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THE HISTORY OF

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA

DRANVATI S PERSONAE
PRI AM King of Troy

H s sons:
HECTOR
TRA LUS
PARI S
DElI PHOBUS
HEL ENUS

MARGARELQON, a bastard son of Priam
Troj an commanders:

AENEAS
ANTENCR

CALCHAS, a Trojan priest, taking part wwth the G eeks

PANDARUS, uncle to Cressida
AGAMEMNON, the Greek general
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MENELAUS, hi s brother

G eek commanders:
ACHI LLES
AJAX
ULYSSES
NESTOR
DI OVEDES
PATROCLUS

THERSI TES, a defornmed and scurril ous G eek
ALEXANDER, servant to Cressida

SERVANT to Troil us

SERVANT to Paris

SERVANT to Di onmedes

HELEN, w fe to Menel aus

ANDROVACHE, wi fe to Hector

CASSANDRA, daughter to Priam a prophetess
CRESSI DA, daughter to Cal chas

Trojan and G eek Soldiers, and Attendants

SCENE:
Troy and the Greek canp before it
PROLOGUE
TRO LUS AND CRESSI DA
PROLOGUE

In Troy, there lies the scene. Fromisles of G eece
The princes orgillous, their high blood chaf'd,
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships
Fraught with the mnisters and instrunents

O cruel war. Sixty and nine that wore

Their crownets regal fromth' Athenian bay

Put forth toward Phrygia; and their vow is nade
To ransack Troy, w thin whose strong i mrures
The ravish'd Hel en, Menel aus' queen,

Wth wanton Paris sleeps-and that's the quarrel.
To Tenedos they cone,

And the deep-drawi ng barks do there disgorge
Their war-1ike fraughtage. Now on Dardan pl ai ns
The fresh and yet unbruised G eeks do pitch
Their brave pavilions: Priam s six-gated city,
Dardan, and Tynbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien,

And Antenorides, with massy staples

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts,

Sperr up the sons of Troy.
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Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits
On one and ot her side, Troyan and G eek,
Sets all on hazard-and hither am| cone
A Prol ogue armid, but not in confidence
O author's pen or actor's voice, but suited
In I'ike conditions as our argunent,
To tell you, fair behol ders, that our play
Leaps o' er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils,
Beginning in the mddle; starting thence away,
To what may be digested in a play.
Like or find fault; do as your pleasures are;
Now good or bad, 'tis but the chance of war.
ACT 1. SCENE 1.
Troy. Before PRIAM S pal ace

Enter TRO LUS arned, and PANDARUS

TRO LUS. Call here nmy varlet; 1'll unarm again
Way should | war wi thout the walls of Troy
That find such cruel battle here wthin?
Each Troyan that is master of his heart,
Let himto field; Troilus, alas, hath none!
PANDARUS. WI | this gear ne'er be nended?
TRO LUS. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their
strengt h,
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant;
But I am weaker than a woman's tear,
Tanmer than sl eep, fonder than ignorance,
Less valiant than the virgin in the night,
And skilless as unpractis'd infancy.

PANDARUS. Wl I, | have told you enough of this; for ny
part,
'l not neddl e nor nake no farther. He that will have
a cake

out of the wheat nust needs tarry the grinding.
TRO LUS. Have | not tarried?
PANDARUS. Ay, the grinding; but you nust tarry the
bol ti ng.
TRO LUS. Have | not tarried?
PANDARUS. Ay, the bolting; but you nust tarry the
| eaveni ng.
TRO LUS. Still have | tarried.
PANDARUS. Ay, to the |eavening; but here's yet in the
wor d
"hereafter' the kneading, the making of the cake, the
heati ng
of the oven, and the baking; nay, you nust stay the
cool i ng too,
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or you may chance to burn your Ilips.
TRO LUS. Patience herself, what goddess e'er she be,
Dot h | esser blench at suff'rance than | do.
At Priamis royal table do | sit;
And when fair Cressid cones into ny thoughts-
So, traitor, then she cones when she is thence.
PANDARUS. Well, she | ook'd yesternight fairer than ever
| saw her
| ook, or any woman el se.
TRO LUS. | was about to tell thee: when ny heart,
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain,
Lest Hector or ny father should perceive ne,
| have, as when the sun doth light a storm
Buried this sigh in winkle of a smle.
But sorrow that is couch'd in seem ng gl adness
s like that mrth fate turns to sudden sadness.
PANDARUS. An her hair were not sonewhat darker than
Hel en' s- wel |,
go to- there were no nore conparison between the
wonen. But, for
my part, she is nmy kinswonman; | would not, as they
termit,
prai se her, but | would sonebody had heard her talk
yest erday, as
| did. I wll not dispraise your sister Cassandra's
wit; but-
TRO LUS. O Pandarus! | tell thee, Pandarus-
Wen | do tell thee there nmy hopes |ie drown'd,
Reply not in how many fathons deep
They lie indrench'd. | tell thee | am nad
In Cressid' s | ove. Thou answer'st 'She is fair'-
Pourest in the open ulcer of ny heart-
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice,
Handl est in thy discourse. O that her hand,
I n whose conparison all whites are ink
Witing their own reproach; to whose soft seizure
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense
Hard as the pal mof ploughman! This thou tell'st ne,
As true thou tell'st ne, when | say | |ove her;
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm
Thou lay'st in every gash that | ove hath given ne
The knife that nade it.
PANDARUS. | speak no nore than truth.
TRO LUS. Thou dost not speak so nuch.
PANDARUS. Faith, I'll not neddle in it. Let her be as
she is: if
she be fair, 'tis the better for her; an she be not,
she has the
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nmends i n her own hands.
TRO LUS. Good Pandarus! How now, Pandar us!
PANDARUS. | have had ny | abour for ny travail, il
t hought on of
her and ill thought on of you; gone between and
bet ween, but
smal | thanks for ny | abour.
TRO LUS. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? What, with ne?
PANDARUS. Because she's kin to ne, therefore she's not
so fair as
Hel en. An she were not kin to me, she would be as fair
a Friday
as Helen is on Sunday. But what care |? | care not an
she were a
bl ackanobor; 'tis all one to ne.
TRO LUS. Say | she is not fair?
PANDARUS. | do not care whether you do or no. She's a
fool to stay
behind her father. Let her to the Geeks; and so I'I|

tell her

the next time | see her. For ny part, 1'll neddle nor
make no

nore i' th' matter.

TRO LUS. Pandar us!
PANDARUS. Not 1.
TRO LUS. Sweet Pandar us!
PANDARUS. Pray you, speak no nore to ne: | wll |eave al
as | found it, and there an end. Exit.
Sound al arum
TRO LUS. Peace, you ungracious cl anours! Peace, rude
sounds!
Fool s on both sides! Hel en nust needs be fair,
When with your blood you daily paint her thus.
| cannot fight upon this argunent;
It is too starv'd a subject for ny sword.
But Pandar us- O gods, how do you pl ague ne!
| cannot cone to Cressid but by Pandar;
And he's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit.
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's I ove,
What Cressid i s, what Pandar, and what we?
Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl;
Bet ween our |lium and where she resides
Let it be call'd the wild and wand'ring fl ood,
Qursel f the nerchant, and this sailing Pandar
Qur doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

Al arum Enter AENEAS
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AENEAS. How now, Prince Troilus! Werefore not afield?
TRO LUS. Because not there. This woman's answer sorts,
For wonmanish it is to be fromthence.
What news, Aeneas, fromthe field to-day?
AENEAS. That Paris is returned hone, and hurt.
TRAO LUS. By whom Aeneas?
AENEAS. Troilus, by Menel aus.
TRO LUS. Let Paris bleed: '"tis but a scar to scorn;
Paris is gor'd with Menel aus’
hor n. [ Al arunj
AENEAS. Hark what good sport is out of town to-day!
TRO LUS. Better at hone, if "would | mght' were 'may.'
But to the sport abroad. Are you bound thither?
AENEAS. In all swift haste.
TRO LUS. Cone, go we then
t oget her. Exeunt
ACT |. SCENE 2.
Troy. A street

Ent er CRESSI DA and her man ALEXANDER

CRESSI DA. Who were those went by?
ALEXANDER. Queen Hecuba and Hel en.
CRESSI DA. And whither go they?
ALEXANDER. Up to the eastern tower,
Whose hei ght commands as subject all the vale,
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience
s as a virtue fix'd, to-day was nov'd.
He chid Andromache, and struck his arnourer;
And, |ike as there were husbandry in war,
Before the sun rose he was harness'd |ight,
And to the field goes he; where every fl ower
Did as a prophet weep what it foresaw
In Hector's wath.
CRESSI DA. What was his cause of anger?
ALEXANDER. The noi se goes, this: there is anong the
G eeks
A lord of Troyan bl ood, nephew to Hector;
They call him A ax.
CRESSI DA. Good: and what of hinf
ALEXANDER. They say he is a very man per se,
And stands al one.
CRESSI DA. So do all nen, unless they are drunk, sick, or
have no
| egs.
ALEXANDER. This man, |ady, hath robb'd many beasts of
their
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particular additions: he is as valiant as a |ion,
churlish as the

bear, slow as the el ephant-a man i nto whom nature hath
so crowded

hurmours that his valour is crush'd into folly, his
folly sauced

with discretion. There is no man hath a virtue that he
hath not a

glinpse of, nor any man an attaint but he carries sone
stain of

it; he is nelancholy w thout cause and nerry agai nst
the hair; he

hath the joints of every thing; but everything so out

of joint
that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use, or
pur bl i nd

Argus, all eyes and no sight.
CRESSI DA. But how should this nan, that nakes ne smle,
make Hect or
angry?
ALEXANDER. They say he yesterday cop'd Hector in the
battl e and
struck hi mdown, the disdain and shane whereof hath
ever since
kept Hector fasting and waki ng.

Ent er PANDARUS

CRESSI DA. Who cones here?

ALEXANDER. Madam your uncl e Pandar us.

CRESSI DA. Hector's a gal |l ant man.

ALEXANDER. As may be in the world, | ady.

PANDARUS. What's that? Wat's that?

CRESSI DA. Good norrow, uncle Pandarus.

PANDARUS. Good norrow, cousin Cressid. Wat do you talk

of ?- Good
norrow, Al exander.-How do you, cousin? Wen were you
at |liun®

CRESSI DA. Thi s norning, uncle.

PANDARUS. What were you tal king of when | cane? Was
Hector arnd

and gone ere you cane to Iliun? Hel en was not up, was

she?

CRESSI DA. Hector was gone; but Hel en was not up.

PANDARUS. E' en so. Hector was stirring early.

CRESSI DA. That were we tal king of, and of his anger.

PANDARUS. Was he angry?

CRESSI DA. So he says here.
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PANDARUS. True, he was so; | know the cause too; he'l
| ay about
himtoday, | can tell themthat. And there's Troilus
w |l not
cone far behind him |let themtake heed of Troilus, |
can tel

t hem t hat too.

CRESSI DA. Wat, is he angry too?
PANDARUS. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the
f wo.
CRESSI DA. O Jupiter! there's no conparison.
PANDARUS. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do you
know a man
if you see hinf
CRESSIDA. Ay, if | ever saw him before and knew hi m
PANDARUS. Well, | say Troilus is Troilus.
CRESSI DA. Then you say as | say, for | amsure he is not
Hect or .
PANDARUS. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in sonme degrees.
CRESSIDA. '"Tis just to each of them he is hinself.
PANDARUS. Hi nsel f! Al as, poor Troilus! | would he werel
CRESSI DA. So he is.
PANDARUS. Condition | had gone barefoot to India.
CRESSI DA. He is not Hector.
PANDARUS. Hi nsel f! no, he's not hinself. Wuld 'a were
hi nsel f!
Wl |, the gods are above; tinme nust friend or end.
Well, Troilus,
well! I would ny heart were in her body! No, Hector is
not a
better man than Troil us.
CRESSI DA. Excuse ne.
PANDARUS. He is el der.
CRESSI DA. Pardon ne, pardon ne.
PANDARUS. Th' other's not cone to't; you shall tell ne
anot her tale
when th' other's cone to't. Hector shall not have his
wit this
year.
CRESSI DA. He shall not need it if he have his own.
PANDARUS. Nor his qualities.
CRESSI DA. No natter.
PANDARUS. Nor his beauty.
CRESSI DA. ' Twoul d not becone him his own's better.
PANDARUS. YQU have no judgnent, niece. Helen herself

swore th'

ot her day that Troil us,
nmust

"tis, |

for a brown favour, for so
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confess- not brown neither-
CRESSI DA. No, but brown.
PANDARUS. Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown.
CRESSI DA. To say the truth, true and not true.
PANDARUS. She prais'd his conpl exi on above Pari s.
CRESSI DA. Wiy, Paris hath col our enough.
PANDARUS. So he has.
CRESSI DA. Then Troilus should have too nuch. If she
prais'd him
above, his conplexion is higher than his; he having
col our
enough, and the other higher, is too flam ng praise
for a good
conplexion. |I had as lief Helen's gol den tongue had
comrended
Troilus for a copper nose.
PANDARUS. | swear to you | think Helen | oves himbetter
than Paris.
CRESSI DA. Then she's a nerry G eek indeed.
PANDARUS. Nay, | am sure she does. She canme to himth
ot her day
into the conpass'd wi ndow and you know he has not past
three or
four hairs on his chin-
CRESSI DA. I ndeed a tapster's arithnetic nmay soon bring
hi s
particulars therein to a total.
PANDARUS. Why, he is very young, and yet will he within
t hree pound
lift as much as his brother Hector.
CRESSIDA. |Is he so young a man and so old a lifter?
PANDARUS. But to prove to you that Helen | oves him she
cane and
puts me her white hand to his cloven chin-
CRESSI DA. Juno have nercy! How cane it cloven?
PANDARUS. Wiy, you know, 'tis dinpled. | think his
smling becones
him better than any man in all Phrygia.
CRESSIDA. O he smles valiantly!
PANDARUS. Does he not ?
CRESSI DA. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autum!
PANDARUS. Wiy, go to, then! But to prove to you that
Hel en | oves
Troi | us-
CRESSI DA. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll
prove it so.
PANDARUS. Troilus! Wiy, he esteens her no nore than I
est eem an
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addl e egg.
CRESSIDA. |If you love an addle egg as well as you | ove
an idle
head, you would eat chickens i' th' shell
PANDARUS. | cannot choose but |augh to think how she
tickled his
chin. Indeed, she has a marvell's white hand, | nust
needs
conf ess.

CRESSI DA. Wt hout the rack.
PANDARUS. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on
hi s chin.
CRESSI DA. Al as, poor chin! Many a wart is richer.
PANDARUS. But there was such | aughi ng! Queen Hecuba
| augh' d t hat
her eyes ran o'er.
CRESSIDA. Wth m | stones.
PANDARUS. And Cassandra | augh'd.
CRESSI DA. But there was a nore tenperate fire under the
pot of her
eyes. Did her eyes run o' er too?
PANDARUS. And Hector | augh'd.
CRESSI DA. At what was all this |aughing?
PANDARUS. Marry, at the white hair that Hel en spied on
Troi | us'
chi n.
CRESSI DA. An't had been a green hair | should have
| augh' d t oo.
PANDARUS. They | augh'd not so nuch at the hair as at his
pretty
answer .
CRESSI DA. What was his answer?
PANDARUS. Quoth she "Here's but two and fifty hairs on
your chin,
and one of themis white.'
CRESSI DA. This is her question.
PANDARUS. That's true; nmake no question of that. 'Two

and fifty

hairs,' quoth he "and one white. That white hair is ny
f at her,

and all the rest are his sons.' 'Jupiter!' quoth she
"whi ch of

these hairs is Paris ny husband?' ' The forked one,’
guot h he,

"pluck't out and give it him' But there was such
| aughi ng! and

Hel en so blush'd, and Paris so chaf'd; and all the
rest so
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| augh'd that it pass'd.
CRESSIDA. So let it now, for it has been a great while
goi ng by.
PANDARUS. Wl |, cousin, | told you a thing yesterday;
think on't.
CRESSI DA. So | do.

PANDARUS. |'Il be sworn 'tis true; he will weep you, and
"twere a
man born in April.
CRESSIDA. And I'Il spring up in his tears, an 'twere a
nettle
agai nst May. [ Sound

a retreat]
PANDARUS. Hark! they are comng fromthe field. Shall we
stand up
here and see themas they pass toward Iliunf? Good
ni ece, do,
sweet ni ece Cressida.
CRESSI DA. At your pleasure.
PANDARUS. Here, here, here's an excellent place; here we
may see
nost bravely. 1'Il tell you themall by their nanes as
t hey pass
by; but mark Troilus above the rest.

AENEAS passes

CRESSI DA. Speak not so | oud.
PANDARUS. That's Aeneas. |Is not that a brave man? He's
one of the
flowers of Troy, | can tell you. But mark Troilus; you
shal | see
anon.

ANTENOR passes

CRESSI DA. Who's that?
PANDARUS. That's Antenor. He has a shrewd wit, | can
tell you; and
he's a man good enough; he's one o' th' soundest
judgnments in
Troy, whosoever, and a proper man of person. Wen
comes Troilus?
"1l show you Troilus anon. If he see nme, you shal
see hi m nod
at ne.
CRESSI DA. WIIl he give you the nod?
PANDARUS. You shal |l see.
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CRESSIDA. If he do, the rich shall have nore.
HECTOR passes

PANDARUS. That's Hector, that, that, |ook you, that;
there's a
fellow Go thy way, Hector! There's a brave man,
ni ece. O brave
Hector! Look how he | ooks. There's a countenance! Is't
not a
brave man?
CRESSIDA. O a brave man!
PANDARUS. Is "a not? It does a man's heart good. Look

you what

hacks are on his helnet! Look you yonder, do you see?
Look you

there. There's no jesting; there's laying on; take't
of f who

will, as they say. There be hacks.

CRESSI DA. Be those with swords?
PANDARUS. Swords! anything, he cares not; an the devil
come to him
it's all one. By God's |Iid, it does one's heart good.
Yonder
comes Paris, yonder cones Paris.

PARI S passes

Look ye yonder, niece; is't not a gallant man too,
is't not? Wy,

this is brave now. W said he canme hurt hone to-day?
He' s not

hurt. Wiy, this will do Helen's heart good now, ha!
Wuld | could

see Troilus now You shall see Troil us anon.

HELENUS passes

CRESSI DA. Wo's that?
PANDARUS. That's Hel enus. | marvel where Troilus is.
That' s
Hel enus. | think he went not forth to-day. That's
Hel enus.
CRESSI DA. Can Hel enus fight, uncle?
PANDARUS. Hel enus! no. Yes, he'll fight indifferent
well. | marvel
where Troilus is. Hark! do you not hear the people cry
"Troilus'?
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Hel enus is a priest.
CRESSI DA. What sneaking fell ow conmes yonder?

TRO LUS passes

PANDARUS. Where? yonder? That's Dei phobus. "'Tis Troil us.
There's a
man, niece. Heml Brave Troilus, the prince of chivalry!
CRESSI DA. Peace, for shane, peace!
PANDARUS. Mark him note him O brave Troilus! Look well

upon him

ni ece; | ook you how his sword is bloodied, and his
hel m nore

hack' d than Hector's; and how he | ooks, and how he
goes! O

adm rabl e youth! he never saw three and twenty. Go thy
way,

Troilus, go thy way. Had | a sister were a grace or a
daughter a

goddess, he should take his choice. O adm rabl e nman!
Paris? Paris

is dirt to him and, | warrant, Helen, to change,
woul d give an

eye to boot.

CRESSI DA. Here cones nore.

Comon sol di ers pass

PANDARUS. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and
br an!
porridge after neat! | could live and die in the eyes
of Troilus.
Ne' er | ook, ne'er |ook; the eagles are gone. Crows and
daws,
crows and daws! | had rather be such a man as Troil us
t han
Aganmemmon and all G eece.
CRESSI DA. There is anongst the G eeks Achilles, a better
man t han
Troil us.
PANDARUS. Achilles? A drayman, a porter, a very canel!
CRESSI DA. Wl |, well.
PANDARUS. Well, well! Wy, have you any discretion? Have
you any
eyes? Do you know what a man is? |Is not birth, beauty,
good
shape, discourse, nanhood, |earning, gentleness,
virtue, youth,
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liberality, and such |ike, the spice and salt that
season a nman?
CRESSIDA. Ay, a minc'd nman; and then to be bak'd with no
date in
the pie, for then the man's date is out.
PANDARUS. You are such a wonan! A man knows not at what
ward you
lie.
CRESSI DA. Upon ny back, to defend ny belly; upon ny wt,
to defend
my wles; upon ny secrecy, to defend m ne honesty; ny
mask, to
defend ny beauty; and you, to defend all these; and at
all these
wards | lie at, at a thousand wat ches.

PANDARUS. Say one of your watches.
CRESSI DA. Nay, I'll watch you for that;
of the
chi efest of themtoo.
not have hit,
| can watch you for telling how
unl ess it swell

If

cannot ward what |

and that's one

woul d

t ook the bl ow,

past hiding, and then it's past watching
PANDARUS. You are such anot her!
Enter TRO LUS' BOY
BOY. Sir, nmy lord would instantly speak with you.
PANDARUS. Wher e?
BOY. At your own house; there he unarnms him
PANDARUS. Good boy, tell himl
cone. Exit Boy
| doubt he be hurt. Fare ye well, good niece.
CRESSI DA. Adi eu, uncle.
PANDARUS. | will be with you, niece, by and by.
CRESSI DA. To bring, uncle.
PANDARUS. Ay, a token from Troil us.
CRESSI DA. By the sane token, you are a bawd.
Exi t
PANDARUS
Wbrds, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice,

He offers in another's enterprise;

But nore in Troilus thousand-fold | see

Than in the gl ass of Pandar's praise may be,

Yet hold | off. Wnen are angel s,
Thi ngs won are done; joy's soul

W0O0Ii ng:

lies in the doing.

That she bel ov' d knows nought that knows not this:

Men prize the thing ungain'd nore than it
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That she was never yet that ever knew
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue;
Therefore this maxi mout of [ove | teach:
Achi evenent is command; ungain'd, beseech.
Then though ny heart's content firmlove doth bear,
Not hi ng of that shall from m ne eyes
appear . Exi t
ACT |. SCENE 3.
The Grecian canp. Before AGAMEMNON S tent

Sennet. Enter AGAMEMNON, NESTOR, ULYSSES, DI OVEDES,
MENELAUS, and ot hers

AGAMEMNON. Pri nces,
What grief hath set these jaundies o' er your cheeks?
The anpl e proposition that hope nmakes
In all designs begun on earth bel ow
Fails in the prom s'd | argeness; checks and di sasters
Gowin the veins of actions highest rear'd,
As knots, by the conflux of neeting sap,
I nfects the sound pine, and diverts his grain
Tortive and errant fromhis course of grow h.
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us
That we cone short of our suppose so far
That after seven years' siege yet Troy walls stand,
Sith every action that hath gone before,
Wher eof we have record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim
And that unbodied figure of the thought
That gave't surm sed shape. Wiy then, you princes,
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works
And call them shanmes, which are, indeed, nought el se
But the protractive trials of great Jove
To find persistive constancy in nen;
The fineness of which netal is not found
In fortune's | ove? For then the bold and coward,
The wi se and fool, the artist and unread,
The hard and soft, seemall affin'd and kin.
But in the wind and tenpest of her frown
Distinction, wwth a broad and powerful fan,
Puffing at all, wnnows the |ight away;
And what hath mass or matter by itself
Lies rich in virtue and unm ngl ed.

NESTOR. Wth due observance of thy godlike seat,
G eat Aganemmon, Nestor shall apply
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance
Lies the true proof of nen. The sea being snooth,
How many shal | ow baubl e boats dare sail
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Upon her patient breast, nmaking their way

Wth those of nobler bulk!

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis, and anon behol d

The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid nmountains cut,

Boundi ng between the two noist elenents

Li ke Perseus' horse. \Were's then the saucy boat,

Whose weak untinber'd sides but even now

Co-rivall'd greatness? Either to harbour fled

O made a toast for Neptune. Even so

Dot h val our's show and valour's worth divide

In stornms of fortune; for in her ray and brightness

The herd hath nore annoyance by the breeze

Than by the tiger; but when the splitting w nd

Makes fl exi ble the knees of knotted oaks,

And flies fled under shade-why, then the thing of
cour age

As rous'd with rage, with rage doth synpathi se,

And with an accent tun'd in self-sane key

Retorts to chiding fortune.

ULYSSES. Aganemmon,

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of G eece,

Heart of our nunbers, soul and only spirit

I n whom the tenpers and the m nds of al

Shoul d be shut up-hear what U ysses speaks.

Besi des t he appl ause and approbati on

The which, [To AGAMEMNON] nost mighty, for thy place
and sway,

[ To NESTOR] And, thou nost reverend, for thy stretch'd-
out life,

| give to both your speeches- which were such

As Agarmemmon and the hand of G eece

Shoul d hold up high in brass; and such again

As venerabl e Nestor, hatch'd in silver,

Should with a bond of air, strong as the axle-tree

On which heaven rides, knit all the G eekish ears

To his experienc'd tongue-yet let it please both,

Thou great, and wi se, to hear U ysses speak.

AGAMEMNON. Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and be't of I|ess

expect

That matter needl ess, of inportless burden,

Divide thy |ips than we are confident,

When rank Thersites opes his nmastic jaws,

We shall hear nusic, wit, and oracle.

ULYSSES. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down,
And the great Hector's sword had | ack'd a naster
But for these instances:

The specialty of rule hath been negl ect ed;
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And | ook how many Grecian tents do stand

Hol | ow upon this plain, so nmany hol |l ow facti ons.
When that the general is not |ike the hive,

To whom the foragers shall all repair,

What honey i s expected? Degree being vizarded,

Th' unworthi est shows as fairly in the nask.

The heavens thensel ves, the planets, and this centre,
(bserve degree, priority, and pl ace,

| nsi sture, course, proportion, season, form
Ofice, and custom in all |line of order;

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol

I n noble em nence enthron'd and spher'd

Am dst the other, whose ned' ci nabl e eye

Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil,

And posts, |ike the commandnent of a king,

Sans check, to good and bad. But when the planets
In evil mxture to disorder wander,

What pl agues and what portents, what nutiny,

What raging of the sea, shaking of earth,
Comotion in the winds! Frights, changes, horrors,
D vert and crack, rend and deraci nate,

The unity and married cal mof states

Quite fromtheir fixture! O when degree is shak'd,
Which is the | adder of all high designs,

The enterprise is sick! How could comunities,
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities,
Peaceful comrerce from di vi dabl e shores,

The prinogenity and due of birth,

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, |aurels,

But by degree, stand in authentic place?

Take but degree away, untune that string,

And hark what discord follows! Each thing nelts

I n mere oppugnancy: the bounded waters

Should lift their bosons hi gher than the shores,
And nmake a sop of all this solid gl obe;

Strength should be lord of inbecility,

And the rude son should strike his father dead;
Force should be right; or, rather, right and w ong-
Bet ween whose endl ess jar justice resides-

Shoul d | ose their nanes, and so should justice too.
Then everything includes itself in power,

Power into wll, will into appetite;

And appetite, an universal wolf,

So doubly seconded with will and power,

Must nake perforce an universal prey,

And | ast eat up hinself. G eat Aganmemmon,

Thi s chaos, when degree is suffocate,

Fol | ows t he choki ng.
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And this neglection of degree it is

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose

It hath to clinmb. The general's disdain'd

By hi mone step bel ow, he by the next,

That next by him beneath; so ever step,

Exanpl'd by the first pace that is sick

O his superior, grows to an envious fever

O pale and bl oodl ess enul ati on.

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of |ength,

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength.
NESTOR. Most wisely hath U ysses here discover'd

The fever whereof all our power is sick.
AGAMEMNON. The nature of the sickness found, U ysses,

What is the renedy?
ULYSSES. The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns

The sinew and the forehand of our host,

Having his ear full of his airy fane,

G ows dainty of his worth, and in his tent

Li es nocki ng our designs; with him Patroclus

Upon a lazy bed the livel ong day

Breaks scurril jests;

And with ridicul ous and awkward acti on-

Wi ch, slanderer, he imtation calls-

He pageants us. Sonetine, great Aganemmon,

Thy topl ess deputation he puts on;

And |like a strutting player whose conceit

Lies in his hanstring, and doth think it rich

To hear the wooden di al ogue and sound

"Twi xt his stretch'd footing and the scaffol dage-

Such to-be-pitied and o' er-wested seem ng

He acts thy greatness in; and when he speaks

"Tis like a chine a-nending; with ternms unsquar'd,

Wi ch, fromthe tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd,

Wul d seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff

The large Achilles, on his press'd bed lolling,

From hi s deep chest |aughs out a | oud appl ause;

Cries 'Excellent! '"tis Aganemmon j ust.

Now play nme Nestor; hem and stroke thy beard,

As he being drest to sone oration.'

That's done-as near as the extrenest ends

O parallels, as like Vulcan and his wfe;

Yet god Achilles still cries 'Excellent!

"Tis Nestor right. Now play himne, Patroclus,

Armng to answer in a night alarm

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age

Must be the scene of mrth: to cough and spit

And, with a pal sy-funbling on his gorget,
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Shake in and out the rivet. And at this sport
Sir Val our dies; cries 'O enough, Patroclus;
O give nme ribs of steel! | shall split al
In pleasure of nmy spleen.” And in this fashion
Al'l our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,
Several s and generals of grace exact,
Achi evenents, plots, orders, preventions,
Excitenents to the field or speech for truce,
Success or loss, what is or is not, serves
As stuff for these two to nake paradoxes.
NESTOR. And in the imtation of these twain-
Who, as U ysses says, oOpinion crowns
Wth an inperial voice-nmany are infect.
Ajax is grown self-will'd and bears his head
In such a rein, in full as proud a place
As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him
Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war
Bol d as an oracle, and sets Thersites,
A sl ave whose gall coins slanders like a mnt,
To match us in conparisons with dirt,
To weaken and discredit our exposure,
How rank soever rounded in with danger.
ULYSSES. They tax our policy and call it cowardice,
Count wi sdom as no nmenber of the war,
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act
But that of hand. The still and nental parts
That do contrive how many hands shall strike
When fitness calls themon, and know, by neasure
O their observant toil, the enem es' weight-
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity:
They call this bed-work, mapp'ry, closet-war;
So that the ramthat batters down the wall,
For the great swi nge and rudeness of his poise,
They pl ace before his hand that nmade the engine,
O those that wwth the fineness of their souls
By reason gui de his execution.
NESTOR. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse
Makes many Theti s’
sons. [ Tucket ]
AGAMEMNON. What trunpet? Look, Menel aus.
MENELAUS. From Troy.

Ent er AENEAS
AGAMEMNON. What woul d you fore our tent?
AENEAS. |s this great Aganemmon's tent, | pray you?

AGAMEMNON. Even this.
AENEAS. May one that is a herald and a prince
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Do a fair nessage to his kingly eyes?

AGAMEMNON. Wth surety stronger than Achilles' an
Fore all the G eekish heads, which with one voice
Call Agamemon head and general .

AENEAS. Fair |eave and | arge security. How nay
A stranger to those nost inperial |ooks
Know t hem from eyes of other nortal s?

AGAMEMNON. How?

AENEAS. Ay;
| ask, that | mght waken reverence,

And bid the cheek be ready with a bl ush
Modest as Morning when she coldly eyes
The yout hful Phoebus.

Which is that god in office, guiding nen?
Which is the high and m ghty Aganemmon?

AGAMEMNON. This Troyan scorns us, or the nmen of Troy
Are cerenoni ous courtiers.

AENEAS. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarmd,

As bending angels; that's their fame in peace.

But when they woul d seem sol di ers, they have galls,

Good arns, strong joints, true swords; and, Jove's
accord,

Not hi ng so full of heart. But peace, Aeneas,

Peace, Troyan; lay thy finger on thy I|ips.

The worthi ness of praise distains his worth,

If that the prais'd hinself bring the praise forth;

But what the repining eneny conmends,

That breath fame bl ows; that praise, sole pure,
transcends.

AGAMEMNON. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself Aeneas?

AENEAS. Ay, Geek, that is ny nane.

AGAMEMNON. What's your affair, | pray you?

AENEAS. Sir, pardon; 'tis for Aganenmmon's ears.

AGAMEMNON. He hears nought privately that conmes from

Tr oy.

AENEAS. Nor | from Troy cone not to whisper with him

| bring a trunpet to awake his ear,
To set his sense on the attentive bent,
And then to speak.
AGAMEMNON. Speak frankly as the w nd;
It is not Aganemmon's sl eepi ng hour.
That thou shalt know, Troyan, he is awake,
He tells thee so hinself.
AENEAS. Trunpet, blow | oud,
Send thy brass voice through all these |azy tents;
And every Geek of nettle, |et himknow
What Troy neans fairly shall be spoke al oud.
[ Sound
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t runpet|]

W have, great Aganemmon, here in Troy

A prince called Hector-Priamis his father-

Who in this dull and | ong-continued truce

|s resty grown; he bade ne take a trunpet

And to this purpose speak: Kings, princes, |ords!

| f there be one anong the fair'st of G eece

That hol ds his honour higher than his ease,

That seeks his praise nore than he fears his peril

That knows his val our and knows not his fear,

That | oves his mstress nore than in confession

Wth truant vows to her own |ips he |oves,

And dare avow her beauty and her worth

In other arns than hers-to himthis chall enge.

Hector, in view of Troyans and of G eeks,

Shall make it good or do his best to do it:

He hath a | ady wi ser, fairer, truer

Than ever Greek did couple in his arnms;

And will to-nmorrow with his trunpet call

M d-way between your tents and walls of Troy

To rouse a Gecian that is true in |ove.

| f any come, Hector shall honour him

| f none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires,

The Grecian danes are sunburnt and not worth

The splinter of a |ance. Even so nuch.

AGAMEMNON. This shall be told our |overs, Lord Aeneas.
| f none of them have soul in such a kind,

W |eft themall at hone. But we are sol diers;

And may that soldier a nere recreant prove

That neans not, hath not, or is not in |ove.

If then one is, or hath, or nmeans to be,

That one neets Hector; if none else, | am he.
NESTOR. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man

When Hector's grandsire suck'd. He is old now,

But if there be not in our Gecian nould

One noble man that hath one spark of fire

To answer for his love, tell himfromne

"1l hide ny silver beard in a gold beaver,

And in nmy vantbrace put this wither'd brawn,

And, neeting him wll tell himthat nmy | ady

Was fairer than his grandane, and as chaste

As may be in the world. H's youth in fl ood,

"1l prove this truth with ny three drops of bl ood.
AENEAS. Now heavens forfend such scarcity of youth!
ULYSSES. Anen.

AGAMEMNON. Fair Lord Aeneas, let nme touch your hand;

To our pavilion shall | |ead you, first.

Achill es shall have word of this intent;
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So shall each lord of Geece, fromtent to tent.
Yourself shall feast with us before you go,
And find the welcone of a noble foe.
Exeunt all but ULYSSES
and NESTOR
ULYSSES. Nest or!
NESTOR. \What says U ysses?
ULYSSES. | have a young conception in ny brain;
Be you ny tine to bring it to sone shape.
NESTOR. What is't?
ULYSSES. This 'tis:
Bl unt wedges rive hard knots. The seeded pride
That hath to this maturity bl own up
In rank Achilles nust or now be cropp'd
O, shedding, breed a nursery of |ike evil
To overbul k us all.
NESTOR. Well, and how?
ULYSSES. This chall enge that the gallant Hector sends,
However it is spread in general nane,
Rel ates in purpose only to Achilles.
NESTOR. True. The purpose i s perspicuous even as
subst ance
Whose grossness little characters sum up;
And, in the publication, make no strain
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren
As banks of Libya-though, Apollo knows,
"Tis dry enough-will with great speed of judgnent,
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose
Poi nting on him
ULYSSES. And wake himto the answer, think you?
NESTOR. Way, 'tis nost neet. Who nay you el se oppose
That can from Hector bring those honours off,
| f not Achilles? Though 't be a sportful conbat,
Yet in this trial much opinion dwells;
For here the Troyans taste our dear'st repute
Wth their fin' st palate; and trust to ne, U ysses,
Qur inputation shall be oddly pois'd
In this vile action; for the success,
Al t hough particular, shall give a scantling
O good or bad unto the general;
And i n such i ndexes, although small pricks
To their subsequent volunes, there is seen
The baby figure of the giant nas
O things to cone at large. It is suppos'd
He that neets Hector issues from our choice;
And choi ce, being nmutual act of all our souls,
Makes nerit her el ection, and doth boil,
As "twere fromforth us all, a man distill'd
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Qut of our virtues; who m scarrying,
What heart receives fromhence a conquering part,
To steel a strong opinion to thensel ves?
Which entertain'd, linbs are his instrunents,
In no | ess working than are swords and bows
Directive by the |inbs.

ULYSSES. G ve pardon to my speech.
Therefore '"tis neet Achilles neet not Hector.
Let us, |ike nmerchants, show our foul est wares
And think perchance they'll sell; if not, the lustre
O the better yet to show shall show the better,
By showi ng the worst first. Do not consent
That ever Hector and Achill es neet;
For both our honour and our shane in this
Are dogg'd with two strange foll owers.

NESTOR. | see themnot with ny old eyes. Wiat are they?
ULYSSES. What glory our Achilles shares from Hector,
Were he not proud, we all should wear with him

But he already is too insolent;
And it were better parch in Afric sun
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes,
Shoul d he scape Hector fair. If he were foil'd,
Way, then we do our main opinion crush
In taint of our best man. No, make a lott'ry;
And, by device, |et blockish A ax draw
The sort to fight with Hector. Anbng oursel ves
G ve himallowance for the better nman;
For that will physic the great Myrm don,
Who broils in |oud appl ause, and nmake himfall
Hi s crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends.
| f the dull brainless A ax cone safe off,
We'll dress himup in voices; if he fail,
Yet go we under our opinion still
That we have better nen. But, hit or mss,
Qur project's life this shape of sense assunes-
Aj ax enploy'd plucks down Achilles' plunes.
NESTOR. Now, U ysses, | begin to relish thy advice;
And | will give a taste thereof forthwith
To Aganemmon. Go we to him straight.
Two curs shall tame each other: pride al one
Must tarre the mastiffs on, as "twere their
bone. Exeunt
ACT 11. SCENE 1.
The Grecian canp

Enter Aj ax and THERSI TES

AJAX. Thersites!
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THERSI TES. Aganemmon-how i f he had boils full, an over,
general | y?
AJAX. Thersites!
THERSI TES. And those boils did run-say so. Did not the
general run
t hen? Were not that a botchy core?
AJAX. Dog!
THERSI TES. Then there would cone sone matter from him
| see none now.
AJAX. Thou bitch-wol f's son, canst thou not hear? Feel,
t hen.
[Strikes
hi nj
THERSI TES. The pl ague of G eece upon thee, thou nongrel
beef-w tted
| ord!
AJAX. Speak, then, thou whinid' st |eaven, speak. | wll
beat thee
i nt o handsoneness.
THERSI TES. | shall sooner rail thee into wit and
hol i ness; but |
think thy horse will sooner con an oration than thou
| earn a
prayer w thout book. Thou canst strike, canst thou? A
red nurrain
o' thy jade's tricks!
AJAX. Toadstool, learn ne the proclamation
THERSI TES. Dost thou think | have no sense, thou
strikest nme thus?
AJAX. The procl anati on!
THERSI TES. Thou art proclaimd, a fool, | think.
AJAX. Do not, porpentine, do not; ny fingers itch.
THERSI TES. | would thou didst itch fromhead to foot and
| had the
scratching of thee; | would nake thee the | oat hsonest
scab in
G eece. Wien thou art forth in the incursions, thou
strikest as
sl ow as anot her.
AJAX. | say, the proclamation.
THERSI TES. Thou grunbl est and rail est every hour on
Achilles; and
thou art as full of envy at his greatness as Cerberus
i s at
Proserpina's beauty-ay, that thou bark'st at him
AJAX. M stress Thersites!
THERSI TES. Thou shoul dst strike him
AJAX. Cobl oaf!
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THERSI TES. He woul d pun thee into shivers with his fist,
as a
sail or breaks a biscuit.
AJAX. You whoreson cur!
[Strikes hinj
THERSI TES. Do, do.
AJAX. Thou stool for a wtch!
THERSI TES. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted | ord! Thou
hast no nore
brain than | have in mne el bows; an assinico nmay
tutor thee. You
scurvy valiant ass! Thou art here but to thrash
Troyans, and thou
art bought and sold anbng those of any wit |ike a
bar bari an
slave. If thou use to beat nme, | wll begin at thy
heel and tell
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thoul
AJAX. You dog!
THERSI TES. You scurvy | ord!
AJAX. You cur!
[Strikes hinj
THERSI TES. Mars his idiot! Do, rudeness; do, canel; do,
do.

Enter ACH LLES and PATROCLUS

ACHI LLES. Wy, how now, Ajax! Werefore do you thus?
How now, Thersites! Wat's the matter, nman?
THERSI TES. You see himthere, do you?
ACHI LLES. Ay; what's the matter?
THERSI TES. Nay, | ook upon him
ACHI LLES. So | do. What's the matter?
THERSI TES. Nay, but regard himwell.
ACHI LLES. Well! why, so | do.
THERSI TES. But yet you | ook not well upon him for who
some ever
you take himto be, he is A ax.
ACHI LLES. | know that, fool.
THERSI TES. Ay, but that fool knows not hinself.
AJAX. Therefore | beat thee.
THERSI TES. Lo, lo, lo, |lo, what nodi cuns of wit he
utters! His

evasi ons have ears thus long. | have bobb'd his brain
nore than
he has beat ny bones. | will buy nine sparrows for a

penny, and
his pia mater is not worth the ninth part of a
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sparrow. This
lord, Achilles, A ax-who wears his wit in his belly
and his guts

in his head-1'"I1 tell you what | say of him
ACHI LLES. What ?
THERSI TES. | say this A ax- [AJAX offers to
strike hinj

ACHI LLES. Nay, good A ax.
THERSI TES. Has not so nuch wit-
ACHI LLES. Nay, | nust hold you.
THERSI TES. As wll stop the eye of Helen's needle, for
whom he
cones to fight.
ACHI LLES. Peace, fool
THERSI TES. | woul d have peace and qui etness, but the
fool wll not-
he there; that he; | ook you there.
AJAX. O thou damed cur! | shall-
ACHI LLES. WI I you set your wit to a fool's?
THERSI TES. No, | warrant you, the fool's will shane it.
PATROCLUS. Good words, Thersites.
ACHI LLES. What's the quarrel ?
AJAX. | bade the vile oW go learn ne the tenour of the
procl amati on, and he rails upon ne.
THERSI TES. | serve thee not.
AJAX. Well, go to, go to.
THERSI TES. | serve here voluntary.
ACHI LLES. Your | ast service was suff'rance; 'twas not
voluntary. No
man i s beaten voluntary. A ax was here the voluntary,
and you as
under an i npress.
THERSI TES. E en so; a great deal of your wit too lies in
your
sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a
great catch
an he knock out either of your brains: 'a were as good
crack a
fusty nut wwth no kernel.
ACHI LLES. What, with ne too, Thersites?
THERSI TES. There's U ysses and ol d Nestor-whose wit was
nmoul dy ere
your grandsires had nails on their toes-yoke you I|ike
dr aught
oxen, and make you pl ough up the wars.
ACHI LLES. What, what?
THERSI TES. Yes, good sooth. To Achilles, to A ax, to-
AJAX. | shall cut out your tongue.
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THERSI TES. 'Tis no matter; | shall speak as nmuch as thou
afterwards.
PATROCLUS. No nore words, Thersites; peace!
THERSITES. | will hold nmy peace when Achilles' brach
bi ds nme, shal
| ?
ACHI LLES. There's for you, Patrocl us.
THERSI TES. | will see you hang'd like clotpoles ere
come any nore
to your tents. | wll keep where there is wt
stirring, and | eave
the faction of
fool s. Exi t
PATROCLUS. A good ri ddance.
ACHI LLES. Marry, this, sir, is proclaimd through al
our host,
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun,
WIlI with a trunpet 'tw xt our tents and Troy,
To-norrow norning, call sone knight to arns
That hath a stomach; and such a one that dare
Mai ntain | know not what; 'tis trash. Farewel .
AJAX. Farewel|. Who shall answer hinf?
ACHI LLES. | know not; '"tis put to lott'ry. OQtherw se. He

knew hi s
man.
AJAX. O, neaning you! | will go | earn nore of
it. Exeunt

ACT 1l. SCENE 2.
Troy. PRIAM S pal ace

Enter PRIAM HECTOR, TRO LUS, PARI'S, and HELENUS

PRIAM After so many hours, lives, speeches, spent,
Thus once again says Nestor fromthe G eeks:
"Deliver Helen, and all danmage el se-

As honour, loss of tine, travail, expense,

Wunds, friends, and what el se dear that is consunid
In hot digestion of this cornorant war-

Shall be struck off."' Hector, what say you to't?

HECTOR. Though no man | esser fears the G eeks than |
As far as toucheth ny particul ar,

Yet, dread Priam

There is no | ady of nore softer bowels,

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear,

More ready to cry out 'Who knows what foll ows?
Than Hector is. The wound of peace is surety,
Surety secure; but nodest doubt is call'd

The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches
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To th' bottomof the worst. Let Hel en go.
Since the first sword was drawn about this question,
Every tithe soul 'nongst nany thousand di snes
Hat h been as dear as Hel en-1 nean, of ours.
| f we have |l ost so many tenths of ours
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us,
Had it our nane, the value of one ten,
What nerit's in that reason which denies
The yi el ding of her up?
TRO LUS. Fie, fie, ny brother!
Wei gh you the worth and honour of a king,
So great as our dread father's, in a scale
O common ounces? WIIl you with counters sum
The past-proportion of his infinite,
And buckl e in a waist nost fathonl ess
Wth spans and i nches so dimnutive
As fears and reasons? Fie, for godly shane!
HELENUS. No marvel though you bite so sharp at reasons,
You are so enpty of them Should not our father
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons,
Because your speech hath none that tells himso?
TRO LUS. You are for dreans and sl unbers, brother priest;
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons:
You know an eneny intends you harm
You know a sword enploy'd is perilous,
And reason flies the object of all harm
Wio marvel s, then, when Hel enus behol ds
A Gecian and his sword, if he do set
The very wings of reason to his heels
And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove,
O like a star disorb'd? Nay, if we talk of reason,
Let's shut our gates and sl eep. Manhood and honour
Shoul d have hare hearts, would they but fat their

t hought s

Wth this crammid reason. Reason and respect
Make |ivers pale and lustihood deject.
HECTOR. Brother, she is not worth what she doth, cost
The keepi ng.
TRO LUS. What's aught but as 'tis val ued?
HECTOR. But value dwells not in particular wll:
It holds his estimate and dignity
As well wherein '"tis precious of itself
As in the prizer. '"Tis mad idolatry
To make the service greater than the god-|
And the will dotes that is attributive
To what infectiously itself affects,
Wt hout sone imge of th' affected nerit.
TRO LUS. | take to-day a wife, and ny el ection
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Is led on in the conduct of ny wll;
My will enkindled by mne eyes and ears,
Two traded pilots 'tw xt the dangerous shores
O will and judgnment: how nay | avoid,
Al though ny will distaste what it el ected,
The wife | chose? There can be no evasion
To blench fromthis and to stand firm by honour.
We turn not back the sil ks upon the nerchant
Wien we have soil'd them nor the remai nder viands
We do not throw in unrespective sieve,
Because we now are full. It was thought neet
Paris should do sone vengeance on the G eeks;
Your breath with full consent benied his sails;
The seas and wi nds, old wanglers, took a truce,
And did himservice. He touch'd the ports desir'd;
And for an old aunt whomthe G eeks held captive
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freshness
Winkles Apollo's, and makes stal e the norning.
Wiy keep we her? The Grecians keep our aunt.
| s she worth keepi ng? Wiy, she is a pearl
Whose price hath |launch'd above a thousand shi ps,
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants.
If you'll avouch 'twas wi sdom Paris went -
As you must needs, for you all cried 'Go, go'-
I f you'll confess he brought honme worthy prize-
As you must needs, for you all clapp' d your hands,
And cried 'Inestimble!" -why do you now
The issue of your proper w sdonms rate,
And do a deed that never fortune did-
Beggar the estimation which you priz'd
Ri cher than sea and | and? O theft nobst base,
That we have stol'n what we do fear to keep!
But thieves unworthy of a thing so stol'n
That in their country did themthat disgrace
W fear to warrant in our native place!
CASSANDRA. [Wthin] Cvy, Troyans, cry.
PRI AM What noi se, what shriek is this?
TRO LUS. 'Tis our mad sister; | do know her voice.
CASSANDRA. [Wthin] Cy, Troyans.
HECTOR It is Cassandra.

Ent er CASSANDRA, raving

CASSANDRA. Cry, Troyans, cry. Lend ne ten thousand eyes,
And | will fill themw th prophetic tears.

HECTOR. Peace, sister, peace.

CASSANDRA. Virgins and boys, m d-age and winkled eld,
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry,
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Add to nmy clanpburs. Let us pay betines
A noi ety of that mass of noban to cone.
Cry, Troyans, cry. Practise your eyes with tears.
Troy nust not be, nor goodly Ilion stand;
Qur firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all
Cry, Troyans, cry, A Helen and a woe!
Cry, cry. Troy burns, or else |let Helen
go. Exi t

HECTOR. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains
O divination in our sister work
Sonme touches of renorse, or is your blood
So madly hot that no di scourse of reason,
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause,
Can qualify the sane?

TRO LUS. Wiy, brother Hector,
We may not think the justness of each act
Such and no ot her than event doth formit;
Nor once deject the courage of our m nds
Because Cassandra's mad. Her brain-sick raptures
Cannot di staste the goodness of a quarrel
Wi ch hath our several honours all engag' d
To make it gracious. For ny private part,
| am no nore touch'd than all Priams sons;
And Jove forbid there should be done anobngst us
Such things as mght offend the weakest spl een
To fight for and maintain.

PARI S. Else mght the world convince of levity
As wel | ny undertakings as your counsels;
But | attest the gods, your full consent
Gave wings to ny propension, and cut of
Al fears attending on so dire a project.
For what, alas, can these ny single arns?
What propugnation is in one nman's val our
To stand the push and ennmity of those
This quarrel would excite? Yet, | protest,
Were | alone to pass the difficulties,
And had as anple power as | have wll,
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done
Nor faint in the pursuit.

PRIAM Paris, you speak
Li ke one besotted on your sweet delights.
You have the honey still, but these the gall
So to be valiant is no praise at all.

PARIS. Sir, | propose not nerely to nyself
The pl easures such a beauty brings with it;
But I would have the soil of her fair rape
Wp'd off in honourable keeping her.
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen,
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Di sgrace to your great worths, and shane to ne,
Now to deliver her possession up
On terns of base compul sion! Can it be
That so degenerate a strain as this
Shoul d once set footing in your generous bosons?
There's not the neanest spirit on our party
Wthout a heart to dare or sword to draw
Wen Helen is defended; nor none so noble
Whose life were ill bestow d or death unfamd
Were Helen is the subject. Then, | say,
Well may we fight for her whom we know wel |
The worl d's | arge spaces cannot parallel.
HECTOR. Paris and Troilus, you have both said well;
And on the cause and question now in hand
Have gl oz' d, but superficially; not nuch
Unl i ke young nen, whom Ari st ode thought
Unfit to hear noral phil osophy.
The reasons you all ege do nore conduce
To the hot passion of distenp'red bl ood
Than to make up a free determ nation
"Tw xt right and wong; for pleasure and revenge
Have ears nore deaf than adders to the voice
O any true decision. Nature craves
Al'l dues be rend' red to their owners. Now,
What nearer debt in all humanity
Than wife is to the husband? If this | aw
O nature be corrupted through affection;
And that great m nds, of partial indul gence
To their benunbed wills, resist the sane;
There is a law in each well-order'd nation
To curb those ragi ng appetites that are
Most di sobedi ent and refractory.
| f Helen, then, be wife to Sparta's king-
As it is known she is-these noral |aws
O nature and of nations speak al oud
To have her back return'd. Thus to persi st
I n doi ng wong extenuates not wong,
But makes it much nore heavy. Hector's opinion
s this, in way of truth. Yet, ne'er the |ess,
My spritely brethren, | propend to you
In resolution to keep Helen still;
For '"tis a cause that hath no nean dependence
Upon our joint and several dignities.
TRO LUS. Wiy, there you touch'd the life of our design.
Were it not glory that we nore affected
Than the performance of our heavi ng spl eens,
| would not wish a drop of Troyan bl ood
Spent nore in her defence. But, worthy Hector,

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/tc.html (31 of 94)4/11/2005 8:57:07 AM



William Shakespeare: Troilus and Cressida

She is a theme of honour and renown,
A spur to valiant and nmagnani nous deeds,
Whose present courage may beat down our foes,
And fane in tinme to cone canoni ze us;
For | presune brave Hector would not | ose
So rich advantage of a proms'd glory
As sm | es upon the forehead of this action
For the wide world's revenue.
HECTOR | am yours,
You valiant offspring of great Prianus.
| have a roisting challenge sent anpbngst
The dull and factious nobles of the G eeks
WIIl strike amazenent to their drowsy spirits.
| was advertis'd their great general slept,
Wil st enulation in the arnmy crept.
This, | presune, wll wake
hi m Exeunt
ACT 1. SCENE 3.
The Grecian canp. Before the tent of ACHI LLES

Ent er THERSI TES, sol us

THERSI TES. How now, Thersites! What, lost in the

| abyrinth of thy

fury? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? He beats
me, and |

rail at him O worthy satisfaction! Wuld it were
ot herw se: that

| could beat him whilst he rail'd at nme! 'Sfoot, Il
learn to

conjure and raise devils, but 1'll see sone issue of
nmy spiteful

execrations. Then there's Achilles, a rare engineer!
| f Troy be

not taken till these two undermne it, the walls w |
stand till

they fall of thenselves. O thou great thunder-darter
of A ynpus,

forget that thou art Jove, the king of gods, and,
Mercury, |ose

all the serpentine craft of thy caduceus, if ye take
not t hat

little little less-than-little wit fromthemthat they
have!

whi ch short-armid ignorance itself knows is so
abundant scarce,

it wll not in circunvention deliver a fly froma
spi der w t hout
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drawi ng their nmassy irons and cutting the web. After
this, the

vengeance on the whole canp! or, rather, the Neapolitan

bone-ache! for that, methinks, is the curse dependi ng

on t hose
that war for a placket. | have said nmy prayers; and
devil Envy

say 'Anen.' Wat ho! ny Lord Achill es!
Ent er PATROCLUS

PATROCLUS. Who's there? Thersites! Good Thersites, cone

in and
rail.
THERSITES. If | could "a renenb'red a gilt counterfeit,
t hou
woul dst not have slipp'd out of nmy contenplation; but
it is no

matter; thyself upon thyself! The commobn curse of
manki nd, folly
and i gnorance, be thine in great revenue! Heaven bl ess
t hee from
a tutor, and discipline cone not near thee! Let thy
bl ood be thy
direction till thy death. Then if she that |ays thee
out says
thou art a fair corse, I'll be sworn and sworn upon't
she never
shrouded any but |azars. Anen. Were's Achilles?
PATROCLUS. What, art thou devout? WAst thou in prayer?
THERSI TES. Ay, the heavens hear ne!
PATROCLUS. Anen.

Enter ACHH LLES

ACHI LLES. Who's there?
PATROCLUS. Thersites, ny |ord.
ACHI LLES. Were, where? O where? Art thou cone? Wiy, ny
cheese, ny
di gestion, why hast thou not served thyself in to ny
tabl e so
many neal s? Cone, what's Aganennon?
THERSI TES. Thy commander, Achilles. Then tell ne,
Pat rocl us, what's
Achil |l es?
PATROCLUS. Thy lord, Thersites. Then tell ne, | pray
t hee, what's
Thersites?
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THERSI TES. Thy knower, Patroclus. Then tell ne,
Pat rocl us, what art
t hou?
PATROCLUS. Thou nust tell that knowest.
ACH LLES. O, tell, tell

THERSI TES. 1'I1l decline the whol e question. Aganennon
conmands
Achilles; Achilles is ny lord; | am Patroclus' knower;
and

Patroclus is a fool
PATROCLUS. You rascal
THERSI TES. Peace, fool! | have not done.
ACHI LLES. He is a privileg'd man. Proceed, Thersites.
THERSI TES. Aganemmon is a fool; Achilles is a fool;
Thersites is a
fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool.
ACHI LLES. Derive this; cone.
THERSI TES. Aganemmon is a fool to offer to conmand
Achil | es;
Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aganemmon;
Thersites is a
fool to serve such a fool; and this Patroclus is a
fool positive.
PATROCLUS. Wy am | a fool ?
THERSI TES. Make that denmand of the Creator. It suffices

nme thou
art. Look you, who cones here?
ACHI LLES. Cone, Patroclus, I'll speak with nobody. Cone
in with ne,
Thersi tes.
Exi t

THERSI TES. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and

such knavery.

Al'l the argunent is a whore and a cuckol d-a good
quarrel to draw

emul ous factions and bleed to death upon. Now the dry
ser pi go on

t he subject, and war and | echery confound
al I'! Exi t

Ent er AGAVEMNON, ULYSSES, NESTOR, DI OVEDES,
AJAX, and CALCHAS

AGAMEMNON. Where is Achilles?
PATROCLUS. Wthin his tent; but ill-dispos'd, my |ord.
AGAMEMNON. Let it be known to himthat we are here.

He shent our nessengers; and we |ay by

Qur appertainings, visiting of him
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Let himbe told so; |lest, perchance, he think
We dare not nove the question of our place
O know not what we are.
PATROCLUS. | shall say so to
hi m Exi t
ULYSSES. W saw him at the opening of his tent.
He is not sick.
AJAX. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart. You may call
it
nmel ancholy, if you wll favour the man; but, by ny
head, 'tis
pride. But why, why? Let him show us a cause. A word,
ny | ord.
[ Takes
AGAMVEMNON asi de]j
NESTOR. What noves Ajax thus to bay at hinf
ULYSSES. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him
NESTOR. Who, Thersites?

ULYSSES. He.
NESTOR. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost his
ar gunent
ULYSSES. No; you see he is his argunent that has his
ar gunent -
Achi | | es.
NESTOR. All the better; their fraction is nore our w sh
than their
faction. But it was a strong conposure a fool could
di suni t e!

ULYSSES. The amty that wi sdomknits not, folly may
easily untie.

Re- ent er PATROCLUS

Here conmes Patrocl us.

NESTOR. No Achilles with him

ULYSSES. The el ephant hath joints, but none for

courtesy; his |egs

are |l egs for necessity, not for flexure.

PATROCLUS. Achilles bids ne say he is nuch sorry
| f any thing nore than your sport and pl easure
Did nove your greatness and this noble state
To call upon him he hopes it is no other
But for your health and your digestion sake,
An after-dinner's breath.

AGAMEMNON. Hear you, Patrocl us.
We are too well acquainted with these answers;
But his evasion, wing'd thus swft with scorn,
Cannot outfly our apprehensions.
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Much attribute he hath, and nuch the reason
Wiy we ascribe it to him Yet all his virtues,
Not virtuously on his own part beheld,
Do in our eyes begin to | ose their gl oss;
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwhol esone dish,
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him
We conme to speak with him and you shall not sin
| f you do say we think himover-proud
And under-honest, in self-assunption greater
Than in the note of judgnent; and worthier than hinself
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on,
Di sqgui se the holy strength of their command,
And underwite in an observing kind
Hi s hunorous predom nance; yea, watch
Hi s pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if
The passage and whole carriage of this action
Rode on his tide. Go tell himthis, and ad
That if he overhold his price so nuch
We'll none of him but let him |ike an engine
Not portable, lie under this report:
Bring action hither; this cannot go to war.
A stirring dwarf we do all owance give
Before a sleeping giant. Tell him so.

PATROCLUS. | shall, and bring his answer

presently. Exi t

AGAMEMNON. I n second voice we'll not be satisfied;

We cone to speak with him U ysses, enter you.

ULYSSES
AJAX. What is he nore than anot her?
AGAMEMNON. No nore than what he thinks he is.
AJAX. |Is he so much? Do you not think he thinks hinself
a better
man than | anf
AGAMEMNON. No questi on.
AJAX. WI1 you subscribe his thought and say he is?
AGAMEMNON. No, noble Aj ax; you are as strong, as
valiant, as W se,
no | ess noble, nmuch nore gentle, and altogether nore
tract abl e.
AJAX. Why should a man be proud? How doth pride grow? I
know not
what pride is.
AGAMEMNON. Your mind is the clearer, A ax, and your
virtues the
fairer. He that is proud eats up hinself. Pride is his
own gl ass,
his own trunpet, his own chronicle; and whatever
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prai ses itself
but in the deed devours the deed in the praise.

Re- ent er ULYSSES

AJAX. | do hate a proud man as | do hate the engend'ring
of toads.

NESTOR. [ Aside] And yet he loves hinself: is't not
strange?

ULYSSES. Achilles will not to the field to-norrow
AGAMEMNON. What's his excuse?
ULYSSES. He doth rely on none;
But carries on the streamof his dispose,
Wt hout observance or respect of any,
In will peculiar and in self-adm ssion
AGAMEMNON. Wy wi Il he not, upon our fair request,
Untent his person and share the air with us?
ULYSSES. Things small as nothing, for request's sake
only,
He nmakes inportant; possess'd he is with greatness,
And speaks not to hinself but with a pride
That quarrels at self-breath. Imagin'd worth
Hol ds in his blood such swol'n and hot discourse
That 'twi xt his nental and his active parts
Ki ngdomi d Achilles in commotion rages,
And batters down hinself. Wiat should | say?
He is so plaguy proud that the death tokens of it
Cry 'No recovery.'
AGAMEMNON. Let Ajax go to him
Dear lord, go you and greet himin his tent.
"Tis said he holds you well; and will be |led
At your request a little from hinself.
ULYSSES. O Aganemmon, let it not be so!
We' Il consecrate the steps that A ax nakes
When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud |ord
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam
And never suffers matter of the world
Enter his thoughts, save such as doth revolve
And rum nate hinself-shall he be worshipp'd
O that we hold an idol nore than he?
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant |ord
Shall not so stale his palm nobly acquir'd,
Nor, by ny will, assubjugate his nerit,
As anply titled as Achilles is,
By going to Achilles.
That were to enlard his fat-already pride,
And add nore coals to Cancer when he burns
Wth entertaining great Hyperion.
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This lord go to him Jupiter forbid,

And say in thunder 'Achilles go to him'
NESTOR. [Aside] O this is well! He rubs the vein of him
DI OVEDES. [Aside] And how his silence drinks up this

appl ause!
AJAX. If | goto him with ny armed fist I'll pash him
o' er the
face.
AGAMEMNON. O, no, you shall not go.
AJAX. An '"a be proud with nme I'l|l pheeze his pride.

Let me go to him
ULYSSES. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel.
AJAX. A paltry, insolent fell ow
NESTOR. [ Asi de] How he descri bes hinsel f!
AJAX. Can he not be soci abl e?
ULYSSES. [Aside] The raven chi des bl ackness.

AJAX. I'"l1 let his hunmours bl ood.
AGAMEMNON. [Aside] He will be the physician that should
be t he
patient.

AJAX. An all nmen were a nmy m nd-
ULYSSES. [Aside] Wt would be out of fashion.
AJAX. " A should not bear it so, '"a should eat's words
first.
Shall pride carry it?
NESTOR. [Aside] An 'twould, you'd carry half.
ULYSSES. [Aside] 'A would have ten shares.
AJAX. I will knead him I'Il make hi m suppl e.
NESTOR. [ Aside] He's not yet through warm Force him
wi th prai ses;
pour in, pour in; his anbition is dry.
ULYSSES. [ To AGAMEMNON] My lord, you feed too nuch on
this dislike.
NESTOR. Qur nobl e general, do not do so.
DI OVEDES. You nust prepare to fight wi thout Achilles.
ULYSSES. Way 'tis this nam ng of himdoes himharm
Here is a man-but 'tis before his face;
| wll be silent.
NESTOR. Wierefore should you so?
He is not enmul ous, as Achilles is.
ULYSSES. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.
AJAX. A whoreson dog, that shall palter with us thus!
Wul d he were a Troyan!
NESTOR. What a vice were it in A ax now
ULYSSES. |f he were proud.
DI OVEDES. O covetous of prai se.
ULYSSES. Ay, or surly borne.
DI OMEDES. Or strange, or self-affected.
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ULYSSES. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet
composur e
Prai se himthat gat thee, she that gave thee suck;
Fami d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature
Thrice-fam d beyond, beyond all erudition;
But he that disciplin'd thine arnms to fight-
Let Mars divide eternity in twain
And give himhalf; and, for thy vigour,
Bul |l -bearing M1lo his addition yield
To sinew Ajax. | will not praise thy w sdom
Wi ch, Iike a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines
Thy spacious and dilated parts. Here's Nestor,
I nstructed by the antiquary tines-
He nmust, he is, he cannot but be w se;
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days
As green as Ajax' and your brain so tenper'd,
You shoul d not have the en nence of him
But be as A ax.
AJAX. Shall I call you father?
NESTOR. Ay, ny good son
DI OVEDES. Be rul'd by him Lord A ax.
ULYSSES. There is no tarrying here; the hart Achilles
Keeps thicket. Please it our great genera
To call together all his state of war;
Fresh kings are conme to Troy. To-norrow
W nmust with all our nmain of power stand fast;
And here's a |lord-conme knights fromeast to west
And cull their flower, A ax shall cope the best.
AGAMEMNON. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep.
Li ght boats sail sw ft, though greater hul ks draw deep.
Exeunt
ACT 111. SCENE 1.
Troy. PRIAM S pal ace

Musi ¢ sounds within. Enter PANDARUS and a SERVANT

PANDARUS. Friend, you-pray you, a word. Do you not
foll ow t he young
Lord Paris?
SERVANT. Ay, sir, when he goes before ne.
PANDARUS. You depend upon him | nean?
SERVANT. Sir, | do depend upon the |ord.
PANDARUS. You depend upon a notable gentleman; | nust
needs praise
hi m
SERVANT. The | ord be praised!
PANDARUS. You know ne, do you not?
SERVANT. Faith, sir, superficially.
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PANDARUS. Friend, know nme better: | amthe Lord Pandarus.
SERVANT. | hope | shall know your honour better.
PANDARUS. | do desire it.
SERVANT. You are in the state of grace.
PANDARUS. Grace! Not so, friend; honour and |ordship are
nmy titles.

What music is this?
SERVANT. | do but partly know, sir; it is nmusic in parts.
PANDARUS. Know you the nusici ans?
SERVANT. Whol Iy, sir.
PANDARUS. Who play they to?
SERVANT. To the hearers, sir.
PANDARUS. At whose pl easure, friend?
SERVANT. At mne, sir, and theirs that | ove nusic.
PANDARUS. Conmand, | nean, friend.

SERVANT. Who shall | command, sir?
PANDARUS. Friend, we understand not one another: | amto
courtly,
and thou art too cunning. At whose request do these
men play?
SERVANT. That's to't, indeed, sir. Marry, sir, at the
request of

Paris ny lord, who is there in person; with himthe
nortal Venus,
t he heart-bl ood of beauty, love's invisible soul-
PANDARUS. Who, ny cousin, Cressida?
SERVANT. No, sir, Helen. Could not you find out that by
her
attributes?
PANDARUS. It should seem fellow, that thou hast not
seen the Lady

Cressida. | conme to speak with Paris fromthe Prince
Troilus; |

will make a conplinental assault upon him for ny
busi ness

seet hes.

SERVANT. Sodden busi ness! There's a stew d phrase indeed!
Enter PARI S and HELEN, attended

PANDARUS. Fair be to you, ny lord, and to all this fair
conpany!
Fair desires, in all fair nmeasure, fairly guide them
especial ly
to you, fair queen! Fair thoughts be your fair pillow
HELEN. Dear lord, you are full of fair words.
PANDARUS. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.
Fair prince,
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here is good broken nusic.
PARI S. You have broke it, cousin; and by ny life, you
shal | make it
whol e agai n; you shall piece it out with a piece of
your
per f or mance.
HELEN. He is full of harnony.
PANDARUS. Truly, |ady, no.
HELEN. O, sir-
PANDARUS. Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very rude.
PARIS. Well said, ny lord. Wll, you say so in fits.
PANDARUS. | have business to ny lord, dear queen. My
lord, wll you
vouchsafe ne a word?
HELEN. Nay, this shall not hedge us out. W'IlIl hear you
si ng,
certainly-
PANDARUS. Wl | sweet queen, you are pleasant with ne.
But, marry,
thus, ny lord: ny dear lord and nost esteened friend,
your
brot her Troil us-
HELEN. My Lord Pandarus, honey-sweet | ord-
PANDARUS. Go to, sweet queen, go to-conmends hinsel f nost
affectionately to you-
HELEN. You shall not bob us out of our nelody. If you
do, our
nmel anchol y upon your head!
PANDARUS. Sweet queen, sweet queen; that's a sweet
gueen, i' faith.
HELEN. And to nake a sweet | ady sad is a sour offence.
PANDARUS. Nay, that shall not serve your turn; that

shall it not,

intruth, la. Nay, | care not for such words; no, no. -
And, ny

| ord, he desires you that, if the King call for him at
supper,

you w I I nmake his excuse.

HELEN. My Lord Pandar us!

PANDARUS. What says ny sweet queen, ny very very sweet
gqueen?

PARI S. What exploit's in hand? Where sups he to-night?

HELEN. Nay, but, ny |ord-

PANDARUS. What says ny sweet queen?-My cousin will fal

out with
you.
HELEN. You nust not know where he sups.
PARIS. 1'Il lay ny life, wth ny disposer Cressida.
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PANDARUS. No, no, no such matter; you are w de. Cone,
your di sposer
i s sick.
PARIS. Well, I'Il make's excuse.
PANDARUS. Ay, good ny |lord. Wiy should you say Cressida?
No, your poor disposer's sick.

PARI'S. | spy.
PANDARUS. You spy! Wat do you spy?-Cone, give ne an
I nstrunment .

Now, sweet queen.
HELEN. Why, this is kindly done.
PANDARUS. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you
have, sweet
queen.
HELEN. She shall have it, ny lord, if it be not ny Lord
Pari s.
PANDARUS. He! No, she'll none of him they two are twain.
HELEN. Falling in, after falling out, may nake them

t hree.
PANDARUS. Cone, cone. |'ll hear no nore of this; 1"l
sing you a
song now.

HELEN. Ay, ay, prithee now. By ny troth, sweet |ord,
t hou hast a
fine forehead.
PANDARUS. Ay, you may, you may.

HELEN. Let thy song be love. This love will undo us all.
O Cupi d,
Cupi d, Cupi d!
PANDARUS. Love! Ay, that it shall, i' faith.

PARI S. Ay, good now, |ove, |ove, nothing but |ove.
PANDARUS. I n good troth, it begins
so. [ Si ngs]

Love, love, nothing but love, still love, still norel
For, oh, |ove's bow
Shoot s buck and doe;
The shaft confounds
Not that it wounds,
But tickles still the sore.
These | overs cry, O ho, they die!
Yet that which seens the wound to kill
Doth turn O ho! to ha! ha! he!
So dying love lives still.
O ho! a while, but ha! ha! hal
O ho! groans out for ha! ha! ha!-hey ho!

HELEN. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the nose.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/tc.html (42 of 94)4/11/2005 8:57:07 AM



William Shakespeare: Troilus and Cressida

PARI S. He eats nothing but doves, |ove; and that breeds
hot bl ood,
and hot bl ood begets hot thoughts, and hot thoughts
beget hot
deeds, and hot deeds is |ove.
PANDARUS. |Is this the generation of |ove: hot blood, hot
t hought s,
and hot deeds? Wy, they are vipers. Is |love a
generation of
vi pers? Sweet lord, who's a-field today?
PARI S. Hector, Deiphobus, Hel enus, Antenor, and all the

gallantry
of Troy. | would fain have armid to-day, but ny Nel
woul d not

have it so. How chance ny brother Troilus went not?
HELEN. He hangs the lip at sonething. You know all, Lord

Pandar us.
PANDARUS. Not |, honey-sweet queen. | |long to hear how
t hey spend
to-day. You'll renmenber your brother's excuse?

PARIS. To a hair.
PANDARUS. Farewel |, sweet queen.
HELEN. Comrend nme to your ni ece.
PANDARUS. | will, sweet queen. Exit.
Sound a retreat
PARI S. They're cone fromthe field. Let us to Prianms
hal |
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, | nust woo you
To hel p unarm our Hector. Hi s stubborn buckl es,
Wth these your white enchanting fingers touch'd,
Shall nore obey than to the edge of steel
O force of Greekish sinews; you shall do nore
Than all the island kings-disarm great Hector.
HELEN. ' Twill nake us proud to be his servant, Paris;
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty
G ves us nore palmin beauty than we have,
Yea, overshines ourself.
PARI S. Sweet, above thought | |ove
t hee. Exeunt
ACT I'l1l. SCENE 2.
Troy. PANDARUS orchard

Ent er PANDARUS and TRO LUS' BOY, neeting
PANDARUS. How now! Where's thy master? At ny cousin

Cressida's?
BOY. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct himthither.
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Enter TRO LUS

PANDARUS. O, here he conmes. How now, how now
TRO LUS. Sirrah, wal k
of f. Exit Boy
PANDARUS. Have you seen mny cousin?
TRO LUS. No, Pandarus. | stal k about her door
Li ke a strange soul upon the Stygi an banks
Staying for waftage. O be thou ny Charon,
And give ne swft transportance to these fields
Were | may wallowin the lily beds
Propos' d for the deserver! O gentle Pandar
From Cupi d's shoul der pluck his painted w ngs,
And fly with ne to Cressid!
PANDARUS. Wal k here i' th' orchard, |I'll bring her
straight.

TRO LUS. | am gi ddy; expectation whirls ne round.
Th' imaginary relish is so sweet

That it enchants nmy sense; what will it be
Wien that the wat'ry pal ate tastes i ndeed
Love's thrice-repured nectar? Death, | fear ne;

Swooni ng destruction; or some joy too fine,

Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness,
For the capacity of ny ruder powers.

| fear it much; and | do fear besides

That | shall |ose distinction in ny joys;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps

The eneny flying.

Re- ent er PANDARUS

PANDARUS. She's nmaki ng her ready, she'll come straight;
you nust be
Wi tty now. She does so blush, and fetches her wind so
short, as
if she were fray'd with a sprite. |'ll fetch her. It
Is the
prettiest villain; she fetches her breath as short as
a newta'en
sparr ow.
Exi t
TRAO LUS. Even such a passion doth enbrace nmy bosom
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pul se,
And all ny powers do their bestow ng | ose,
Li ke vassal age at unawares encount'ring
The eye of mmjesty.
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Re- enter PANDARUS Wt h CRESSI DA

PANDARUS. Come, cone, what need you bl ush? Shane's a
baby. - Here she
is now, swear the oaths now to her that you have sworn

to ne. -

What, are you gone agai n? You nmust be watch'd ere you
be made

tame, nmust you? Conme your ways, CONe your ways; an you
dr aw

backward, we'll put you i' th'" fills.-Wwy do you not
speak to

her?-Conme, draw this curtain and let's see your
pi cture.

Al as the day, how |l oath you are to offend daylight! An
"twere

dark, you'd close sooner. So, so; rub on, and kiss the
m stress

How now, a kiss in fee-farmi Build there, carpenter;
the air is
sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts out ere | part

you. The

falcon as the tercel, for all the ducks i' th' river.
Go to, go

to.

TRO LUS. You have bereft nme of all words, |ady.
PANDARUS. Words pay no debts, give her deeds; but she'l

ber eave

you o' th' deeds too, if she call your activity in
guesti on.

What, billing again? Here's 'In witness whereof the
parties

i nterchangeably.' Cone in, conme in; I'll go get a fire.

CRESSIDA. WIIl you walk in, ny |ord?
TRO LUS. O Cressid, how often have I wi sh'd ne thus!
CRESSI DA. Wsh'd, ny lord! The gods grant-O ny | ord!
TRO LUS. What shoul d they grant? What nmakes this pretty
abruption?
What too curious dreg espies nmy sweet lady in the
fountain of our
| ove?
CRESSI DA. More dregs than water, if nmy fears have eyes.
TRO LUS. Fears nake devils of cherubins; they never see
truly.
CRESSI DA. Blind fear, that seeing reason | eads, finds
safer footing
than blind reason stunbling without fear. To fear the
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wor st of t
cures the worse.
TROLUS. O let ny |lady apprehend no fear! In al
Cupi d' s pageant
there is presented no nonster.
CRESSI DA. Nor not hi ng nonstrous neither?
TRO LUS. Not hi ng, but our undertaki ngs when we vow to
weep seas,
live in fire, cat rocks, tame tigers; thinking it
harder for our
m stress to devise inposition enough than for us to
under go any
difficulty inposed. This is the nonstruosity in |ove,
| ady, that
the will is infinite, and the execution confin'd; that
the desire
i s boundl ess, and the act a slave to limt.
CRESSI DA. They say all |overs swear nore performance
than they are
abl e, and yet reserve an ability that they never
perfornm vow ng
nore than the perfection of ten, and discharging | ess
t han the
tenth part of one. They that have the voice of lions
and the act
of hares, are they not nonsters?
TRO LUS. Are there such? Such are not we. Praise us as

we are

tasted, allow us as we prove; our head shall go bare
till nmerit

crowmn it. No perfection in reversion shall have a
praise in

present. W will not nane desert before his birth;

and, being

born, his addition shall be hunble. Few words to fair
faith:

Troilus shall be such to Cressid as what envy can say
wor st shal

be a nock for his truth; and what truth can speak
truest not

truer than Troil us.

CRESSIDA. WIIl you walk in, ny |ord?

Re- ent er PANDARUS
PANDARUS. What, blushing still? Have you not done

tal king yet?
CRESSI DA. Wl l, uncle, what folly I commt, | dedicate
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to you.
PANDARUS. | thank you for that; if nmy lord get a boy of
you, you'll
give himne. Be true to ny lord; if he flinch, chide
me for it.
TRO LUS. You know now your hostages: your uncle's word
and nmy firm
faith.
PANDARUS. Nay, |'Ill give ny word for her too: our

ki ndred, though
they be long ere they are wooed, they are constant

bei ng won;
they are burs, | can tell you; they'Il stick where
they are
t hr own.
CRESSI DA. Bol dness cones to ne now and brings ne heart.
Prince Troilus, | have lov'd you night and day

For many weary nont hs.
TRO LUS. Wy was ny Cressid then so hard to wi n?
CRESSI DA. Hard to seem won; but | was won, ny |ord,
Wth the first glance that ever-pardon ne.

If I confess nuch, you will play the tyrant.
| love you now, but till now not so nuch
But I mght master it. In faith, | |ie;

My thoughts were |ike unbridled children, grown
Too headstrong for their nother. See, we fools!
Way have | bl abb' d? Who shall be true to us,
When we are so unsecret to ourselves?
But, though I lov'd you well, | woo'd you not;
And yet, good faith, | wish'd nyself a man
O that we wonren had nmen's privilege
O speaking first. Sweet, bid ne hold ny tongue,
For in this rapture | shall surely speak
The thing | shall repent. See, see, your silence,
Cunni ng i n dunbness, from ny weakness draws
My very soul of counsel. Stop ny nouth
TRA LUS. And shall, albeit sweet mnusic issues thence.
PANDARUS. Pretty, i' faith.
CRESSIDA. My lord, | do beseech you, pardon ne;
"Twas not ny purpose thus to beg a kiss.
| am asham d. O heavens! what have | done?

For this tinme will | take ny |leave, ny |ord.
TRA LUS. Your | eave, sweet Cressid!
PANDARUS. Leave! An you take |leave till to-norrow
nor ni ng-

CRESSI DA. Pray you, content you.
TRO LUS. What offends you, |ady?
CRESSI DA. Sir, m ne own conpany.
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TRO LUS. You cannot shun yourself.
CRESSI DA. Let nme go and try.
| have a kind of self resides with you;
But an unkind self, that itself will |eave
To be another's fool. | would be gone.
Where is my wit? | know not what | speak.
TRO LUS. Well know they what they speak that speak so
w sely.
CRESSI DA. Perchance, ny lord, | show nore craft than
| ove;
And fell so roundly to a | arge confession
To angle for your thoughts; but you are w se-
O else you love not; for to be wise and | ove
Exceeds man's mght; that dwells with gods above.
TROLUS. Othat | thought it could be in a wonman-
As, if it can, I wll presune in you-
To feed for aye her |lanp and flames of | ove;
To keep her constancy in plight and yout h,
Qutliving beauty's outward, with a m nd
That doth renew swi fter than bl ood decays!
O that persuasion could but thus convince ne
That ny integrity and truth to you
M ght be affronted with the match and wei ght
O such a winnowed purity in |ove.
How were | then uplifted! but, alas,
| amas true as truth's sinplicity,
And sinpler than the infancy of truth.
CRESSIDA. In that I'lIl war with you.
TRO LUS. O virtuous fight,
When right with right wars who shall be nost right!
True swains in love shall in the world to cone
Approve their truth by Troilus, when their rhynes,
Ful | of protest, of oath, and big conpare,
Want simles, truth tir'd with iteration-
As true as steel, as plantage to the noon,
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate,
As iron to adanmant, as earth to th' centre-
Yet, after all conparisons of truth,
As truth's authentic author to be cited,
"As true as Troilus' shall crown up the verse
And sanctify the nunbers.
CRESSI DA. Prophet may you be!
If | be false, or swerve a hair fromtruth
When tinme is old and hath forgot itself,
When wat erdrops have worn the stones of Troy,
And blind oblivion swallow d cities up,
And m ghty states characterless are grated
To dusty nothing-yet |et nenory
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Fromfalse to false, anong false naids in |ove,
Upbraid ny fal sehood when th' have said 'As fal se
As air, as water, w nd, or sandy earth,
As fox to lanb, or wolf to heifer's calf,
Pard to the hind, or stepdane to her son'-
Yea, let themsay, to stick the heart of fal sehood,
"As false as Cressid.'
PANDARUS. Go to, a bargain nmade; seal it, seal it; I'll

be the

W tness. Here | hold your hand; here ny cousin's. If
ever you

prove fal se one to another, since | have taken such
pains to

bring you together, let all pitiful goers- between be
call'd to

the world's end after ny nane-call them all Pandars;
l et all

constant nen be Troiluses, all false wonen Cressids,
and al |

br okers between Pandars. Say ' Anmen.'
TRO LUS. Anen.
CRESSI DA. Anen.
PANDARUS. Amen. Wereupon | will show you a chanber
and a bed; which bed, because it shall not speak of
your
pretty encounters, press it to death. Away!
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied mai dens here,
Bed, chanber, pander, to provide this
gear! Exeunt
ACT 111. SCENE 3.
The Greek canp

Fl ouri sh. Enter AGAMEMNON, ULYSSES, DI OVEDES,
NESTOR, AJAX, MENELAUS, and CALCHAS

CALCHAS. Now, Princes, for the service | have done,
Th' advantage of the time pronpts nme al oud
To call for reconpense. Appear it to your mnd
That, through the sight | bear in things to cone,
| have abandon'd Troy, left ny possession,
Incurr'd a traitor's nanme, expos'd nyself
From certain and possess'd conveni ences
To doubtful fortunes, sequest'ring fromnme al
That tinme, acquaintance, custom and condition,
Made tanme and nost famliar to ny nature;
And here, to do you service, am becone
As new into the world, strange, unacquai nted-
| do beseech you, as in way of taste,
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To give nme now a little benefit

Qut of those many regist'red in promse,

Wi ch you say live to cone in ny behalf.
AGAMEMNON. What woul dst thou of us, Troyan? Make denand.
CALCHAS. You have a Troyan prisoner call'd Antenor,

Yest erday took; Troy holds himvery dear.

Ot have you-often have you thanks therefore-

Desir'd ny Cressid in right great exchange,

Whom Troy hath still denied; but this Antenor,

| know, is such a west in their affairs

That their negotiations all nust slack

Wanting his manage; and they w Il al nost

G ve us a prince of blood, a son of Priam

In change of him Let himbe sent, great Princes,

And he shall buy ny daughter; and her presence

Shall quite strike off all service | have done

I n nost accepted pain.

AGAMEMNON. Let D onedes bear him

And bring us Cressid hither. Cal chas shall have

What he requests of us. Good D oned,

Furnish you fairly for this interchange;

Wthal, bring word if Hector will to-norrow

Be answer'd in his challenge. A ax is ready.

DI OMEDES. This shall | undertake; and 'tis a burden

VWhich | am proud to bear.

Exeunt DI OVEDES
and CALCHAS

ACHI LLES and PATROCLUS stand in their tent

ULYSSES. Achilles stands i' th' entrance of his tent.
Pl ease it our general pass strangely by him
As if he were forgot; and, Princes all,
Lay negligent and | oose regard upon him

| wll conme last. "Tis like he'll question ne
Why such unpl ausi ve eyes are bent, why turn'd on hinf
|f so, | have derision ned' cinable

To use between your strangeness and his pride,
Which his owmm will shall have desire to drink.
It may do good. Pride hath no other gl ass
To show itself but pride; for supple knees
Feed arrogance and are the proud nman's fees.
AGAMEMNON. W' || execute your purpose, and put on
A form of strangeness as we pass al ong.
So do each lord; and either greet himnot,
O else disdainfully, which shall shake himnore
Than if not look'd on. | wll l|ead the way.
ACHI LLES. What cones the general to speak with ne?
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You know nmy mind. I'll fight no nore 'gainst Troy.

AGAMEMNON. What says Achilles? Wuld he aught with us?
NESTOR. Wbul d you, ny lord, aught with the general ?
ACHI LLES. No.

NESTOR. Not hing, ny |lord.

AGAMEMNON. The better.

and

Exeunt AGAMEMNON

NESTOR

ACHI LLES. Good day, good day.
MENELAUS. How do you? How do

you?

Exi t

ACHI LLES. What, does the cuckold scorn ne?
AJAX. How now, Patrocl us?

ACHI LLES. Good norrow, A ax.

AJAX. Ha?

ACHI LLES. Good norrow.

AJAX. Ay, and good next day

t 0o.

Exit

ACHI LLES. What nean these fell ows? Know t hey not

Achi

'l es?

PATROCLUS. They pass by strangely. They were us'd to
bend,

To send their smles before themto Achilles,
To cone as hunbly as they us'd to creep
To holy altars.

ACHI LLES. What, am | poor of |ate?

"Tis certain, greatness, once fall'n out with fortune,

Must fall out with nen too. What the declin'd is,
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others

As feel in his owmn fall; for nmen, like butterflies,
Show not their nealy wings but to the sumrer;

And not a man for being sinply nman

Hat h any honour, but honour for those honours

That are without him as place, riches, and favour,
Prizes of accident, as oft as nerit;

Whi ch when they fall, as being slippery standers,
The | ove that lean'd on themas slippery too,

Dot h one pluck down anot her, and together

Die in the fall. But '"tis not so with ne:

Fortune and | are friends; | do enjoy

At anple point all that I did possess

Save these nen's | ooks; who do, nethinks, find out
Somet hi ng not worth in me such rich behol ding

As they have often given. Here is U ysses.

"1l interrupt his reading.

How now, Ul ysses!

ULYSSES. Now, great Thetis' son!
ACHI LLES. What are you readi ng?
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ULYSSES. A strange fellow here
Wites ne that man-how dearly ever parted,
How rmuch in having, or without or in-
Cannot nake boast to have that which he hath,
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection;
As when his virtues shining upon others
Heat them and they retort that heat again
To the first giver.
ACHI LLES. This is not strange, U ysses.
The beauty that is borne here in the face
The bearer knows not, but commends itself
To others' eyes; nor doth the eye itself-
That nost pure spirit of sense-behold itself,
Not going fromitself; but eye to eye opposed
Sal utes each other with each other's form
For speculation turns not to itself
Till it hath travell'd, and is mrror'd there
Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all.
ULYSSES. | do not strain at the position-
It is famliar-but at the author's drift;
Who, in his circunstance, expressly proves
That no man is the |l ord of anything,
Though in and of himthere be nmuch consisting,
Till he conmunicate his parts to others;
Nor doth he of hinself know them for aught
Till he behold themforned in th' appl ause
Where th' are extended; who, |like an arch, reverb'rate
The voice again; or, like a gate of steel
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back
H s figure and his heat. | was nmuch rapt in this;
And apprehended here inmedi ately
Th' unknown Aj ax. Heavens, what a nman is there!
A very horse that has he knows not what!
Nat ure, what things there are
Most abject in regard and dear in use!
What things again nost dear in the esteem
And poor in worth! Now shall we see to-norrow
An act that very chance doth throw upon him
Aj ax renown' d. O heavens, what sone nen do,
Wil e sone nen | eave to do!
How sonme nen creep in skittish Fortune's-hall,
Wi les others play the idiots in her eyes!
How one nman eats into another's pride,
While pride is fasting in his wantonness!
To see these Grecian |ords!-why, even already
They clap the | ubber A ax on the shoul der,
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast,
And great Troy shrinking.
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ACHI LLES. | do believe it; for they pass'd by ne
As m sers do by beggars-neither gave to ne
Good word nor | ook. What, are ny deeds forgot?
ULYSSES. Tine hath, ny lord, a wallet at his back,
Wherein he puts alns for oblivion,
A great-siz'd nonster of ingratitudes.
Those scraps are good deeds past, which are devour'd
As fast as they are nmade, forgot as soon
As done. Perseverance, dear ny lord,
Keeps honour bright. To have done is to hang
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail
I n nonunental nock'ry. Take the instant way;
For honour travels in a strait so narrow -
Where one but goes abreast. Keep then the path,
For emul ati on hath a thousand sons
That one by one pursue; if you give way,
O hedge aside fromthe direct forthright,
Like to an ent'red tide they all rush by
And | eave you hi ndnost;
O, like a gallant horse fall'n in first rank,
Lie there for pavenent to the abject rear,
O er-run and tranpled on. Then what they do in present,
Though | ess than yours in past, nust o' ertop yours;
For Tine is |ike a fashionabl e host,
That slightly shakes his parting guest by th' hand,
And with his arnms out-stretch'd, as he would fly,
Grasps in the corner. The wel cone ever smles,
And farewel| goes out sighing. O Ilet not virtue seek
Remuneration for the thing it was;
For beauty, wt,
Hi gh birth, vigour of bone, desert in service,
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects al
To envious and cal umi ating Ti ne.
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin-
That all wth one consent praise new born gawds,
Though they are made and noul ded of things past,
And give to dust that is a little gilt
More laud than gilt o'er-dusted.
The present eye praises the present object.
Then marvel not, thou great and conpl ete man,
That all the Greeks begin to worship A ax,
Since things in notion sooner catch the eye
Than what stirs not. The cry went once on thee,
And still it mght, and yet it may again,
| f thou woul dst not entonb thyself alive
And case thy reputation in thy tent,
Whose gl orious deeds but in these fields of late
Made enul ous m ssions 'nongst the gods thensel ves,
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And drave great Mars to faction.

ACH LLES. O this ny privacy
| have strong reasons.

ULYSSES. But 'gainst your privacy
The reasons are nore potent and heroical.
"Tis known, Achilles, that you are in | ove
Wth one of Priams daughters.

ACHI LLES. Ha! known!

ULYSSES. |s that a wonder?
The providence that's in a watchful state
Knows al nost every grain of Plutus' gold;
Finds bottomin th' unconprehensive deeps;
Keeps place wth thought, and al nost, |ike the gods,
Do thoughts unveil in their dunb cradles.
There is a nystery-with whomrel ation
Durst never neddle-in the soul of state,
Whi ch hath an operation nore divine
Than breath or pen can give expressure to.
Al the commerce that you have had with Troy
As perfectly is ours as yours, ny |ord;
And better would it fit Achilles nuch
To throw down Hector than Pol yxena.
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at hone,
When fanme shall in our island sound her trunp,
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing
"Great Hector's sister did Achilles w n;
But our great Aj ax bravely beat down him

Farewel |, ny lord. | as your |over speak.
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should
br eak. Exi t

PATROCLUS. To this effect, Achilles, have | nov'd you.
A woman i mpudent and manni sh grown
Is not nore loath'd than an effem nate nan
In time of action. | stand condemm'd for this;
They think ny little stomach to the war
And your great love to ne restrains you thus.
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid
Shall from your neck unl oose his anorous fold,
And, like a dewdrop fromthe lion's nane,
Be shook to airy air.
ACHI LLES. Shall Ajax fight with Hector?
PATROCLUS. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour by him
ACHI LLES. | see ny reputation is at stake;
My fanme is shrewdly gor'd.
PATROCLUS. O, then, beware:
Those wounds heal ill that nen do give thensel ves;
Om ssion to do what is necessary
Seal s a comm ssion to a bl ank of danger;
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And danger, like an ague, subtly taints
Even then when they sit idly in the sun.
ACHI LLES. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patrocl us.
"Il send the fool to Ajax, and desire him
T invite the Troyan lords, after the conbat,
To see us here unarmid. | have a woman's | ongi ng,
An appetite that | amsick wthal,
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace;
To talk with him and to behold his visage,
Even to ny full of view

Ent er THERSI TES

A | abour sav'd!
THERSI TES. A wonder !
ACHI LLES. What ?
THERSI TES. A ax goes up and down the field asking for
hi nsel f.
ACHI LLES. How so0?
THERSI TES. He nust fight singly to-norrow with Hector
and is so
prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling that he
raves in
sayi ng not hi ng.
ACHI LLES. How can that be?
THERSI TES. Wy, 'a stal ks up and down |ike a peacock-a
stride and a
stand; rum naies |ike an hostess that hath no
arithmetic but her
brain to set down her reckoning, bites his lip with a

politic

regard, as who should say 'There were wit in this
head, an

"twould out'; and so there is; but it lies as coldly
in himas

fireinaflint, which wll not show w t hout knocki ng.
The man's

undone for ever; for if Hector break not his neck i
th' conbat,

he'll break't hinmself in vainglory. He knows not ne. |
said ' Good

nmorrow, Ajax'; and he replies ' Thanks, Aganemmon.
What think you

of this man that takes ne for the general? He's grown
a very | and

fish, |l anguagel ess, a nonster. A plague of opinion! A
man may

wear it on both sides, like |eather jerkin.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/tc.html (55 of 94)4/11/2005 8:57:07 AM



William Shakespeare: Troilus and Cressida

ACHI LLES. Thou mnust be ny anbassador to him Thersites.
THERSI TES. Who, |? Wiy, he'll answer nobody; he
pr of esses not
answering. Speaking is for
tongue in's
arnms. |
hi s demands
to nme, you shall see the pageant of A ax.
ACHI LLES. To him Patroclus. Tell himIl hunbly desire
t he val i ant
Ajax to invite the nost val orous Hector to cone
unarmd to ny
tent; and to procure safe conduct for his person of the
magnani nous and nost illustrious six-or-seven-tines-

beggars: he wears his

will put on his presence. Let Patroclus make

honour' d
Captain CGeneral of the Gecian arny, et cetera,
Aganemon. Do
this.
PATROCLUS. Jove bl ess great A ax!
THERSI TES. Huml
PATROCLUS. | conme fromthe worthy Achilles-
THERSI TES. Ha!
PATROCLUS. Who npst hunbly desires you to invite Hector
to his
tent -
THERSI TES. Huml
PATROCLUS. And to procure safe conduct from Aganennon.
THERSI TES. Aganenmmon!
PATROCLUS. Ay, ny lord.
THERSI TES. Ha!
PATROCLUS. What you say to't?
THERSI TES. God buy you, with all ny heart.
PATROCLUS. Your answer, sir.
THERSI TES. If to-norrow be a fair day, by eleven of the
clock it
will go one way or other. Howsoever, he shall pay for
nme ere he
has ne.
PATROCLUS. Your answer, sSir.
THERSI TES. Fare ye well, wth all ny heart.
ACHI LLES. Way, but he is not in this tune, is he?
THERSI TES. No, but he's out a tune thus. What nusic w ||
be in him
when Hector has knock'd out his brains |I know not;
but, | am sure,
none; unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to nmake
catlings
on.
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ACHI LLES. Cone, thou shalt bear a letter to himstraight.
THERSI TES. Let nme carry another to his horse; for that's
the nore
capabl e creature.
ACH LLES. My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd;
And | nyself see not the bottomof it.
Exeunt ACHI LLES
and PATROCLUS
THERSI TES. Woul d the fountain of your m nd were clear
again, that |

m ght water an ass at it. | had rather be atick in a
sheep t han

such a vali ant
I gnor ance. Exi t

ACT 1V. SCENE 1.
Troy. A street

Enter, at one side, AENEAS, and servant with a
torch; at another, PARIS, DElIPHOBUS, ANTENOR,
DI OVEDES the Grecian, and others, with torches

PARI S. See, ho! Wio is that there?

DEI PHOBUS. It is the Lord Aeneas.

AENEAS. |s the Prince there in person?

Had | so good occasion to lie |ong
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business
Shoul d rob ny bed-mate of ny conpany.

DI OMEDES. That's ny mnd too. Good norrow, Lord Aeneas.

PARI S. A valiant G eek, Aeneas -take his hand:
Wtness the process of your speech, wherein
You told how Di oned, a whol e week by days,

Did haunt you in the field.
AENEAS. Health to you, valiant sir,
During all question of the gentle truce;
But when | neet you armid, as black defiance
As heart can think or courage execute.

Dl OVEDES. The one and ot her Di oned enbraces.

Qur bl oods are now in calnm and so |ong health!
But when contention and occasi on neet,

By Jove, |I'll play the hunter for thy life
Wth all ny force, pursuit, and policy.

AENEAS. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly
Wth his face backward. |In humane gentl eness,
Wel cone to Troy! now, by Anchises' life,

Wel cone i ndeed! By Venus' hand | swear

No man alive can love in such a sort

The thing he nmeans to kill, nore excellently.
DI OMEDES. We synpat hi se. Jove |l et Aeneas |live,
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If to ny sword his fate be not the glory,
A thousand conpl ete courses of the sun!
But in mne emul ous honour let himdie
Wth every joint a wound, and that to-norrow
AENEAS. W know each ot her well.
DI OMEDES. W do; and | ong to know each ot her worse.
PARIS. This is the nost despiteful'st gentle greeting
The nobl est hateful love, that e'er | heard of.
What business, lord, so early?
AENEAS. | was sent for to the King; but why, | know not.
PARI'S. H's purpose neets you: 'twas to bring this G eek
To Cal chas' house, and there to render him
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid.
Let's have your conpany; or, if you pl ease,
Haste there before us. | constantly believe-
O rather call ny thought a certain know edge-
My brother Troilus | odges there to-night.
Rouse hi mand give hi mnote of our approach,
Wth the whole quality wherefore; | fear
We shall be nuch unwel cone.
AENEAS. That | assure you:
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to G eece
Than Cressid borne from Troy.
PARI S. There is no hel p;
The bitter disposition of the tine
WIIl have it so. On, lord; we'll follow you
AENEAS. Good norrow, all. Exi t
wi th servant
PARIS. And tell nme, noble Dioned-faith, tell me true,
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship-
Who in your thoughts deserves fair Hel en best,
Mysel f or Menel aus?
DI OVEDES. Both ali ke:
He nerits well to have her that doth seek her,
Not maki ng any scruple of her soilure,
Wth such a hell of pain and world of charge;
And you as well to keep her that defend her,
Not pal ating the taste of her dishonour,
Wth such a costly loss of wealth and friends.
He |i ke a puling cuckold would drink up
The | ees and dregs of a flat tamed piece;
You, like a | echer, out of whorish |oins
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors.
Both nmerits pois'd, each weighs nor |ess nor nore;
But he as he, the heavier for a whore.
PARI'S. You are too bitter to your country-wonman.
Dl OVEDES. She's bitter to her country. Hear ne, Paris:
For every false drop in her bawdy veins
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A Gecian's life hath sunk; for every scruple
O her contam nated carrion wei ght
A Troyan hath been slain; since she could speak,
She hath not given so many good words breath
As for her Greeks and Troyans suff'red death.
PARI S. Fair D oned, you do as chapnen do,
Di spraise the thing that you desire to buy;
But we in silence hold this virtue well:
We'll not commend what we intend to sell
Here lies our
way . Exeunt
ACT | V. SCENE 2.
Troy. The court of PANDARUS house

Enter TRAO LUS and CRESSI DA

TRO LUS. Dear, trouble not yourself; the norn is cold.
CRESSI DA. Then, sweet ny lord, I'll call mne uncle down;
He shall unbolt the gates.
TRO LUS. Troubl e hi mnot;
To bed, to bed! Sleep kill those pretty eyes,
And give as soft attachnent to thy senses
As infants' enpty of all thought!
CRESSI DA. Good norrow, then.
TROLUS. | prithee now, to bed.
CRESSI DA. Are you aweary of ne?
TRO LUS. O Cressida! but that the busy day,
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows,
And dreaming night will hide our joys no | onger,
| would not fromthee.
CRESSI DA. Ni ght hath been too brief.
TRO LUS. Beshrew the witch! with venonobus w ghts she
stays
As tediously as hell, but flies the grasps of |ove
Wth wings nore nonentary-swi ft than thought.
You will catch cold, and curse ne.
CRESSI DA. Prithee tarry.
You nmen will never tarry.
O foolish Cressid! | mght have still held off,
And then you woul d have tarried. Hark! there's one up.
PANDARUS. [Wthin] Wiat's all the doors open here?
TROLUS. It is your uncle.

Ent er PANDARUS
CRESSI DA. A pestilence on himl Now w Il he be nocking.

| shall have such a lifel
PANDARUS. How now, how now! How go nai denheads?
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Here, you maid! Were's nmy cousin Cressid?
CRESSI DA. Go hang yoursel f, you naughty nocki ng uncl e.
You bring ne to do, and then you flout ne too.
PANDARUS. To do what? to do what? Let her say what.
What have | brought you to do?
CRESSI DA. Cone, cone, beshrew your heart! You'll ne'er
be good,
Nor suffer others.
PANDARUS. Ha, ha! Al as, poor wetch! a poor capocchi a!
hast not
slept to-night? Wwuld he not, a naughty man, let it
sl eep? A
bugbear take hin
CRESSIDA. Did not | tell you? Wuld he were knock'd i
th' head!
[ One
knocks]
Who's that at door? Good uncle, go and see.
My lord, cone you again into my chanber.
You smle and nock nme, as if | neant naughtily.
TRO LUS. Ha! ha!
CRESSI DA. Cone, you are deceiv'd, | think of no such
t hi ng.
[ Knock]
How earnestly they knock! Pray you cone in:
| would not for half Troy have you seen here.
Exeunt TRO LUS
and CRESSI DA
PANDARUS. Who's there? What's the matter? WII you beat
down the
door ? How now? What's the matter?

Ent er AENEAS

AENEAS. Good norrow, |ord, good norrow.
PANDARUS. Who's there? My lord Aeneas? By ny troth,
| knew you not. What news with you so early?
AENEAS. |s not Prince Troilus here?
PANDARUS. Here! Wat shoul d he do here?
AENEAS. Cone, he is here, ny lord; do not deny him
It doth inport himnmuch to speak with ne.
PANDARUS. |Is he here, say you? It's nore than | know,
"1l be
sworn. For ny own part, | cane in |ate. Wat should he
do here?
AENEAS. Who! - nay, then. Cone, cone, you'll do him wong
ere you are
ware; you'll be so true to himto be false to him Do
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not you
know of him but yet go fetch himhither; go.

Re-enter TRA LUS

TRO LUS. How now What's the matter?
AENEAS. My lord, | scarce have leisure to salute you,
My matter is so rash. There is at hand
Paris your brother, and Dei phobus,
The Grecian D oned, and our Antenor
Deliver'd to us; and for himforthw th
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour,
We nust give up to D onedes' hand
The Lady Cressida.
TROLUS. Is it so concluded?
AENEAS. By Priam and the general state of Troy.
They are at hand and ready to effect it.
TRO LUS. How ny achi evenents nock ne!
| will go neet them and, ny |ord Aeneas,
We net by chance; you did not find ne here.
AENEAS. Good, good, ny lord, the secrets of nei ghbour
Pandar
Have not nore gift in taciturnity.
Exeunt TRO LUS
and AENEAS
PANDARUS. 1s't possible? No sooner got but |ost? The
devil take
Antenor! The young prince will go mad. A plague upon
Ant enor! |
woul d they had broke's neck.

Re- ent er CRESSI DA

CRESSI DA. How nowl What's the matter? \Who was here?
PANDARUS. Ah, ah!
CRESSI DA. Way sigh you so profoundly? Were's ny |ord?
Gone? Tel |
me, sweet uncle, what's the matter?
PANDARUS. Wuld | were as deep under the earth as | am
above!
CRESSI DA. O the gods! What's the matter?
PANDARUS. Pray thee, get thee in. Wuld thou hadst ne'er
been born!
| knew thou woul dst be his death! O poor gentleman! A
pl ague
upon Ant enor!
CRESSI DA. Good uncle, | beseech you, on ny knees |
beseech you,

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/tc.html (61 of 94)4/11/2005 8:57:07 AM



William Shakespeare: Troilus and Cressida

what's the matter?
PANDARUS. Thou rnust be gone, wench, thou nust be gone;

thou art

chang'd for Antenor; thou nust to thy father, and be
gone from

Troilus. "Twill be his death; "twill be his bane; he

cannot bear
it.
CRESSI DA. O you immortal gods! I wll not go.
PANDARUS. Thou nust.
CRESSIDA. | will not, uncle. | have forgot ny father;
| know no touch of consanguinity,
No kin, no |love, no blood, no soul so near ne
As the sweet Troilus. O you gods divine,
Make Cressid's nane the very crown of fal sehood,
|f ever she | eave Troilus! Tine, force, and death,
Do to this body what extremes you can,
But the strong base and building of ny |ove
|s as the very centre of the earth,
Drawing all things toit. I'll go in and weep-
PANDARUS. Do, do.
CRESSI DA. Tear ny bright hair, and scratch ny praised

cheeks,
Crack nmy clear voice with sobs and break ny heart,
Wth sounding 'Troilus.” | will not go from Troy.

Exeunt
ACT | V. SCENE 3.
Troy. A street before PANDARUS house

Enter PARI'S, TRO LUS, AENEAS, DEl PHOBUS, ANTENOR
and DI OVEDES

PARIS. It is great norning; and the hour prefix'd
For her delivery to this valiant G eek
Conmes fast upon. Good ny brother Troil us,
Tell you the | ady what she is to do
And haste her to the purpose.

TRO LUS. Val k into her house.

"1l bring her to the Gecian presently;

And to his hand when | deliver her,

Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilus

A priest, there off'ring to it his own
heart. Exi t

PARIS. | know what 'tis to |ove,

And would, as | shall pity, | could help!
Pl ease you walk in, ny
| ords. Exeunt
ACT 1V. SCENE 4.
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Troy. PANDARUS' house
Enter PANDARUS and CRESSI DA

PANDARUS. Be noderate, be noderate.
CRESSI DA. Wy tell you nme of noderation?
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that | taste,
And violenteth in a sense as strong
As that which causeth it. How can | noderate it?
If | could tenporize with nmy affections
O brewit to a weak and col der pal at e,
The i ke allaynent could | give ny grief.
My |l ove admts no qualifying dross;
No nore ny grief, in such a precious |oss.

Enter TRO LUS

PANDARUS. Here, here, here he cones. Ah, sweet ducks!
CRESSI DA. O Troilus! Troilus! [Enbracing hin
PANDARUS. What a pair of spectacles is here! Let ne
enbrace too. 'O
heart,' as the goodly saying is,
O heart, heavy heart,
Why sigh' st thou w thout breaking?
where he answers again
Because thou canst not ease thy snart
By friendship nor by speaking.
There was never a truer rhynme. Let us cast away
not hi ng, for we
may |live to have need of such a verse. W see it, we
see it. How
now, | anbs!
TRO LUS. Cressid, | love thee in so strain'd a purity
That the bless'd gods, as angry with ny fancy,
More bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold lips blowto their deities, take thee from ne.
CRESSI DA. Have the gods envy?
PANDARUS. Ay, ay, ay; 'tis too plain a case.
CRESSIDA. And is it true that | nust go from Troy?
TRO LUS. A hateful truth.
CRESSI DA. What, and from Troil us too?
TRO LUS. From Troy and Troil us.
CRESSI DA. 1s't possible?
TRO LUS. And suddenly; where injury of chance
Puts back | eave-taking, justles roughly by
Al tinme of pause, rudely beguiles our |ips
O all rejoindure, forcibly prevents
Qur | ock'd enbrasures, strangles our dear vows
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Even in the birth of our own | abouring breath.
W two, that with so many thousand sighs
Did buy each other, nmust poorly sell ourselves
Wth the rude brevity and di scharge of one.
Injurious time now with a robber's haste
Crans his rich thievery up, he knows not how.
As many farewells as be stars in heaven,
Wth distinct breath and consign'd kisses to them
He funbles up into a | oose adi eu,
And scants us with a single famsh'd ki ss,
Di stasted with the salt of broken tears.
AENEAS. [Wthin] My lord, is the |ady ready?
TRO LUS. Hark! you are call'd. Sone say the CGenius so
Cries '"Cone' to himthat instantly nust die.
Bid them have patience; she shall cone anon.
PANDARUS. Were are ny tears? Rain, to lay this wind, or
ny heart
will be blown up by th'
root ? Exi t
CRESSIDA. | nust then to the G ecians?
TRO LUS. No renedy.
CRESSI DA. A woeful Cressid 'nongst the nmerry G eeks!
When shall we see again?
TRO LUS. Hear ne, ny love. Be thou but true of heart-
CRESSI DA. | true! how now Wat w cked deemis this?
TRO LUS. Nay, we must use expostul ation kindly,
For it is parting fromus.
| speak not 'Be thou true' as fearing thee,
For I will throw ny glove to Death hinself
That there's no maculation in thy heart;
But 'Be thou true' say | to fashion in
My sequent protestation: be thou true,
And | will see thee.
CRESSI DA. O, you shall be expos'd, ny lord, to dangers

As infinite as immnent! But I'll be true.
TROLUS. And I'Il grow friend with danger. Wear this
sl eeve.
CRESSI DA. And you this glove. Wen shall | see you?

TROLUS. | will corrupt the Gecian sentinels
To give thee nightly visitation.
But yet be true.
CRESSI DA. O heavens! 'Be true' again!
TRAO LUS. Hear why | speak it, |ove.
The Grecian youths are full of quality;
They're loving, well conpos'd with gifts of nature,
And flowng o'er with arts and exerci se.
How novel ti es may nove, and parts with person,
Al as, a kind of godly jeal ousy,
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Whi ch | beseech you call a virtuous sin,
Makes ne af eard.
CRESSI DA. O heavens! you | ove ne not.
TROLUS. Die | a villain, then!
In this I do not call your faith in question
So mainly as ny nerit. | cannot sing,
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk,
Nor play at subtle ganmes-fair virtues all,
To which the Grecians are nost pronpt and pregnant;
But | can tell that in each grace of these
There lurks a still and dunb-di scoursive devil
That tenpts nost cunningly. But be not tenpted.
CRESSIDA. Do you think I wll?
TRO LUS. No.
But sonething may be done that we w il not;
And sonetines we are devils to ourselves,
When we will tenpt the frailty of our powers,
Presum ng on their changeful potency.

AENEAS. [Wthin] Nay, good ny |ord!

TRO LUS. Cone, kiss; and let us part.

PARIS. [Wthin] Brother Troilus!

TRO LUS. Good brother, conme you hither;

And bring Aeneas and the Gecian with you.

CRESSIDA. My lord, will you be true?

TRO LUS. Who, |? Alas, it is ny vice, ny fault!
Whiles others fish with craft for great opinion,
| with great truth catch nmere sinplicity;

Wi | st some with cunning gild their copper crowns,
Wth truth and plainness | do wear nine bare.

Ent er AENEAS, PARI'S, ANTENCR, DElI PHOBUS, and DI OVEDES

Fear not ny truth: the noral of ny wt

Is "plain and true'; there's all the reach of it.

Wel cone, Sir Dioned! Here is the | ady

Wi ch for Antenor we deliver you;

At the port, lord, I'lIl give her to thy hand,

And by the way possess thee what she is.

Entreat her fair; and, by ny soul, fair G eek,

|f e er thou stand at nercy of nmy sword,

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe

As Priamis in Ilion.
DI OMEDES. Fair Lady Cressid,

So pl ease you, save the thanks this prince expects.

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek,

Pl eads your fair usage; and to D oned

You shall be m stress, and command hi m whol | y.
TRO LUS. Grecian, thou dost not use ne courteously
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To shame the zeal of ny petition to the

In praising her. | tell thee, lord of Geece,
She is as far high-soaring o' er thy praises

As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant.

| charge thee use her well, even for ny charge;
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not,
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard,
"1l cut thy throat.

Dl OVEDES. O, be not nov'd, Prince Troilus.

Let nme be privileg'd by ny place and nessage

To be a speaker free: when | am hence

"1l answer to my lust. And know you, | ord,

"1l nothing do on charge: to her own worth

She shall be priz'd. But that you say 'Be't so,"
| speak it in ny spirit and honour, 'No.'

TRO LUS. Cone, to the port. 1'Il tell thee, D oned,
This brave shall oft nake thee to hide thy head.
Lady, give ne your hand; and, as we wal kK,

To our own selves bend we our needful talk.
Exeunt TRO LUS, CRESSI DA
and DI QVEDES
[ Sound
trunpet]

PARI S. Hark! Hector's trunpet.

AENEAS. How have we spent this norning!

The Prince nust think nme tardy and rem ss,
That swore to ride before himto the field.

PARIS. '"Tis Troilus' fault. Conme, cone to field with him

DEl PHOBUS. Let us make ready straight.

AENEAS. Yea, with a bridegroonms fresh alacrity
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels.

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie
On his fair worth and single
chivalry. Exeunt
ACT |V. SCENE 5.
The Grecian canp. Lists set out

Enter AJAX, arned; AGAMEVMNON, ACH LLES, PATROCLUS,
MENELAUS, ULYSSES, NESTOR, and ot hers

AGAMEMNON. Here art thou in appointnent fresh and fair,
Anticipating time with starting courage.
Gve with thy trunpet a |oud note to Troy,
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appalled air
May pierce the head of the great conbatant,
And hal e him hither.
AJAX. Thou, trunpet, there's my purse.
Now crack thy lungs and split thy brazen pipe;
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Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek
Qut-swell the colic of puff Aquilon'd.
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout bl ood:
Thou bl owest for Hector.
[ Trunpet sounds]
ULYSSES. No trunpet answers.
ACHI LLES. 'Tis but early days.

Enter DI OMEDES, w th CRESS| DA

AGAMEMNON. |s not yond Dioned, with Cal chas' daughter?
ULYSSES. 'Tis he, | ken the manner of his gait:
He rises on the toe. That spirit of his
In aspiration lifts himfromthe earth
AGAMEMNON. |s this the |lady Cressid?
DI OVEDES. Even she.
AGAMEMNON. Mbst dearly welconme to the Geeks, sweet | ady.
NESTOR. Qur general doth salute you with a kiss.
ULYSSES. Yet is the kindness but particular;
"Twere better she were kiss'd in general

NESTOR. And very courtly counsel: 1'Il begin.
So nmuch for Nestor
ACHILLES. I'll take that winter fromyour lips, fair
| ady.

Achi |l |l es bids you wel cone.
MENELAUS. | had good argunent for Kkissing once.
PATROCLUS. But that's no argunment for kissing now,
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardinment,
And parted thus you and your argunent.
ULYSSES. O deadly gall, and thenme of all our scorns!
For which we | ose our heads to gild his horns.
PATROCLUS. The first was Menel aus' kiss; this, mne-
[ Ki sses
her agai n]
Pat rocl us ki sses you.
MENELAUS. O this is trim
PATROCLUS. Paris and | kiss evernore for him
MENELAUS. 1'Ill have ny kiss, sir. Lady, by your |eave.
CRESSI DA. I n kissing, do you render or receive?
PATROCLUS. Both take and give.
CRESSIDA. I'lIl make ny match to live,
The kiss you take is better than you give;
Therefore no ki ss.
MENELAUS. 1'I1l give you boot; 1'Il give you three for
one.
CRESSI DA. You are an odd man; give even or give none.
MENELAUS. An odd man, |ady? Every man is odd.
CRESSI DA. No, Paris is not; for you know '"tis true
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That you are odd, and he is even with you.
MENELAUS. You fillip me o' th' head.
CRESSI DA. No, I'Il be sworn.
ULYSSES. It were no match, your nail against his horn.
May |, sweet |ady, beg a kiss of you?
CRESSI DA. You may.
ULYSSES. | do desire it.
CRESSI DA. Wiy, beg then.
ULYSSES. Wiy then, for Venus' sake give ne a kiss
Wien Helen is a maid again, and his.
CRESSI DA. | amyour debtor; claimit when 'tis due.
ULYSSES. Never's ny day, and then a kiss of you.
Dl OVEDES. Lady, a word. I'Il bring you to your father.
Exi t
wi t h CRESSI DA
NESTOR. A woman of quick sense.
ULYSSES. Fie, fie upon her!
There's | anguage in her eye, her cheek, her lip,
Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits | ook out
At every joint and notive of her body.
O these encounters so glib of tongue
That give a coasting wel cone ere it cones,
And wi de uncl asp the tables of their thoughts
To every ticklish reader! Set them down
For sluttish spoils of opportunity,
And daughters of the gane.
[ Trunpet within]
ALL. The Troyans' trunpet.

Enter HECTOR, arnmed; AENEAS, TRO LUS, PARI S,
HEL ENUS,
and other Trojans, with attendants

AGAMEMNON. Yonder cones the troop.

AENEAS. Hail, all the state of G eecel Wat shall be done
To himthat victory commands? O do you purpose
A victor shall be known? WIIl you the knights
Shall to the edge of all extremty
Pur sue each other, or shall they be divided
By any voice or order of the field?

Hect or bade ask.

AGAMEMNON. Wi ch way woul d Hector have it?

AENEAS. He cares not; he'll obey conditions.

ACHI LLES. 'Tis done like Hector; but securely done,
Alittle proudly, and great deal m sprizing
The kni ght oppos' d.

AENEAS. |If not Achilles, sir,

What i s your nanme?
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ACHI LLES. If not Achilles, nothing.
AENEAS. Therefore Achilles. But whate'er, know this:
In the extremty of great and little
Val our and pride excel thenselves in Hector;
The one alnost as infinite as all,
The ot her bl ank as nothing. Weigh himwell,
And that which |looks like pride is courtesy.
This Ajax is half nade of Hector's bl ood;
In | ove whereof half Hector stays at hone;
Hal f heart, half hand, half Hector cones to seek
Thi s bl ended knight, half Troyan and half G eek.
ACHI LLES. A naiden battle then? O | perceive youl

Re- ent er DI OVEDES

AGAMEMNON. Here is Sir D onmed. Go, gentle knight,
Stand by our Ajax. As you and Lord ] Eneas
Consent upon the order of their fight,
So be it; either to the utternost,
O else a breath. The conbatants being kin
Hal f stints their strife before their strokes begin.
[ AJAX and HECTOR enter
the lists]
ULYSSES. They are oppos'd al ready.
AGAMEMNON. What Troyan is that sane that | ooks so heavy?
ULYSSES. The youngest son of Priam a true knight;
Not yet nature, yet matchless; firm of word,
Speaki ng in deeds and deedl ess in his tongue;
Not soon provok'd, nor being provok'd soon cal nid;
Hi s heart and hand both open and both free;
For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows,
Yet gives he not till judgnent guide his bounty,
Nor dignifies an inpair thought w th breath;
Manly as Hector, but nore dangerous;
For Hector in his blaze of wath subscribes
To tender objects, but he in heat of action
| s nore vindicative than jeal ous |ove.
They call him Troilus, and on hi m erect
A second hope as fairly built as Hector.
Thus says Aeneas, one that knows the youth
Even to his inches, and, with private soul
Did in great Ilion thus translate himto ne.
[Alarum HECTOR and
AJAX fight]
AGAMEMNON. They are in action.
NESTOR. Now, Ajax, hold thine own!
TRO LUS. Hector, thou sl eep'st;
Awake thee.
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AGAMEMNON. His blows are well dispos'd. There, A ax!

[ Trunpet s
cease]
DI OMEDES. You nmust no nore.
AENEAS. Princes, enough, so pl ease you.

AJAX. | amnot warmyet; let us fight again.
DI OMEDES. As Hector pl eases.
HECTOR. Way, then will | no nore.

Thou art, great lord, ny father's sister's son,
A cousin-gernman to great Prians seed,
The obligation of our blood forbids
A gory enulation '"tw xt us twain:
Were thy comm xtion G eek and Troyan so
That thou could' st say 'This hand is Gecian all,
And this is Troyan; the sinews of this |leg
All Geek, and this all Troy; my nother's bl ood
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister
Bounds in ny father's'; by Jove nultipotent,
Thou shoul dst not bear fromne a G eekish nenber
Wherein ny sword had not inpressure nmade
O our rank feud; but the just gods gai nsay
That any drop thou borrow dst fromthy nother,
My sacred aunt, should by ny nortal sword
Be drained! Let ne enbrace thee, A ax.
By himthat thunders, thou hast |usty arns;
Hect or woul d have them fall upon himthus.
Cousin, all honour to thee!
AJAX. | thank thee, Hector.
Thou art too gentle and too free a nan.
| came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence
A great addition earned in thy death.
HECTOR. Not Neoptol enmus so mrabl e,
On whose bright crest Fame with her |oud' st Oyes
Cries "This is he' could promse to hinself
A thought of added honour torn from Hector.
AENEAS. There is expectance here fromboth the sides
What further you wll do.
HECTOR. We'll answer it:
The issue is enbracenent. A ax, farewell.
AJAX. If | mght in entreaties find success,
As seld | have the chance, | would desire
My fanpbus cousin to our Grecian tents.
DI OMEDES. 'Tis Aganmemmon's wi sh; and great Achilles
Doth long to see unarmid the valiant Hector.
HECTOR. Aeneas, call ny brother Troilus to ne,
And signify this loving interview
To the expecters of our Troyan part;
Desire them honme. G ve ne thy hand, ny cousin;
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| will go eat with thee, and see your knights.
AGAMEMNON and the rest of the G eeks come forward

AJAX. Great Aganemmon cones to neet us here.
HECTOR. The worthiest of themtell ne nane by nane;

But for Achilles, my own searching eyes

Shall find himby his large and portly size.
AGAMEMNON. Worthy all arns! as wel cone as to one

That would be rid of such an eneny.

But that's no wel cone. Understand nore clear,

What's past and what's to cone is strew d with husks

And fornml ess ruin of oblivion;

But in this extant nonent, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely fromall holl ow bias-draw ng,

Bids thee with nost divine integrity,

From heart of very heart, great Hector, wel cone.
HECTOR | thank thee, nobst inperious Aganemmon.
AGAVMEMNON. [To Troilus] My well-famd lord of Troy, no

| ess to you.
MENELAUS. Let nme confirmny princely brother's greeting.

You brace of warlike brothers, welcone hither.
HECTOR. Who nust we answer ?

AENEAS. The nobl e Menel aus.
HECTOR. O you, ny lord? By Mars his gauntlet, thanks!

Mock not that | affect the untraded oath;

Your quondam w fe swears still by Venus' gl ove.

She's wel |, but bade nme not commrend her to you.
MENELAUS. Name her not now, sir; she's a deadly thene.
HECTOR. O pardon; | offend.

NESTOR. | have, thou gallant Troyan, seen thee oft,

Labouring for destiny, make cruel way

Through ranks of Greekish youth; and | have seen thee,

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygi an steed,

Despi sing many forfeits and subduenents,

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' th' air,

Not letting it decline on the declined;

That | have said to sone ny standers-by

"Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life!'

And | have seen thee pause and take thy breath,

When that a ring of Geeks have hemmid thee in,

Li ke an A ynpian westling. This have | seen;

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel,

| never saw till now. | knew thy grandsire,

And once fought with him He was a sol di er good,

But, by great Mars, the captain of us all,

Never |ike thee. O Ilet an old nman enbrace thee;

And, worthy warrior, welconme to our tents.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/tc.html (71 of 94)4/11/2005 8:57:07 AM



William Shakespeare: Troilus and Cressida

AENEAS. 'Tis the old Nestor
HECTOR. Let nme enbrace thee, good old chronicle,
That hast so long wal k'd hand in hand with tine.
Most reverend Nestor, | amglad to clasp thee.
NESTOR. | would ny arnms could natch thee in contention
As they contend with thee in courtesy.
HECTOR. | woul d they coul d.

NESTOR. Ha!
By this white beard, 1'd fight with thee to-norrow
Well, welcone, welcone! | have seen the tine.

ULYSSES. | wonder now how yonder city stands,
Wen we have here her base and pillar by us.
HECTOR. | know your favour, Lord U ysses, well.
Ah, sir, there's many a G eek and Troyan dead,
Since first I saw yourself and D oned
In Ilion on your G eekish enbassy.
ULYSSES. Sir, | foretold you then what woul d ensue.
My prophecy is but half his journey yet;
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,
Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds,
Must kiss their own feet.
HECTOR | must not believe you.
There they stand yet; and nodestly | think
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost
A drop of Grecian blood. The end crowns all
And that old common arbitrator, Tine,
WIIl one day end it.
ULYSSES. So to himwe | eave it.
Most gentle and nost valiant Hector, welcone.
After the General, | beseech you next
To feast with nme and see nme at ny tent.
ACHI LLES. | shall forestall thee, Lord U ysses, thoul!
Now, Hector, | have fed m ne eyes on thee;
| have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector,
And quoted joint by joint.
HECTOR Is this Achilles?
ACHI LLES. | am Achilles.
HECTOR. Stand fair, | pray thee; let ne | ook on thee.
ACHI LLES. Behold thy fill.
HECTOR. Nay, | have done al ready.
ACHI LLES. Thou art too brief. I wll the second tine,
As | would buy thee, viewthee linb by |inb.
HECTOR. O |ike a book of sport thou'lt read ne o' er;
But there's nore in ne than thou understand' st.
Why dost thou so oppress ne with thine eye?
ACHI LLES. Tell nme, you heavens, in which part of his body
Shall 1 destroy hin? Wether there, or there, or there?
That | may give the |ocal wound a nane,
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And make distinct the very breach whereout
Hector's great spirit flew Answer ne, heavens.
HECTOR It would discredit the blest gods, proud nan,
To answer such a question. Stand again.
Think'st thou to catch ny Iife so pleasantly
As to prenom nate in nice conjecture
Where thou wilt hit nme dead?
ACHI LLES. | tell thee yea.
HECTOR. Wert thou an oracle to tell ne so,
|"d not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well;

For 1'lIl not kill thee there, nor there, nor there;
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his hel m
"1l kill thee everywhere, yea, o' er and o'er.

You wi sest G ecians, pardon ne this brag.
Hi s insol ence draws folly fromny |ips;
But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words,
O may | never-
AJAX. Do not chafe thee, cousin;
And you, Achilles, let these threats al one

Till accident or purpose bring you to't.
You nmay have every day enough of Hector,
| f you have stomach. The general state, | fear,

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him
HECTOR. | pray you let us see you in the field;
We have had pelting wars since you refus'd
The Grecians' cause.
ACHI LLES. Dost thou entreat nme, Hector?
To-norrow do | neet thee, fell as death;
To-night all friends.
HECTOR. Thy hand upon that natch.
AGAMEMNON. First, all you peers of Greece, go to ny tent;
There in the full convive we; afterwards,
As Hector's |eisure and your bounties shall
Concur together, severally entreat him
Beat | oud the tanbourines, |let the trunpets bl ow,
That this great soldier may his wel cone know.
Exeunt all but TRO LUS
and ULYSSES
TRO LUS. My Lord Uysses, tell nme, | beseech you,
In what place of the field doth Cal chas keep?
ULYSSES. At Menel aus' tent, nost princely Troilus.
There Dioned doth feast with himto-night,
Who neither | ooks upon the heaven nor earth,
But gives all gaze and bent of anorous view
On the fair Cressid.
TRO LUS. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so nuch,
After we part from Aganmemmon's tent,
To bring nme thither?
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ULYSSES. You shall command ne, sir.
As gentle tell me of what honour was
This Cressida in Troy? Had she no | over there
That wails her absence?
TROLUS. O sir, to such as boasting show their scars
A nock is due. WIIl you walk on, ny |ord?
She was belov'd, she lov'd; she is, and doth;
But still sweet love is food for fortune's
t oot h. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE 1.
The Grecian canp. Before the tent of ACHI LLES

Ent er ACHI LLES and PATROCLUS

ACHI LLES. 1'Il heat his blood with G eekish w ne to-
ni ght,
VWhich with nmy scimtar |1'll cool to-norrow

Patroclus, let us feast himto the height.
PATROCLUS. Here cones Thersites.

Ent er THERSI TES

ACHI LLES. How now, thou core of envy!
Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news?
THERSI TES. Way, thou picture of what thou seenest, and
i dol of
i di ot worshippers, here's a letter for thee.
ACHI LLES. From whence, fragnent?
THERSI TES. Wiy, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.
PATROCLUS. Who keeps the tent now?
THERSI TES. The surgeon's box or the patient's wound.
PATROCLUS. Well said, Adversity! and what needs these
tricks?
THERSI TES. Prithee, be silent, boy; | profit not by thy
tal k; thou
art said to be Achilles' male varlet.
PATROCLUS. Mal e varlet, you rogue! Wuat's that?
THERSI TES. Wiy, his mascul i ne whore. Now, the rotten
di seases of

the south, the guts-griping ruptures, catarrhs, |oads

o' gravel

in the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-
rotten

l'ivers, wheezing |lungs, bladders full of inposthune,
sci ati cas,

limekilns i' th' palm incurable bone-ache, and the

rivelled fee-
sinple of the tetter, take and take again such

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/tc.html (74 of 94)4/11/2005 8:57:07 AM



William Shakespeare: Troilus and Cressida

pr epost er ous
di scoveri es!
PATROCLUS. Wy, thou damabl e box of envy, thou, what
meanest thou
to curse thus?
THERSI TES. Do | curse thee?
PATROCLUS. Wy, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson
I ndi sti ngui shabl e cur, no.
THERSI TES. No! Wiy art thou, then, exasperate, thou idle
i mmat eri al
skein of sleid silk, thou green sarcenet flap for a
sore eye,
thou tassel of a prodigal's purse, thou? Ah, how the
poor world is
pest'red with such water-flies-dimnutives of nature!
PATROCLUS. Qut, gall!
THERSI TES. Fi nch egg!
ACHI LLES. My sweet Patroclus, | amthwarted quite
From ny great purpose in to-norrow s battle.
Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba,
A token from her daughter, ny fair |ove,
Both taxing nme and gaging nme to keep

An oath that | have sworn. | will not break it.
Fall G eeks; fail fame; honour or go or stay;
My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.

Come, conme, Thersites, help to trimnmny tent;

This night in banqueting nust all be spent.

Away, Patrocl us! Exi t
wi t h PATROCLUS

THERSI TES. Wth too nmuch blood and too little brain

these two nay

run mad; but, if with too nuch brain and to little
bl ood t hey do,

"1l be a curer of madnen. Here's Aganenmon, an honest
fell ow

enough, and one that |oves quails, but he has not so
much brain

as ear-wax; and the goodly transformation of Jupiter
there, his

brother, the bull, the primtive statue and oblique
menori al of

cuckolds, a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, hanging

at his

brother's leg-to what formbut that he is, should wt
| arded with

malice, and malice forced with wit, turn himto? To an
ass, were

not hing: he is both ass and ox. To an ox, were
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nothing: he is both

ox and ass. To be a dog, a nmule, a cat, a fitchew, a
toad, a

lizard, an owl, a put-tock, or a herring wthout a
roe, | would

not care; but to be Menelaus, | would conspire against
desti ny.

Ask me not what | would be, if | were not Thersites;
for | care

not to be the |ouse of a lazar, so | were not
Menel aus. Hey- day!

sprites and fires!

Enter HECTOR, TRO LUS, AJAX, AGAMEMNCON, ULYSSES,
NESTOR, MENELAUS, and DI OVEDES, with |ights

AGAMEMNON. W go wong, we go W ong.
AJAX. No, yonder 'tis;

There, where we see the |ights.
HECTOR. | trouble you.
AJAX. No, not a whit.

Re-enter ACH LLES

ULYSSES. Here cones hinself to guide you.
ACHI LLES. Wl cone, brave Hector; welcone, Princes all.
AGAMEMNON. So now, fair Prince of Troy, | bid good night;
Aj ax commands the guard to tend on you.
HECTOR. Thanks, and good night to the G eeks' general.
MENELAUS. Good night, ny |ord.
HECTOR. Good ni ght, sweet Lord Menel aus.
THERSI TES. Sweet draught! ' Sweet' quoth 'a?
Sweet sink, sweet sewer!
ACHI LLES. Good ni ght and wel conme, both at once, to those
That go or tarry.
AGAMEMNON. Good ni ght .
Exeunt AGAMEMNON
and MENELAUS
ACHI LLES. O d Nestor tarries; and you too, D oned,
Keep Hector conpany an hour or two.
DI OVEDES. | cannot, lord; | have inportant business,
The tide whereof is now Good night, great Hector.
HECTOR. G ve ne your hand.
ULYSSES. [Aside to TRO LUS] Follow his torch; he goes to
Cal chas' tent; 1'll keep you conpany.
TRO LUS. Sweet sir, you honour nme.
HECTOR. And so, good ni ght.
Exit DI OVEDES; ULYSSES and
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TRA LUS fol | owi ng
ACHI LLES. Cone, cone, enter ny tent.
Exeunt all
but THERSI TES
THERSI TES. That sane Dioned' s a fal se-hearted rogue, a
nost unj ust

knave; | will no nore trust himwhen he |eers than
will a

serpent when he hisses. He will spend his nouth and
prom se, |ike

Brabbl er the hound; but when he perforns, astrononers
foretell

it: it is prodigious, there will come sone change; the
sun

borrows of the noon when D oned keeps his word. | wll
r at her

| eave to see Hector than not to dog him They say he
keeps a

Troyan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' tent. ['l|
after.

Not hi ng but | echery! Al incontinent
var | et s! Exi t

ACT V. SCENE 2.
The Grecian canp. Before CALCHAS tent

Ent er DI OVEDES

Dl OVEDES. What, are you up here, ho? Speak

CALCHAS. [Wthin] Who calls?

DI OVEDES. Di oned. Cal chas, | think. Were's your
daught er ?

CALCHAS. [Wthin] She cones to you.

Enter TRA LUS and ULYSSES, at a distance; after them
THERSI TES

ULYSSES. Stand where the torch may not di scover us.
Ent er CRESSI DA

TRO LUS. Cressid conmes forth to him
DI OVEDES. How now, ny char ge!
CRESSI DA. Now, ny sweet guardian! Hark, a word with you.
[ Whi sper s]
TRO LUS. Yea, so famliar!
ULYSSES. She will sing any man at first sight.
THERSI TES. And any man may sing her, if he can take her
cliff;
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she' s not ed.
DI OVEDES. W I I you renenber?
CRESSI DA. Renenber ? Yes.
DI OVEDES. Nay, but do, then;
And |l et your mnd be coupled with your words.
TRO LUS. What shall she renenber?
ULYSSES. Li st!
CRESSI DA. Sweet honey Greek, tenpt ne no nore to folly.
THERSI TES. Roguery!
DI OVEDES. Nay, then-
CRESSIDA. I'lIl tell you what-
Dl OVEDES. Fo, fo! cone, tell a pin; you are a forsworn-
CRESSIDA. In faith, I cannot. What would you have ne do?
THERSI TES. A juggling trick, to be secretly open.
Dl OVEDES. What did you swear you woul d bestow on ne?
CRESSIDA. | prithee, do not hold ne to m ne oath;
Bid ne do anything but that, sweet G eek.
DI OVEDES. Good ni ght.
TRAO LUS. Hol d, patience!
ULYSSES. How now, Troyan!
CRESSI DA. Di oned!
DI OMEDES. No, no, good night; 1'll be your fool no nore.
TRO LUS. Thy better nust.
CRESSI DA. Hark! a word in your ear.
TRO LUS. O pl ague and madness!
ULYSSES. You are noved, Prince; let us depart, | pray,
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself
To wathful terns. This place is dangerous;
The time right deadly; | beseech you, go.
TRO LUS. Behold, | pray you.
ULYSSES. Nay, good ny lord, go off;
You flow to great distraction; come, ny |ord.
TRO LUS. | prithee stay.
ULYSSES. You have not patience; cone.
TRO LUS. | pray you, stay; by hell and all hell's
torments,
| wll not speak a word.
DI OVEDES. And so, good ni ght.
CRESSI DA. Nay, but you part in anger.
TRO LUS. Doth that grieve thee? Ow thered truth!
ULYSSES. How now, ny | ord?
TRO LUS. By Jove, | will be patient.
CRESSI DA. CGuardi an! Wiy, G eek!
DI OMEDES. Fo, fo! adieu! you palter.
CRESSIDA. In faith, I do not. Cone hither once again.
ULYSSES. You shake, ny lord, at sonething; wll you go?
You wi || break out.
TRO LUS. She strokes his cheek.
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ULYSSES. Cone, cone.

TRO LUS. Nay, stay; by Jove, | will not speak a word:
There is between ny will and all offences
A guard of patience. Stay a little while.

THERSI TES. How the devil luxury, with his fat runp and

pot at o

finger, tickles these together! Fry, lechery, fry!

Dl OVEDES. But will you, then?

CRESSIDA. In faith, I wll, lo; never trust ne el se.
Dl OVEDES. G ve ne sone token for the surety of it.
CRESSIDA. I'lIl fetch you

one. Exi t

ULYSSES. You have sworn patience.

TRO LUS. Fear ne not, ny lord;
| wll not be nyself, nor have cognition
O what | feel. | amall patience.

Re- ent er CRESSI DA

THERSI TES. Now t he pl edge; now, now, now
CRESSI DA. Here, Dioned, keep this sleeve.
TRAO LUS. O beauty! where is thy faith?
ULYSSES. My | ord!
TROLUS. | will be patient; outwardly I wll.
CRESSI DA. You | ook upon that sleeve; behold it well.
He lov'd ne-O fal se wench!-G ve't ne again.
DI OMEDES. Whose was't?
CRESSIDA. It is no matter, now | ha't again.
| will not neet with you to-norrow night.
| prithee, Dionmed, visit me no nore.
THERSI TES. Now she sharpens. Well said, whetstone.
DI OMEDES. | shall have it.
CRESSI DA. What, this?
DI OMEDES. Ay, that.
CRESSI DA. O all you gods! O pretty, pretty pledge!
Thy master now lies thinking on his bed
O thee and ne, and sighs, and takes ny gl ove,
And gives nenorial dainty kisses to it,
As | kiss thee. Nay, do not snatch it from ne;
He that takes that doth take my heart wthal.
DI OVEDES. | had your heart before; this follows it.
TRO LUS. | did swear patience.
CRESSI DA. You shall not have it, Dionmed; faith, you
shal | not;
"1l give you sonething el se.
DIOVEDES. | will have this. Whose was it?
CRESSIDA. It is no matter.
DI OVEDES. Cone, tell ne whose it was.
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CRESSI DA. ' Twas one's that lov'd nme better than you will.
But, now you have it, take it.
DI OVEDES. \Whose was it?
CRESSIDA. By all Diana's waiting wormen yond,
And by herself, I will not tell you whose.
DI OMEDES. To-nmorrow will | wear it on ny helm
And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it.
TRO LUS. Wert thou the devil and wor'st it on thy horn,
It should be challeng' d.
CRESSI DA. Well, well, "tis done, '"tis past; and yet it
IS not;
| wll not keep ny word.
DI OVEDES. Wiy, then farewel | ;
Thou never shalt nock Di oned agai n.
CRESSI DA. You shall not go. One cannot speak a word
But it straight starts you.
DI OVEDES. | do not like this fooling.
THERSI TES. Nor |, by Pluto; but that that |ikes not you
Pl eases ne best.
DI OMEDES. What, shall | come? The hour-
CRESSI DA. Ay, cone-O Jove! Do cone. | shall be plagu'd.
Dl OVEDES. Farewel |l till then.
CRESSI DA. Good night. | prithee cone.
Exit DI OVEDES
Troilus, farewell! One eye yet | ooks on thee;
But with ny heart the other eye doth see.
Ah, poor our sex! this fault in us I find,
The error of our eye directs our m nd.
What error |leads nust err; O then concl ude,
M nds sway'd by eyes are full of

t ur pi t ude. Exi t
THERSI TES. A proof of strength she could not publish
nor e,

Unl ess she said "My mind is now turn'd whore.'
ULYSSES. All's done, ny | ord.
TROLUS. It is.
ULYSSES. Wiy stay we, then?
TRO LUS. To neke a recordation to ny sou
O every syll able that here was spoke.
But if I tell how these two did coact,
Shall 1 not lie in publishing a truth?
Sith yet there is a credence in ny heart,
An esperance so obstinately strong,
That doth invert th' attest of eyes and ears;
As if those organs had deceptious functions
Created only to cal ummi ate.
Was Cressid here?
ULYSSES. | cannot conjure, Troyan.
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TRO LUS. She was not, sure.
ULYSSES. Mbst sure she was.
TRO LUS. Wiy, ny negation hath no taste of nmadness.
ULYSSES. Nor mine, ny lord. Cressid was here but now.
TRO LUS. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood.

Thi nk, we had nothers; do not give advant age

To stubborn critics, apt, wthout a theneg,

For depravation, to square the general sex

By Cressid's rule. Rather think this not Cressid.
ULYSSES. What hath she done, Prince, that can soil our

not her s?
TRO LUS. Nothing at all, unless that this were she.
THERSI TES. WII 'a swagger hinself out on's own eyes?

TRA LUS. This she? No; this is Dioned s Cressida.
| f beauty have a soul, this is not she;
| f souls guide vows, if vows be sancti noni es,
| f sanctinony be the god's delight,
|f there be rule in unity itself,
This was not she. O madness of discourse,
That cause sets up wth and against itself!
Bifold authority! where reason can revolt
Wt hout perdition, and | oss assunme all reason
Wthout revolt: this is, and is not, Cressid.
Wthin nmy soul there doth conduce a fight
O this strange nature, that a thing inseparate
Di vides nore wider than the sky and earth;
And yet the spacious breadth of this division
Admts no orifex for a point as subtle
As Ariachne's broken woof to enter.
| nstance, O instance! strong as Pluto's gates:
Cressid is mne, tied with the bonds of heaven.
| nstance, O instance! strong as heaven itself:
The bonds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and | oos'd;
And wi th anot her knot, five-finger-tied,
The fractions of her faith, orts of her |ove,
The fragnents, scraps, the bits, and greasy relics
O her o' er-eaten faith, are bound to D oned.
ULYSSES. May worthy Troilus be half-attach'd
Wth that which here his passion doth express?
TRO LUS. Ay, Geek; and that shall be divul ged well
In characters as red as Mars his heart
Inflamld wth Venus. Never did young man fancy
Wth so eternal and so fix'd a soul.
Hark, G eek: as nmuch as |I do Cressid |ove,
So much by weight hate |I her D oned.
That sleeve is mne that he'll bear on his helm
Were it a casque conpos'd by Wul can's skil
My sword should bite it. Not the dreadful spout
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Wi ch shi pnen do the hurricano call,
Constring'd in mass by the al m ghty sun,
Shall dizzy with nore cl anour Neptune's ear
In his descent than shall my pronpted sword
Falling on D oned.

THERSI TES. He'll tickle it for his concupy.

TRO LUS. O Cressid! Ofalse Cressid! false, false, false!
Let all untruths stand by thy stained nane,
And they'l|l seem gl ori ous.

ULYSSES. O, contain yourself;
Your passion draws ears hither.

Ent er AENEAS

AENEAS. | have been seeking you this hour, ny |ord.
Hector, by this, is armng himin Troy;
Aj ax, your guard, stays to conduct you hone.

TRO LUS. Have wth you, Prince. My courteous |ord, adieu.

Fairwell, revolted fair!-and, D oned,
Stand fast and wear a castle on thy head.
ULYSSES. |I'll bring you to the gates.

TRO LUS. Accept distracted thanks.
Exeunt TRO LUS, AENEAS. and ULYSSES

THERSI TES. Wuld | could neet that rogue Dionmed! | would

croak I|ike

a raven; | would bode, | would bode. Patroclus wll
gi ve ne

anything for the intelligence of this whore; the
parrot will not

do nore for an alnond than he for a conmodi ous drab.
Lechery,

| echery! Still wars and | echery! Nothing el se hol ds
fashion. A

burni ng devil take
t hem Exi t

ACT V. SCENE 3.
Troy. Before PRIAM S pal ace

Ent er HECTOR and ANDROVACHE

ANDROVACHE. When was ny lord so nmuch ungently tenper'd
To stop his ears agai nst adnoni shnent ?
Unarm wunarm and do not fight to-day.

HECTOR. You train me to offend you; get you in.
By all the everlasting gods, 1'll go.

ANDROVACHE. My dreans will, sure, prove om nous to the
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day.
HECTOR. No nore, | say.

Ent er CASSANDRA

CASSANDRA. \Where is ny brother Hector?
ANDROVACHE. Here, sister, armd, and bloody in intent.
Consort wth ne in |loud and dear petition,
Pursue we hi mon knees; for | have dreant
O Dbl oody turbul ence, and this whol e night
Hat h not hi ng been but shapes and forns of slaughter.
CASSANDRA. O, 'tis true!
HECTOR. Ho! bid ny trunpet sound.
CASSANDRA. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet
br ot her!
HECTOR. Be gone, | say. The gods have heard ne swear.
CASSANDRA. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows;
They are polluted off'rings, nore abhorr'd
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.
ANDROVACHE. O, be persuaded! Do not count it holy
To hurt by being just. It is as |awful,
For we woul d give much, to use violent thefts
And rob in the behalf of charity.
CASSANDRA. It is the purpose that nakes strong the vow,
But vows to every purpose nust not hol d.
Unarm sweet Hector.
HECTOR. Hold you still, | say.
M ne honour keeps the weather of ny fate.
Life every man hol ds dear; but the dear man
Hol ds honour far nore precious dear than life.

Enter TRO LUS

How now, young man! Mean'st thou to fight to-day?
ANDROVACHE. Cassandra, call ny father to persuade.

CASSANDRA
HECTOR. No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy harness,
yout h;
| amto-day i' th' vein of chivalry.
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong,

And tenpt not yet the brushes of the war.
Unarm t hee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy,
"Il stand to-day for thee and ne and Troy.

TRO LUS. Brother, you have a vice of nercy in you
Wi ch better fits a lion than a nman.

HECTOR. What vice is that, good Troilus?
Chide nme for it.
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TRO LUS. When many tines the captive Gecian falls,
Even in the fan and wi nd of your fair sword,
You bid themrise and |ive.
HECTOR. O 'tis fair play!
TRO LUS. Fool"s play, by heaven, Hector.
HECTOR. How now! how now
TRO LUS. For th' love of all the gods,
Let's leave the hermt Pity with our nother;
And when we have our arnours buckl ed on,
The venom d vengeance ride upon our swords,
Spur themto ruthful work, rein themfromruth!
HECTOR Fie, savage, fiel
TRA LUS. Hector, then '"tis wars.
HECTOR. Troilus, | would not have you fight to-day.
TRO LUS. Who should w thhold ne?
Not fate, obedi ence, nor the hand of Mars
Beck' ning with fiery truncheon ny retire;
Not Prianmus and Hecuba on knees,
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears;
Nor you, ny brother, with your true sword drawn,
Oppos' d to hinder ne, should stop ny way,
But by ny ruin.

Re- ent er CASSANDRA, wi th PRI AM

CASSANDRA. Lay hold upon him Priam hold himfast;
He is thy crutch; nowif thou | ose thy stay,
Thou on himleaning, and all Troy on thee,
Fall all together.

PRI AM Cone, Hector, come, go back.
Thy wife hath dreant; thy nother hath had visions;
Cassandra doth foresee; and | nyself
Am | i ke a prophet suddenly enrapt
To tell thee that this day is om nous.
Therefore, cone back.

HECTOR. Aeneas is a-field;
And | do stand engag'd to many G eeks,
Even in the faith of valour, to appear
This norning to them

PRI AM Ay, but thou shalt not go.

HECTOR. | must not break ny faith.
You know ne dutiful:; therefore, dear sir,
Let ne not shanme respect; but give ne | eave
To take that course by your consent and voice
Whi ch you do here forbid nme, royal Priam

CASSANDRA. O Priam yield not to him

ANDROVACHE. Do not, dear father.

HECTOR. Andronmache, | am offended wth you.
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Upon the | ove you bear ne, get you in.
Exit
ANDROVACHE
TRO LUS. This foolish, dream ng, superstitious girl
Makes all these bodenents.
CASSANDRA. O, farewel |, dear Hector!
Look how thou diest. Look how thy eye turns pale.
Look how thy wounds do bl eed at nmany vents.
Har k how Troy roars; how Hecuba cries out;
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth;
Behol d di straction, frenzy, and anazenent,
Like witless antics, one anot her neet,
And all cry, Hector! Hector's dead! O Hector
TRO LUS. Away, away!
CASSANDRA. Farewel | !-yet, soft! Hector, | take ny |eave.
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy

decei ve. Exit
HECTOR. You are amaz'd, ny |liege, at her exclaim
G in, and cheer the town; we'll forth, and fight,

Do deeds worth praise and tell you them at night.
PRIAM Farewell. The gods with safety stand about theel
Exeunt severally PRI AM and
HECTOR. Al arumns
TRO LUS. They are at it, hark! Proud D oned, believe,
| cone to lose ny armor win ny sleeve.

Ent er PANDARUS

PANDARUS. Do you hear, ny lord? Do you hear?
TRO LUS. What now?
PANDARUS. Here's a letter cone fromyond poor girl.
TRO LUS. Let ne read.
PANDARUS. A whoreson tisick, a whoreson rascally tisick
so troubles
me, and the foolish fortune of this girl, and what one
t hi ng,
what another, that | shall |eave you one o' th's days;
and | have
a rheumin mne eyes too, and such an ache in ny bones
t hat
unless a man were curs'd | cannot tell what to think
on't. What
says she there?
TRO LUS. Words, words, nmere words, no matter fromthe
heart;
Th' effect doth operate another way.
[ Tearing
the letter]
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Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together.
My love with words and errors still she feeds,
But edifies another with her deeds.
Exeunt severally
ACT V. SCENE 4.
The plain between Troy and the G ecian canp

Ent er THERSI TES. Excur si ons

THERSI TES. Now t hey are cl apper-claw ng one anot her;

"1l go | ook

on. That dissenbling abom nable varlet, D oned, has
got that sane

scurvy doting foolish young knave's sl eeve of Troy
there in his

helm | would fain see them neet, that that sanme young
Troyan ass

that | oves the whore there m ght send that G eekish
whor emasterly

villain with the sl eeve back to the dissenbling
| uxurious drab of

a sleeve-less errand. A th' t'other side, the policy

of those

crafty swearing rascal s-that stale old nouse-eaten dry
cheese,

Nestor, and that sane dog-fox, U ysses -is not prov'd
worth a

bl ackberry. They set ne up, in policy, that nongrel
cur, A ax,

agai nst that dog of as bad a kind, Achilles; and now
is the cur,

Aj ax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm
t o- day;

wher eupon the Grecians begin to proclai mbarbarism
and policy

grows into an ill opinion.

Enter DI OVEDES, TRO LUS fol |l ow ng

Soft! here comes sl eeve, and t' other.

TRO LUS. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the river Styx
| would swmafter.

DI OMEDES. Thou dost m scall retire.
| do not fly; but advantageous care
Wthdrew me fromthe odds of nultitude.
Have at thee.

THERSI TES. Hol d thy whore, G ecian; now for thy whore,
Troyan-now t he sl eeve, now t he sl eeve!
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Exeunt TRO LUS and
DI OMEDES fi ghti ng

Ent er HECTOR

HECTOR. What art thou, Geek? Art thou for Hector's
mat ch?
Art thou of bl ood and honour ?
THERSI TES. No, no-I ama rascal; a scurvy railing knave;

a very
filthy rogue.
HECTOR. | do believe thee.
Li ve. Exi t
THERSI TES. God-a-nercy, that thou wilt believe ne; but a
pl ague
break thy neck for frighting nme! Wat's becone of the
wenchi ng

rogues? | think they have swal |l owed one another. |
woul d | augh at

that mracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself.
"1l seek

t hem
Exi t

ACT V. SCENE 5.
Anot her part of the plain

Ent er DI OMEDES and A SERVANT

Dl OMEDES. Go, go, ny servant, take thou Troilus' horse;
Present the fair steed to ny | ady Cressid.
Fell ow, commend ny service to her beauty;
Tell her | have chastis'd the anprous Troyan,
And am her kni ght by proof.
SERVANT. | go, ny
| ord. Exi t

Ent er AGAMEMNON

AGAMEMNON. Renew, renew! The fierce Pol ydanus
Hat h beat down enon; bastard Margarel on
Hat h Doreus pri soner,
And stands col ossus-w se, waving his beam
Upon the pashed corses of the kings
Epi strophus and Cedi us. Polixenes is slain;
Amphi macus and Thoas deadly hurt;
Patroclus ta'en, or slain; and Pal anedes
Sore hurt and bruis'd. The dreadful Sagittary
Appal s our nunbers. Haste we, Di oned,
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To reinforcenent, or we perish all
Enter NESTOR

NESTOR. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles,
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax armfor shane.
There is a thousand Hectors in the field;
Now here he fights on Gal athe his horse,
And there | acks work; anon he's there afoot,
And there they fly or die, |ike scaled sculls
Bef ore the bel ching whale; then is he yonder,
And there the straw G eeks, ripe for his edge,
Fall down before himlike the nower's swath.
Here, there, and everywhere, he | eaves and t akes;
Dexterity so obeying appetite
That what he will he does, and does so nuch
That proof is call'd inpossibility.

Ent er ULYSSES

ULYSSES. O, courage, courage, courage, Princes! G eat
Achilles |Is arm ng, weeping, cursing, vOw ng vengeance.
Pat rocl us' wounds have rous'd his drowsy bl ood,
Together with his mangl ed Myrm dons,

That nosel ess, handl ess, hack'd and chipp'd, cone to
him Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend

And foans at nouth, and he is arnmid and at it,
Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day

Mad and fantastic execution,

Engagi ng and redeem ng of hinself

Wth such a careless force and forcel ess care

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning,

Bade himw n all.

Enter AJAX

AJAX. Troilus! thou coward
Troi | us! Exit
DI OVEDES. Ay, there, there.
NESTOR. So, so, we draw
t oget her. Exi t
Enter ACHI LLES

ACHI LLES. Wiere is this Hector?
Cone, cone, thou boy-queller, show thy face;
Know what it is to neet Achilles angry.
Hector! where's Hector? I will none but
Hect or . Exeunt
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ACT V. SCENE 6.
Anot her part of the plain

Enter AJAX
AJAX. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head.
Ent er DI OVEDES

Dl OVEDES. Troilus, | say! Were's Troilus?

AJAX. VWhat woul dst t hou?

DI OVEDES. | would correct him

AJAX. Were | the general, thou shoul dst have ny office
Ere that correction. Troilus, | say! Wat, Troil us!

Enter TRO LUS

TROLUS. Otraitor Dioned!' Turn thy false face, thou

traitor,
And pay thy life thou owest me for ny horse.

DI OMEDES. Ha! art thou there?

AJAX. I'"Il fight with him alone. Stand, D oned.

DIOVEDES. He is ny prize. | wll not | ook upon.

TRO LUS. Cone, both, you coggi ng G eeks; have at you

Exeunt

fighting

Ent er HECTOR

HECTOR. Yea, Troilus? O well fought, ny youngest
br ot her!

Enter ACH LLES

ACHI LLES. Now do | see thee, ha! Have at thee, Hector!
HECTOR. Pause, if thou wilt.
ACHI LLES. | do disdain thy courtesy, proud Troyan.
Be happy that ny arns are out of use;
My rest and negligence befriends thee now,
But thou anon shalt hear of ne again;
Till when, go seek thy
f ort une. Exit
HECTOR. Fare thee wel|.
| woul d have been much npbre a fresher nan,
Had | expected thee.

Re-enter TRA LUS
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How now, ny br ot her!
TRO LUS. Ajax hath ta'en Aeneas. Shall it be?
No, by the flane of yonder glorious heaven,
He shall not carry him 1'Il be ta' en too,
O bring himoff. Fate, hear ne what | say:
| reck not though thou end ny life to-
day. Exi t

Enter one i n arnour

HECTOR. Stand, stand, thou G eek; thou art a goodly narKk.

No? wilt thou not? I |ike thy arnmour well;
"Il frush it and unl ock the rivets al
But 1'll be naster of it. WIt thou not, beast, abide?
Wiy then, fly on; I'Il hunt thee for thy
hi de. Exeunt

ACT V. SCENE 7.
Anot her part of the plain

Enter ACHI LLES, with Myrm dons

ACHI LLES. Cone here about ne, you ny Myrm dons;

Mark what | say. Attend nme where | wheel
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath;
And when | have the bl oody Hector found,
Enpal e himw th your weapons round about;
In fellest manner execute your arns.
Follow nme, sirs, and my proceedi ngs eye.
It is decreed Hector the great nust

di e. Exeunt

Ent er MENELAUS and PARI'S, fighting; then THERSI TES

THERSI TES. The cuckol d and the cuckol d-maker are at it.

Now, bul |!

now, dog! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo! now ny doubl e-horn'd
Spartan! 'I oo,

Paris, 'loo! The bull has the ganme. Ware horns, ho!

Exeunt PARI S
and MENELAUS

Ent er MARGARELON

MARGARELON. Turn, slave, and fight.

THERSI TES. What art thou?

MARGARELON. A bastard son of Prianis

THERSI TES. | ama bastard too; | |ove bastards. | ama
bast ard
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begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mnd, bastard in
val our, in

everything illegitimate. One bear will not bite
anot her, and

wher ef ore shoul d one bastard? Take heed, the quarrel's
nost

omnous to us: if the son of a whore fight for a
whore, he tenpts

judgnment. Farewel |, bastard.
Exi t
MARGARELON. The devil take thee,
cowar d! Exi t
ACT V. SCENE 8.
Anot her part of the plain
Enter HECTOR
HECTOR. Most putrified core so fair wthout,
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life.
Now is ny day's work done; 1'll take good breath:
Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and deat h!
[ Di sar ns]

Enter ACHI LLES and his Myrm dons

ACHI LLES. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set;
How ugly night cones breathing at his heels;
Even with the vail and dark'ning of the sun,
To close the day up, Hector's life is done.
HECTOR. | amunarm d; forego this vantage, G eek
ACHI LLES. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man |
seek.
[ HECTOR
falls]
So, Ilion, fall thou next! Cone, Troy, sink down;
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.
On, Myrm dons, and cry you an anmin
"Achilles hath the m ghty Hector slain.
[A
retreat sounded]
Hark! a retire upon our Gecian part.
MYRM DON. The Troyan trunpets sound the like, my |ord.
ACHI LLES. The dragon wi ng of night o' erspreads the earth
And, stickler-like, the arm es separates.
My hal f-supp'd sword, that frankly would have fed,
Pleas'd with this dainty bait, thus goes to bed.
[ Sheat hes
hi s sword]
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Come, tie his body to ny horse's tail;
Along the field | will the Troyan
trail. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE 9.
Anot her part of the plain

Sound retreat. Shout. Enter AGAMEMNON, AJAX,
MENELAUS,
NESTOR, DI OVEDES, and the rest, marching

AGAMEMNON. Har k! hark! what shout is this?

NESTOR. Peace, druns!

SOLDIERS. [Wthin] Achilles! Achilles! Hector's slain.
Achi | | es!

Dl OVEDES. The bruit is Hector's slain, and by Achilles.

AJAX. If it be so, yet bragless let it be;
Great Hector was as good a man as he.

AGAMEMNON. March patiently along. Let one be sent
To pray Achilles see us at our tent.
If in his death the gods have us befriended;
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended.

ACT V. SCENE 10.
Anot her part of the plain

Enter AENEAS, PARI'S, ANTENOR, and DElI PHOBUS

AENEAS. Stand, ho! yet are we nmasters of the field.
Never go hone; here starve we out the night.

Enter TRO LUS

TRO LUS. Hector is slain.
ALL. Hector! The gods forbid!

TRAO LUS. He's dead, and at the murderer's horse's tail

In beastly sort, dragg' d through the shanmeful field.
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage wth speed.
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smle at Troy.
| say at once let your brief plagues be nercy,
And |inger not our sure destructions on.
AENEAS. My lord, you do disconfort all the host.
TRO LUS. You understand ne not that tell ne so.
| do not speak of flight, of fear of death,
But dare all inmnence that gods and nen
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone.
Who shall tell Priamso, or Hecuba?
Let himthat will a screech-ow aye be call'd
G into Troy, and say there 'Hector's dead.'
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There is a word will Priamturn to stone;

Make wells and Ni obes of the naids and w ves,

Col d statues of the youth; and, in a word,

Scare Troy out of itself. But, narch away,;

Hector is dead; there is no nore to say.

Stay yet. You vile abom nable tents,

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygi an plains,

Let Titan rise as early as he dare,

"1l through and through you. And, thou great-siz'd
cowar d,

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates;

'l haunt thee |ike a wi cked conscience still,

That noul deth goblins swift as frenzy's thoughts.

Strike a free march to Troy. Wth confort go;

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.

Ent er PANDARUS

PANDARUS. But hear you, hear you!
TRO LUS. Hence, broker-Ilackey. Ignom ny and shane
Pursue thy life and Iive aye with thy nane!
Exeunt al |
but PANDARUS
PANDARUS. A goodly nedicine for ny aching bones! worl d!
wor | d!' t hus
is the poor agent despis'd! traitors and bawds, how
earnestly are
you set a work, and how ill requited! Wiy shoul d our
endeavour be
so lov'd, and the performance so | oat hed? What verse
for it? Wat
instance for it? Let ne see-

Full merrily the hunbl e-bee doth sing
Till he hath lost his honey and his sting;
And being once subdu'd in arned trail
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted
cloths. As many as be here of pander's hall,

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall;

O, if you cannot weep, yet give sonme groans,
Though not for nme, yet for your aching bones.
Brethren and sisters of the hol d-door trade,

Some two nonths hence ny will shall here be nade.

It should be now, but that ny fear is this,

Some gal | ed goose of Wnchester woul d hiss.

Till then I'lIl sweat and seek about for eases,
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And at that tinme bequeath you ny
di seases. Exi t

2 i Renascence Editions
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