus, rise.
The dismall’st day is this that €’er I saw,

To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome!
Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

Mutius is put into the tomb.

There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy friends,

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb.

(Kneeling) No man shed tears for noble Mutius;
He lives in fame that died in virtue’s cause.

My lord, to step out of these dreary dumps,
How comes it that the subtle Queen of Goths
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome?
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TITUS
QUINTUS
TITUS
MARCUS

TITUS

MARTIUS
QUINTUS

MARCUS
QUINTUS
TITUS
MARCUS
LUCIUS
MARCUS

TITUS

LUCIUS
VSICHNI

MARCUS

Ze bude? Kdo si troufi tohle ict?
Ten, kdo si jinde nez zde troufne na vse.
Chcete ho pohibit navzdory mé vuli?
Ne, prosime té, Tite, odpust mu
a dovol ndm ho tady ulozit.
Markuy, i ty jsi tasil proti mné
a s mymi chlapci poslapals mou Cest.
Vsichni jste moji nepritelé. Viichni.
Nedrédzdéte mé. Jdéte! Jdéte pry¢!
Je mimo sebe. Radsi odejdem.
J4 nejdu, dokud bratra nepohtbim.
Marcus a Titovi synové pokleknon.
Bratie, uz slovo bratr za mne prosi -
Otce, uz slovo syn té prosi za mne —
Ty rad$i ml¢, nechces-li vechno zkazit.
Tite, jenz jsi polovinou mé duse -
Otce, jenz jsi nds vsech télem 1 dusf -
Dovol bratrovi fédné pohibit svého
vzdcného synovce, jenz zemfel Cestné,
kdyz branil vlastni sestru. Nebud' barbar!
Jsi ptece Riman. Vzdyt i Rekové
dopftéli pohteb Ajaxovi, ktery
zabil sdm sebe. Dali na radu
moudrého Odyssea. Nebrari, prosim,
Mutiovi, nejmlad$imu z tvych synd,
tvé radosti, pfistupu sem.

Vstari, Marku.
Pro¢ jsem se musel dozit dne, kdy mne
mi vlastni synové tak znectili!
Pohibéte ho. A mne pohibéte s nim.
Mutius je uloZen v hrobce.
Mutie, lez zde mezi pfétel,
nez piijdem vénci ozdobit tvij hrob.
(Poklekaji) Pro Mutia netfeba drZet Zal.
Kdo Cestné zemfel, slavné Zije dal.
Ted obrafme list k veselej$im vécem.
Chépes, jak se té gbtské krdlovné
podatilo tak rychle povysit?
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TITUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

TITUS

TAMORA

I know not, Marcus; but I know it is,

Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell:

Is she not then beholding to the man 400
That brought her for this high good turn so far?

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate.

Flourish. Re-enter, from one side, Saturninus attended, Tamora,
Demetrius, Chiron and Aaron; from the other, Bassianus, Lavinia,
and others.

So, Bassianus, you have play’d your prize:
God give you joy, sit, of your gallant bride!

And you of yours, my lord! I say no more, 405
Nor wish no less; and so, I take my leave.

Traitor, if Rome have law or we have power,

Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape.

Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own,

My truth-betrothed love and now my wife? 410
But let the laws of Rome determine all;

Meanwhile I am possess’d of that is mine.

"Tis good, sir: you are very short with us;
But, if we live, we’ll be as sharp with you.

My lord, what I have done, as best I may, 415
Answer I must and shall do with my life.

Only thus much I give your grace to know:

By all the duties that I owe to Rome,

This noble gentleman, Lord Titus here,

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d; 420
That in the rescue of Lavinia

With his own hand did slay his youngest son,

In zeal to you and highly moved to wrath

To be controll’d in that he frankly gave:

Receive him, then, to favour, Saturnine, 425
That hath express’d himself in all his deeds

A father and a friend to thee and Rome.

Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds:

*Tis thou and those that have dishonour’d me.

(Kneels) Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,
How I have loved and honour’d Saturnine!

My worthy lord, if ever Tamora

Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me speak in indifferently for all;

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 435
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TITUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

SATURNINUS

BASSIANUS

TITUS

TAMORA

Nechapu Markuy, ale povysila.

Jakymi ¢4rami, vi samo nebe.

Neméla by byt za to vdé¢nd tomu,

kdo ji sem pfivedl, a bohaté

se mu za jeho pomoc odskodnit?

Fanfdra. Vystoupi z jedné strany Saturninus s druZinou,
Tamora, Demetrius, Chiron a Aron;

z drubé strany Bassianus, Lavinie a dals.

Tak, Bassiane, dosahl jsi svého.
Ted uzivej si krdsnou nevéstu!

Népodobné, mij pane. Nemdm, co
bych k tomu dodal, takZe odchdzime.

Dokud mdm v Rimé moc a plati zikon,
ten inos odpykds. Ty i tvd banda.
Copak je tnos vzit si, co mi pati{?
Svou snoubenku a nyni manzelku?

Ale af fimsky zdkon rozhodne,

zatim si ponechdm to, co je mé.

No dobfe. Utrhuj se na mé, chces-li!
Taky se s tebou mazlit nebudu.

Své ¢iny, pane, snadno zodpovim

a stojim za nimi svym Zivotem.

Néco bych vam vsak prece jen rad fekl.
Z oddanosti k Rimu vam sdéluji,

Ze tento pan, vzneleny Andronicus,
s tolik ceni povésti a cti,

ze kdyZ jsem si odvadél Lavinii,

on vlastni rukou zabil svého syna.

Ve vasich sluzbach a téZ rozhnévin,
Ze ja jsem si vzal dar, jejZ on dal vim.
Nezavrhujte, Saturnine, toho,

kdo svymi ¢iny prokazal, Ze je

vam otcem, pfitelem a poddanym.
Bassiane, za mé se neprimlouvej

Ty spolu s témi jste mé zostudili.
(Pokleka) At Rim a nebesa mi potvrdji,
ze Saturnina uznivdm a ctim!

Muyj vzacny pane, mé-li Tamora

v tvych olich sebemensi vahu, prosim,
dovol mi nestranné ti poradit.
Odpust jim, drahy. Co bylo, je pry¢.
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SATURNINUS

TAMORA

SATURNINUS
TITUS

TAMORA

What, madam! Be dishonour’d openly,
And basely put it up without revenge?

Not so, my lord; the gods of Rome forfend
I should be author to dishonour you!

But on mine honour dare I undertake

For good Lord Titus’ innocence in all;
Whose fury not dissembled speaks his griefs:
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him;
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose,
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart
(Aside to Saturninus)

My lord, be ruled by me, be won at last;
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents.
You are but newly planted in your throne;
Lest, then, the people, and patricians too,
Upon a just survey, take Titus’ part,

And so supplant you for ingratitude,
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,
Yield at entreats; and then let me alone.
I'll find a day to massacre them all

And raze their faction and their family,
The cruel father and his traitorous sons,

To whom I sued for my dear son’s life,

And make them know what ’tis to let a queen

Kneel in the streets and beg for grace in vain.
(Aloud)

Come, come, sweet emperor; come, Andronicus;
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart

That dies in tempest of thy angry frown.
Rise, Titus, rise; my empress hath prevail’d.
I thank your majesty, and her, my lord.

These words, these looks, infuse new life in me.

Titus, I am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily,

And must advise the emperor for his good.
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus;

And let it be mine honour, good my lord,
That I have reconciled your friends and you.
For you, Prince Bassianus, I have pass’d

My word and promise to the emperor,

That you will be more mild and tractable.
And fear not, lords, and you, Lavinia;
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SATURNINUS

TAMORA

SATURNINUS
TITUS

TAMORA

Coz muzu, madam, nechat bez pomsty
tak otevienou, sprostou urdzku?

Ne, nedopustte, fimsti bohové,

abych j4 nechala vés urdzet!

Troufém si ale tvrdit pfi své cti,

ze dobry Titus je v tom nevinné.
Mluvi z néj hnév a neli¢eny zal.

Mné k vuli, prosim, pfijméte ho zpét.
Neztricejte pro plané podezfeni
vzécného pfitele a nemradte se na néj.
(Stranou k Saturninovi)

Dejte si fict a vSechno bude vase.
Skryjte svou nelibost. Tvafte se mirné.
Sotva jste na triin usedl. Co kdyby

se oblané i patricijové

pridali k Titovi a obvinili

vas z nespravedlivého nevdéku.

Pro Rimany je nevdék strasny htich.

Ustupte prosbdm. Zbytek nechte na mné.

Pfijde den, kdy je vSechny povrazdim
i s préiteli a jejich rodinami.

Ten kruty otec s bandou zrddnych klukd,
které jsem prosila o Zivot synka,
poznaji, co je nechat krdlovnu
zbyte¢né Zebrat vklece o milost.
(Nablas)

No tak, cisafi, no tak, Androniku.
Zvedni a utés starce, ktery zmird

v boufi tvych rozhnévanych pohleda.
Vstan, Tite. Cisafovna zvitézila.
Dékuji, pane, vdm i ji. Ta slova

1 vlidny pohled vraceji mi Zivot.

Tite, jsem nyni spjata s Rl’men}, stala
se ze mé $tastnd Rimanka. J4 Rimu

i cisafi ted pfeji jen vSe dobré.
Dnes$nim dnem viechny sviry pominuly
a ja si beru za svou povinnost
usmifit vis a vase pfitele.

Pokud jde o vis, princi Bassiane,

dala jsem cisafi své ¢estné slovo,

Ze uz se nebudete vzpouzet. Vy,
Lavinie, vy, pani, Zdny strach.
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LUCIUS

MARCUS
SATURNINUS
TAMORA

SATURNINUS

TITUS

SATURNINUS

By my advice, all humbled on your knees,
You shall ask pardon of his majesty.

We do, and vow to heaven and to his highness,
That what we did was mildly as we might,
Tendering our sister’s honour and our own.

(Kneels) That, on mine honour, here I do protest.

Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.

Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be friends:

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace;
I will not be denied: sweet heart, look back.

Marcus, for thy sake and thy brother’s here,
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats,

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults.
Stand up.

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend, and sure as death I swore

I would not part a bachelor from the priest.

Come, if the emperor’s court can feast two brides,

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends.
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora.
To-morrow, an it please your majesty

To hunt the panther and the hart with me,

With horn and hound we’ll give your grace bonjour.

Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too.
Flourish. Exeunt.
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SATURNINUS

TITUS

SATURNINUS

Radim vdm, na kolenou poproste
Cisatskou Milost o odpusténi.

Odpustte, pane. Pfisahdme vdm
i nebestim, Ze nebojovali jsme
o nic nez o Cest, svou a sestfinu.

(Poklekd) To mohu 1 ja svaté odpfiséhnout.
Jdéte a uz mé neotravujte.

Ne, cisafi, ne! Budme pfatelé.

Tribun a jeho synoveci tu kled¢i.
Nezahanbuj mé, lisko. Ohlédni se.

Marku, kvili tobé a Titovi
a na naléhdni{ své krdsné pani

odpoustim mliddencim ten hnusny zlo¢in.

Vstarnte.

Lavinie, vy jste mé odkopla,

ale j4 tu svou nasel. Jak jsem slibil,
pfestal ze mé byt stary mlddenec.

Tak pojdte! Cisaf muze pohostit

i dvé nevésty. Zvu vés viechny k sobé.
Dnesek at je dnem ldsky, Tamoro.

A zitra, chcete-li, vis, Milosti,

zvu na lov jelena a levharta.

Vzbudi vis troubeni a $tékot pstL.

Tak dobfe, Tite, j4 ti dékuju.
Fanfdra. Odejdon.
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