
THE RAPE OF LUCRETIA

The Rape of Lucretia (Op. 37) is an opera in two acts by Benjamin Britten, written for Kathleen Ferrier, who performed
the title role. Ronald Duncan based his.

In an alternative story he went directly to Tarquinii with two of his sons; the third, Tarquin, attempted to
resume control of Gabii, but was assassinated. He was the son or grandson of Lucius Tarquinius Priscus, the
fifth king of Rome and was married to the daughter of Servius Tullius, the sixth king of Rome: Servius Tullius
had married his two daughters, Tullia Major and Tullia Minor, to Tarquin and to his brother Arruns
respectively to prevent further conflicts in the monarchy. Or why is Collatine the publisher Of that rich jewel
he should keep unknown From thievish ears, because it is his own? He stories to her ears her husband's fame,
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy; And decks with praises Collatine's high name, Made glorious by his manly
chivalry With bruised arms and wreaths of victory: Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth express, And,
wordless, so greets heaven for his success. Time's office is to fine the hate of foes; To eat up errors by opinion
bred, Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed. Main article: Overthrow of the Roman monarchy The newly sworn
revolutionary committee paraded the bloody corpse to the Roman Forum and arriving there heard grievances
against the Tarquins and began to enlist an army. True valour still a true respect should have; Then my
digression is so vile, so base, That it will live engraven in my face. The eye of heaven is out, and misty night
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight. Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix'd In the remorseless wrinkles
of his face; Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix'd, Which to her oratory adds more grace. Lucretia
represented everything that the Romans thought they had and that the Etruscans did not: honor, virtue,
bravery. Thou wast not to this end from me derived. The vote was for the republic. When her body is publicly
displayed, it reminds many others in Rome of acts of violence by the king's family. What I have done is yours;
what I have to do is yours; being part in all I have, devoted yours. When shall he think to find a stranger just,
When he himself himself confounds, betrays To slanderous tongues and wretched hateful days? This earthly
saint, adored by this devil, Little suspecteth the false worshipper; For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on
evil; Birds never limed no secret bushes fear: So guiltless she securely gives good cheer And reverend
welcome to her princely guest, Whose inward ill no outward harm express'd: For that he colour'd with his high
estate, Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty; That nothing in him seem'd inordinate, Save something too much
wonder of his eye, Which, having all, all could not satisfy; But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store, That,
cloy'd with much, he pineth still for more. Such wretched hands such wretched blood should spill; For who so
base would such an office have As slanderous death's-man to so base a slave? To enjoy the rest of this article
please join us there. Tullia, the king's wife, saw the commotion from her palace and fearing for her life left
Rome to the military camp of Ardea. He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence; She like a wearied lamb lies
panting there; He scowls and hates himself for his offence; She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear;
He faintly flies, sneaking with guilty fear; She stays, exclaiming on the direful night; He runs, and chides his
vanish'd, loathed delight. She received Sextus graciously with all the hospitality expected to be given to the
son of the king. If all these pretty ills shall change thy good, Thy sea within a puddle's womb is hearsed, And
not the puddle in thy sea dispersed. Thou black'st reproach against long-living laud, And makest fair
reputation but a bawd. His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth, That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly;
Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth, Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye; And to the flame thus
speaks advisedly, 'As from this cold flint I enforced this fire, So Lucrece must I force to my desire. About him
were a press of gaping faces, Which seem'd to swallow up his sound advice; All jointly listening, but with
several graces, As if some mermaid did their ears entice, Some high, some low, the painter was so nice; The
scalps of many, almost hid behind, To jump up higher seem'd, to mock the mind. Her breasts, like ivory globes
circled with blue, A pair of maiden worlds unconquered, Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew, And
him by oath they truly honoured. Let sin, alone committed, light alone Upon his head that hath transgressed
so; Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe: For one's offence why should so many fall, To plague a
private sin in general? Tarquin did not hesitate to use violence to maintain power. About the mourning and
congealed face Of that black blood a watery rigol goes, Which seems to weep upon the tainted place: And ever
since, as pitying Lucrece' woes, Corrupted blood some watery token shows; And blood untainted still doth red
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abide, Blushing at that which is so putrified. Pain pays the income of each precious thing; Huge rocks, high
winds, strong pirates, shelves and sands, The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands. But the Male Chorus
tells her that all pain is given meaning, and all sin redeemed, in the suffering of Christ.


