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TR OILLUS

"AND

CRESSTID A

INTRODUCTION.

THE great end of every dramais, or fbould be, in-
Srultion relifbed by amu‘ement 5 fo far as any producs
tien fails of this, it fails in walue. Fudsing finilarly 4

of Troilus and Creflida, i is a wery cenfurable effufion of
dramtic fancy; for except fome wery fine fentiments fiat-
tered up and dows, it is woid of the effintial requifites ;
éﬂa, charallers are fo oddly blended, the fecnes are fo
multiphied, and the plot fo very firangely wound up, that
ave thiuk it flands but a poor clance of giving either pablic
or private [atisfaction.

A2 . PR O-
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’

PROLOGUEH

IN Troy, therelies the feene.  From ifles of Greece
The princes orgillous, their high blood chaf’d,

Hawe to the port of Athens fent their fbips,

Fraught with the minifiers and infiruments

Of cruel war. Sixty and nine, that wore

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian day

Put forth toward Phrygia ; and their wow is made

To ranfack Troy : within whofe firong immures,

The ravif’d Helen, Menelaus’ gueen,

With aanton Paris fleeps; and that’s the quarrel.

7o Tenedos they come ;

And the deep-drawing barks do there difgorge

 Their avarlike fraughtage. Now om Dardan plains,

The frefb, and yet unbruifed, Greeks do pitch

Their brave fa'viliam. Priam’s fix-gated city,

(Dardan and Thymbria, Ilia, Chetas, Troian,

And Antenoridas) with mafly flaples,

And corre@aqﬁw and_ fulfilling bolts,

Sperrs up the fons of Troy.—

Now cxpedtation, tickling frittifb fpirits

On ome and other fide, Trojan and Greek,

Sets all on hazard :—And bither am I come,

A prologue arm’d ;—but not in confidence

Of autbor’s pens or aflor's woice 5 but fuited

In like condition as onr argument,~—a .

D0 tell you, fair beholders, that our play

Leaps o’er the waunt and firfillings of thofe brails:

Ginning i’ the middle, flarting thence away,

" Jo avhat may be digefled in a play.

Like, or find fault—do, as your pleafures are,

Now good, or bad, ’tis but the chance of war, ’

. A D R A-

¢ This Prologue, chiefly hiftorical, makes a neceflary, tho’
not powerful apology for taking up fo disjointed a fubje, as
that of the following drama; therc is a confiderable fhare of
poctical merit in this preamble.
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TROILUS
AND

CRESSIDA"

A C T. L
SCENE 1. Troy. Before Priam's Palace.

Enter Troilus arm’d; Pandarus following.

.

TrorLUS,

CALL here my varlet, I’ll unarm again
Why fhiould I war without the walls of Trop,
‘That find fuch cruel battle here within ?
Each Trojan, thatis mafter of his heart,
Let him to field ; Z7oilus, alas! hath none.
Pan. Will this geer ne’er be mended ?
Tro. The Greeks are ftrong, and fkilful to their ftrength,
Fierce to their fkill, and to their fiercenefs valiant ;
But I am weaker than a woman’s tear,
Tamer than fleep, fonder than ignorance ;

A4 i Lefs

* From fo grand an aflemblage of eminent charalters, as we
perceive in the drama of this play, fome tranfa@ions, fituations,
and fentiments, particularly interefting, may reafonably be ex-
pedted ; inveftigation will gratify, or ﬁcfeat our hopes.
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Lefs valiant than the virgin in the night,
And {xill-lefs as unpractis’d infancy *. ‘
Pan, Well, Ihave told you enough of this. For my
art, I’ll not meddle nor make no further. He that will
gave a cake out of the wheat, muift needs tarry the
- grinding. :
¢ Tro. Have I not tarried ?
““ Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you muft tarry the
“¢ boulting.
¢¢ Tro. Have I not tarried ?
¢ Pau. Ay, the boulting ; but you muft tarry the
¢¢ leavening. :
¢ Tro. Still have I tarried.
¢ Pan. Ay, tolcavening : but here’s yet in the word
- ®¢ hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, the
~ ““ heating of theoven, and the baking; nay, you muft
. ¢ {tay the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your
¢ lips. )
““ Tro. Patience herfelfy what goddefs €’er fhe be,
¢ Doth lefler blench at fufferance than I do.
¢¢ At Priam’s royal table do I fit ; ) o
¢¢ And when fair Creffid comes into my thoughts,
¢t 8o, traitor !—when fthe comes ! Wﬁen is fhe thence ?
¢¢ Pan. Well, fhe look’d yéfternight fairer than ever
¢ I faw herlook, or any woman elfe.
¢¢ Tro. I wasabout to tell thee, when my heart,
¢¢ As wedged with a figh,” would rive in twain, -
¢¢ Left Heftor or my fatier fhould perceive me, '
¢ 1 have (as when the fun doth light a ftorm)
¢¢ Buried this figh in wrinkle or a fmile : :
¢¢ But forrow, that is couch’d in feeming gladnefs,
¢¢ Is like that mirth fate turns to fudden fadnefs §.
¢ Pan. An her hair were not fomewhat darker than
$¢ Helen’s—Well, go to, there were no more comparifon
¢¢ between the women.—But, for my part, fhe is my
¢¢ kinfwoman ; I would not, as they term it, praifeher,
¢ but I would fomebody had heard her talk yefterday,
(13 as

4

® Troilus here finely defcribes himfelf, in' a far gone ftate of
amorous imbecillity. 3 . .,

+ There is infinite beauty and ftrength of expreffion in thip
paflage. i
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¢ as T did. I will not difpraife your fifter Cafandra’s

¢ wit ; but:

Tro. O Pandarus ! 1 tell thee, Pandarus,

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d ;
Reply not how many fathoms deep

They lie indrench’d. I tell thee, I am mad

In Crefid’s love. Thou anfwer'ft, fheis fair;
Pour’tt in the open ulcer of my heart

Her eyes, her hair; her cheek, her gait; her voice
Handleft in thy difcourfe :——O that her hand !

" In whofe comparifon all whites are ink

Writing their own reproach ; to whofe foft feizure

* The cignet’s down is harfh ‘and fpiritof fenfe
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou tel’ft me,
As true thou tell’ft me, when I fay, I love her;

But faying thus, inftead of oil and balm,

Thou lay’ft, in every gafh thatlove hath given me,
The knife that made it. ’

Pan. 1 {peak no more than truth.

Zro. Thou doft not fpeak fo much.

Pan. Faith, Fllnot meddle in’t. Let her be as the
is: if fhe be fair, ’tis the better for her ; an fhe be not,
the has the mends in her own hands.

Tro. Good Pandarus! how now, Pandarus ?

Pan. 1 have had my labour for my travel ; ill thought
on of her, and ill thought on of you: gone between
and between, but fmall thanks for my labour.

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with
me ?

Pan. Becaufe fhe is kin to me, therefore the’s not fo
fair as Helen : an{he were not kin to me, fhe would be
as fair on Friday, as Helenis on Sunday. But what care
I? Icare not, an fhe were a black-a-moor ; ’tis all one
to me. ' ' :

Tro. Say I, fhe is not fair ?

Pan. 1donot care whether you do orno. She’s a fool
to ftay behind her father. Let her to the Grees ;. and

Ag fo

* Such far-fancied allufions as this are peculiar to Shekefpeares
as he introduces and exprefles them, though ftrongiy tinged
witg‘hipcrbolc, they muft highly delight every intclligent
reader. -
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fo I'll tell her the next time I fee her.  For my part, 'l

meddle nor make no morein the matter.
Tro. Pandarus
Pan, Not I.
Tro. Sweet Pandarus————
Pan. Pray you fpeak no more to me. I will leave all

as I found it, and there’s an end.

[Exit Pandarus.  Alarums beard.
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude
founds !

-Fools on both fides !—Helen muft needs be fair,

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.

I cannot fight upon this argument;

It is too ftarv’d a fubjet for my fword.

But Pandarus——O gods ! how do you plague me !

I cannot come to Crefid, but by Pandar ;

And he’s as teachy to be woo’d to woo,

As fhe is flubborn chafte againft all fuit.

‘Tell me, Apolls, by thy Daphne’s love,

What Creffid is, what Pandar, and what we:

Her bed 13 Iudia; there fhe lies, a pearl :

Between our Jlium, and where fhe refides,

Let itbe call’d the wild and wand’ring flood ;

Ourfelf the merchant ; and this failing Pandar,

Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark *.

Other alarums. Enter ZKneas 1.

«Ene. How now, prince Troilus ? wherefore not a-

field ?

Tro. Becaufe not there. This woman’s anfwer forts,
For womanifh it is to be from thence. o
What news, £neas, from the field to-day ¢

Ane. That Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Tro. By whom, Eneas ? '

Lne. Troilus, by Menelaus.

Tro.

* Lovers are allowed ftrange flights, therefore this fpeech, -
hewever fanciful and extravagant, 1s far from being unnatural
-in the mouth of Troilus.

+ It is rather a pity our author thould bring on fuch a cha-
racker as Aneas, and give him fo flight a flare 1n the drama.

~

A
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Tro. Let Paris bleed : ’tis but a fcar to fcorn ;

Paris is gor’d with Menelaus® horn. [Alarams.
Ane. Hark, what good fport is outof town to-day !
Tro. Better at home, if avoald I might, were may—

But to the fport abroad ;—Are you bound thither ?
<Ene. In all {fwift hafte.
gro. Come, go we then together. [Exeunt.

SCENE l. e fame. A Street *.

Enter Creflida and Servant,

. Cre. Who were thofe went by ?
Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen.
- Cre. And whither go they ?

Ser. Up. to the eaftern tower,

Whofe height commands- as fubje all the vale,
‘To fee the fight. Hefor, whofe patience

Is as a virtue, fix’d, to-day was mov’d:

He chid Aadromache, and ftruck his armourer ;
And, like as there were hufbandry in war,
Before the fun rofe, he was harnefs’d light,
And to the field goes he ; wheré every flower

. Did, as a prophet, weep what it forefaw

In Heélor’s wrath +.

Cre. What was his caufe of anger?

Ser. The noife goes thus : there is among the Greeks
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hedor ;

They call him Ajax. .

Cre. Good ; and what of him ?

Serw, They fay he is a very man per fe, and ftands
alone. .

Cre. So do all men, unlefs they are drunk, fick, or
have no legs.

Ser. This man, lady, hath robb’d many beafts of their
-particular additions ; he is as valiant as the lion, churlith
as the bear, flow as the elephant : a man into whom na-

. . A6 ture

* If the play began here it would e as well, or, as we think,
better than with the preceeding fcene ; but that we fhould, in
that cafe, be lefs acquainted with the difpofition of Troilus.

t+ A moft beautiful idea this, to make even the vegctable

w;;rld weep for, and fympathize in the carnage and devallation
of war, ! :
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ture hath fo crowded humours, that his valour is cruthed
into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion : there is no
man hath a virtue, that he has not a glimpfe of ; nor
any man an attaint, but he carries fome ftain of ir, He
is melancholy without caufe, and merry againft the hair:
he hath the joints of every thing; but every thing fo -
out of joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands
and noufe ; or purblind Argus, all eyes and no fight *,

Cre. But how fhould this man that makes me Imile,
make Helor angry ? .

Ser. They fay, he yefterday cop’d Heftor in the battle,
and ftruck him down; the difdain and fhame whereof
hath ever fince kept Hefor fafting and waking,

Enter Pandarus,

Cre. Who comes here ?

Ser. Madam, your uncle Pardarus,
Cre. Heélor’s a gallant man.

Ser. As may be 1n the world, lady.
Pan, What’s that ? what’s that?

Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. -
Pan. Good morrow, coufin Crefid : what do you ta
of ? Good morrow, Alexander—How do you coufin?

when were you at Zhum?
Cre. 'This morning, uncle. . ‘
Pan. Whatwere you talking of, when I came ? Wag
Heflor arm’d and gone, ere you came to Jliwm ? Helew
was not up? was fhe ?
Cre. Hesor was gone, but Helen was not up.
Pan. E’en fo; Hedor was ftirring early.
Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger,
Pan. Was he angry ? '
Cre. Sohe fays here. C
. Pan. True, he was fo; Iknow the caufe tbo. He’ll
lay about him to-day, I can tell them that; and there’s
Troilus will not come far behind him : let themn take heed
of Troilus: 1 can tell them that too. c
. r€e

* This fpeech is replete with defcription admirably pictu-
refque ; exceedingly charaderiftic, and as pointed as any thing
we have ever met ; the allufions are very extenfive, but applied
in a mafterly and juftifiable manner,
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Cre. What, is he angry too ?

Pan. Who, Troilus, Troilusis the better man o’ the
two. - :

Cre. Oh, Fupiter! there’s no comparifon.

Pan. What, not between Jroiles and Heclor ? Do you
koow a man, if you fee him? -

Cre. Ay; if I ever faw him before, and knew him.

Pan. Well, 1 fay, Troilusis Troilus +.

¢¢ Cre. Then you fay as I fay; for I am fure he is
¢ not Hector. .

¢¢ Pan. No, nor Hedor is not Troilus, in fome de-
¢ grees. ) ! .

¢ Cre. *Tis juft to each of them. He is himfelf.

¢ Pan. Himfelf ? alas, poor Troilus! I would he
[ {3 were————

¢ Cre. Soheis. "

¢ Pan. — Condition I had gone bare-foot to Jndia.

¢ Cre. He is not Heor. .

¢ Pan, Himfelf? no, he’s not himfelf.—Would he *
- ¢¢ were himfelf! Well, the gods are above; time muft
¢ friend, of end. Well, T#o:lus, well, I would my heart
¢ were in her body !—No, Hefor is not a better man
¢ than Troilus. -
¢¢ Cre. Excufe me.
¢¢ Pan. He iselder.
¢ Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.
¢¢ Pan, The other’s not come to’t; you fhall tell me -
another tale, when the other’s come to’t. He%or-
thall not have his wit this year. .
¢¢ Cre. He fhall not need it, if he have his own.
¢¢ Pan. Nor his qualities. :
¢¢ Cre. No matter,
¢¢ Pan.-Nor his beauty. ,
¢ Cre. *Twould not become him ; his own’s better.
¢¢ Pan. You have no judgment, niece. Helen her-
felf fwere the other day, that 7rei/us for a brown fa-
vour (for fo 'tis, I muft confefs)—Not brown neither—
¢¢ Cre. No, but brown, |

-~

" n

PS

<
[

-

¢ Pan.

t+ Al from this line we have prefumed to maik, as fitter to
be omitted thae retained.
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¢ Pan. Faith to fay truth, brown and not brown.

¢¢ Cre. Tofay the truth, true and not true.

¢¢ Pan, She prais’d his complexion above Paris.

¢¢ Cre. Why, Paris hath colour enough.

¢¢ Pan. So he has. .

¢¢ Cre. Then Troilus {hould have téo much: if fhe
prais’d him above, his complexion is higher than his;
he having colour enough, and the other higher, is too
flaming a praife for a good complexion. I had as
lieve Helcn’s golden tongue had commended Troilxs for
a copper nofe.

¢¢ Pan. I fwear to you, I think, Helen loves him bet-
ter than Paris, .

¢¢ Cre. Then fhe’s a merry Gree#, indeed. i
¢ Pan. Nay, Iam fure fthe does. She came to him
the other day into the compafs-window, and you know,
he has not paft three or four hairs on his chin,

¢¢ Cre. Indeed a tapfter’s arithmetic may foon bring
his particulars therein to a total, :

¢ Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will be with-

¢ in three pound lift as his brother Hecor.

¢¢ Cre. Is he foyoung a man, and foold a lifter ?
¢¢ Pan. But to prove to you that Helex loves him, fhe

-came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin.

¢¢ Cre. Funohave mercy ! How came it cloven ?

¢ Pan, Why, you know, ’tis dimpled. I think his
fmiling becomes him better than any man in all
Phrygia, : ' '
¢¢ Cre. Oh, he fmiles valiantly.

¢¢ Pan. Does he not ?

¢ Cre. O yes: an’twere a cloud in autumn. .
¢ Pan. Why, go to then: But to prove to yo
that Helen loves Troilus :
¢ Cre. Troilus wilt ftand to the proof, if you will
prove it fo.

¢ Pan. Troilus® why he efteems her no more than I
efteem an addle egg. | .

‘“ Cre. If you lovean addle egg, aswell as you love

¢¢ .n idle Lead, you would eat chickens i’ the fhell.

Pan.
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¢ Pan. T cannot-chufe but to laugh to think' how fhe
¢¢ tickled his chin; indeed, fhe has a marvellous white
¢¢ hand, I muft needs confefs.

¢¢ Cre. Without the rack,

¢¢ Pan. And fhe takes.upon her to fpy a white hair on
his chin.

‘¢ Cre. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. ‘

¢¢ Pan. But there was fuch laughing. Queen Hecnba
¢¢ laugh’d, that her eyes ran o’er. o

¢¢ Cre. with mill-ftones. )

¢¢ Pax. And Caffandra laugh’d.

¢ Cre. But there was more temperate fire under-the
¢¢ pot of her eyes : did her eyes run o’er too ?
¢¢ Pan. And Hedor laugh’d.
¢¢ Cre. At what was all this laughing ?
‘¢ Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen {pied on
Troilus’ chin. )
€€ Cre. An’t had been a green hair, I fhould have
¢¢ laugh’d too. :

¢ Pau. They laugh’d not fo much at the hair as at his
¢¢ pretty anfwer.

¢¢ Cre. What was his anfwer ?

'¢¢ Pan. Quoth fhe, here’s but one-and-fifty hairs on
*» your chin, and oneof them is white,
¢¢ Cre. This is her queftion.
¢¢ Pan. That’s true ; make no queftion of that. One-
and-fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white ; thatwhite
hair is my father, and all the reft are his fons. Fupiter !
¢¢ quoth fhe, which of thefe hairs is Paris, my hufband ?
¢¢ the fork’d one quoth he ; pluck it out and give it him.
¢¢ But there was fuch laughing, and Helen fo blufh’d,
¢ and }{’{zris fo chaf’d, and all the reft fo laugh’d, thas
¢¢ it paft. : :

¢ Cre. Solet it now; for it has been a great while
¢¢ going by. )

¢ Pan. Well, coufin, I told you a thing yefterday.
¢¢ Think on’t

¢ Cre. So 1 do.

¢ Pan. I'll be fworn ’tis true ; he will weep you, an
¢¢ “twere a man born in April.

4

(13
({3

¢ Cre.
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¢¢ Cre. And I’ll {pring up in his tears, an ’twere a net-

¢ tle againft May. o [Retreat heard.
" Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : -fhall we
ftand up here and fee them, as they pafs towards Zlixm ?
Good niece, do : fweet niece Crefida.

Cre. At your pleafure.

Pan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place; here we
may fee moft bravel[v). Il tell Zou them, all by their
names as they pafs by ; but mark 70//us above the reft.

Flourifh Enter certain Troops, and pafs over
. Zneas with them,

" Cre. Speak not fo loud.
Pan. That’s Zneas ; is not that a brave man ? he’s
one of the flowers of 7rey, I can tell you; but mark
Troilus 3 you fhall fee anon. ‘
Cre. Who'’s that ?

. Antenor paffes over.

Pan. That’s Antenor; he has a fhrewd wit, I can
tell you ; and he’s 2 man good enough : he’s one o’ the
foundeft judgment in 7rgy, whofoever; and a proper
man of perfon. When comes Troilus ? I'll thew you
Troilus anon : if he fee me, you thall fee him nod at me.-

Cre. Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You fhall fee.

‘Cre. If hedo, the rich fhall have more.

He&or paffes over.

Pan. That's Hedor, that, that, look you, that.
There’s a fellow! Go thy way, Hefor! there’s a brave
man, niece. O brave Hedor! look, how he looks!
there’s a countenance ! is’t not a brave man ?

Cre. O abrave man'!

Pan. Ishe not? it does a man’s heart good—Look
you, what hacks are on his helmet ; Jook you yonder,
do you fee ? look you there ! there’s no jefting ; there’s
laying on, take’t off who will, as they fay : there be hacks!

Cre. Be thofe with fwords ?

" Pan. Swords ? any thing he cares not. An the devil’
come to him, it’s all one.. By godflid, it does one’s
heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris:

look
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Paris paffes over.
look ye yonder, niece, is’t not a gallant man too, is’t
not ? Why, this is bragve now. Who faid he came home
hurt to-day ? he's not hurt: why, this will do Helen’s
heart good now, ha? *Would I could fee 7reilus now !
_you fhall fee Troilus anon. '
Cre. Who's that ?

Helenus pafes ower.

Pan. That’s Helenus. 1 marvel where Troilus ise
That’s Helenus :—1 think he went not forth to-day.—
That's Helenus. '

Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle? .

Pan. Helenns ! no—yes, he’ll fight indifferent well =
—I marvel where Troilus is! hark; do you not hear
the people cry Tro‘lus? Helenus is a prieit. '

Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder ?

Troilus pafes over. .

- Pan. Where! yonder? that’s Deiphobus. *Tis Troi-
Ias; there’s a man, niece !—Ilem !—Brave #roilus !/ the
rince of chivalry !
Cre. Peace, for fhame, peace! _
Pan. Mark him; note him : O brave Troilus! look
well upon him, niece; look you, how his fword is
bloodied, and his helm more hack’d than Hef?or’s ; and
how he looks, and how he goes! O admirable youth!
he ne’er faw three-and-twenty. Go'thy way, Troilus,,
go thy way: had Ta fifter were a grace, or a daughter a
goddefs, ‘he fhould take his choice. O admirable man !
Paris ?—Paris is dirt to him; and, I warrant, Helen
to change *-would give an eye to boot.
¢ Other Troaps pafs over.
¢ Cre. Here come more.
« Pam. Affes, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff
¢ and bran! porridge after meat! I could live.and die
¢« i’ the eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, ne’er look; the

* There is no doubt but Shakefpeare meant Pandarus as a cha~
ra&er of humour, but it is in a verypeculiar ftile, and requires
very extraordinary talents to perfonate him exact to the au-
thor’s intention. : : -

¢ eagles
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eagles are gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws.
I had rather be fuch a man as Troilus, than dgamem-
non and all Greece. 4
¢¢ Cre. There is among the Greeks, Achilles ; a better
man than Zroilus,
¢ Pan. Achilles ? a dray-man, a er, a very camel.
¢ Cre. Well, well.. y port i
¢¢ Pan. Well, well :—why, have you any difcretion ?
have you any eyes ? Do you know what a man is ?
Is not birth, beauty, good fhape, difcourfe, man-
hood, learning, gentlenefs, virtue, youth, liberality, .
and fo forth, the fpice and falt that {eafon a man ?
¢ Cre. Ay, a minc’d man: and then to be bak'd °
with no date in the pye, for then the man’s date is'

‘¢ out,
¢ Pan. You are fuch a woman, one knows not at
what ward you lie. .
¢ Cre. Upon my back -to defend my belly ; upon
my wit to defend my wiles ; upon my fecrecy to de-
fend mine honefty ;* my matk to defend my beauty 3
and you to defend all thefe. At all thefe wards I
lie, and at a thoufand watches. '
¢¢ Pan. Say one of your watches,
¢¢ Cre. Nay, I’ll watch you for that, and that’s one.
of the chiefeft of them too : if I cannot ward what I
would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how
I took the blow ; unlefs it fwell paft hiding, and thea
it is paft watching. :
¢¢ Pan, You are fuch another.

¢ Enter Troilus’s Boy.

¢ Boy. Sir, my lord would inftantly fpeak with you.
¢¢ Pan. Where ? S

¢¢ Boy. At your own houfe; there he unarms him.
¢ Pan. Good boy tell him I come. [£xitBoy.} I
doubt he be hurt.”—Fare ye well, good niece.

. Cre. Adieu, uncle.,

Pan. Tl be with you, niece, by and by.

Cre. To bring, uncle— .

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. [Exit.

Cre. By the fame token, you are a bawd.— -
s ) . : " Words,
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Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s full facrifice,
He offers in another’s enterprize : ' ‘

But more in Trsilus a thoufand-fold I fee

Than in the glafs of Pandar’s praife may be:
Yet hold f off.  Women are angels, wooing;
- "Things won are done ; joy’s foul lies in the doing :
That the belov’d knows nought, that knows not this—
Men prize the thing ungain’d, more than it is,
That The was never yet, that ever knew
Love got fo fweet, as when defire did fue:
‘Therefore this maxim o:\;l‘f love I teach ;—
Atchiewement is, command; ungain’d, befeech.
Then-though my heart’s content firm love doth bear,
* Nothing of that fhall from mine eyes appear. ~ [Exit.

* SCENE III. T Grecian Camp, Before a Tent.

Euter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyfles, Menelaus, and
others.

Agam. Princes,
‘What grief hath fet the jaundice on your cheeks 2
The ample propofition, that hope makes
In all defigns begun on earth below,
Fails in the promis’d largenefs. Checks and difafters
Grow in the veins of altions higheft rear’d ;
As knots by the conflux of meeting fap
Infe& the found pine, and divert his grain
Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth.
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us,
‘That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo far,
That, after feven years fiege, yet Troy walls ftand ;
Sith every altion that hath gone before,
Whereof we have record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim,
And that unbodied figure of the thought

® It is again matter of doubt whether the picce would not
begin better here, than with the firft or fecond feene ; but for.
one reafon already eited.

+ The idca of particular concern of jaundicing the cheeks is
excellently conceived ; and all the fentiments in dgamemnon’s
mouth are pleafingly and ftrongly exprefled. - Th.v :

! 1hat
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That gave’t furmifed fhape. Why then, you princes,. -

Do you with cheeks abath’d behold our works ?

And think them fhame, which are, indeed, nought elfe

But the protractive trials of great Fove,

To find perfiftive conftancy in men ?

'The finenefs of which metal is not found

In fortune’s love : for then, the bold and coward,

" The wife and fool, the artift and unread, ,

‘The hard and foft, feem all affin’d and kin':

But in the wind and tempeft of her frown,

Diftin&tion with a broad and powerful fan,

Puffing at all, winnows the light away ;

And what hath mafs, or matter, by itfelf,

Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled.

" Ngf. With due obfervance of thy godlike feat,

Great dgamemnon, Neflor fhall apply '

Thy lateft words. In the reprootP of chance

Lies the true proof of men: the fea being fmooth,

How many fhallow bauble boats dare fail

Upon her patient breaft, making their way..

‘With thofe of nobler bulk ?

But let the ruffian BoFeas once enrage

‘The gentle Zbetis, and anon, behold,

"The {trong-ribb’d hark thro’ liquid mountains cut,

Bounding between the two moift elements,

Like Perfeus’ horfe.  Where’s then the faucy boat,

‘Whofe weak untimber’d fides but even now

Co-rival’d greatnefs ? either to harbour fled,

Or made a toaft for Neprane. Evén fo

Doth valour’s fhew and valour’s worth divide

In ftorms of fortune: for in her ray and brightnefs,

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize

Than by the tyger: but when fplitting winds

Make flexible the knees of knotted oaks,

And flies flee under fhade; why then the thing of

. courage,

As rowz’d with rage, with rage doth {ympathize;

And, with an accent tun’d in felf-fame key,

Returns to chiding fortune. ’

UlyJ. Agamemnon,

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece,

: Heart
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Heart of our numbers, foul, and only fpirit,
In whom the tempers and the minds of all
Should be fhut up, hear what Ulyfes fpeaks.
Befides the applaufe and approbation
The which—moft mighty for thy place and fway—
) [7o Agamemnon,
And thou, moft reverend, for thy ftretcht-out life—
‘ ‘ [7o Neftor,
1 give to both-your fpeeches : which are fuch,
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece
‘Should hold up high in brafs ; and fuch again,
© As venerable Neflor, hatch’d in filver.*,
Should with a bond of air (ftrong as the axle-tree
On which. heaven rides) knit all the Greekifh ears -
To his experienc’d tongue : yet let it pleafe both -
Thou great, and wife, to hear Ulyfles {peak, .
Agam. Speak, prince of thaca, and be’t of lefs expe®
That matter nced‘l)cfs, of importlefs burden, '
Divide thy lips; than we are confident,
When rank 7 berfites opes his maftiff jaws,
We fhall hear mufick, wit, and oracle. :
Ulyf: Troy, yet upon her bafis, had been down
And the great Heftor’s {word had lack’d a mafter,
But for thefe inftances. - .
The fpecialty of rule hath been negletted ;
. And, look, how many Grecian tents do ftand
Hollow upon this plain, fo many hollow fations.
When that the general is not like the hive,
‘To whom the foragers fhall all repair, =
What honey-is expetted ? Degree being vizarded,
The unworthieft fhews as fairly in the mafk. ‘
¢¢ The heavens themfelves, the planets, and this center,
¢¢ Obferve degree, priority, anf lace,
#¢ Infifture, courfe, proportion, {eafon, form,
¢¢ Office, and cuftom, in all line of order 4 :
¢ And therefore is the glorious planet, So/,
¢¢ In noble eminence enthron’d and fpher'd
¢¢ Amidft the other; whofe med’cinable eye
* Though Neffor is confefledly filvered with age, yet weknow
not how he can be faid to be baiched in filver, unlefs we form
the predi@ive idea of having been born to a ftate of longevity-.
+ The fubje& of fubordination is admirably delincated in
this fpeech. .
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¢ Correts the ill afpefts of planets evil,

¢ And pofts, like the commandment of a king,

¢ Sans check, to good and bad. But when the planets
¢ In evil mixture, to diforder wander,

¢ What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ?

¢ What raging of the fea? (haking of earth ?

¢ Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, hofrors,
s¢ Divert and crack, rend and deracinate

¢ The unity and martied calm of ftates

¢ Quite from their fixure ?”” Oh, when degree is fhak’d,
Which is the ladder to all high defigns,

‘The enterprize is fick! How could communities,
Degrees in fchaols, and brotherhoods in cities,

Peaceful commerce from dividable fhores,

The primogenjture, and.due of birth,

Prerogative of age, crowns, fcepters, laurels, . -
But by degree, ftand in authentic place?

¢¢ 'T'ake but degree away, untune that ftring, |

¢¢ And hark what difcord follows! each thing meets

¢¢ In meer oppugnancy : the bounded waters

¢¢ Should ligt, their bofoms higher than the fhores,

¢ * And make a fop of all this folid globe :

¢¢ Strength fhould be lord of imbecillity,

¢ And the rude fon fhould ftrike his father dead:

¢ Force fhould be right; or rather, right and wrong,

¢¢ (Between whofe endlefs jar juftice refides)

¢¢ Should lofe their names, and fo fhould juftice too.
¢¢ Then every thing includes itfelf in power,

4¢ Power into will, will into appetite ;

¢¢ And appetite, an univerfal wolf,

¢¢ So doubly feconded with will and power,

¢¢ Muft make perforce an univerfal prey,

*¢ And laft eat up itfelf.” Great Agamennon!

‘This chaos, when degree is fuffocate,’

Follows the choaking:

And this negleétion of degree it is,

. 'That by a pace goes backward, witha purpofe

* Tn Neftor's fpeech (page 20, line 29) there is the fingularly

. odd idea of the globe’s, that is the terrene parts ‘of it, being
wmade a toaft for Neptune ; here it is deferibed as a fop.

It
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1t hath to climb. The general’s difdain’d
By him one ftep below ; he, by the next;
That next by him beneath: fo every ftep,
Exampled by the firft pace that is fick
Of his fuperior, grows to an envious fever
Of pale and bloodlefs emulation.
And ’tis this fever that keeps Tray on foot, *
Not her own finews. To end a tale of length,
J'roy in our weaknefs ftands, not in her ftrength.*
N¢f. Mot wifely hath Ulyfes here difcover’d
The fever, whereof all our power is fick.
" Agam. The nature of the ficknefs found, Ulyfes,
What is the remedy? .
Uly. The great Achilles—whom opinion crowns
The finew and the fore-hand of our hoft—
Having his ear full of his airy fame,
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent
Lies mocking our defigns. With him, Patroclus,
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day
Breaks fcurril jefts;
And with ridiculous and aukward a&ion, ’
(Which, flanderer, he imitation calls)
He pageants us, ‘Sometimes, great Agamemnon,
Thy toplefs deputation he puts on;
And, like a ftrutting player—whofe conceit
Lies in his ham-ftring, and doth think it rich
To hear the wooden dialogue and found
*Twixt his ftretch’d footing and the fcaffoldage—.
Such to-be-pitied and o’er-wrefted feemin
He a@s thy greatnefs in: and when he fpeaks,
*Tis like a chime a mending; with terms unfquar’d,
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typbon dropt,
‘Would feem hyperboles. At this futty ftuff
The large Acbilles, on his preft-bed lolling,
From his deep-cheft laughs out a loud applaufe ;
Cries—cxcellent !—'tis Agamemnon juf.
Now play me Neftor ;—bem, and firoke thy beard,

* However fhrewdly chara@eriftic this fpeech may be, we.
think it much too long, and too redundant for ftage-deliverys;
therefore we have marketl thofe lines which, in ourview, may
e beft fpared, if this piece fhould ever encounter the ftage.

-
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As be, being *drefl to fome oration. -
That’s done ;—as near as the extremeft ends  _
Of parallels ; ‘as like, as Vulcan and his wife:
Yet god Achilles {till cries, excellent !
2T is %eﬁor right! now play bim me, Patroclus,
Arming to anfawer in a night alarm.
And, thén forfooth, the faint defe@s of age
Muft be the fcene of mirth; to cough and fpit,
And with a palfy fumbling on his gorget,
Shake in and outthe rivet: and at this fport,
Sir Valour dies; cries, O/—enough, Patroclus;—
Or giwe me ribs of ficel!l I fba¥l [plit all
In f/eafurc of my fpleen.  And, in this fathion,
All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes,
Severals and generals of grace exa&,
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions,
Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce,
Succefs, orlofs, what is, or is not, ferves
As ftuff for thefe two to make paradoxes *.

Nef. And in the imitation of thefe twain
(Whom, as Ulyfes fays, opinion crowns
With an impenal voice) many are infeét.
Ajax is grown felf-will’d; and bears his head
In fuch a rein, in full as proud a place,
As broad Achilles: keeps his tent like him;
Makes factious feafts ; rails on our ftate of war, -
Bold as an oracle: and fets Therfites,
(A flave, whofe gall coins flanders like a mint)
‘T'o match us in comparifcns with dirt;
To weaken and difcredit our expofure,
How rank foever rounded in with danger.

_Uly. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ;
Count wifdom as no member of the war ;
Foreftall prefcience, and efteem no act N
+4 But that of hand: the ftill and mental parts—

* This fpeech has ftrong painting in it, letting us well and
pleafingly into the chara&ers of Achilles and Patroclus.

+ There is a very ccmmendable idea broached here a%ainﬂ:
thofe who prefer immediate acion to prefent calculation! but
with deference to our author, we think he makes Uly/es deliver
himfelf in terms too complicate and cramp. .

That
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That do contrive how many hands fhall ftrike,
When fitnefs call them on ; and know by meafure
Of their obfervant toil the enemies’ weight ;— ..
Why this hath not a finger’s dignity ;
‘They call this bed-work, mappery, clofet-war:
So that the ram, that batters down the wall,
For the great fwini and rudenefs of his poize,
They place before his hand that made the engine :
Or thofe, that with the finenefs of their fouls
By reafon guide his execution. ,
Nef. Let this be granted, and Acbilles’ horfe
Makes many Thetis’fons. - . -~ [Trumpet founds.
Aga, What trumpet ! look, Menelaus. '
Men. From Troy.

"~ Eunter Zneas.

Aga. What would you ’fore our tent?
Ene. Is this great Agamemnon’s tent, I pray you?
Aga. Even this.
Lne. May one, thatis a herald, and a prince,
Do a fair meflage to his kingly ears? v
¢¢ Aga. With furety ftronger than Achilles’ arm,
¢¢ *Fore all the Greekifb heads, which with one voice
¢¢ Call dgamemnon head and general. ,
¢¢ Ene. Fairleave, and large fecurity. How may
. % A ftranger to thofe moft imperial looks
¢¢ Know them from eyes of other mortals ?
«¢ Aga. How? ¢ .
¢« Zne, 1 afk, that I might waken reverence,
¢¢ And bid the cheek be ready with a bluth
€¢ Modeft as morning, when fhe coldly eyes
<¢ The youthful Pheebus:
¢ Which is that god in office, guiding men?
¢« Which is the }:;_gh and mighty Agamemnon?
¢“ dga. This Trojan {corns us; or the men of Trop
€¢ Are ceremonious courtiers. -
¢¢ Ane. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm’d
As bending angels; that’s their fame in peace:
But when they would feem foldiers, they have galls,
& Good arms, ftrong joints, true fwords, and, ‘Fowe's
& accord, B '

€4 ?

&<

B ' ¢« Nothing'
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¢¢ Nothing fo full of heart. But peace, Eneas;
¢ Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips!
- ¢¢ The worthinefs of praife diftains his worth,
¢¢ If he, that’s prais’d, himfelf bring the praife forth:
¢¢ But what the repining enemy-commends,
¢¢ That breath fame blows; that praife {ole pure tran~
¢ fcends. .
¢ Aga. Sir, you of Tray, call you yourfelf Eneas#
o ZEne. Ay, Greek, that is my name.
¢ Aga. What’s your affair, 1 pray you 2.
e _ZEne, Sir, pardon; ’tis for dgamemnon’s ears.
$¢ Aga. H;‘ hears nought privately that comes from
. [ 70y ‘L '
¢ _Ene. No?l from Troy come not to whifper him
¢ I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; :
¢ To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent,
¢¢ And then to{peak.
% Aga. Speak frankly as the wind; - .
¢ Itis not Agamemnon’s ﬂe;Ping hour:
¢¢ That thou fhalt know, Trsjan, he is awake,’.
¢¢ He tells thee o himfelf.”
Exne. Trumpet, blow loud,
Send thy brafs voice thro’ all thefe lazy tents ;—
And every Greek of mettle, Jet him know
What Trsy means fairly fhall be fpoke aloud,
[Trumpet founds.
We have, great dgamemaon, here in Troy :
A prince call’d Heérory Priam is his father;
Who in this dull and long continu’d truce
Isrufty grown ; Le bade me take a trumpet,
And to this purpofe {peak : kings, princes, lords!
1f there be one anmiong’ft he fair’ft of Greece,
That holds his honour higher than his eafe ; .
"That fecks his praife more than he fears his peril;
That knows his valour, and knows.not his fear ;
That loves his miftrefs more than in confeffion,
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves)
And dare avow her beruty and herwerth '
In other arms than Hers ;——to him this challenges
Helor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,
Shall make it good, or do his befttodqit;. . -

-

‘

He
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He hath a lady, wiler, fairet, truer, :
Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms § ;
And will to-morrow with his trumpet.call,
Midway between your tents and walls of Tray,
To roufe a Greeiax thatis truein’love.
If any come, Hedor fhall honour him;
If none, he’ll fay in Trry, when he retires,
The Grecian dames are {fun-burn’d, and not worth,
The fplinter of alance. Even fo much.* .
Aga. This fhall be told our lovers, lord Zncas. .
If none of them havé foul in fuch a kind,
We left them all at home: but we are foldiers;
And may that foldier a mere recreant prove,
That means not, hath not, oris not in love!
If then one is, or hath, or meansto be,
That one meets Hefor ; if none elfe, I am he.
Nef. Tell him of Neffor; one, that was a man
When Hefox’s grandfire fuckt: he is old now,
But, if there be not in our Grec/ax hoft
One noble man, that hath one fpark of fire,
'To anfwer for his love, tell him from me,
T’ll hide my filver beard in a gold beaver,
And in my vantbrace put this wither’d brawn
And meeting him, will tell him, that my lady
Was fairervtgan his grand-dam, and as chafte
As may be in the world : his youth in flood
I’ll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood.
.zéfu. Now heavens forbid fuch fcarcity of youth !
Uly. Amen. ’ :
Aga. Fair lord &meas, let me touch your hand :
To our pavilion fhall I lead you, fir. '
Achilles thall have word of this intent,
Sothall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent ;
Yourfelf fhall feaft with us before you go,
And find the welcome of a noble ?(’)e
[Exeunt all but Ulyfles and Neftor,

y .

Uly. Neflor——
Nef. What fays Ulyfes

* This challenge, though a whimfical one in its nature, has
fomething very manly and f%i:_item H . *U.I
2 .
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Uly. 1 have a young conception in my brain,
-Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape.

N¢/. What is’t. :

Uly. This *tis : ,

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the feeded pride,
That hath to its maturity blown up

In rank Achilles, muft or now be cropt,

Or, fhedding, breed a nurfery of like evil,

‘To over-bulk us all.

-Ne/. Well, and how ?

Uly. This challenge that the gallant He&or fends,
However it is fpread in general name,

Relates in purpofe only to Achilles. ,

Ne/. The purpofe is perfpicuous even as fubftance, -
Whofe groffnefs little characters fum up:

And, in the publication, make no ftrain,

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren

¢« As banks of Libya—tho’, Apollo knows,

*Tis dry enough—will with great fpeed of judgment,
¢ Ay, with celerity, find Hesor’s purpofe :
Pointing on him.
¢¢ Uly. And wake him to the anfwer, think you?
¢ Nef. Yes,” *tismoft meet ; whom may you elfe oppofe,
‘That can from He&or bring his honour off, -

If not Achilles? ¢ Though’t be a fportful combat,

¢¢ Yet in this trial much opinion dwells ;

¢ For'here the Trojans tafte our dear’ft-repute

¢ With their fin’t palate: and truft to me, Ulyfles,
¢¢ Our imputation fhall be oddly pois’d

¢ In this wild a&tion :—for the fuccefs,"
Although particular, fhall give a fcantling
Of good or bad unto the general ;

And in fuch indexes, although fmall pricks
To their fubfequent volumes, there is feen
The baby figure of the giant mafs

. ¢ Of things to come, at large.” . It is fuppos’d,
He that meets Heor, iflues from our choice :
And choice, being mutual a& of all our fouls,
Makes merit her eletion ; and doth boil,

As 'twere, from forth usall, a man diftill’d
Out of our virtues; who mifcarrying,

-~

-
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What heart from hence receives the conquering part,

To fteel a firong opinion to themfelves !

Which entertain’d, limbs are his inftruments;

In no-lefs working,.than are fivords and bows

DireCtive by the limbs.
Uly. Give pardon to my fpeech ;

Therefore ’tis meet Achilles meet not He&or.

Let us, like merchants, fhew our fouleft wares,

And think, perchance, they’ll fell; if not,

The luftre of the better fhall exceed,

By fhewing the worit firft. Do not then confent

That ever Hefor and Achilles meet ;

For both our honour and our thame, in this

Are dogg’d with two firange followers.
Ne/. 1fee them not with my old eyes ; what are they?
Uly. What glory our 4chilles fhares from Hellor,.

‘Were he not proud, we all fhould thare with him :

But he already is too infolent;

And we were better parch in A4fric fun,

Than in the pride and falt fcorn of his eyes,

Should he ’fcape Hesfor fair.  If he were foiled,

‘Why then we did our main opinion cruth

In taint of our beft man. No, make a lottery;

And, by device, let blockith Ajax draw

‘The fort to fight with Hefor : among ourfelves, -

Give him allowance as the worthier man,

For that will phyfic the great Myrmidon,

Who broils in loud applaufe ; and make him fall

\ His creft, that prouder than blue /r7s bends,

If the dull brainlefs A/ax come fafe off, N

We’ll drefs him up in voices : if he fail,

Yet go we under cur opinion ftill, ~ _

‘That we have better men. But, hit or mifs,

Our proje&’s life this fhape of fenfe affumes, .

Ajax, employ’d, -plucks down Achilles’ plumes.* ,
Nef. Ulyfes, '

Now I begin to relith thy advice;

And T will give a tafte of it forthwith

To Agamemnon. Go we to him ftraight ;

: ) B3 Two

* Ulyffes fhows much of the fly, flow politician, refpecting

Aelilles, but no great degree of honefty.
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Tweo curs fhall tame each other ; ptide alone
+Mautft tarre the maftiffs on, as *tweretheir bone. [ Exexnt.

ACT I
© SCENE L 9% fame. Another Part of it.
Enter Thertfites, Ajax following.
o ¢ Ajax.
‘“ THERSITE S—
¢« The. Agamemnon—how if he had boils—full, all
¢¢ over - generally ? [Taliing 10 bimfelf.
« dja. Therfites -
¢ Jhe. And thofe boils did run?—fay fo,—did not
the general run then ? were not that a botchy core ¢
- ¢ Aa. Dog! .
¢¢ Fhe. Then there would come fome matter from
¢ him; I fee none now. i
¢ Aja. Thou bitch-wolf’s fon, canft thou not hear ?
feel then. - ‘ [Strikes biim.
¢ The. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mun~
grel, bcef-wittc’tﬁord ! o
¢ Aja. Speak, then, thou unfalted leaven, fpeak: I
will beat thee into handfomenefs.
¢ The. I fhall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs :
¢ but, I think, thy horfe will fooner con an oration, than
¢ thou learn a prayer without book: Thou cantt ftrike;
‘¢ canft thou? 2 red murrain o’ thy jade’s tricks!
+ ¢¢* 4ja. Toads-ftool, learn me the proclamation. .
¢ ke, Doft thou think I have no fenfe, thou ftrikef.
¥ me thus? -0 ’
¢¢ d4ja. The proclamation
¢¢ The, Thou art proclaim’d a fool, I think.
¢¢ Aja. Do not, porcupine, do not :—My fingers itch.,
« T;uf. I would thou didft itch from head to foot,
¢¢ and I had the.fcratching of thee; Iwould make thee
¢¢ the loathfomeft fcab in Greece.  When thow art
¢¢ forth in the incurfions, thou ftrikeft as flow as another,
¢ Aja. 1 fay, the proclamation. —
, © ¢ The. Thou

+ A moft low idea con;:ludcs this A& ; which is through the,
whole uninterefting, and by nomeans advantageoufly calcalated
for reprefentation, .

[{
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¢ The. Thou grumbleft and raileft every hour
$¢ Acbilles, and thou art as full of envy at his greatnefs,
¢ as Ceérberus is at Proferpina’s beauty; ay, ﬁmt thou
¢ barkeft at him,
“ Aja. Miftrefs Therfites ! )
¢¢ Zhe. Thou fhould ftrike him. -
¢ Aja. Cobloaf! -
¢ 7’2& He would pun thee into fhivers with his fift,
as a failor breaks a bifket. ,
‘¢ Aja. You whorfon cur !——— < [beating him.
¢ ‘The. Do, do.
¢ Aja. Thou ftool for a witch l—— .
“ The. Ay, do, do, thou fodden-witted lord! thou
¢ haft no more brain than I have in my elbows; an
¢ affinego may tutor thee. Thou fcurvy valiant afs !
¢ thou art here put to thrath Trojans; and thou art
bought and fold among thofe of any wit, like a Bar«
barian flave. If thou ufe to beat me, I will begin
¢ at thy heel, and tell what thon art by inches, thou
¢ thing of no bowels, thou ! '

¢¢ 4ra. You-dog! .

¢¢ The. You feurvy lord !

¢

-

»
-

(13

¢ Aja. You cur’! [beating him.
¢ The, Mars his ideot! do, rudenefs; do, camel;
¢ do, do. A

¢¢ Enter Achilles and Patroclus.
$¢ Ach. Why, how now, 4jax? wherefore do you this?
¢¢ How now, Therfites ? what’s the matter, man ?
¢¢ Tke. You fee him there, do you?
¢ Ach, Ay ; what’s the matter?
¢¢ The. Nay, look upon him.
¢ Ach. So I do; what’s the matter ?
¢¢ The. Nay, but regard him well.
¢¢ Ach, Well, why, 1 do fo. .
‘¢ The. But yet you look not well upon him: for
€ whofoever you take him to be, he is fjax,
¢¢ Ach. 1 know that, fool. :
¢¢ The. Ay, but that fool kndws not himfelf.
s qja. herefore I beat thee. :
¢¢ Tbe. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he ut-
¢ ters! his evafions have ears thus long. Ihave bobb’d
B 4 : ¢t his

~



32

(1]
dc
[
(11
[

L ¥

1
¢

-

[
'
(X2

[
€é

(13

-

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.,

his brain more than he has beat my bones. I willbay
nine fparrows for a penny, and his pia mater is not
worth the ninth partofa fparrow. This lord, Achilles,
Ajax, who wears his wits in_his belly, and his guts
in his head—I tell you what I fay of him. -

““ Ach. What? [ djax offers to firike bim, Achil-
¢¢ The. I fay, this 4jax— *les interpofes.
¢ Ach. Nay, good Ajax.

¢¢ The. Has'not fo much wit—

¢ Ach. Nay, I muft hold you. : -
¢¢ The. As will ftop the eye of Helen’s needle, for
whom he comes to fight. ' :

¢ Ach. Peace, fool !

¢ The. I would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool
will not: he there: that he; look you there.

¢ dja. O thou damn’d cur! I fhall-—

¢« Ach. Will you fet your wit to a fool’s §

¢¢ The. No, I warrant you ; for a fool’s will thame it,
¢« Pat. Good words, Therfites.

¢ Ach. What’s the quarrel ?

‘¢ 4ja. I bad the vile owl go learn me the tenour of
the proclamation, and he rails upon me, - .

¢ The. 1 ferve thee not. :

¢ dja. Well, go to, go to.

¢¢ The. 1 ferve here voluntary.

¢ Ach. Your laft fervice was fufferance, ’twas not vo-
luntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : 4jax was here
the voluntary, and you as under an imprefs.

¢ The. Even fo ?—a great deal of your wit too lies in
your finews, or elfe there be liars.” He&or fhall have
a great catch, if lie knock out either of your brains ;
he were as good crack a fufty nut with no kernel,

¢ Ach. What, with me too, Therfites # - ,

“¢ The. There’s Ulyfes.and old Neflor (whofe wit was
mouldy ‘ere your grandfires had nails on their toes)
yoke you like draught oxen, and make you plough

. up-the war.

¢ Ach. What! what ! o
¢ The. Yes, good footh; to, Achilles! to, Ajax ! to—
“ Aja. 1 {hall cat out your tongue.

¢ The. "Tis no matter, I fhall fpeak as much as thou

afterwards, -
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¢¢ Pat. No more words, Therfites ; peace.
¢¢ The. 1 will hold my peace when Achilles’ brach bids
¢ me, fhall I?
¢¢ Ach. There’s for you, Patroclus. .
¢¢ The. 1 will fee you hang’d, like clotpoles, ’ere I
¢ come any more to your tents. I will keep where there
¢ is wit ftirring, and leave the faction of fools. [Exir.
€¢ Pat. A good riddance.
$¢ Ach. Marry this, Sir, is proclaim’d through’ all
¢ our hoft : - 2
¢ That Hedor, by the fifth hour of the fun,
Will, witha trumpet, ’twixt our tents and Troy,
To-morrow morning call fome knight to arms,
¢¢ That hath a ftomach ; fuch a one, that dare
Maintain, I know not what. ’T'is trath; farewell.
¢« Aja. Farewell ! who fhall anfwer him ? .
¢¢ Ach. I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwife,
“¢¢ He knew his man.
¢¢ 4ja. O, meaning you—I’ll go learn more of it.
[Exeunt.

N

SCENE II. Troy. A Room in Priam’s Palace.*

.E:mr-Priam, He&or, Troilus, Paris, and Helenus,

Pri. After fo many hours, lives, fpeeches {pent,
Thus once again fays Neffor from the Greeks ;
Deliver Helen, and all damage elfe,

As honour, lofs of time, travvel, expence,

Hounds, friends, and ahat elfe dear that is confum’d
In hot digeflion of this cormorant war,

Shall be firuck off. Hedlor, what fay you to’t?

Hec. Though no man lefler fears the Greeks than I,
As far as touches my particular, yet, dread Priam,
There is no lady of more fofter bowels,

More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear,
More ready to cry outy Who knows abat folloavs ?
Than Hedor is. The wound of peace is'furety,

B Surety -

~ *Ttis prefumed, that the fecond A& would begin here to ad-
vantage; the preceding feenc is furcly too immaterial to be

retained.
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Surety fecuré; but inodeft doubt is call’d
"Fhe beacon of the wife, the tent that fearches
‘To the bottom of the worft. Let Helen go.
gince the firft fword was drawn about this qyeftion,
very tithe foul mongft many thoufand difmes
Hath been as dear as Hekr; I mean, of ours.
If we have loft fo many tenths of ours,
‘To guard a thing not ours ; ‘not worth to us,
Had it our name, the value of one ten ;
‘What merit’s in that reafon which denies
‘The yielding of her up ?
9ro. Fie, fie, my brother !
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king
So great as our dread father, in a fcale .
Of common ounces ? will you with counters funt
The paft-proportion of his infinite ?
And buckle in a waift moft fathomlefs,
‘With fpans and inches fo diminutive
As fears and reafons ! Fie, for godly thame'!
Hel. No marvel, though you bite {o fharp at reafons,
You are fo empty of them. Should not our father
ear the great fway of his affairs with reafons,
Becaufe your fpeech hath none, that tells him fo?

Tro. You are for dreams and flumbers, biother prieft,
You fur your loves with reafon. ¢¢ Here are your
¢ reafons. . :

$¢ You know, an enemy intends you harm ;
“ You know, a fivord employ’d is perilous;
¢¢ And reafon flies the objeét of all harm.
¢¢ Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds
¢¢ A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet
¢¢ The very wings of reafon to his heels;
¢ And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove,
¢ Or like a ftar dif-orb’d }—Nay, if we talk of reafon,
Let’s thut our gates, and {leep: Manhood and honour
¢¢ Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their
¢ thoughts R )
¢¢ With this cramm’d reafon : reafon and refpedt
# M.ke livers pale, and luftihood dejet.
. *° Hec. Brother, fhe is not worth what fhe doth coft
¢ The holding: .
' f‘ Y;’”o
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¢ Tro. What is aught, but 4s ’tis valu’d ?
¢¢ Hec. But value dwells not in particular will 5.
¢¢ It holds his eftimate and dignity
¢¢ As well wherein ’tis precious of itfelf,
¢ As in the prizer: ’tis mad idolatry,
¢ To make the fervice greater than the god 3
- ¢¢ And dhe will doats that is inclinable
¢¢ To what infeftioufly itfelf affects,
¢ Without fome image of the affetted merit.
‘¢ Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my eleftion
¢ Is led on in the condu&t of my will ;
“ My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears,
¢ Two traded pilots *twixt the dangerous fhores
¢ Of will and judgment; how may I avoid,
¢ Although my will diftafte what it eleCted,
* THe wife I chofe? there can be no evafion
¢ To blench from this, and to ftand firm by honour.
¢ We turn not back the fitks upon the merchant,
¢ When we have {0il’d them ; nor the remainder viands
¢¢ We do not throw in unrefpective fieve,
¢¢ Becaufe we now are full.” It was thought meet,
Paris thould do fome vengeance on the Greeks :
Your breath of full confent bellied his fails ;
" The feas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce,
And did him fervice: he touch’d the ports defir’d, ‘
And, for an.old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive,
He brought a Grecian queen, whofe youth and trefhnefs
Wrinkles Apollo’s, and makes pale the morning.
Why keep we Iter ? the Grecians keep our aunt.
Is th¢ worthkeeping ? why, fhe is a pear],
Whofe price hath launch’d above a thoufand fhips,
And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants.
If yow’ll avouch, ’twas wifdom Paris went,
{(As you muft needs, for you all cry’d—go, g0)
If you confefs he brought home noble prize,
gAs you muit needs, for you all clapp’d your hands
nd cry’d—ineftimable !) why do you now ’
The iffue of your proper wifdoms rate;
-And do a deed that fortune never did,
Beggar that eftimation which you priz’d
Richer than fea and land ? O theft moft bafe;

B 6 That
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That we haye flolen what we do fear to keept -
But thieves, unworthy of a thing fo folen; .
Who in their country did them that difgrace, K
We fear to warrant in our native place ! '

Caf. [within) Cry, Trojans, cry!

Pri. What noife, what fhiriek is this ?

T ro. *Tis our mad fifter, Idoknow her voice.

Caf. [within] Cry, Troans !
Hec. It is Caffandra..

v

Enter Caffandra, raving.

Ca/. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thoufand eyes,
- And T will fill them with prophetic tears.
Hec. Peace, fifter, peace.
Caf. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders,
Soft infancy, that nothing canft but cry,
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mafs of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans,cry ! pratife your eyes with tears 3
Troy muft not be, nor goodly Zion ftand ;
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all.
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a woe :
Cry, cry! Troy burns, or elfe let Helen go. [Ex:t +
Hee. Now, youthful 77oilus, do not thefe high ftrains
Of divination 1n our fifter work
Some touches of remorfe? Oris fyour blood
So madly hot that no difcourfe of reafon,
Nor fear of bad fuccefs in a bad caufe,
Can qualify the fame?
Tro. Why, brother Hedtor, '
We may not think the juftnefs of each a&
Such and no other than event doth form it
Nor “once deject the courage of our minds,
Becaufe Caflandra’s mad ; her brain-fick raptures
Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a quarrel, )
Which

+ Though we doubt wheiher this frenzied prophetefs would
have a ferious effe@ in reprefentation, yet we think fhe is not
una t}y introduced here; had there.béen more fancy, more en-
thu;1 of idea thrown in, it muft bave enlivened the fcene
- much,



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 3

Which hath our feveral honours all engag’d

To make it gracious. For my private part

Iam no more touch’d than all Priam’s fons ;

And Fowe forbid there thould be done amongft us

Such things, as would offend the weakeft fpleen

To fight for and maintain ! -
Par. Elfe might the world convince of levity

- As well my undertakings, as your counfels : ~ - —

But I atteft the Gods, your full confent
Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off
All fears attending on fo dire a projeét.
For what, alas, can thefe my fingle arms ?
What propugnation is in one man’s valour,
To-ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe
This quarrel would excite ? ~Yet, I proteft,
Were I alone to pafs the difficulties, .
And had as amPle power, as.I have will,
Paris fhould ne’er retrat what he hath done,
Nor faint in the purfuit. :
Pri. Paris, you fpeak ‘
Like one befotted on your fweet delights:
You have the honey fill, but thefe the gall 5
So, to be valiant, is no praife at all.
Par. Sir, 1 propofe not merely to myfelf

. The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it ;
But I would have the foil of her fair rape
Wip’d off, in honourable keeping her.
What treafon were it to the ranfack’d queen,
Difgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me,
Now todeliver her poffeflion up, ,

- On terms of bafe compulfion ?- can it be,

v That fo degenerate a firain as this,
Should once fet footing in your generous bofoms ?
There’s not the meaneft {pirit on our party,
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw,
When Helen is defended ; nor none fo noble,
Whofe life were ill-beftow’d, or death unfam’d,
Where Helen is the fubjet. Then, I fay,
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well,
The world’s large fpaces cannot parallel,

N Hees



58 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.

Hec. Paris and Trorhs, you have boch fakd well 3

And on the eaufe and queftion now in hand
Have gloz’d, but fuperficially ; aot much
Unliké young men, whom Ariffoile thought
Unfit to hear moral philefophy. ’
The reafons you alledge do more conduce
To the Frot paffien of smem;ser’d blood
- Than to make up a free detérmimation

*Twixt right and wrotg ; for pleafure and revengé

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice

Of any true decifion. Nature craves
. All dues be rendered to their owners; now

What nearer debt in all humanity,

Than wife is to the hufband ? If shis law

Of nature be corrupted through affectiomn,

And that great minds, of partial indulgence

To their benumbed wills, - refift the fame,

There is a law in eack wellwordered nation

To curb thofe raging appetites- that are

Moft difobedient and refradtory.

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s in g

As it is knewn fhe is—~—-thefe moral laws

Of nature, and of nations, fpeak aldud

To have her back return’d :-—thus to perfift

In doing wrong; extenuatés not wrong®*;

But makes it fuch more heavy. Hedvr’s opinion

Is this in }:vay gf ttuth; yet ne’e::helefs '

My fprightdy bréthren; I prépend to you

Inyreffr:)lugtieny to keep Helen ﬁi"ﬁ; ye

For ’tis a caufe that hath no mean dependance

Upon our joint and feveral dignities,

Tro. Why, there you tonch’d the life of our defign ¢
Were it not glory that we move affeéted
Than the performanee of eur heaving fpleens
I would not wifli 2 drep of Trefan blood,

peily attended to; we mean, matrimonial chaftity.

-~ 8pent

* The foft moral fenfations, which appear in this fpéech,dé- -
ferve great approbation and firiét attention, as fenfibly appeal-
ing to one of the tendereft feelings of life, though feldom pros
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* Spent more in her deferice. But, worthy Hefor,
She is a théme of honour and renown ;
A fpur to valiant and magnanimous deéds ;
\Vhofe prefent eourage may beat down our foes,
And fame, in time to come, canonize us.
For, I prefume, brave Hedor would not lofe

* So rich advantage of a promis’d glory,

As fmiles upon the forehéad of this action,
For the wide world’s revenue.

Hec. I am yours, :
You vahant offspring of great Priamus.
I have a roifting challenge fent amongft
The dull and fattious nobles of the Greeks,
Will ftrike amazement to their drowfy fpirits.

was advertis’d their great general flept,
Whilft emulation in the arny crept ;

’This, I prefume; will wake hini ¥, [Exeants
- SCENE III. The Greck Camp. Before Achilless Teat.
o Enter Therfites.

The. How now, Thevfires? what, loftin the labyrinth
of thy fury ? Shall the elephant 4jax carry it thus? he
beats me, and I rail at him. O worthy fatisfation !

. ’would it wefe otherwife, that I could beat him, whilft
he rail’™d at me. °’Sfoot, Pl learn to conjure and
raife devils, but I’ll fee fome iffue of my fpiteful -exes
crations. Then there’s Achilles, a rare engineer. If
Troy be not taken till thefe two undermiine it, the wally
will ftand diil they fal"6f themfelves.. O thou gréac thun-
der-darter of O{)Iz:[zpw, forget that thou art Fove the king
of gods ;s and, Mercary, lofe all the ferpentine craft of
thy Caduceus ; if thou take not that little, little, lefe=
than-little wit from theny that they have! which fhort-
arm’d ignorance itfelf knows is-fo abundant fearce, it
will pot in circumvention deliver a fly from a fpider,
withost drawing the mafly iron and cutting the webr

' After

» All the chiefs, both Trojan and Grecian, require dignified
externals, and graceful oratory, for ftage reprefentation,
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" After this, the vengeance on the whole camp ! ¢ or ra»
¢¢ ther, the bone-ach ! for that, methinks, 1s the curfe
¢¢ dependant on thofe that war for a placket.” I have
faid my prayers, and devil, Envy, fay amen. What ho !
my lord Achilles !

Enter Patroclus.

Pat. Who's there ? Therfites? Good Therfites, come
in and rail, .

The. If'T could have remember’d a gilt counterfeit,
thou couldft not have flipp’d out of my contemplation =
but it is no matter, thyfelf upon thyfelf! The common
curfe of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great

_ revenue ! heaven blefs thee from a tutor, and difcipline
come not near thee ! ¢ Let thy blood be thy dire&ion
¢ ’tifl thy death, then if fhe, that lays thee out, fays,
¢¢ —thou art a fair corfe, I’ll be fworn and {fworn upon’t
¢ flie never fhrowded any but Lazars. Amen.” Where’s
Achilles * ? :

Patr. What, art thou devout ? waft thou in prayer 2

The. Ay ; the heavens hear me !

Enter Achilles.

Ach. Who’s there ?

Pat, Therfites, my lord,

Ach. Where, where? art thou come? Why, my
“cheefe, my digeftion, why haft thou not ferved thyfelf in
to my table fo many meals ! come ; what’s dgamemnon ?

The. Thy commander, Achilles—Then tell me, Pa-
troclus, what's Achilles ? , :

Pat. Thy lord, Tkerfites——Then tell me, I pray
thee, what’s thyfelf ? .

Tke. Thy knower, Patroclas.
troclus, what art thou ?

Par. Thou mutft tell that know’ft.

Ach. O telly tell : :

The. I'll decline the whole queftion. Agamemnon
commands Achilles ;5 Achilles is my lord ; Iam Patroclus® -
knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. )

Par,

® Therfites aims much at the ludicrous, bat is a little too li-
centious in fome of his ideas, and thercfore fhould be occas
fionally retrenched. .

Then tell me, Pa-

[
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Pat. You rafcal !

The. Peace, fool, I have not done.

Ach. He is aprivileg’d man.—Proceed, Tberfies.

The. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool; Ther-

Sites is afool ; and (as aforefaid) Patroclusisa fool.

Ach. Derive this ; come.

The. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command Achil-
Jes ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon ;
Therfites is a fool to ferve fuch a fool ; and Patroclus is
a fool pofitiye +.

Pat, Why am1 a fool ? :

The. Make that demand of thy Creator.——1It fuffices
me, thou art. o
Look you, who comes here?

Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyfles, Diomedes,
and Ajax, .

Ach. Patroclus, T'll fpeak with no body.—Come in
with me, Therfites. , © [ Exit.
Tbe. Here is fuch patchery, fuch juggling, and fuch
_knavery ! All the argument is a cuckold, and a whore :
" agood quarrel to draw emulous fations, and bleed to
death upon. Now the dry ferpigo on the fubject! and
war and lechery confound all ! [Exits
Aza. Where is Achilles?
Pat. Within his tent ; but ill difpos’d, my lord.
Aga. Letit be known to him, that we are here.
He thent our meflengers ; and we lay by
Our appertainments, vifiting him :
Let him be told fo ; left, perchance, he think
We dare not move the queftion of our place,
Or know not what we are. '
Pat, 1 hall fo fay to him. [Exit,
Uly. We faw him at the opening of his tent;
He is not fick. -
Aja. Yes, lion-fick, fick of a proud heart. Youmay
callit melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, by
g my
+ This converfation gives a moft whimfical idea of thefe re-
putéd great men ; though by nomeans inconfiftent with the cha-

ralker, page 23, which Ulyfes gives of dcbilles and Patroclus,
8¢ breaking feurril jeft, &c. '
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my head, ’tis pride. Butwhy, why ?~e—T.et kim fhew
us the caufe. A word, my lord:
[Drawing Agamemnon apart.
- Nef. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? .
“Uly: Acbhiles hath invigled his fool from him,
Nefs Who? Therfites? -

Uly. He. -

Nef. Then will Afax lack matter, if he have loft his-
#rgument: . : o

Uly. No; you fee, he is his argument, that has his -
argument ;—Achilles.

Nes. All the-better; their fraction is more our wifh
than their faltion: but it was a ftrong compofure, a fook
could difunite. S ' -

Uly.. The amity, that wifdom knits not, folly may
eafily untye.—Here tomes Patroclus. ’

Ry-enter Patroclus.

Nef. No Achilles with him. :
Uly. The elephant hath joints ; but norte for courtefy 3
His legs are for neceflity, not for flexure, ’ :
' Pat. Achilles bids me fay, he is much forry,
* If any thing ntore than your fport and pleafure
Did move your greatnefs, and this noble ftate,
To call onhim ; he hopes, it is no other,
But for your health and your digeftion-fake,
An after-dinner’s breatlr, '
Aga. Hear you Patroclus !-
We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers :
But his evafion, wing’d thus fwift with fcorn,
Cannot outfly our apprehenfions.
‘Much attribute he hath ; and much the reafon
‘Why we afcribe it to him : yet all his virtues—
Not virtnoufly on his-own part beheld—
Do in our eyes begin to lofe their glofs ;
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholfome difh, -
Are like to rot untafted. Go and tell hiny,
e come to fpeak to him : and you fhall not fin
If you de fay=—=we think him over-proud,
And under-honett ; in felf-affumption greater

Than
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Than in, the note 'of Judgment: and worthiér thin him-
. felf, -

Hete tend the favage firangenefs he putson;

Difguife the holy ftrength of their command,

And under-write in an obferving kind

His humourous predominance ; yea, watch

His pettifh lunes; his ebbs, his flows ; as if

‘The paffage and whole carriage of this aQtion

Rode on histide. Go tell himthis; and add,

That if he over-hold his price fo much,

We'll none of ‘him : but let him like an engine

Mot portable lie under this report— ..

Bring action bither; this can’t go to war ; A

A flirring dwarf awe do allswance give

Before a flecping giant ;—tell him fo *,

Pat. 1 thall; and bring his anfwer prefently.

[Exit Patroclus.

Aga. In fecond voice we’ll not be fatisfied,

We come to fpeak with him———Ul/Jes, enter you.

. - v Exit U]yﬁ&s.
Aja. What is he’'more than another ?
Aga. No more than what he thiuks heis.

ja.{lsfhe fo muth? Do you think, he thinks him« -
el

A better man thanTam ?

* Aga. No quettion.

Aja. Will you Jubferibe his thought and fay, e is &

Aga. No, noble 4jax; you are as ftrong, as valiant,
Aswife, ahd no lefs noble, much more gentle,

And altogether more tractable. '

Aja. Why fhould a man be proud ?

How doth pride grow ? I know not what it is,

Aga. Your mindis the clear, 4jax, and your virtuey
The fairer. He that’s proud eats up himfelf:
Pride is hisown glafs, his own trumpet,” his
Own chronicle ; and whate'er praifes itfelf,

But in the deed, devours the deed i’ the praife 4.

A

. * There is a moft commendable degree of dignity and fpirit
in this fpeech of Agamemnon’s R

-+ This is an excellent firoke at felf-fufficiédcy, which muft
erer impair merit,
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| Aja. 1dohate a proud man, as I hate the éngender-
ing of toads. ! : ‘
Nef. [4fide] And yet he loves himfelf: is it not ftrange #-

Re-enter Ulyfles.

Uly. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow,
Aga. What’s his excufe ? -
Uly. He doth rely on none';
But carries on the ftream of his difpofe,
Without obfervance or refpeét of any,
In will peculiar, and in felf-admiffion.
¢ Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeft.
¢¢ Un-tent his perfon, and fhare the air with us ?
¢¢ Uly. Things fmall as nothing, for requeft {ake only,
¢ He makes important : pofleft he is with greatnefs,
‘¢ And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride
¢ That quarrels at felf-breath.—Imagin’d worth
" ¢¢ Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe,
¢¢ That, *twixt his mental and his a&ive parts,
¢¢ Kingdom’d Ach:lles in commotion rages,
¢ And batters down himfelf. What thould I fay?
¢ He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it
¢¢ Cry—No recovery.
Aga. Let Ajax go to him.—
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent :
*Tis faid, he holds you well, and will be led
At your requett a little from himfelf,
Uly. O, Agamemnon, let it not be fo!
We’ll confecrate the fieps that 4 ax makes
When they go from Achilles.  Shall the proud lord,
‘That baftes his arrogance with his own feam,
~ And never fuffers matters of the world
Enter his thoughts (fave fuch as do revolve
* And ruminate himfelf) fhall he be worfhipp’d
Of that, we hold an idol more than he ?.
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord
Muft not fo ftale his palm, nobly acquir'd;
Nor, by my will, affubjugate his merit,
As amply titled, as Lehilles is, ,
: By going to Achilles :

‘That
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That were to inlard his fat-already pride,
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burng
With entertaining great Hyperion.
This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid;
And fay in thunder—Achilles, go 10 bim! *
. " Nefo O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. [Aﬁa’e.
Dio. And how his filence drinks up this applaufe!
‘.
Aja. If 1 go to him———with my armed fift
T’ll pafh him o’er the face. ‘
Aga. O no, you fhall not go.
Aja. An he be proud with me, I’ll pheefe his pride:.
Letine notlgo to him. - v
 Uly. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel,
¢ Aja. A paltry infolent fellow—— : .
¢ Ne/. How he defcribes himfelf !
¢ Aja. —Can he not be fociable ?
¢ Uly. The raven chides blacknefs.
¢¢ Aja. DI'lllet his humours blood. | -
¢ Adga. He will be the phyfician that {hould be the
¢¢ patient.
¢ 4ja. An all men were o’ my mind :
¢ Uly. Wit would be out of fathion, -
¢ A4ja. —He fhould not bear it fo, he fhould ea
- ¢ fwords firft:
¢¢ Shall pride carry it ?
o g}) An ’twould, you’d carry half.
¢« Uly. He would have ten fhares. .
¢ A4ja. I will knead him, I will make him fupple—
¢ Ne/. He’s not yet thorough warm : force him with
¢ praifes: ’
¢ Ppurin, poyrin; his ambition is dry. ,
¢ Uly. My lord, you feed too much on this diflike.” -
" Ne/. Our notle general, do not do fo.
Dio. You muft prepare to fight without Acbilles.
Uly. Why, ’tis this naming of him doth him harm,
Here is 2 man————but ’tis before his face
Iwill be filent.

* Ajax, like moft other proud men, declares he knows not

- what pride is. Ulyffes here, according to the charaéter of his

policy, and knowledge of men, finooths over the mafter of the
fevgn-fold-fhicld very threwdly.

.

-~
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~ Ne¢f. Wherefore fhould you fo ?
¥He is not emulous, as Aohilless.

Uly. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.”

Aja. A whorfon dog! that fhall thus palter with usws
"Woyld he were a Trojan /

Nef. What a vice were it in Ajax now

Uly. Ifhewere proud ?

Dio. Or covetous of praife ?

Uly. Ay, orfurly borne?

Dio. Or firange, or. felf-affeéted ?

L//y. Thank the heavens, lord, thon art of fweet

' compofure ; : ‘

Praife him that got thee, fhe that gave thee fuck:
Fam’d be thy tutor; and thy parts of nature
‘Thrice fam’d, beyond, beyond ail erudition:
But he that difciplin’d thy arms to-fight,

Y.et Mars divide eternity in twain,

And give him half: and for thy vigor, ,
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yields
“To finewy Ajax. Twill not praife thy wifdom,
‘Which, like a hourn, a pale, a fhore, confines
"Thy fpacious and dilated parts :~—Here’s Nfor,
Inftru&ted by the antiquary times;
"He muft, heis, he cannot but be wife :~—

But pardon, father Neffor, were your days

As green as Ajax, and your brain fo temper’d,
You fhould not have the eminence of him,

But be as Jjax.

Aja. Shall Icall you father ?

Ne/. Ay, my good fon.

Dio. Be rul’d by him, lord 4jax.

Uly. Thereis no tarrying here ; the hart dehilles
Keeps thicket. Pleafe it our great general '
To call together all his ftate of war; v
Frefh kings are cometo Troy: to-morrow
We muft with all our main of power ftand faft :

And here’s a lord—«Come knights from eaft to wett,
And cull their flowery jax ﬁ\all cope the beft. *

* The principle of flattery is well. maintained through this
feene; and the a& i general has much more merit and impor-
- tamce than the former. )

Aga.
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Aga. Gowe to council, let Achillesfleep :
Light boats fail fwift, though greater hulks draw deep.
[Exeunte

PP

ACT I _
SeE'NE 1. Troy. A Room in Priam’s Palace,

Enxter-a Servant and Pandarus.

“ PANDARUS.

* T'RIEND! you! pray you, a word." Do not
*¢ & - you follow. the young lord Paris®
¢ Serw. Ay, fir, when he goes before me.
¢ Pan. You do depend upon him, I'mean ?
¢ Serv. 8ir, Ldo depen'dpzpdn the Lord.
¢¢ Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman: I
muft needs praife him.
¢¢ Serw. The Lord be praifed! '
Pan. You know mé, do you not ? \
Serw. Faith, fir, fuperficially.
¢¢ Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the lord Pase
Y& Aarus. .
¢¢ Serw, I hope I fhall know your honour better.
¢ Pan, 1 dodefireit. .
¢¢ Serv. You are in the ftate of grace ?
¥¢ Pan. Grace! not fo, friend: henour and lordfhi
wre my titles. [ Mufick within] What mufick is this?
. ¢ Serw.'I do but partly know, fir; it is mufiek in
¢ parts, .
‘["a-}’an.' You knew the muficians ?
¢ Serv. Wholly,. fir.
¥¢ Pan, Whophay they to ?
Serw, To the hearers, fir.
¢¢ Pan. At whofe pleafure, friend ?
Serv. At mine, fir, and theirs that love mufick,
Pan. Command, I mean, friend.
¢ "8erv, Who thall I canmand, fir?

‘8 Pal;-
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¢ Pan. Friend, we underftand not one another; I
¢ am too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe
4¢ requeft do thefe men play ? :

¢ Serw. That’s to’t indeed, fir. Marry, fir, at the

¢t requeft of Paris my lord, who is there in perfon ;
¢ with him the mortal P#nus, the heart-blood of ii-auty,
¢¢ love’s invifible foul\———"

¢ Pan. Who, my coufin Crefida?

¢¢ Serv, No, fir, Helen; could you not find ot that
¢¢ by her attributes ?

¢ Pan, It fhould feem, fellow, that thou haft not
¢ feen the lady Creffida. 1 come to fpeak with Paris
¢ from the prince Troilus: I will make a complimental
¢ affault upon him, for my bufinefs feeths. :
. “; Serw, Sodden bufinefs ! there’s a ftew’d phrafe in-
$¢ deed!. : »

* Enter Paris and Helen, attended.

Paa, Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair
company ! fair defires in all fair meafure fairly guide
them! efpecially to you, fair queen! fair thoughts be
your fair pillow ! )

Hel. Dear lord, youare full of fair words,

Pan. You fpeak your fair pleafure, fweet queen .——
Fair prince, here is good broken mufick. - :

Par. You have broken it, coufin; and, by my life,
you fhall make it whele again: you fhall piece it out
with a piece of your performance.—Nel, he is full of
harmony. -
. Pan. Truly, lady, no.

T Hel, O, fir:
. Pan. Rude, in footh ; in good footh, very rude. .
Par. Well faid, my lord! well you fay foin fits.. ~
- Pan. 1 have bufinefs to my lord, dear queen. My
lord, will you vouchfafe me a'word ? .

Hel. Nay, this fhall not hedge us out; we’ll hear you

fing, . certainly. )

* The act would certainly begig b an with th
preéeding buffoonery. y begin better here, than with the
' ’ © ~Pan.
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© Pan. Well, fweet queerf, you are pleafant with me ;
but (marry) thus, my lord.——My dear lord, and moft
efteemed friend, your brother 7roifus—m——m—

Hel. My lord Pandarus; honey-fweet lord—=

Pan. Go 10, fweer queen, go to:
Commends himfelf moft affeCtionately to you.

¢ Hel. You fhall not bob us out of our melody ;
¢ If you do, our melancholy upon your head!

¢ Pan. Bweet queen, fweet queens that’s a fweet
% queen, i’faith ' :

¢ Hel. And to make 3 fweet lady fad, is a four offence.

¢ Pan. Nay; that fhall not ferve your turn; that
¢ fhall &t net in truth, la. Nay, I care notor fuch
*¢words ; no, no. And, my lord, he defires you, that if
*¢ the king call for him at fupper, you will make his
- ¢ excufe. :

¢ Hel. My lord Pandarss A

¢ Pan. What fays my {weet queen ; my very, very
€¢ fweet queen.

Par. Whatexploit’s in hand? Where fups he to-night ?

Hel. Nay, but my lord

Paxn. What fays my fweet queen ? my coufin will fall
out with you, :

Hel. You mult not know where he {ups.

Par. Tll lay my life, with-my difpofer Crefida.

Pan. No, no, no fuch matter; you are wide ;: come,
your difpafer is fick. o
. Par. Well, 1’1l make excufe, .

Pan. Ay, good my lord. -Why fhould you fay,
- Crefida? No, your poor difpofer’s fick.

Par. I {pym————e———

Pan. You{py! what do you fpy ¢ come, give me an
Juftrument.—Now, fiveet queen.

Hel. Why, this is kindly done. .

Pax. My picce is.Rorribly jn lave with a:thing you
have, fweet queea. ‘ .

Hel. She fhall have it, my lord, if it be not my lord
Laris?

Pax. He? no, the’llnone of him ; they two are twain.
thl’:’ol.-‘!"ﬁtlling ‘in, after falling oat, may make them.

r€Cs - ’

i

C Pan.
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Pan. Come, come, I’ll hear no more of this,. I'll
fing you a fong now. o

Hel, Ay, ay, priythee now. By my troth fweet
lord, thou haft a fine fore-head. ,

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. .

Hel. Let thy fong be love: this love will undo us allL-
Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid!

Pan. Love! ay, that it fhall, P’faich. .
. Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love.

Pan, In good troth, it begins fo: ~

S§ ONG.

Lowe, love, nothing but love, flill more?
For ob, love’s boaw ’
Shoots buck and doe s
The fbaft confounds,
Not that it wounds,
But tickles flill the fore,
I

Thefe lovers cgy, ob! ob! they die!
Yet that which feems the wound to kill,
Doth turn ob! ob! .to ha! ha! be!
So dying lowve lives flill :
Ob! ob! aavhile, but ha! ha! ba!
- Ob! ob! groans out for ba! ba! ha! -
~ . ' Hey bo! *
Hel. In love, i’faith, to the very tip of the nofe.
Par. He ecats nothing but doves, love; and that
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts,
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds are love.
Pan. Is t]%is the generation of love? hot blood, hot
thoughts, and hot deeds ?—Why, they are vipers: is
love a generation of vipers? Sweet lord, who’s
- afield to-day ? )
* Par. Heftor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all
the gallantry of 770y I would fain have arm’d to-day,

* What mufic might make of this fong we will not pretend te
.determine, but in its prefent appearance there is more jingle
than meaning. We mult however recolle& the whimfical cha-

‘ra&er of the finger. :

but
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but my Nell would not have it fo. How chance my
brother Zroilus went not ?

Hel. Hé hangs the lip at fomething, You know all,
lord Pandarus.

Paz. Not I, honey-fweet queen.——1I long to™ hear
how they fped to-day. You’ll remember your brother’s
excufe. ) '

Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewell, {weet queen.

Hel. Commend me to your niece.

Pan. I will, fweet queen.  [Exi2, Sound a retreat.

Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam’s hall,
To greet the warriors. Sweet Heler, I muit woo you
To help unarm our Hedfor : his ftubbogn buckles,

With thefe your white enchanting fingers touch’d,

Shall more obey, than to thé edge of fteel,

Or force of Greekifb finews ; you fhall do more

Than.all the ifland kings ; difarm great Hcor,

Hel. *Twill make us proud to be his fervant, Paris:

" Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty

Gives us more pafm in beauty than we have;

-Yea, over-fhines ourfelves.
* Par. Sweet. AbovethoughtI lovethee. [Exeunt.

. SCENE II. The fame. Pandarus’s Garden.

Enter a Servant and Pandarus, meeting.

Par. How now ? where’s thy mafter? at my coufin
Creffida’s ? . . ) .
Serv, No, fir; he ﬁays( for you to conduét him thither.

Enter Troilus,

- Pan. O, here he comes. How now ? how now ?
Tro. Sirrah, walk off. Exit Serwvant.
Pan, Have you feen my coufin ?

Tro. No, Pandarus : I ftalk about her door,

Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks ™ |

Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charen, -

. And give me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields,

Where [ may wallow in the lily beds

Propos’d for the deferver ! O gentle Pandarus,
) : - C2 From
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From Cupid’s fhoulder pluck his painted wings,

And fly with me to Crefid !
Pan, Watk hére 1 the orchard; I will bring her
ftraight. [Exit Pandarus,

4ro. 1 am giddy; expeQation whirls m
“The imaginary relifh.is fo fweet ..~
‘That it enchants my fenfe; what will it be,

When that the watry palate taftes, indeed,

Love’s thrice-reputed neftar ? death, I fear me;
Swooning deftruction ; or fome joy too fine,

‘Too {ubtle potent, tun’d too fharp in fweetnefs,

For the capacity of my ruder powers :

I fear it much ; and I do fear-befides,

That I fhall lofe diftinétion in my joys ; *

As deth a battle, when they charge on heaps:

The enemy flying, :

. Re-enter Pandarus.. ‘
. Pan. She’s making her ready, fhe’ll come ‘ftraight:
you muft be witty now. She does fo blufh, and fetches
her wind fo fhort, as if fhe were fraid with a- {prite.
I’ll fetch her. It is the prettieft villain, She fetches”
_her breath as fhort as a new-ta’en fparrow. i
) . [Exit Pandarus.
Tra. Even fuch a paffion doth embtace iny bofom :

" My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulfe;
And all my powers do their beftowing lofe,
Like vaflalage at unawates éncountring
The eye of majefty. '

e round.

Re-cnter Pandarus, awith 'Creﬂida.

Pan. Come, come, ‘what need you bluth ? thame’s a
baby. Here fhe is now, Swear the oaths new to -her,
_ that you have {fworn to me. What, are you gone again ?
you muit be watch’d ere you be made tame, muft you ?
Come your ways, come your ways ; if you draw back-
ward, we'll put-you i’ the files.—Why do you not fpegk
to her?—Come, draw this curtain, and let’s fee your,
* The ideas in this fpeech are of a very glowing and poetical
pature; they fpeak powerfully to fufceptible minds. ‘
' - pifture,
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pifture.  Alas the day, how laath you are to offend day-
aght ! an ’twere dark, you’d clofe fooner.—So, fo; rub
on, and kifs the miftrefs. How now, a kifs in fee-farm!
build there, carpenter; the air is fweet. Nay, you
fhall fight your hearts out, ere I part you. The falcon
as the tercel, for all the ducksi’ th’ river: go to, go to.

Zro. You have bereft me of all words, ludy.

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: but fhe’ll
bereave you of the deeds too, if fhe call your adtivity in
queftion. What, billing again! Here’s—/In avitac/s
avbercof the parties interchangeably—Ceome in, come in ;
Tll go g‘%; a fire. [£.xi¢ Pandarus.
. Cre. Will you walk in, my lord ? -

Tro. O Creffida, how often have I wifh’d me thus ?

. gr:. Wifh’d, my lord !—the gods grant——O my
ord !

Tro. What fhould they grant ? what makes this pretty
abruption ? what too curious drege efpies my fweet lady
in the fountain of our loves ?

Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes.

Tro. Fear makes devils of cherubims; they never feg
truly.

- Cre, Blind fear, that feeing reafon leads, find fafer
footing than blind reafon ftumbling without fear. ‘To
fear the worft, oft cures the¢ worft,

- Tro. O, let my lady apprehe¢nd no fear: in all Cupid’s
pageant there is prefented no monfter.

Cre. Nor nothing monftrous neither ? :

Tro.. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we vow
to weep feas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers; think-
ing it harder for our miftrefs to devife impofition enough,
than for s to undergo any difficulty impofed. 'This is
the monftruofity in love, lady, that the will is infinite,
and the execution confin’d ; that the defire is boundlefs,
and the aét a flave to limit, o

Cre, They fay, all/lovers fwear more performance
than they are able, and yet referve an ability that they
never perform ; vowing more than the perfection of ten,
and difcharging lefs than the tenth part of ong. ‘Fhey
that have the voice of lions, and the a& of hares, are
they not monflers ?
. C3s « Tro.
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¢ Tro. Are there fuch ? fuch are not we: Praife us
¢¢ as weare tafted ; allow us as we prove : our head fhall
“ go bare, ’till merit crown it : no perfection in rever-
¢ fion fhall have a praife in prefent : 'we will not name
¢ defert before his birth ; and, being born, his addi-
¢¢. tion fhall be humble. Few words to fair faith : T7o;-
¢ Jus thall be fuch to Crefidg, as what envy can fa
¢¢ worft, fhall be a mock for gis truth ; and what tru
$¢ can {peak trueft, not truer than Zroilus,
Cre, \Nill you walk in, my lord ? ’ '

-~

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan. What, bluthing ftill? have you not done talk<
ing yet?

Cre. Well uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to
ou. :
’ Pan. T thank you for that; ‘¢ if my lord get a boy of
¢ you, you'll give b ‘me.” Be trae to my lord; if
he flinch, chide me for it. .

Tro. You know now your hoftages; your uncle’s
word, and my firm faith.

Pan. Nay, I’ll give you my word for her too: our
kindred, tho’ they be long ’ere they are woo’d, the
are conftant being won : they are burrs, I can tell you ;
they’ll ftick where they are thrown. \

Cre. Boldnefs comes to me now, and brings me

“heart :— ’
Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you night and day, -
For many weary months. ' ‘

Tro. Why was my Crefid then fo hard to win ?

Cre. Hard to feem wdn ; but I was won, my lord,
With the firft glance that ever——Pardon me—

If I confefs much, you will play the tyrant,

I love you now, but not, ’till now, fo much

But I might mafter it : in faith, I lye ;
My thoughts were, like unbridied children, grown
‘Too headftrong for their mother. See, we fools!
Why have I blabb’d ? who fhall be true to us,
‘When we are fo unfecret to ourfelves ?

But though I lov’d you well, I woo’d you not -
And yet, good faith, I with’d myfelf-a man ;

‘Or
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Or that we women had men’s privilege,
Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue;
For, in this rapture I fhall furely fpeak
The thing I fhall repent. See, fee, your filence,
Cunning in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws
My very foul of counfel. Stop my mouth.
Tro. And fhall, albeit fweet mufic iffues thence.
Pan, Pretty, i’faith.
Cre. My lord, I do befeech you, pardon me;
*Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifs :
1 am atham’d :—O heavens! what have I done?
For this time will I take my leave, my lord.
Tro. Your leave, fweet Crefid?
Pan. Leave! an you take leave ’till to-morrow
morning: :
Cre. Pray you, content you. [7e Pan.
Zro. What offends you, lady ? )
Cre. Sir, mine own company. @& .
Zro. You cannot fhun yourfelf.
Cre. Let me go and try:
I have a kind og felf refides with you ;
But an unkind felf, that itfelf will leave,
To be another’s fool. I would be gone t——
Whereis my wit? If{peak, Iknow not what.
gro. Well know -they what they fpeak, that fpeak.
fo wifely.
Cre. gerchance, my lord, I fhew more craft than love;
And fell fo roundly to a large confeffion,
‘To angle for your thoughts: but you are wife,
Or elfe you love not; to be wife and love,
Exceeds man’s might ; thatdwells with gods above.
Tro. O that I thought it could be in a woman,
(As, if it can, I will prefume in you)
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ;
To keep her conftancy in plight and youth,
Out-living beauties outward, with a mind
That doth renew fwifter than blood decays! :
Or, that perfuafion could but thus convince me,
That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of fuch a winnow’d purity in love;
C4 - How

4
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How were I then up-lifted! but alas,.
I am as true as truth’s fimplicity, \
And fimpler than the infancy of truth.

¢ Cre. In that Pll war with you. ,

‘¢ Tro. O virtuous fight, ,
¢ When right with right wars who fhall be moft right !
¢¢ Trye {wains in love fhall in the world to come ’
¢¢ Approve their truths by T7oilus : when their rhymes,
¢¢ Full of proteit, of oath, and big compare,
¢ Want fimilies: truth, tir’d with iteration,—

As true as fleel, as plantage to the moon;

As {un to day, as turtle to her mate,.

As iron to adamant, as earth to the center———=

Yet after. all comparifons of truth, :

As. truth’s authentic author to be cited,

As trug as T'roilus, fhall crown up the verfe,

And fandify the numbers. -
Cre. Prophet maygou be !

If I be falfe, or {werve a bair from truth,

When time is old and hath forgot itfelf,

‘When water-drops have worn the ftones of Z7gyy

And blind oblivion fwallowed cities up,

And mighty ftates charaQterlefs are grated

‘To dufty nothing ; yet let memory :

%gom falfe to falle, among falfe niaids in love, ,
pbraid my falfiood ! when they have faid—as falfe

As air, as water, wind, or fandy earth, .

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifes’s calf,

Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon g

Yea, let them fay, to ftick she heart of falthood,

As falfe as Crefid* .—— :
Paxn. Go to, a bargain made: feal it, feal it; I'll be

the witnefs.—Here I hold your hand; here my coufia’s;

if ever you prove falfe to one anether, fince I have takew

fuch pains to briag you together, let all pitiful goers-

between be called te the world’s end after my name, call

them all Pandars; let all inconflans men be Troikws’s,

‘ o all

LY

* This fcene is-rich with very fanciful feeling ideas, worthy
of our auther, But Pandarus is avery great difgrace to them, and
the conclufion is rather faldome; fome lLines - are trereford
maikied for omiffion. L - .
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all falfe women Crefids, and all brokers-between Pane
dars! fay, Amen. :
Tro. Amen.
Cre. Amen.. . .
¢ Pan, Amen. Whereupon T will fhew youn a bed
¢« chamber; which bed, ‘becaufe it fhall not fpeak
¢ of your protty-enconnters, prefs it to death, Away,
: - [Exeunt Tro. and Cre.
« And Cupid grant all tonge-ty’d maidens here,
. ¢ Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! [Ex,

SCENETIL 7k Grecian Canp.

Zater Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulyffes, Neitor, Diomed, -
Ajax, amnd Calchas. .
Cal. Now, princes, for the fervice I have done you,
The advantage of sthe time prompts me aloud
To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind,
That, t h the fight I bear in things, to Joue
T have abandoned Troy, left my pofleflion, -
facurr’d a traitoy’s name ; expos’d- miyfelf,.
From certain and poffeft conveniences,
To doubtful fortunes ; fequeftering from me all
That time, acquaintance, cuftom, and condition,,
Made tame and moft familiar to my nature;
And here, to do you fervioe, am become
As new into the world, ftrange, unacquainted.
I do befeech you, as in way of tafle,
To give me now a litde benefit,
Out of thofe many regifter’d in promife,
Which, you fav, live to come in'my behalf.. ,
Aga. What would’ft thou of us, Trojan? make
- demand. : ) -
€al. You havea Trojan prifoner, call’d Antenor,
Yefterday took:: T7oy holds him very dear. )
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore)
Befir’d my Crafid in right great exchange, *
Whom 77y hath ftill deny’d: But this Antenor,
I know, is fuch a wreft in their affairs, '
“That their negociatiops all muft flack,
Wanting his manage ; and they will almoft
A Y Give
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Give us a prince of blood, a fon of Priam, .
In change of him: let him be fent, great princes,
And he fhall buy my daughter ; and her prefence
Shall quite ftrike off all fervice I have done,
In moft accepted pain. -
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, '
Andg bring us Crefid hither ; Calchas fhall have
What he requefts of us.—Good.Diomed,
Furnifh you fairly for this interchange ;
‘Withal, bring word. if Hedtor will to-morrow
Be anfwerd 1n his challenge :—4jax is ready.

Dio. This I fhall undertake ; and ’tis a burthen -~
Which I am proud to bear. [E=x. Dio. and Cal

Enter, before their Tent, Achilles and Patroclus.

Uly. Achilles ftands i’ the entrance of his tent,.
Pleafe it our general to pafs ftrangely by him,
As if he were forgot ;’ang, princes all,
Lay negligent and loofe regard-upon him :——
T will come laft , ’tis like he’ll queftion me,
Why fuch unplaufive eyes are bent, why turn’d on hims
If fo, I have derifion med’cinable
‘To ufe between your ftrangenefs and his pride,
Which his own will fhall have defire to drink
It may do good : pride hath no other glafs
To fhew itfelf, but pride ; for fupple knees
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees.
Aga. We'll execute your purpofe, and put on
A form of ftrangenefs as we pafs along ;
So do each lord; and either greet him not,
Or elfe difdainfully, which fhall fhake him more
‘Than if not look’d on. 1 will lead the way.
[They pafs forward.
Ach. What, comes the general to fpeak with me ?
You know my mind, I’ll fight no more ’gainft 7roy.
Aga. What {ays Achilles ? would he aught with us ?
N¢/. Would you, my lord, aught with the general?
- A4ch. No. :
Ny. Nothing, my lord. ’
Aga. The better. [Exeunt Aga. and Nef,
" Ach. Good day, good day.
Men, How do you? how do you? [Exit Men.
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Ach. What, does the cuckold fcorn me ?
Aja. How now, Patroclus?
A:h.: Good-morrow, Ajax.

Aja. Ha?

Ach. Good-morrow. '

Aja. Ay, and good next day too. [Exit Ajax.

Ach. V%’ at mean thefe fellows? . Know they not
Achilles ? * '

Pat. They pafs by ftrangely. They were us’d to bend,
‘To fend their {imiles before them to Achilles ;
To come as humbly as they us’d to creep
To holy altars.
Ach. What, am I poor of late ?
*Tis certain, greatnefs, once fallen out with fortune,
Mutft fall out with men too: what the declin’d is .
He fhall as foon read in the eyes of others,
As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies,
Shew not their mealy wings, but to the {ummer ¢
And not a man, for being fimply man, o
Hath any honour; but’s honour’d for thofe honours
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, .
Prizes of accident as oft as merit:
Which, when they fall (as being flippery ftanders)
The love that lean’d on them, as flippery too,
Poth one pluck down another, and together
*Die in the fall. But ’tis not fo with me:
Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy
At ample point all that T did poflefs,
Save thefe men’ looks ; who do, methinks, find out
Something in me not worth that rich beholding,
As they have often given. Here is Ulyfes :
I’ll interrupt his reaging.—-How now, Ulyfes ?
Uly. Now, great Thetis’s fon ?
Ach. What are you reading ?
Uly. A ftrange tellow here
Writes me, That man-—how dearly ever parted, -
' ow

- ® Whoever hasread cardinal #olfey’s admirable foliloquy upon
the decline of fortune, would imagine our author had exhaufted
his ideas on the fubject; but the preceding lines, with many
other fimilar paffages ip his works, thow he was inexhauftible.
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How much irt havieg, or witheut, or ih,~
Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath;
Nor feels not what he owes, but by refleQion ;
As when his virtues fhining upon others
Heat them, and they retort that heat again
To the firtt giver.

Ach. This is not ftrange, Ulyfes
The beauty that is borne here in the face
The beater knows not, but comsends itfelf
‘To others” eyes: mor deth the eye itfelf,
4 (That moft pure {pirit of fenfe) behold itfelf
Not going from itfel® but eye to eye oppoes’d,
Salutes each other with each other’s farm.
For {peculation turns not to itfelf,
>Tillit hath travell’d, and has marry’d there
Where it may fee itfelf. This is not frange at all,

Uly. 1 do pet firain at the pofition, )
Itis famikiar, but the author’s drift :.
Who, in his circumftance, exprefsly proves
‘That o man is the lord of any thing,
(Though in and of him there be much confifting)
>Till he communicate his parts to-ethers: .
Nordoth he of himfelf know them for aught
*Till he behold them form’d in theapplaufe
Where they are extended ; which, like an arch revete

- berates '
The voice again ; or, like 2 gate of fteel
Frontihg the fun, receives and renders back
His figure and his heat. I was much wrapt in this 3
And apprehended here immediately -
The unknown Ajax. ’
¢¢ Heavens ! what a man is there ! avery horfe, ;
¢ That has he knows not what. Nature, what things
¢ there are, - . .
¢ Moft abjeét in regard, and dear in ufe!
¢ What things again moft dear in the efteem,
. And peor 1n worth! Nowhall we fee to-morrow
Ana&, thatvery chance doth throw upon him,
C : “ z4jax H

-~

4 That moft pure ftirit of fenfe, is a very refined alufion to-the
optic powers,
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¢ Ajax renpwn’d | Oh heavesrs, what lome mea do,,
¢ While fome men ieave to do!
¢¢ How fome men creep in {kittith Fortune’s hall,,
¢ While others play the idiots in her eyes !
¢t How. one man eats into another’s pride,
4¢ While pride is feafting in his wantonnefs !
¢ To fee thefe Gresiax lords ! why even already
¢¢ They clap the lubber #jax an the fhoulder ;
¢ As if his foot were on brave Hedor’s breaft,,
¢ And great Troy fhrinking.

¢ 4ch. 1do believe it:
¢ For they pals’d by me, as mifers do-by beggars,
¢ Neither gpa:feto me goed word, nor goed look.’”
What ! are my deeds forgot ? ’

Uly. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back,
‘Wherein he puts alms tor oblivion,
A great fis’l monfter of ingratitudes.
“Fhofe foraps are good deeds paft ; which are devour'd,
As faft as they are made, forgot as foon
As done : perfeverance, dearmy lord,
Keeps honour bright ; to bawe done, is to hang
Quite outof fafhion, like a rufty meil
In monumental mockery. Take the inftant way,
For honour traxels'in a ftreight fo narrow,
‘Where one but goes abreaft : keep then the path 3
For emulation hath a thoufand fons,.
‘That one by one purfue ; if you give way,
Or hedge afide from the direc forth-right,,
Like to an entred tide, they all ruth.by,
And leave you hindmeft : =~ - .
Or like a gallant horfe fallen in fioft rank,.
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, '
O’er rufn and trampled on ; then what they do in pres

ent,

The’ lefs than yeuts in paft, mufto’er-tap-yours.
For time is like 2 fafhionable hoft,
“Dhat flightly fhakes his parting gueft by the hand ;
But with his arms out-ftretch’d, as he would fly, .
Grifps inthe commer. ¢ Welcome ewer fmiles,
“¢ And farewell goes out fighing. ‘O, let not virtue feek
*¢ Remuncration for the thing it was, for beauty, wit,
- : ¢« High

o
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¢«¢ High birth, vigour of bone, defertin fervice,
¢¢ Love, friendfhip, charity, are fubje&s all
¢¢ To envious and calumniating time. :
¢¢ One touch of nature makes the whole world kin—
¢¢ That all, with one confent, praife new-born gawds,
¢¢ Tho’ they are made and moulded of things paft ;
¢ And fhiew to duft, thatis a little gilt,
¢¢ More laud than gilt o’er-dufted.
¢¢ The prefent eye praifes the prefent objet :
¢¢ Then marvel not, thou great and complete man,
¢¢ That all the Greeks begin to worthip Ajax ;
¢¢ Since things in motion fooner catch the eye,
¢¢ Than what not ftirrs.” The cry went once on thee,
And ftill it might, and yet it may again,
If thow wouldft not entomb thyfelf alive,
And cafe thy reputation in thy tent ;
Whofe glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late,
Made emulous miffions mongft the gods themfelves,
And drave great Mars to faction *.
Ach. Of this my privacy
I have ftrong reafons.
Uly. ’Gainft your privacy
The reafons are more potent and heroical.
*Tis known, Achilles, that youare in love: -
With one of Priam’s daughters.. :
Ach. Ha! known!
Uly. 1s that a wonder
¢¢ The providence, that’s in a watchful flate,
¢ Knows almoft every grain of Pluto’s gold ;
¢¢ Finds bottom in the incomprehenfible deeps 3
¢¢ Keeps place with thought ; and almoft, like the gods,
¢¢ Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.
4% There is a miftery (with which relation
¢¢ Durft néver meddle) in the foul of ftate ;
¢¢ Which hath an operation more divine,
¢ Than breath, or pen can give expreffure tos Al

* This fpeech contains much matter, conveyed in a mafterly:
manner, but is rather too prolix to bear fpeaking to the gene-
ral ear; argumentative harangues, on the ftage, {hould be con-
cife. Thelines marked have-full as much merit as thie others,
but may be beft fpared.
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All the commerce that you have had with Trey
As perfedly is ours, as yours, my lord ;
And better would it fit Achilles much, .
To throw down Hedlor than Polyxena. .
But it muft grieve young Pyrrbus now at home,
When fame fhall in our 1flands found her trump ;
And all the Greckifb girls fhall tripping fing,
Great He&or’s fffler did Achilles awin ;
But our great Ajax bravely beat down bim,
Farewell, my lord. I, as your lover, fpeak ;
The fool flides o’er the ice that you fhould break.
o [Exit Ulyfles.
s Pgt. To this effe®t, Achilles, have I mov’d you -
A woman, impudent and mannith grown,
Is pot more loth’d than an effeminate man :
- Ju' time of a&ion————1I ftand condemn’d for this ;
They think my little fltomach to the war,
And your great love to me, reftrains you thus,
Sweet, roufe yourfelf; and the weak wanton Cxpid
Shall from your neck unlofe his amorous fold,
And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane,
Be fhook to air *.
Ach. Shall Ajax fight with Hedtor ?
. Pat. Ay, and, perhdps receive much honour by him¢
Ach. 1 fee my reputation is at ftake ;
My fame is threwdly gor’d.
. Pat. O then beware;
- Thofe wounds heal ill that men do give themfelves.
Omiffion to do what is neceflary
Seals a commiffion to a blank of danger ;
And danger, like an ague, fubtly taints
Even then, when we fit idly in the fun.
Ach. Go call Therfites hither, fweet Patroclus :
I'll fend the fool to Ajax, and defire him ’
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat,
To fee us here unarm’d. I have a woman’s longing,
An appetite that I am fick withal,
To fee great Hedor in the weeds of peace ;
To talk with him, and to behold his vifage,

Even

* An idea more beautifully expreffive was never fuggefted,
than this contralt between effeminacy and heroifin,
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Even to my full view. Alabour avdl - .
Enter Therfites,
The. A wonder ! ' 7
Ach. What ?

The. fjax goes up and down the field, aking for
* himfelf.

Ach. How fo ? : :

Tbe. He mukt fight fingly to-morsow with Heer, and
is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that
he ravesin faying nothing..

. Ach. How can that be ?
The. Why, be ftatks up and down like a ‘peacock, a
ftride, and a ftand : ruminates hike an boftefs that hath
no arithmetic but her brain to fet .down her reckoring =
bites his lip with a politic regerd, as who fhouid fay,
there were wit in his head, an *twould out ; and fo there
is, butitlies a3 caldly in him as fire in a flint, which wafl
not thew without krocking. The man’s undong forever :
for if Hedtor break mot his neck i’ she .combat, he’ll break
it himfelf in vain-glory. He knows not me: I faid,
Good morrow, Ajax; and he replies, Thanks Agamem-
non. What think yeu of this man, that takes me for’
the general ! He’s grown a very land-fith, language-
lefs, a'monfter. A plague of opinion ! a man may wear
it on both fides, like a leather jerkin *. , ’

Ach. Thou muft be my embaflador to him, Tberftes.

The. Whe, T i—why, he’ll anfiver no body ; he pro-
fefles not anfwering’; fpeaking is for beggars. He wears.
his tongue in his arms. I will put on his prefence ; let

. Patroclus makehis demands to me, you fhall fee the pa-
geant of djax.

Ach. . To him, Patrocles. Tell him, I humbly defire
the valiant Ajax to invite the moft valourous Hedor te
come unarm’d te my tent; and to procure fafe conduét.
for hig perfon of the magnanimous and moft illuftrious,.
fix-or-feven-times honour’d captain general, of the Gre~
«ian army, Agamemnon, &c. Do This. P

: at.

* Therfites is exceedingly pleafant and fancifulin this account
of Ajax’s vain elcvation..
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Pat. Fowe blefs great djax!
The. Hum !
Pat. 1 come from the worthy Achlles.

The. Ha.! . .

Pat. Who moft humbly defires you to invite Hedor to
his tent. . :

The. Hum |— e

Par, And to procure fafe conduét from Agamemnomy

The. Agamemnon ! ' .

Pat. Ay, my lord.

The. Ha'!

Pat. What fay you to’t ? '

The. God be wi’ you, with all my heart.

. Pat, Your anfwer, Sir.

The. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o’clock it
will go one way or other ; howfoever, he fhall pay for me
ere he has me.

. - Pat. Your anfwer, Sir.

Tbe. Fare ye well, with all my heart.

Ach. Why, but he isnot in this tune, . is he?

9%e. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What mufick
will be ig him, when HeFor has knock’d dut his brains,
I know not: but, I am fure, mone; uniefs the fidlcr
Appollo get his finews to make catlings on. ‘ ;

Ach. Come, thou flilt bear a letter to him fraighe.

T%e. Lot me bear another to his horfe; for that’s-the
more capable creatare.

Ach: My mind is troubled like 2 fountsia ftirr’d ;

And I mryfelf fee not the bowom of ic. ~ -
[Exesmt Ach. axd Pat.

The: *Would the fountain of your mind were clear
again, that I mightwateran afsatit! I had rather be a
tick in a fheep, than fuch a valiant ignorance,  [Exit *,

ACT

* The fcene we have noted between Troi/as and Crefidn, the
conduct of the Gracian leaders towards Achilles, and his fenfi
bility #nd refletions thereon, give this A¢t mych more impor=
tance than either the firft or {econd.

. 7
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ACT 1IV.
SCENE. I Troy. A Street.

Enter, from one Side, Kneas; Servant with a Torch,
preceeding : from the othér, Paris, Deiphobus, and

athers, with Diemedes, attended ; Torches too avith
them.

. Paris,

S'E E ho, who is that there ?*
Dei. Itis the lord Eneas.
AEne. Is the prince there in perfon ? [#0 bis Ser.
Had I fo good occafion to lie long,
As you, prince Paris, nought but heavenly bufinefs
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. :
Dio. That’s my mind-too. Good morrow, lord
LLnees.
Par, A valiant Greek, Eneas; take his hand.
Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech, wherein
You told, how Diomed a whole week, by days,
Did haunt you in the field.
Zne. Health to you, Sir,
During all queftion of the gentle truce :
But when I meet you arm’d, as black defiance
As heart can think, or courage execute. -
Dis. The one and the other, Diomed embraces.
Our bloods are now in calm; and folong, health:
But when contention and occafion meet,
By Fove, I'll play the hunter for thy life,
With all my force, purfuit, and policy. :
Ene. And thou fhalt hunt a lion that will fly
With his face backward. In humane gentlenefs,
Welcome to Troy ! Now, by Anchifes life,
Welcome indeed ! By Zenus’ hand I fwear,
No man alive can love, in fuch a fort,
‘The thing he means to kill, more excellently.
Dio. Vée fympathize. Fowe, let Encas live
If to my fword his fate be not the glory, -
A thoulyand complete courfes of the fun!

| But
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But, inmine emulous honourlet him die,
With every jointa wound ; and that to-morrow !
Ane. We know each other well.
Dio. Wedo; andlong to know each other worfe.
Par. This is the moft defpightful, gentle greeting,
The nobleft hateful love, that e’er I heard of.
What bufinefs, lord, fo early ?
Ene. 1 was fent for to the king ; but why, I know’
not. ! : g
" Par. His purpofe meets you; ’twas to bring this
Greck
'To Calchas’ houfe; and there to render him
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Crefid.
Let’s have your company ; or, if you pleafe,
Hafte there before us. I conftantly do think,
(Or rather call my thoughts a certain knowledge)
My brother Troi?};: lodges there to-night : '
Roufe him, and give him note of our approach,
With the whole quality wherefore :—1I fear,
We fhall be much unwelcome,
«Ene. That I affure you :
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece,
Than Crefid borne from Troy.
Par There is nohelp ;
The bitter difpofition of the time
‘Will have it fp . On, lord, we’ll follow you.
. Ane. Good morrow, all. [Exite
" Par. And tell me, noble Diomed, tell me true ¥,
¢¢ Even in the foul of good found fellowfhip,
¢ Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft ;
¢« Myfelf or Menelgus ?
¢¢ Dio. Both alike.
¢+ He merits well to have her, that doth feek her,
¢¢ (Not making any fcruple of her foilure)
¢¢ With fuch a hell of pain, and world of charge;
¢¢ And you as well to keep her, that defend her, N
! ¢¢ Not

* The fubfequent part of this fcene fhould unqueﬁionabclg
be expunged. It relates not to the ftory, and Diomed's exprefs
fions trefpafs ftrongly on decorum, ’ .
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¢ (Not palating the tafte of her dithonour)
¢« With fuch a coltly lofs of wealth and friends.
¢ He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
* The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ;
s¢ You, like aletcher, out of whorifh loins
¢¢ Are pleas’d to breed out your inheritors.
¢ Both merits pois’d, each weighs no lefs nor more, .

¢s But he as he, the heavier for a whore.

¢ Par, Youare too bitter to your country woman.

¢ Dis. She’s bitter to her country. Here me, Paris~m=
¢t Forevery falfc drop in her bawdy veins
¢¢ A Grecian’s life hath funk ; for every fcruple
¢ Of her contaminated carrion weight,
¢« A Trojan hath been flain. Since fhe could fpeak,
¢¢ She hathi not given fo many good words breath,
¢ As, for her, Grecks and Trojans fuffer’d death.

Par. ¢ Fair Diomed, you do as chapinen do,
¢¢ Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy :
¢¢ But we in filence hold this virtue well i
¢ We’ll not'commend what we intend to fell. o
¢¢ Here lies our way. ' [Exeunt.

SCENE IL. 9% fame. Court of Pandarus’s Houfes
Euter Troilus and Creflida..

Tro, Deat, trouble mot yourfelf'; the mern is cold.

' Cre. Then, fweet my lord, P’H call my unete down
He fIxall unbott the gutes.

¢ Tro._Trouble him not :

To bed, to bed. Sleepkill thefe pretty eyes,
And give as foft attachment to thy fenies,
As infants empty of all thought !

Cre. &€ood morrow then,

T7ro. I priythee now, to bed.

Cre: Are youwenry of me?

Tro. O Crefida! but that the bufy day,
Wak’d by the lark, has rouz’d the ribald crows,
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,
I would not from thee.

Gre. Night hath been too brief, :

Tros
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Tro. Befhrew the witch ! with venomous wights” fhe
. "~ flays, ’
As tediouﬂyyas hell; but flies the grafpsof love, )
With wings more momentary-fwift than thought.
Yoa will catch cold, and curfe me.

Cre. Pr'ythee, tarry——you men will never tarry,
0 feelith Crefida! 1 might-have fiill held off,
And then you would have tarried, Hark! there’s one up.

¢ Pan. [within.] What’s all the doors open here?

¢¢ Tro. It is your uncle. .- .
. % Gre. A-petlilenceon him! now will he be mocking.
¢« I fhall have fuch a life . ‘

Ewser Pandarus.

¢¢ Pan. How now, how now? How go maiden.
‘¢ heads ? ‘
"€¢ Hear you! maid! where’s my coufin Cr¢fida ? .
¢¢ Cre. Go hang yourf¢lf, you naughty mocking
¢ uncle! y .
**¢ You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.
¢¢ Pan. 'To dowhat? to dowhat? let her fay what,
¢¢ What have I brought you todo? :
¢ Cre.- Come, come, befhrew your heart! you’ll
¢¢ never be,good, nor fuffer others,

%% Pgn, Ha ! ha! alas, poor wench! a poor capocchia !
¢ haft not flept to-night? would he not, a naughty
*¢ man let it flegp ? a bug-bear take him ! .

¢¢ Cre. Did not I tell you ?—would he were knock’d
¢¢ o’ the head ! [Knecking heards
¢ Who's that at door ?—Good uncle, go and fee.
¢¢ My lord, come you again into my chamber. _
¢¢ You fmile and mock me, as-if I. meant nayghtily.
¢¢ Tre, Ha, ha! o
" ¢ Cre. Come, you are deceiv’d, I think of no fuch
" ¢ thing. [Knocking again.
¢¢ How earneftly shey knock !——Pray you, come inj
“ I would net t{n' half 7roy have you feen here.
[Exeunt Troilus and Creflida,
[ Pa”.

[ ’
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¢ Pan. [ going to the door] Who’s there ? what’s the
*¢ matter ! wall you beat down the door? [opening it.]
¢¢ how now ? what’s the matter ?

Enter Zneas.
é¢ _Zne. Good-morrow, lord, good-morrow.

« Pan. Who's there ? my lord Eneas ? by my troth .

¢¢ | knew you not; what news with you fo early ?
¢ &ne. Isnot prince Troilus here ?
¢ Pan. Here! what fhould he do here ?
4t _&ne. Come, he is here, my lord, do notdeny him,
¢ It doth import him much to fpeak with me.
¢¢ Pan. Is he here, fay you ? ’tis more than I know, »
¢ I'll be fworn. For my own part, I came in late.——
¢¢ What fhould he do here ? T .
¢ _Ene. Whol————nay, then————o
¢ Come, come, you’ll do him wrong ere you are aware:
¢ You’ll be fo true to him, to be falfe to him. R
+4¢ Do not you know of him, but yet fetch him hither;
-* Go. [4s Pandarus is geing out,

¢¢ Enter Troilus.

¢ Tro. How now ? what’s the matter ? ¥” ~
Ene. My lord, I fcarce have leifure to falute you,
My matter 1s fo rafh. There is at hand :
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor
Deliver’d to us; and for him forthwith,
* Ere the firft facrifice, within this hour,
We mutft give up to Diomedes’ hand
‘The lady Creffida.
Tro. Isit concluded fo ?
ne. By Priam, and the general ftate of Troy.
‘They are at hand, and ready to effet it. :
7ro. How my atchievements mock me !
I will go meet them : and my lord Aneas,
We met by chance; you did not find me here,

- * To abridge indecency, trifling, and fuperfluity, we have
marked what precedes for omiffion. :
~ LEne
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Lne. ‘Good, good, my lord ; the fecrets of neighbour
Pandar :
Have not more gift in taciturnity.
 [Exeunt Troilus and Aneas.
Pan. Is’t poffible ? no fooner got, but loft ? The devil

take Antesor ! the young prince will go mad. A plague
upon Antenor ! 1 would they had broke’s neck !

Enter Creflida.

Cre. How now ? what is the matter ? Who was here-?

Pan. Ah, ah! .

Cre. Why figh you fo profoundly ? where’s my lord 2
gone ? Tell me,-{weet uncle, what’s the matter?

Pan. *"Would I were as deep under the earth, as I
am above !

. Cre. Othe gods! what’s the matter ?

Pan. Prlythee, get thee in; ’would thou had’ft ne’er
been born! ‘I knew thou would’it be his death. O
poor gentleman™! a plague upon Antenor !

" Cre. Good uncle, I befeech you on my knees

’Befeech you, what’s the matter? .
Pan. Thou mutt be gone, wench ; thou muft be gone 3

thou art chang’d for Antenor : thou muft go to th f§ther,

and be gone from Zroilus. *Twill be his death; ’twill
be his bane; he cannot bear it.

Cre. O you immortal gods ! I will not go.

Pan. Thou muft.

Cre. I will not, uncle. I have forgot my father,

I know no touch of confanguinity ;

No kin, no love, no blood, no foul fo near to me,

As the fweet Troilus! O you gods divine !

Make Crefid’s name the very crown of falfehood,

If ever the leaves Troilus! Time, force, and death,

Do to this body what extremes you can ;

But the ftrong bafe and building of my love

Is as the very center of the earth,

Drawing all things'to it. I’ll go in and weep,—=
Pan. Do, do. .
Cre, Tear my bright hair, and fcratch my praifed

cheeks ;. . _

Crack
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Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break-my hease
With founding Troilus. 1 will not go from Zrgy. *
' . [Exvaas,

SCENE IIL. The fawe. Before Pandarus’ Heufe,

XEnter Eneas, Paris, Troilus, Diomed, azd others.

Par. Tt is great morning; and the hour prefix’d
Of her delivery to this valimt Greet
Comes faft upon : good my brother Trsilus,
*Tell you the lady what fhe i3 to do,
And hafte her to the purpofe. :
ro. Walk in her houfe :
I’ll bring her to the Grecien prefently :
- 4And-to his hand when I deliver her,
Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus i
A prieft, there offering to it his own heart, [Exit Tro.
Par. I know what ’tis to love ;
And 'would, as I fhall pity, Icould help! '
~———~Pleafe you, walkk in, my lords. [Excunt.

SCE‘NE IV. The fame. A Room in the fame.:f

~ Exnter Pandarus, asd Creflida.

Lan. Be moderate, be moderate.
Cre. Why tell you me of mederation ?
‘The grief is fine,” full, perfect that I tafte,
And violenteth in a fenfe as ftrong ,
As that which caufeth it. How can I moderate it ?
If I could temporize with my affetion,
Or brew it'to a weak and colder palate,
‘The like allaymeiit could I give my grief:
My love admits no qualifying drofs ;
No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs.

Enter Troilus.

Pan. Here, here, herg he comes !—ah! fweet ducks!
Cre. O Troilus! Troilus! [throwing berfelf upon bim.

® Crefida Thould have clegant delicacy, and confiderable
powers of expreffion,
[ [T} Pa‘.
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¢ Pan, What a pair of fpeQacles is here ! let me em«
““brace too: O heart ! (asthe goodly faying is)
¢ O beart! O heavy heart!
“ Why figh’f# thou without breaking ?
¢ where he anfwers again ; _
¢ Becaufe thou'can’ff not eafe thy fmart,
¢ By friendfbip, nor by fpeaking.
¢¢ There was never a truer rhyme. Let us caft away
¢¢ nothing, for we may live to have need of fuch a
. ¢ verfe. We fee it, we fee it, How now, lambs ?
Tro. Crefid, I love thee in fo ftrain’d a purity,
‘That the bleft gods—as angry with my fancy,
. Move bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold lips blow to their deities—take thee from me. *
Cre. Have the gods envy ?
Pan. Ay, ay; ay, ay, 1t is too plain a cafe.
Cre. Andis it true that I muft go from Trop 2
Tro. A hateful truth. .
Cre. What, and from Troilus too ?-
Zro. From Troy and Troilus.
Cre. Is it, poffible ? E
,Tro. And fuddenly; where injury of chance
Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by
All time of paufe, rugely beguiles our lips
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents
Our lock’d embrafures, ftrangles our dear vows,
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath,
We two, that with fo many thoufand fighs
Did buy each other, muft poorly fell ourfelves
With the rude brevity and difcharge of one.
Injurious time now, with a robber’s hatte,
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how.
As many farewells as be ftars in heaven, .
With diftinét breath and confign’d kiffes to them,
He fumbles up into a loofe adien ; . ‘
And fcants us with a fingle famith’d kifs, -
Diftafted with the falt of broken tears.* ’

* This fpeech is truly Shakefpercan, and very favourable to
the a&or. : )
D : Ene.
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¢ Fhe. [within] My Toid! is-thedidy ready ?
¢ Tro. Hark! .you are call’d. Sonie fay the geniuisifo
¢¢ Cries, Come !'to him thatiskantly hult die.
¢¢ Bid them'have: patieace ; - fhie’fhall come “non.
© ¢ Pan, Where are my tears? rain, to-lay this wind,
. ¢ Or my-keart will be-blowmn up by the root.
[£xit Pandarus.

- -Cre. Tmuft thento the Grezians ?
Fro. No remedy. - S
¢ Cre. A woeful Crafid 'mongf the merry Greeks 12—
¢¢ When fhall we fee again ?
¢ Tro, Hear me, my love——Be thou 'but true of
¢¢ heart—m—o— .
¢ Cre. I oue! how now ? what wicked deem is this?
$¢ Tro. Nay, we muft ufe expoftulaton kindly,
¢ For itis parting from us: —
¢ I {péak niot, 8¢ thou trae, as fearing thee; .
¢¢ For I will throw my glove to death himfelf,
¢¢ That there’s no maculation in thy keart;
¢ But, be thou true, fay I, to fathion in
¢ My fequent proteftation: be thou true,
¢ And I wilt fee thee.
¢ Cre. O, you fhall be expos’d, ‘'my lord to dangers
¢¢ As infinite, :as imminent! but, I’ll be true.
“ Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear
. ¢¢ this fleeve. :
$¢ Cre. And you this.glove. When fhall' I fee you?
Tro. 1 will corrupt the Grecian centinels
To give thee nightly vifitation.
But yet, be true. - )
Cre. O heavens |—be true again ?
. Tro.-Hear why I fpeak it, love.
‘The Grecian youths are fullof quality,
They are Joving, well compod, with gifts-of nature
Flowing, and {welling o’er with ares and-exercife ;
How novelties.may move, and parts with perfon,
Alas, akind of godly jealoufy,
(Which, I befeech you, call a virtuous fin)
‘Mikes me affeard. . A
Cre. O heayens, you lo& me not}

fﬂo_
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¥ro. Die I a villain then!
In this, :I.donot call your €aith in }
So mainly as my;merit. I-canmotfing,
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor fweeten talk,
Nor play.at fubtle games ; fair virtues all,
‘Towhich the Greciaxs aremolt prompt and pregreat.
But I can tell, thatin eachgrace of xthefe
There lyrks-a ftill and dumb.difcourfive dewil,
‘That tempts moft cunningly. . But be not tempted.
Cre. Do you think I will 2
Zro. No. ' ‘
But fomething may be done, thatwe will not:
And fometimes we are devils to ourfelves,
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,
Prefuniing on their changeful potency.
ne, f«wz’lf»‘u.] Nay, Fso«r my lord !——
Tro. Come, kifs, and let us part,
Par. [within.] Brother Troilus!
Hro. Good brother, come you hither ;
And bring ueas, and the Grecian, with you.
Cre. My lord, will you be true ? :
¢ ro. Whal? alas,. itis my vice, my fault;
While others fith, with craft, for great opinion,
<¢ I, withigreattruth, catchmere fimplicity.
“¢ While fome with cunning gild their copper crowns,
¢¢ With truth ard plainnefs%xgio wear minc bare.
Pear riot my truth ; the moral-of my wit
<¢ Is, plain and true, there’s all the reach of it,
Esnter Paris, Diomed, and Zineas,
Welcome, Sir Diomed! here is the lady,
Whom for Autenor we deliver you:
At the.port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand,
And by the way poffefs thee what fhe is.
Entreat her fair; -and by my foul, fair Greet,
-f e’er thou ftand at mercy of my fword,
Name Croffid, -and thy lite thall be as fafe
As Priaem is in. Hion.
Dio. Fair lady Orefid,
So pleafe you, fave the thanks this priuce expelts :
‘The luftre in your eye, heaven in your cheek,
Pleads your fair-wfage ; ;.)nd to Diomed
ah 2
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You fhall be miftrefs, and command him wholly.

¢ Tro. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly,.
¢ To fhame the zeal of my petition to thee, :
¢ In praifing her. 1 tell thee, lord of Greece, -
¢ She is as far high-foaring o’er thy praifes,
¢ As thou unworthy to be call’d her fervant. ‘
¢ T charge thee ufe her well, even for my charge:
¢ For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doft not,
¢ Tho’ the great bulk Achilles be thy guard,
¢ Il cut thy throat.

¢¢ Dio. Oh, be not mov’d, prince Troilus.

¢ Let me be privileg’d by my place and meflage,
¢ To be a fpeaker lgw-ee; when I am hence,
¢¢ I’ll anfwer to my lift ; and know, my lord, *
¢ I’ll nothing do on charge: to her own worth
¢¢ She fhall be priz’d ; but that you fay, be’t fo; -
¢ I’ll fpeak it in my fpirit-and honour—no.

Tro. Come—to the port.—D'll tell thee, Diomed,
¢ This brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy head.
Lady, give me your hand ;—and as we walk; :
To our own felves bend we our needful talk.

. [Exit Trot and Cre. Trumpet heard.

Par. Hark ! He&cr’s trumpet !

«En. How have we {pent this morning !
%he prince muft think me tardy and remifs,

hat fwore to ride before him to the field.

Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault : come, come to field withhim,

-Dio. Let us make ready ftrait.

En. Yea, with a bridegroom’s frefh alacrity
Let us addrefs to tend on HeZor’s heels:

The glory of our 7ray doth this day lie :
On his fair worth, and fingle chivalry. [Exeunt,
SCENE V. ke Grecian camp: Lifts fet out :

Attendants, and People awaiting, Flourifp. »
Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Achilles, Patroclus, Me-
nelaus, Ulyfles, and cthers; aith Ajax, arm’d,
Aga. Here art thou in appointment freth and fair,
Anticipating time with ftarting courage.
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy,
Thou dreadful 4jax; that the appalled air
May pierce the head of the great combatant,
And hale him hither,

o a & a
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ja. Thou trumpet, there’s my purfe.
Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brazen pipe:
Blow, villain, ’till thy fphered bias cheek .
Out-fwelk the cholic of puff’d Aguilon :
Corme, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout blood :
Thou blow’(t for Hecor. [Parle founded.
Uly. No trumpet anfwers. '
. Ach. *Tis but early day.
Aga. Is not yond’ Diomed, with Calchas’ daughter ?
Uly. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ;
He rifes on his toe ; that fpirit of his
In afpiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diomed and Attendants, awith Crefida.

Aga. Is this the lady Crefida ?
Dio. Even fhe. ) ‘
" Aga. Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, fweet lady.
" Nef. Our general doth falute you with a kifs.
" Uly. Yet is the kindnefs but particular ;
*Twere better fhe were kifs’d in general*.
Ne/. And very courtly counfel: Pl begin.—
So much for Neffor. :
Ach. Dl take that winter from your lips, fair lady :
Achilles bids you welcome.
Men. 1 had good argument for kiffing once.
Pat. But that’s no argument for kiffing now :
For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment,
And parted thus, you and your argument.
¢ Uly. Q deadly gall, and theme of all our fcorns,
¢¢ For which we lofe our heads to gild his horns !
¢¢ Pat, The firlt was Menelaus’ kifs ;—~this mine—s_
¢¢ Patroclus kiffes you.
¢ Men O, this is trim !
¢¢ Pat. Paris, and I kifs evermore for him. .
€ Men. I’llhave my kifs, Sir.—Lady, by your leave.
- ¢¢ Cre. In kiffing do you render or receive ?
Pat. Both take and give. »
¢¢ Cre. I’ll make my match to live.
¢¢ The kifs you take is better than you give;
¢¢ Therefore no kifs.

D3 _ ’ Men.-
* A poor pun, rather unworthy Ulyfes. ’
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* Men. I'll give you boot, I'Il give yowthree for ode.
¢ Cre: You arean odd man ; give even-orgive none,
*¢ Men. An odd man, lady? every man is:odd.
¢ Cre. No, Parisis not; for you know, *tis-truey
¢ That ybu are odd, and hc is even with you.
¢« Men. You fillip me o’ the head.
¢ Cre. No, I’ll be fworn.
¢ Uly. Itwere no match, your mail again his hors,
$¢ May I, fweetlady, beg a kifg of you ¢
¢¢ Cre. You may.
¢« Uly. 1 do defire.
*¢ Cre. Why, beg. then.
¢ Uly. Why then, for ¥onus’ fake give me a kifs,
¢¢ When Heles is a maid again, and his
¢ Cre. Iam your debtor, claim it when *tis due, -
¢ Uly. Never’s my day, and then a kifs of you.
¢ Dia: Lady, a word ;—D’ll bring you to your fither.
. [Exexnt Dio. and Cre,
¢ Nef. A woman of quick fenfe! -
s¢ Uly. Fie, fie, upon her!
‘¢ There’s language in her eye, her cheek, her lip
¢ Nay, her foot {peaks ; her wanton fpirits look out.
¢ At-every joint' and motive of her body.
¢ Oh, thefe encounters,.fo glib of tongue;
¢ They give a coafting welcome ’ére it comes,
¢¢ And wide unclafp the tables of their thouglits
¢ To ev’ry ticklifli reader! fet them down
¢¢ For fluttiflr fpoils of opportunity, :
%¢ And daughrers-of the game. [Trumpet bearda .

Floarifh. Enter Heblor, armed; Troilus, and othes
Trojans with bim; Zneas preccd.ng.

All. The Trojaes’ trumpet ! )
Agvi.. ¥onder- contes the troop. _ '
Aine. I:‘Iail, atl the. fthte of Grwee What fhall be
one
’To him that vitory-commands ? Or do-yow purpele,
A victor fhall be known.? Will youthe knights-
Shall to the edge of all extremity-
Parflie each other; or fhall be divided

By
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By any voice or order. of :the: figld.
Heflor bade afk:
Aga. Which way: would Hedor have it ?
Ane. He cares nat: he'll-obey conditians.
Ach. *Tis done like Hodor, but fecurely dene,
A little proudly, and great deal mifprizing.
The knight oppos’d.
Zne. If not Acbilles, Sir,
What is your name.?
Ach. If not. Achilles, nothing.
Ane. Therefore Achilles: But, whate’er; knaw this §
In the extremity of great and little,
Valour and pride excel themfelves in Hefor ;. -
The ome almofk as. infinite as all,
The other blani as nothing. Weigh him.well,
And that which looks like pride, is courtefy.
This 4jax.is half made.of Hefer’s bloed ;
In love whereof half Hesor ftaye at home ; .
Half heart, half hand; half Haar, come.ta feek.
This blended knight, half Trojaz and half Greeks
Ach. A maiden battle then *~0O, I-perceive you.
Re-enzer. Diomedu
Aga. Here is Sir Diomed:—Go gestle knight,
Stand by our Aax: as you and lord Fneas
Confent ugon the order of their fight,
So be it; either to the uttermotft,
Or elfe a breatl: the combatants being ki,
Half ftint their firife before. their ftrokes begin.
[Ajax aad HeQor enter the Lifts, Aneas aud.
Diomed marfbsling: Greeks range themfelues
ox. oxz fida, axdTrojans apon the atber,withouts
Uly. They. ars.oppoe’d already. .
Aga. What Frojen s that fame that leoks o heavy 2
Uly. The youngeft fon of Priam, a true knight;
Not yet mature, yet matchiefs ; fiom of word ;
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue ; .
Nt foon provok’d, nor, being provok’d, foon calm’d ;
His heart and hand both, open, and both free;
For what he has, he gives; what thinks, he fhews ;
Yet gives not he, ’till judgment guide his bounty ;
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath
. D 4 Manly
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Manly as Hedor, but more dangerous ;
For Hecor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes
'To tender objefts’; but he, in heat of attion,
Is more vindicative than jealous love.
*They call him T7oilzs ; and on him ere&t -
* A fecond ‘hope, as fairly built as Hefor. I
Thus fays Zneas ; one that knows the youth
Even to his inches ; and with private foul,
Did in great Zlios thus tranflate him to me.
[Alarm. He&or and Ajax fighs.,
(Aga. They are in action.
Nef. Now, Ajax, hold thine own!
Tro. Heéor, thou fleep’tt, awake thee!
Aga. His blows are well difpos’d.—There, djax!
D:o. You muft no more. Interpofing. -
Ene. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you. § “Trump. ceafe.
Aja. 1am not warm yet, let us fight again.
Dio. As Haxler pleafes.
Hee. Why then, will I no more ;
Thou art, great lord, my fathet’s fifter’s fon,
A coufin-german to great Priam’s feed :
The obligation of our blood forbids
A glory emulation ’twixt us twain,
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan fo,
‘That thou could fay, T4is band is Grecian all,
And this is Trojan ; the finesvs of this leg
!l Greek, and this all ‘Troy ; my mother’s blood
Runs in the dexter cheek 5 and this finifler
Bounds in my father’s; by Fove multipotent;
‘FThou fhould not bear from me a Greeki/b member
Wherein my fword had not impreffure made
Of our rank feud : but the juft gods gainfay,
‘That any drop thou borrow’ft from thy mother,
My facred aunt, fhould by my mortal fword !
Be drain’d! Let me embrace thee, Ajax :
By him that thunders, thou haft lufty arms:

Fefor

* This panegyric upon Troilus, fo ably cxireﬂ'ed by fo eminent
a chara®er as Ulyffes, does Troilus great honour; if it has a
fault, it is faying more than almoft any man can merit,
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Hefor would have them fall upon him thus :
Coufin, all honout to thee *!————

Aja..I thank thee, Heclor :
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man :
I came to kill thee, coufin, and bear hence
A great addition earned in thy death.

Hec. Not Neoptolmus fo mirable, -
(On whofe bright creft, Fame, with her loud'tt O yes,.
Cries, This is be) could promife to himfelf
A thought of added honour torn from Heor.

. Ane. There is expectance here from both the fides,
‘What further you will do.

Hec. We'llanfwer it.
‘The iffue is embracement.——4jax, farewell.

. Aja. If I might in entreaties find fuccefs,

(As feld I have the chance) I would defire
My famous coufin to our Grecian tents. ..

Dio. *Tis Agamemnon’s with ; and great Aebilles:  =.
Doth long to fee unarm’d the valiant Hecor.

Hec. /Eneas, call nty brother Troilus to me ¢
And fignify this loving interview
To the expe&ors of our Trojan part ;
Defire them home.—Give me thy hand, my coufin;
1 will go eat with thee, and fee your knights.

Aja. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here,

Chiefs enter the lifts,

Hee. "The worthieft of them tell me, name by name:
But for Achilles, mine owndfearching eyes :
Shall find him by his large and portly fize.

Aga. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one -
‘That would be rid of fuch an enemy ; )

But that’s no welcome: underftand more clear
What’s paft and what’s to come is ftrew’d with hufks
And formlefs ruin of oblivion,
But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

D Strain’d
* * If the arguments which Heflor ufes are juft, thould they
not rather have prevented the encounter entirely, than inter-
wupted it ? The fenfibility of Heffor, however, in being unwil-
ling to fpill blood akin to his own, is very confiftent with the
pictyand juftnefs of his characer, o ’ =



82 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.

Straim'd- purety: fronr all hotiow biasdrawimg;.
Bids thee, with moft divine integrity,. :
From heart of very heart, great Hedor, welcame,.
Hec. 1 thank thee, mo#t mperious Sgamemrar
Aga; My well-fanc’d lord of Trep{to Thoilus] nolefs
to you. .
Men. Let me confirm moz priacely brothet’s greeting
You brace ofi warlike bmtml?::rs, wehme.hidng "8:.
Hee. Whom muft we anfwer ? -
Ene. The noble Meneluws.
Kec. O—youy,. maplond:? by Mirs i gaumddety, thandks !
Mock not that I affe& the untraded carhy
Your quondam wife fwears flill by Fewas® glove =
She’s well, but bade me not eenmmend her to you. '
. Men. Name her not now, Sir; fhe’s a deadly theme,
Hee. O, pardon. I offend.. '
Ne/. Thave, thou gallant Trojan, feen thee oft, -
Labouriag for defting, make cruel way
Through ranks of Grsski/p youth : ands I have. foew thee,,
As hot as. Perfeus, {pur thy Phrygian fleed,
And feen thee fcorning for(zitean fubduements,
When thou haft hung thy advanc’d: fiverd: ¥’ the air,
Not letting it decline on the declin’d * ;
That I have faid unto.my ftanders-by,
Lo, Jupiter is yonder deching life!
And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath, -
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee in,
Like an Olympian wreftling, This have I feen :
But this thy countenance, ﬁill lock’d in fteel, i
I never faw till now. I knew thy grandfire,
And once fought with him: he was a foldier good ;
But by great Mars, the captainof us all,
Never likethee. Letan old man-embrace thee ;
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. :
&Ene. *Tis the old Neflor,
Hec. Let mo embrace thee, good old chronicle,
That haft {o Iong walk’d hard in hand with time.
Moft reverend Neffor, I am glad to clafp thee.

Ny

* A delicate and sdwrirable complinvent to 2 brave man’s hu~
Manity, whe, thongh rciardl'd'r of life himfHf, will not take
it unacceflarily from another,
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Ng/: I wonld my-arms couldimatch tee in coateation,
As they contend with. thee in gourtefiy,
Hec. I would they could.
MNof. Hat by this white beard, I’difight with thee to-
MOT¥NE.
Well, welcome, welcome! I have feem the timse L
Uly. I womder now how yonder. city flands,
‘When we:have herethe bafe and pillay by us.
Hee. & know your favoue, lord Uiyfes, welh
Ah, Sir, there’s many a Greek and Frojus dead,
Since firft I faw. yousfelf and: Diomed
In Jlion, on your @Greckifhrembafly. .
Uly. Sir, ¥foretold you then what would enfae :
My prophecy is but half his jouraey yet;
For yonder walls, that peroly front your town,
Yon towers, whafe wanton topsdo bufs the clouds,
Mutt kifs their own feet.
Hec. I mu& nat betreve you :
‘There they fhind yet ; and, modegtly. I think,
The fall of every Plrygran flone will coft
A drop of Greciax blood : the end crowns ali 5
And that old common acbitraser, Tiare,
Willone day end it. ~
Uly, So to-him we leave it~
Moft gentle, apd moft vakant Hifiar, welcome ¢
After the general, I befeech you next
To feaft with me, and fee me at my tent.
Achy Fhdll foreftal thee, lord Ulyfles—Thou !mee
Now, Hefor, I have fed mine eyes on thee ;
I have with-exaét view perus’d thee, Hedor,
And quoted joint by joint.
Hee. 1s this Achilles ?
Ach. Iam Achiites,
Hec. Stand faie, I pr'ythee. Letmelook on theos
Ach. Behold thy fill.
Hee. Nay, I havedonealready. -
Ach. Thouart too brief. Iwill the fecond time,
As I would buy thee, v‘leg tgee limb by limb,

H‘l“» '

* A maft-natural effufion this of a brave mind, though ca~
circled with an encrvated body. . .

X
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Hec. O, like a book of fport thou’lt read me o’er :
But there’s more in me than thou underftand’ft,

‘Why do you fo opprefs me with thine eye ! :

Ach. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body
- Shall Ideftroy him ? whether there, or there ?

That I may give thie local wound a name ;
gnd make diftinét the. very breach, whereout

eflor’s great fpirit flew. Anfwer me heavens !

Hec. It would difcredit the bleft gods, proud man,
To anfwer fuch a queftion. Stand again : ’
Think’ft thou to catch my life fo pleafantly,

As to prenominate, in nice conjecture,
Where thou wilt hit me dead ?

Ach, 1 tell thee, yea. ,

Hee. Wert.thou the oracle to tell me fo,

1'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well ;

For I’ll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there :

But, by the forge that ftithied Mars his helm,

Il kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’eri———————"
You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this brag,

His infolence draws folly from my lips:

But I'll endeavour deenf; to match thefe words,

Or may 1 never.

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, coufin :

And youw, Achilles, let thefe threats alone,

‘T'ill accident or purpofe bring you to’t.

You may have every day enough of Heor,

If you have ftomach. ~The general flate, I fear,
Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him.

Hec. 1 pray you, let usfee you in the fields:
We have had pelting wars fince you refus’d
The Grecians’ caufe.

Ach. Deft thou intreat me, Hedor ?
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death ; .
To-night, all friends.

Hee. Thy hand upon that match +.

Aga.

+ The challenge of Heflor and Acbilles is brought about fome-
what in a brutal manner, much beneath fuch exalted perfo-
nages; however, the fourth a& reduced muft appear the beft -
hitherto in reprefentation.
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Aga. Firft, all you peers of Greerey go to my tent:
There in the full convive we : afterwards,
As Hefor’s leifure nd your bounties fhall
Concur fagether, feverally intreat him. -
Beat Joud the tabourines ; let the trumpets blow ;
That this great foldier may his welcome know. [Flourifb.
. [Exennt. Troilus fays Ulyfles,
Tro. My lord Ulyfis, tell me, I befeech you,
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ?
Uly. At Menelaws’ tent, moft princely ‘I'Eailw :
‘There Diomed doth feaft with him to-night :
Who neither looks on heaven, nor on the earth,
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view
On the fair Crefid.
Tro. Shall I, fweet lord, be bound to thee fo much,
After you part from Agamemnon’s tent,
To bring me thither ?
. Uly. You fhall command me, Sir.
Bat, gentle, tell me, of what honour was
‘This Creffida in Troy 7 Had the no lover there
That wails her abfence ? _
Tre. O, Sir, to fuch as boafting thew their fcars,
A mockisdue. Will you walk on, my Lord ?
She was belov’d, fhe lov’d, fhe is, and doth :»
But, ftill fweet love is food for fortune’s tooth [ Exewnt,

ACT V.

SCENE 1. The Greek Camp. Before Achilles’s tent. -
Enter Achilles and Patroclus.
“AcHILLES.

L I *L L heathis blood with Greeki/b wine to-night,
Ll Which witk. my fcimitar I’ll cool to-morrow.———
¢ Patroclus, let us feaft him to the height,
¢ Here comes Therfites.
' Enter
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s« Ryter Thorfites awish' & letter.

¢ Ach. How now, thou care of enny- ?
¢¢ Thou crufty batch of nsture, whet’sthe news i -
¢ The. Why, thow picture of what thoy feem’ft, and:
¢« idel of idios-worfhippers, here’s a latcer for thee,
¢ Aebh Fromwhence, fragment ?
The. Why, thou fulk difh of fool, ftorn Tren.

¢ EAchilles) remdss .
¢¢ Pap, Who keepxthe tent now 2 .
¢ The. The forgean’s bax, ow the patignt’s wound.
- ¢¢ Pat, Well fled, adwerfiy ! anck what' need thefe
‘¢ tyieks 2 ’
¢ The.. Priythee be sfilent, boy, I pmfit not by thy .
¢ galk. They ast thoughtto be Ak Heis male-varles..
¢¢ Pat. Male-varlet, you regue ! what’s that ?
¢ The. Why, his mafculine whote. New the notten:
difeafes of fouth, the ghrs-griping, mptures, ca-
tarrhs, loads o’ gravel i’ %::Klgagh, Margies,hcoki:
¢¢ palfies, vaw: e dirz-rotten Hvers, wheesing lungs,
« gladders full %?’impoﬁhume, {ciatiea’s, bane-kilns i
¢ the palm, incurable bone-ach, and the rvelPd fae-
¢ fimpie of the tetter, take and take again fuch prepo-
¢t fterous difcoveries ! ~
¢ Pat, Why, thou dammable box of enwy, thow,-
what meaneft thou to curfe thus ?
¢ The. Do I curfethee? D
¢ Pat. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whorefon
indiftinguifhable cur, no. .
“ The. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle
¢ imnomaterial tkeyn of fley’d filk, thou green fircenet flap:
- *¢ for a fore eye, thou taffel of a prodigal’s purfe, thou ?
¢ Ah, how the poor world is pefter'd with fuch water
¢ flies ; diminutives of nature.!
¢ Pat, Out, gall ! ~
¢ The. PFinch-egg !
‘¢ Acb. My fweet Patroclus, Lam thwarted quite.
¢¢ From my great purpofe i t10-morrow’s batde.
¢¢ Here is a letter from queen Huesdan ;
‘¢ A wken from her daughter, my fair love,
¢ Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep

¢
¢

PN

~ o
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% An oath that kivave fworn . T will not Breake 12
¢ Fall Greeds: fail fame ; heneur, er go, or flay,
¢ My major vows lies here, titis Il ebey. :
« Come, come, Fhexfitss, Help-to triny nyy testy
‘¢ This night i baneuetting  mud all be-fpeat.
“ Away, Pairoclus._ Exeunt Ach. axd Pat,
“ The, With: too mueld and toe little brain,
¢ thefe two may run mad ; but if with too muetr brain,:
¢ and too: littde bloed;, they do, I’ll b 2 eurer of mad-
“ men. Here's Agamemnon, an hone® fellow envugh,
% and one that loves quuils; bue Ke Bath not fo much
" % brain 38 ear-wax : and the  doodly trensformation of
¢ Fupiter tirere, his brothet, the bull,—the primitive
¢t fatwe, and oblique memorial of cuckelds: a thrifty
¢ fhootmg-forn. in a chainr, Manging a¢ his brother’s
“leg, to what form, but that heis, Moukt wit larded-
¢ with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn Rim ?
¢ To an afs were nothing, be is both afs and-ox. Fo
¢ an-ox were notiving, is boths ex andlafs, To be
‘¢ a dog, amule, a ¢t 2 fitahew, atoad, alizzard, an
*“owl, a' puttaeks,. or a herring witltont a ree, 1 wauld
““ not care : but 0 be a Mewslawxs———I would' con-
¢¢ {pire againft defiiny. Afe me not what ¥ woulM be,’
¢ if I were not Thesfitre ; for I eare not, to be theloufe
“ of a lazar, foI were not Menak Hey-day,
¢¢ {pirits-and fires ! -

* Enter Agamemmnon, Ajax, Helor, Ulyfles, Neflor,
Diomed, Troilue, azd Menelaus, wish kgbis. .
2. We go wrong, we go wrong.
4ja. No, %ndern‘%?s; there, wirere we feé the light.
Hec. 1 trouble you. :
_ 4ja. No, not a whit.
Uly. Here comes himfelf to guide you.

' . Bwrer Achiltes,
ja. Wekcome, brave Heitor. Welcome, princes all,

Aga. S0, now fair prince of Trqp, I bid good night,
. - Ajan

* The A& fhould undoubtedly begin here; every preceding
fyllable fecms to us much fitter for rejetion than acceptances
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Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.
Hec. Thanks, and good nfight to the Greeks’ general,
Men. Good night, my lord.
Hee. Good night, fweet lord Menelaus.
The. * Sweet drought, Sweet, quoth a. Sweet fink !
Sweet fewer ! ‘ ’
Ach. Good night, and welcome, both at once, to thofe
That go or tarry.
Aga. Good night. [Exeunt Aga. and Men.,
Ach. Old Neffor tarries, and you too, Diomed ;
Keep Hector company an hour or two.
Dio. T cannot, lord : I have important bufinefs,
The tide whereof is now. Good night, great Hefor.

Hec, Give me your hand. [7° Dio.

Uly. Follow his torch, he goes to Chalchas’ tent.
T’llkeep syou company. [7o Troilus

Tro. Sweet Sir, you honour me, ‘

Hec. And fo, good night. .

_[Exit Diomed ; Uly. and Tro. following. -
Ach. Come, come, enter my tent. :
) [Exeunt Achilles, Heor, Ajax, and Neftor.
Tbe. That fame Diomed’s a falfe-hearted rogue, a

moft unjuft knave. I will no more truft him when he’

leers, than I will a ferpent when he hiffes. He will fpend-
his mouth and promife, like Brabler the hound ; but
when he performs, aftronomers foretel it; it is prodi--
gious, there will come fome change ; the fun borrows of
the moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will rather
leave to fee Hettor, than not dog him : they fay he keeps
a Trojan drab, and ufes the traitor Calchas his tent.
T’ll after————Nothing but letchery ¢ all incontinent
varlets § ! : ‘ [Exit.

SCENE

* A very fulfome, unpleafing line; attempting that fatisfac-
tion it deftroys. ' .
. 1 This thort part of the firft fcene is nearly as fuperfluous
as what goes before it; indeed a number of entries in this play
fem more calculated for protradion than ufe.
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SCENE II. The fame. Before Calchas® Tent.
Enter Diomed, awith a Torch.

Dio. What, are you up here, ho ? fpeak.

Cal. {within] who calls ? .

Dio. Diomed : Calcbas, I think. Where is your
daughter ? :

Cal. [within] She comes to you.

Enter Ulyfles, and Troilus, at a Diftance ; after tbeh;
' Therfites.

Uly. Stand where the torch may not difcover us.
Enter Creflida.

Tro. Crefid come forth to him !

Dio.-How now, my charge ? -

Cre. Now, my fweet guardian! Hark, a word with
you. ' [#hifpering bim.

Tro. Yea, fo familiar ! .

Uly. She will fing any man at firft fight.

¢¢ The. And any man may fing her, 1f he can take her
s¢ cliff. She’s noted *.

Dio. Will you remember ?

Cre. Remember ¢ yes.

Dio. Nay, but do then:
And let your mind be coupled with your words.

Tro. What fhould the remember_?

Uly. Ligt !

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to_folly.

The. Roguery:

Dio. Nay, then—————ro

Cre. I'll tell you what. :

Dio. Pho! pho! Come. Tell a pin. You are fore-
fworn,——— -

Cre, In faith T cannot, what would you have me do ?

The. A juggling trick, to be fecretly open.

Diso. What did you fwear you would beftow on me ?

’ Cre.

.

® This line and half throw out fomewhat very grofs.
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Cre. I prythee, do nqt hold me to-mine oath;. -
Bid me d: any thing butthat, fweet Greek.
Dio. Good night,
Tro. Hold patience ?
Uly. How now, Trojan?
Cre. Diomedomm——
Dis. No, no, good night : I’ll be your fool no more.
Tro. Thy better muft, '
Cre. Hark, one word in your ear.
Fro. QO plague, and madnefs ! : :
Uly. You are mov’d prince. Let us depart I pray you,
Leait your difpleafure fhould enlarge itfelf
To wrathful terms.  This place is %fangcrous 3
The time right deadly. I befeech you, go.
¢ Tro. Behold, I pray you!
‘¢ Uly. Nay, good my lord, go off.
 You, flow to great diftrattion. Come, my lords
““Tro. 1 prythee, flay. '
¢ Uly. You have not patience.—Come ! .
¢ Tro. I pray you, flay. By hell, andby hell’s tar-
‘¢ ments, ,
““I'witt not fpeak a word.
¢¢ Dio. And fo, good night. o
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger " .
9ro. Doth that grieve thee ? O wither’d truth! -
Uly. Why, how now, lord ?
gro. By Fove I'will be patient.
Cre. Guardian |——Why, Greek!
Ria. Pho, pho, adieu! You palter.
€ve. In faith I donot: Come hither once again,
“ Ul. You fhake, my lord, at fcmething, WAll
¢ you go? \
¢¢ You will break out.
¢ Tro. She ftrokes his cheek ! -
¢¢ Uly. Come come. ’ '
¢ Tro. Nay, ftay. By Fowe, 1 will not fpeak.a wosd.
¢¢ There is between my will and all offences
A guard of patience :—ftay a little while. '
" The. How the devil luxury with his fat rump and
_ . potatoe
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¢ #potatoe finger, tickles thefe together l«sesFry,
¢ letchery, fry!
¢¢ Dio. But will you then ?
¢ Cye. Infdith I will, la; never truft me elfe.
Dio. Give me fome token for the furety of it.
Cre T’ll fetch you one. [Exite
Uly. You have fworn patience. '
Tro. Fear. me not, my lord.
1 will not be myfelf, nor have cognitian,
Of what I feel: I am all patience.
Re-enter Creflida,
Zhe. Now the pledge ; now, now, now:!
Cre. Here, Diomed, keep this fleeves
Tro. O beauty ! where’s thy faith ?
Uly. My lor!
T7s. 1 will be patient : outwardly, I will.
Cre. You look upon that fleeve :—behald it well.—= .
He lov’d.—O falfe wench !—Give it me-again.
. Dio.. Whafé wai’t?
Cre. Itis no matter, now I have’t again,
" T'will not meet-with yeu to~morrow night :
L pr'ythee;, Diamed, viftt me no mors.
The. Now fhe fharpens—Well faid, whetftone,
Dio. 1 fhall have it,
Cre; WHat, this? :
D_io. oAy;uthﬁt- ods ) ted !
Cre. O, all ye gods 1—Q 5 prott (3
Thy mafter now lies bhixﬂ:inpgrﬁxtyhispbedyp ¥
Of thee, and me ;. and fighs,. and takes my glove,
And gives mientorinl dainty kiffes ta ity

As L lafs theeiwasre [ Diomed fugiches. abe fleetey:
Ney, do not faech it from: me;
He that tabes:that; mudt take my: heart withal. :

Dio. I had your heart beforey. thjs follawe it.
Tro. 1 did fwear patience.

Cre. You fhall not haveit, Riewrrd 5 faith yon fallnot;
I'll give you fomething elfe.

* How came potatoes kriown at Troy 7 thiey were very little.
known here in Shakefpeare’s.time. Befides, how this reot par-’
ticularly comnetts with luxury; is by no means clear; we
wifh it omitted. .
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Dio. I will have this :—whofe was it ?
- Cre. *Tis no matter.
‘Dio. Come, tell me whofe it was ? .
Cre, *Twas one’s that lov’d me better than you wild
But, now you have it, take it.
Dio. Whofe was it ? |
'Cre. By all D:ana’s waiting-women yonder,
And by herfelf, I will not tell you whofe.
Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm,
And grieve his {pirit, that dares not challenge it. -
Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor’ft it on thy horn,
It fhould be challeng’d.* : . :
Cre. Well,.well, ’tis done, *tis paft ;—and yet it is not;
I will not keep my word.
Dio. Why then,. farewel ; .
Thou never fhalt mock Diomed again.
Cre. You fhall not go.—One cannot fpeak a word,
Bug it ftraight ftarts you.
Dio. 1do not like this fooling. '
The. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not yom,
pleafes me beft.
Dio. What, fhall I come >~The hour ?
Cre. Ay, come i=—=—0 Fove!—~—Do. Come,m——
I fhall be plagu’d.
Dio. Farewell *till then. SR
Cre. Good night. I prythee, come.  [Exit Die.
roilus, farewel ! one eye yet looks on. thee ;
But with my heart the other eye doth fee.————
Ah! poor our fex ? this fault in us I find,
‘The error of our eye dire&s our mind.
‘What error leads, muft err? O then conclude,
+Minds, fway’d by eyes are full of turpitude. [Ex.Cre.
“ The. A proof of ftrength fhe could not publifh more,
¢¢ Unlefs. the fay, my mind is now turn'd whore.
- ¢¢ Uly, All’s done, my lord. :
¢ Tro. It is.
. Uly. Why ftay we then ?

* There is an intolerable quantity of trivial matter to bring
about this challenge, without any thing tragically affecting, or
comically amufing. .

+ This remark 1s praically juft, but refle&s much at prefent
on Crefida. =~ -~ . :
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Tro. To make a recordation to my foul

Of every fyllable that here was fpoke.
Buvif I tell you how thefe two did co-adt,
Shall I not lye in publithing a truth ?

Sith yet there is a credence in 'my heart,

An efperance {o obftinately ftrong,

That doth invert the atteft of eyes and ears;
As if thofe organs had deceptious funétions,
Created only to calumniate.

Was Creffid here ?

<
¢
<€
.

-

-~ =

¢¢ Uly. I cannot conjure, Trojan, -

¢¢ Tro. She was not, fure ?

¢¢ Uly. Moft fure fhe was. _

¢ Tro. Why, my negation hath no tafte of madnefs,

¢¢ Uly. Nor-mine, my lord. Crefid washere but now.

¢¢ 7ro. Let it not be believ’d for womanhood !

Think we had mothers ; do not give advantage

To ftubborn critics—apt, without a theme

For depravation—to fquare the general fex

By Crefid’s rule: rather think this not Crefid. '

‘¢ Uly. What hath fhe done, prince, that can foil -
‘¢ our mathers ?

¢ Tro. Nothing at all, unlefs that this were the.

¢« The. Will he fwagger himfelf out of his own eyes ?

“* Tro. This the? no, this is Diomed’s Crefida :

If beauty have a foul, this is not the :

If fouls guide vows, if vows be fan&imony,
If fan&timony be the Gods’ delight,

If there be rule in unity itfelf,

This is not the. O madnefs of difcourfe !

13
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That caufe fets up with and againft itfelf !
‘Bi-fold authority ! where reafon can revolt

Without perdition, and lofs affume all reafon
Without révolt ; this is, and is not Creffd !
Within my foul there doth commence a fight
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate
Divides far wider than the tky and earth ;
And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion
Admits no orifice for a point, as fubtle
As Adrachre’s broken woof to enter.
Inftance, O inftance! ftrong as Plato’s gates !
2 Creffia
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Crefid is ming, ty’d with the bonds of heaven ;
Inftance, O inftance! ftrong as heaven itfelf! -
The bonds of heaven are flipp’d, diffolv’d, and loos’d :
And with andther knot-five-finger tied,
The fra&tions of her fa.ithl;e olr:xis of l:ler love,
The fragments, fcraps, the bits and greafy reliques
Of her g’cr.eaten fal;:il are given toA.DiomaI.hq
Uly. May worthy Troilus be:half attach’d
With that which here his paffion doth exprefs !
Tro. Ay, Greck;_ and that fhall be.divulged well,
In charaers as red as Mers his heart
Inflam’d with Penzs. Neverdid young man faney
With fa eternal, and fo fixed a foul.
Hark, Greck ; as much as I do Crefiid love, -
So much by weight hate I ber Diomed.
*That fleeve is mine that he’ll bear in his helm 3
Were it a-catk compos’d by Pulean’s fkill, .
My fword fhould bite it : mot the dreadful fpout,
which ﬂﬁ}a-men do the hurricano call,
Conftring’d in mafs by the almighty fun,
+Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear
In his defcent, than fhall my prompted fword,
Falling on Diamed. .
Z%e. He'll tickle it for his concupy.
Tro. O Crefid! O falfe Crefid! falfe, falfe, falfe !
‘Let all uatruths ftand by thy {tained name,
And they’ll. feem -glorious.
Uly. O contain yourfelf;
Your paffion draws-ears hither.

Enter ZEneas.

En. I+have-been feeking-you this hour, my lord :
Hector by this, is arming him in Trgy,
Ajax, your guard, ftays to conduét you home.
Tro. -Ha;ie with you prince ;——my courteous lord,
- adieu
Farewel, revolted fair !'—And, Diomed,
Stand faft, and wear a caftle on thy head.

+ Very hyperbolical the latter of this fpeeth, but the
frenzy of Treikis jultifics it. part peechs ]




. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, g

Uly. Ll briug iyeu to-thegates.

Tri. Accept diftradted thanks. )

. {Exeunt Tro. Zn. aad Uly.,

¢ The. "Would I could -meet that rogue Diomed ! [
¢ would croak like a raven; I would e, I would
*“ bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the in-
“¢ telligence of shiswhere : the.parrot will do.no more
“¢ for an almond, than ke for a commodious drab.——
¢ Lewxchery,Jetchery : fill wars and letchery ; nothipg
¢ elfe holds fathion : a burning devil take them#!

i [Exit
SCENE. IlI. Troy. Before Priam’s palace.
Enter He®or armed, and Andromache.

And. When was my lovd {o.much ungently temper'd,
To ftop his ears againft admonifhment ?
Unarm, unarm, and-do not fight to-day.
Hec. You-train me to offend you: get you in.
By all the everlafting gods, I’ll go ! s
- And. My dreams will, fure, prove ominous to-day,
Hee. Nowmore, 1fay.

Exter Caffandra.

Caf. Where is my brother: &utFor?

And. ‘Heére, fifter; arm’d and bloody in intent.
Confort wich ime in load and dear. petition; °
Purfue we him on knees ;for Ivave dreamt
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night
Hath nothing been but fhapes and forms ofgﬂaughmr. -

Caf. O, it is true. .

Hee. Ho! bid my trumpet found ! :

“Caf. No notes offally, for the heavens, fweet brotheér.

Hec. Be,gone, 1 fay: ‘the gods-have heard me fwear,

Ca/. Thegodsaredeaf to hot and peevith vows ;
They are poituted offesings, more abherr’d
Than fpotted livers in the facrifice.

4nd. O, be perfuaded : - Do not count it holy,

To turt-by being juft: it -were as lawfil

- -t Therfites is rather too free in his uprdions again ; -whete-
fore the {cénc had hetter clofe with the departare of Trowus, ]
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For us to count we give what’s gain’d by thefts,
And rob in the behalf of charity.

Cay. It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vow 2
But vows to every purpofe muft not hold.
Unarm, fweet HetcP.

Hec. Hold you fiill, I fay;
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :
Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man
Holds honour far moré precious dear than life.+

Enter Troilus armed.

How now, young man ? mean’ft thou to fight to-day ?
And. Caffandra, call my father to perfuade.
[Exit. Cafladra,
Hee, No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy harnefs,
outh;
Iam to-dzy i’ the vein of chivalry. :
Let grow thy finews ’till their knots be ftrong,
And tempt not yet the brufhes of the war.
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou.not, brave boy,
I'll ftand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy.
Tro. Brother, you havg a vice of mercy in you,
Which better fits a lion, than a man.
Hee. What vice is that, good T7oilus ? chide me for it.
Tre. When many times the captive Grecians fall,
Even in the fan‘and wind of your fair fword, |
You bid them rife, and live. :
Hee, O, ’tis fair play.
Tro. Fool’s play, iy heaven, Heor.
Heeo How now ? how now ?
Tro. For love of all the gods,
Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mother:
And when we have our armour buckled on,
The venom’d vengeance ride upon our fwords :
Spur then to rueful work, rein them from ruth.
Hee. Fie, favage, fiel
Tro. Heftor, thus ’tis in wars.
Hec. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day.

4+ Nothing could-be more concifely or more emphatically ex-
prefled than this true principle of courage. |
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Tre. Who fhould with-hold me ?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckqning with ﬁfg truncheon my retire ;
Not Priamas atd Hecuba on knees,
Their eyes o’er-galled with recourfe of tears ;
Nor you, my brother, with your trae fword drawn
Oppos’d to hinder me, fhould fiop my way,
But by my ruin.
¢ Re-enter Caffandra and Priam.
¢ Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faft: -
- He is thy crutch ; now if thou lofe thy ftay,
¢ Thou on him leaning, and all 7oy on thee,
¢ Fall all together. o .
¢ Pri. Conre, Hefor; come, go back: .
“ Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother hath had vifions :
¢ Caffandra doth forefee ; and I myfelf -
¢ Am, like a prophet, fuddenly enrapt '
¢ To.tell thee, that this day is.ominous:
¢¢ Therefore come back.
¢ Hec. AEneas is-a-field; ) .
¢ And I do ftand engaged to many Greaks,
¢ Even in the faith of valour, to appear
¢ This morning to them.
‘¢ Pri. But thou fhalt not go.
“ Hee. I muft not break my faith.
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear fir,
¢ Let me not fhame refpet ; but give me leave
‘¢ To take that courfe by your con?ent and voice,
¢ Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.
‘¢ Caf. O, Priam, yield not to him.
¢ And. Do not, dear father, _
“ Hec. Axdromacke, I am offended with you :
Upon the love you bear me, get you in.
. ¢ Tro. This £ i [Exit Andromache,
¢ Tro. This foolith, dreaming, fuperftitious girl,
‘¢ Makes all thefe bt.':dements.mg : 8 :
‘¢ Caf. O, farewel, dear Heftor! . : o
*¢ Look, how thou dy’ft ! look, how thy eye turns ‘)ale !
*¢ Look-how thy wounds dé bieed at many vents !
“‘ Hark, how 7roy roars! Eow Hecnba cries out s -
(19 oW

(3
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¢ How poor .Andromache fhrills her dolours forth !
¢«¢ Behold diftra&tion, frenzy,: and amazement,
¢« Like witlefs antics, one another meet,
s¢ And all cry—Heftor ! Heétor’s dead! O Hefor!
¢ Tro. Away!——Away!
¢ Cqf. Farewel, Yet, foft.—Hedor, 1 take my leave r
¢¢ Thou doft thyfelf and all our T7ey deceive.
’ [Exit Caffandra.
¢¢ Hec. You are amaz’d, my liege, at her exclaim :
¢ Go in and cheer the town : we’ll forth and fight ;
¢¢ Do deeds worth praife, and tell you them at mght.. .
¢ Pri. Farewel.- The gods with fafety ftand about

¢ thee ! [Alarums.*
Tro. They are at it; hark ! proud Diomed, believe,
I come to lofe my arm, or win my fleeve. [Excant.

SCENE IV. Berween Troy and the Grecian Camp.
A Field of Battle. Alarums: Excurfions.

Enter Th';arﬁtes.

T’he. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ; I'll
go look on: That diffembling abominable varlet, Dio-
med, has got that fame fcurvy, doating, foolifh young.
knave’s fleeve of Troy, there; in his helm: I would fain
fee them meet ; that that fame young T7ojan afs, that
loves the whore there, might fend that Greeifb whore-
mafterly villain with the fleeve, back to the diffembling
luxurious drab, on a fleevelefs errand. O’ the other fide,
the policy of thofe crafty fwearing rafcals—that ftale cld
moufe-eaten dry cheefe, Neffor 5 and that fame dog-fox
" Ulyffes,—is not prov’d worth a black-berry : They fet me
up. in policy that mungril cur Ajax, againft that dog
of as_bad a kind, Achilles, And now is the cur Aiax
prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day ;
whereupon the Grecians:-begin to proclaim barbarifm,
and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft! here comes
fleeve and t’other. ~ '

* The fcene would have much more fpirit to be repre‘ented
8s we have marked it.
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. Enter Diomed, Troilus following.

9ro. Fly not: for, fhould’it thou take the river Sy,
I would fwim after. :

Dio. Thou doft mifcall retire ¢
I do not fly; but advantageous care
Withdrew-me from the odds of multitude.
Have at thee!

Tke. Hold thy whore, Grecian!—now for thy whore,

- Trojan !—now the fleeve, now the fleeve !
[Exeunt Diomed and Troilus fighting.

) Enter Helor. .
Hec. What art thou Greek? art thou for Hefor’s
: match? . ‘
Art thou of blpod and honour ?

The. No; no:——I am a rafcal; a feurvy railing
knave ; a very filthy rogue. oo -
Hec. I do believe thee: Live. [Exit.
The. God-a’-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but
a plague break thy neck for frighting me! What’s be-
come of the wenching rogues ? I think they have
fwallowed one another : I would laugh at that miracle.
Yet, in a fort, letchery eats itfelf. I’ll feek them.t

. ’ : [Exie,

SCENE V. b fame
Alarms. Enter Diomed, and a Servant.

Dis. Go, go, my fervant, take thou Troilus’ horfe,
Prefent the fair fteed to my.lady Crefid :
Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty ;
Tell her, I have chattis’d the amorous T7o/az,
And am her knight by proof. ’

Sr. 1 gomy lord. - [Exit Servant.

. Eater Agamemnon, bafil.

Aga. Renew, renew ! the fierce Polidamas
- Hath beat down Menon ; baftard Margarelon

Hath Doreus prifoner ; _ :

E 2 And

} Unlefs for a fmall matter of laugh, which muft enfue from
Tl}:f'rﬁ'm in this fecond fcene, we could with it configned to
eblivion. B - -

~
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-And ftands Coloffus-wife, waving his beam,

Upon ' the pafhed coarfes of the kings, "
Epiftrophus and Cedus: Polyxenus is %lain;
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt ;

Patroclus ta’en or flain ; and Palamedes

Sore hurt and bruis’d : the dreadfyl Sagittary
Appals our numbers : hafte we, Diomed,

To seinforcement, or we perith all.

Enter Neflor.

Nef. Go, bear Patroclus’ body ta Aebilles ;
. S [To his follouers.
And bid the fnail-pac’d 4jzx arm for fhame.= ’
‘There are a thoufand Heors in the fidld ¢
Naw, here he fights on Galatbe his-horfe, -
And there lacks work ; anon, he's there a-foot,
And there they fly, ar die, hke fcaled fculls -~
Before the belching whales ; then he is yorder,
And there the ftrawy Greets, ripe for his edge,
Fall dawn before him, like the mower’s fwath¥ :
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes ;
_ Dexterity fa obeying appetite = - . .
‘That what he will, he does ; and does fo much,
That proof is called impofGibility.

Enter Ulyfles,

Uly. Oh, courage, courage, princes! great Achilles
Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance:
Patroclus’ wounds have rous’d his drowfy bloed,
Together with his mangled myrmidons,

‘That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt come to him,
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loft a friend,

And foams at mouth, and he'is arm’d and at it,.
Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to-day

Mad and fantaflic execution ;

Engaging and redeeming of himfelf,

- * The complicated ideas of the whale chafing a fcull of fmall
fifh, or a mower fweeping down grafs, megnify Heffor's characs
tes, ag an averbearing warrior, very much,
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With fuch a carelefs force, and forcelefs care,
As if that luck, in very fpite of cunning,
Bade him win all, ,

. Enter Ajax, .
Aja. Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Exit.
Dio. Ay, there, there.
Ne/. So, fo, we draw together.
Enter Achilles.
- Ach. Where is this Heftor ?
Come, come, thou boy-queller, thew me thy face ;
Know what it is to meet Aehilles angry :
_ He&or ! where’s Hector ? 1 will none but Heor.
[Exeunt.

SCENE VI Another Part of the Ficld.

~ Enter Ajax. ‘
Aja. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, fhew thy head !
Enter Diomed. ‘
Dio. Troilus, I fay! where’s Troilus ?
_Aja. What would’ft thou ?
Dio. 1 would corre& him.
4ja. Were 1 the general, thou fhouldft have my office,
Ere that corretion :—Troilus, 1 fay ! what, Treilus!?
~ Enater Troilus.
T7o. O traitor Diomed!——turn thy falfe face, thou
traitor,
And pay thy life, thou oweft me for my horfe.
Dio. Ha! art thou there?
Aja. Tl fight with him alone : ftand, Diomed.
Dio. Heis my prize, I will not look upon.
Tro, Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at you
both. [Excunt fighting.
- Enter Heor, '

Hee, Yea, Troilus /——O well fought, my youngeft
brothex'! -

Egj 4 Enter
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Enter Achilles.

Ach. Naw, do I fee thee : Ha!—have at thee, HefZors
Hee. Paufe if thou wilt. [Propping bis fivords
Ach. I do difdain thy courtefy, proud 7roja.

Be bappy, that my arms are out of ufe 5

My reft and negligence befriend thee now,

But thou anon fhall hear of me again: '

Till when, go feek thy fortune. [Exit $o .
Hec. Fare thee well ¢ ‘

T would have been much more a frefher man, -

Had Fexpected thee. How now, my brother 2

Re-enter Troilus baflily

" Tro. Ajax hath ta’en Eneas. Shall it be ?
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven,
He fhall not carcy him ¢ Pl&ie taken too,
Or bring him off. Fate, hear me what I fay !
1 reck not, though’thou end my life to-day, [Exse.

Alarums. Enter Grecians, and pafi over 5 amongft tbém,
one in goodly armaur. - -

Hec. Stand, ftand thou Greek, thouart a goodly mark :
No ? wilt thou not ? Ilike thy armour well ;
P fruth it, and unlock the rivets all, )
But Pl be mafter of it. - Wilt thou not, beaft; abide
Why then, fly on, 'l hunt thee for thy hide.  [Exita

SCENE VII. Tk fame. -
" Alarums. BEnter Achilles, with Myrmidons. -

Ach, Come here about me, you my Myrmidons.. .
Mark what L fay. Attend me where [ wheel:- .
Strike not a ftroke, but keep, yousfelyes.in breath.: -
And when I have the bloody Hesor found, .
Empale him with your weagons round about ; ,
In felleft manner execute your arms. ,
. : v Rellow
+ This is a very odd whim gf Achilles to leave his great an~

tagonift fo indeterminately;. when a regular challenge had pat~
f:ﬁ between them. * g . 8

’

T
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Follow me,. Sirs, and my proceedings eye :
It isdecreed, Aedor the great muft die. [Exennt.

SCENE VUL e fums }.

Alarums. Enter Paris and Menelaus, fighting ; Ther-
fites after them. ‘ '

The. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it s
now bull! now dog! ’Loo, Paris, ’leo! My double-
hen’d fparrow ! "Loo, Paris, ’loo! The bull has the
game : 'ware horns, ho! [Exeunt Par, and Men..

Enter Margarelon.

Mar, Turn flave, and fight. "

Fbe. Wharartthou? .

Mar. A baftard fon of Priam’s. . .

Tbe. I am a baflard too; I love baftards. Fam a
baftard begot, baftard infiruéted, baftard in mind, baf-
tard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear
will not bite another, and wherefore fhonld, one baftard » -
‘Take heed, the quarrel’s moft-ominous to us : if the fon
of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts - judgmant =
farewel, baftard. : Exit,

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ¥ Exit..

SCENE IX. Another part of the ficld.
‘ Alarums. Enter. Heflor,

FHec. Moft putrified cere, fo fair without !emee—e
Thy goodly armaur, thus hath coft thy life.
Now is my day’s workdone ; I'll take my brgath:
'  [Putting off his bebmer.
Reft, fword;, thou baf} thy fillot blood and death!

 Shouts within. Enter Achilles and Myrmidons.
Ach. Look, Hefter, how the fun begins tofet §

How: ugly might comes. breathing at his heels :-

§ All thefe excurfionary feencs are much too full of action -
for reprefentation,

1
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Even with the vail and darkening of the fun,
To clofe the day up, Hedor’s lite is done. -
[Afanlting bim..
Hec. I am unarm’d forego this vantage, Greck.

Ach. Strike, fellows, ftrike; this is the man I feek.

. [He&or falls *,
So, Ilior, fall thou next.! Now, Trey, fink down ;
Here lies thy heart, thy finews, and thy bone. ‘

On, Myrmidons, and cry you all amain,
Achilles bath the mighty HeCor flain.  [Retreat Leard.
Hark, a retreat upon our Grecian part.
Myr. The Trojar trumpets found the like, my lord.
Aeh. The dragon wing of night o’erfpreads the earth,
And, flickler-like, the armies feparates.
My half-fupt fword, that frankly would have fed, -
Pleas’d with this dainty bit, thus goes to-bed .
- [Putting up bis frord,
Come; tie his body to my horfe’s tail ; .
Along the field I will the T7¢/az trail +. '
- [Ewxit dragging out the body.

“ SCENE X. Tbe fame +.

¢ March. Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Diomed, Nef-

¢¢ tor, and others. Sheuts within,

¢ Aga. Hark, hark ! what fhoot is that 2
¢¢ Nef. Peace, drums.
¢ [awithin] Achilles ! Achilles ! Hefor’s flain -}
¢ Achilles ! . . 5
¢ Dio. The bruitis, Hefor’s flain, and by Achilkes.
¢ Aja. If itis fo, yet braglefs let it be ; -
¢¢ Great Hecor was as good a man as he.
- 4 Aga. March hattily along : let one be fent
¢ To pray Achilles fee us at our tent.

.

“If

* ‘This is a moft cowardly mean conqueft of Hefor.
+ This thows a moft brutal conqueror, or rather warlike af-
faflin, but is confiftent with hiftory.

_$, This fhort fcenc has no bufinefs here, and had better be
omitted,
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*¢ If in his dedth the gods have us befriended, '
¢ Great Trgy is.ours, and our tharp wars are ended.
. ¢« [ Exeunt, marchixgs

SCENE XI. Another part of the field; under Troy.
Retreat founded. | Eater Trojans confufedly ; to them,
Zneas. S : :

e, Stand, ha! yetare we ma’ﬁers of the field ;.
Never gb home ; hex_'e ftarve we gut the night, -

' Eatgr. Troilus.

Tro. Heftor is flain.
Al Hedor !—————the gads forbid !
Fro. Me®s dead ; #hd at the murderer’s horfe’s tail
In beafily fort dragg’d through the fhameful field.—
Frown on, you heavens, eftedt your rage with fpeed !
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and finile at Tray/
I fay, at once, let your brief plagues be mercy,
And linger not our fure deftructions on ! .
~Ene. My lord, you do difcomfort all the hoft,
¥70. ¥ou undetffand me not, thattellmefo:
1 do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death;
But dare alfimminence, that gads and men
Addrefs their dangersin,  Mefor is gone !
Who fhall tell Priam fo, ot Hecuba ?
Eet him that will a fcreech owl aye be call'd,
Go into Tray, and fay there—Hear’s dead =
There is a word, will Priam turn to ftone ;
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives ;
Cold ftatues of yeuth; and, in a word,
Scare Tropout of itfelf. But march, away,
Heclor is dead ; there is no more to fay.
Stay yet :: -you vile abominable tents,
‘Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plamns,
Let Titan rife as early as he dare,
I'll through and through you! And thou, great.fiz’d
coward ! ' -
No, fpace of earth thall funder our two hates ; ~
Pit haunt thee, like awicked confcience ftill, =

Tha
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" That mouldeth goblins fwift as phrenzy’s thoughits.—
- Strike a free march to Troy /—With comfort go ;
Hope of revenge fhall hide our inward woe.

[As thcy are going out, and Troilus laf,

Enter Pandarus. -

Pan. Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ?

Tvo. What now ? [Exennt JEneas and Trojans,

Pan. Here’s a letter come from yon’ poor girl.

Tro. Let me read. : [Taking it.

Pan, A whorefon phthfic, a whorefon rafcally phthific -
fo troubles me, and the foolifh fortune of this-girl ; and
what one thing-and what another, that T fhall leave you
one o’ thefe days : and I have a rheum in mine eyes too,
and fuch an aci in my bLones that unlefs 2 man were
curft, I cannot tell what to think on’t. What fays fhe
there ?

Tro. l‘W'ords, words, mere words ! no matter from the

eart. .
The effe&t doth operate another way. :
Go, wind to wind; [rears and featters about. the lester.]
there turn and change together.

My love with werds and errors ftill fhe feeds ; ,
But edifies another with her deeds. A

Pan. Why, but hear you

9ro. Hence brcker lacquey! ignominy and fhame.
[Strikes bim.
Purfue thy life, andlive aye with thy name ! =

. [E=xit Troilas.

Pan. A goodly med’cine for my aching bones! Oh
world ! world! world! thus is the poor agent defpis’d!
Oh, traitors and bawds, how earneftly are you fet a
work, and how ill requited! why fhould our endeavour
be fo lov’d, and. the performance fo loath’d.! what verfe
for it? what inftance for it ?—let me fee—

¢ Full' merrily the humble-bee_doth fing,
¢¢ Till he hath loft his honey and his fting :

But
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But being once fubdu’d in armed tail,
Sweet honey and {weet notes together fail.

Good traders in the fleth, fet thisin your painted cloths.
[Adwancing.
As many as be here of Pandar’s hall,
Your eyes, half out, weep outat Paxdar’s fall ;
Orif you cannot'weep, yet give fome groans,
Though not for me, ‘yct for your aching bones.
Brethren and fifters of the hold-door trade,
Some two months hence, my will fhall here bg made ;
It fhould be now, but that my fear is this—
Some galled goofe of Wincheffer would hifs ;
Till then, I’ll fweat, and feek about for eafes ;
And, at that time, bequeath you my difeafes.
) [£xit Pandarus.

+ This play has a very weak unwortb{ conclufion. In fome
parts fine fancy and great poetry is to be found ; but on the
whole, the fab{é is too incomplete, the fcenes too fhort, and
too quickly huddled om each other to give much chance forfuc~
cefs i action.
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PR OL OG U E

I IKE fawdLa Mancha’s Knight, who launce in
band .

Mounted bis fleed 1o freeth’® enchanted land,

Our Quixote bard fets out a monfier taming,

Arm’d at all points, to fight that bydra——r=Gaming.

Aloft on Pegafus be wawes bis pen,

And burls defrance at thecatiff s den :

The firft onfancy’d giants [pent bis.rage,

But this bas more than awindmills to engageq

He combats paffion, rooted. in the foul,

Whofe powers at once delight ye and controul 3

Whofe magta bondage each loft flave enjops,

Nor vifbes freedom, tho® the fpell defiroys.

9o fave our Jand from this magician’s charms,

And refeue maids and matrons from bis arms,

Our knight poetic comes—dAnd ob ! ye fair !

Tbis black enchanter’s wicked arts beavare !

His fubtle poifon dims the brighteft eyes, -

And at bis touch, each grace and zam:y dies,

Love, gentlenefs, andjoy, torage give way,

Ard the foft dove becomes a bird of prey.

May this our bola adwvent’rer break the fpell,

Ard drive the demon to bis native hell,

Ye flavves of paffion, and ye dupes of chance,
Wake all yqur poww’rs from this defirutive trance !
Shake off the fboackles of this tyrant wice :

Hear other calls than thofe of cards and dice :
Be learn’d in nobler arts than arts of play,
Andother debts than thefe of honour pay. __
No longer live infenfible to fbamg,

Lof to your country, families and fame.

Could.our romantic mufe this aork atchiewve,
Wow'dthere one honeft heart in Britain griewe ?
v attempts, tho’ wild, would not in wdin be made,
Ifev'ry honeft hand wou’d lend bis aid.

Az Dramatis
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G A M E § T E R.
A

TR AGETD Y.

.. ACT 1. SCENE L
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlc}teﬂ.

Mrs. Bew. BE comforted, my dear, all may be well
yet. And now, methinks, thelodgings
begin to look with another face. O fifter! fifter ! if
thefe were all my hardfhips ; if all I had to complain
of were no more than quitting my houfe, fervants,
equipage and fhew, your pity would be weaknefs.” .
Char, Is poverty nothing, then? '
Mrs. Bew. Notiin g in the world, ifit affeted only
me. While we had a fortune, 1 was the happieft of
the rich ; and now ’tis gone, give me but a bare fub-
fitance and my hu!bamﬁs fmiles, and I’ll be the hap-
pieft of the poor. To me now thefe lodgings want
nothing but their mafter. Why do you look at me ?
Char. That I may hate my brother.
Mrs. Bev. Don’t talk fo, Charlotte. '
Char. Has he not undone you ? O ! this per-
nicious vice of gaming ! but methinks his ufual hours
of four or five 1 the morning might have contented
him ; ’twas mifery enough to waEe for him till then,
Need he have faid out all night » I thall learn to de~
teft him ! k
Mrs. Bew. Not for the firft fault. He never flept
from me before. ) o
Cbhar. Slept fremyyou ! no, no, his nights have no-
A3 thing
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thing to do with fleep. How has this one vice driven
him ‘rom every virtue! nay, from his affe&tions, too }
——The time was, fifter

Mrs. Bew. Andis. I haveno fear of his afetions.
Wou’d [ knew that he were fafe !

Char. From ruin and his companions But that’s
impofible. His poor lit:le boy, too ? What muft be-
coue of him ?

Mrs. Bev. Why want fhall teach him induftry.
From lis father’s miftakes he fhall learn prudence,
-and from -his mother’srefignation, patience. ‘Poverty
has ro fuch terrorsin it as you imagine. There’s no
condition of life, ficknefs and pain excepted, where
happinefs is excluded. The hufbandman, who rifes
carly 10 his Jabour, enjoys more welcomerelt at night
for’t. -His bread is fweeter to him ; his home hap-

--pier ; his family dearer ; his-enjoyments {urer. The

{un that roufes him in the morning, fets in the evening
to releafe him. All fituations have their comforts, if
{weet contentment dwell in the heart. But my poor
Bcverley has none. The theught of having ruin’d
thofe he loves, is mifery for ever to him. Wou’d I
could eafe his mind of that! A

Gbhar, If healone were'ruin’d, *twere juft he thou’d

+'be punifh’d. He is my brother, ’tis true ; but when

I thibk of what he has done ; of the fortame you
brought him ; of his own large eftate too, fquander’d

_away upon this vileft of paflions, and among the vileft
.of wretches! O! I have no patience! My own little

fortune is untouch’d, he fays. Wou’d I were fure *
on’t,

Mss, Brw. And fo you may—"twou’d be.a fin to
doubt it,

Char. 1 will be fure on’t—"twas madnefs in me to
ﬁive it to his management. But I’ll demand it from
fim this morning.” I have a melancholy occafion

or’t.

Mrs, Bew. What occafion ?

Char. To fupport a fifter. :

Mirs. Bew.'No I have noneed pn’t. Take it, and

. rewardr
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teward a lover withit. The generous Léqu/on deferves
much more. Why wor’t you make him happy ?

Char. Becaufe my fifter’s miferable. -

Mrs, Bev. You muft not think fo. I have my
jewels left yet, I’ll fell ’em to fupply our wants 3
and when all’s gone, thefe hands fhall il fer obr
fapport. The poor fhould be induftrious——Why
thofe tears, Chaslorte ? :

Char. They flow in pity for you.

Mrs. Bew. All may be well yet. When he has now
tking to lofe I fhall fetter him in thefe arms again 3
and then whatis it to be poor 2

Char. Cure him of but this deftru&ive pafiion, and
my uncle’s death may retrieve all yet. o

Mrs. Bev. Ay, Charlotte, cou’d we cure him. But
the difeafe of play admits no ¢ure but poverty; and
the lofs of another fortune wou’d but encreale his
fhame and his afli®ion. Will Mr. Leay/n call this
morning ? . o

Char. He faid fo laft night. He gave me hints,
too, that he had fufpicions of our friend Stakely, .

Mrs. Bew. Not of treachery to my hufband ; that
heloves play, I know ; but furcly he’s honett.

Char. He would fain bc-thought fo; therefore §
doubthim. Honefty needs no pains to fet itfelf off.

Enter Lucy. _

Mis. Bev. What now, Lucy ? )

Lucy. Your old fieward, madam. I had not the
heart to deny him admittance, the good old man
begg’d fo hard for’t. [Exit Lucy..

, Enter Jarvis. .
< Mrs. Bew. Is this well, Farvis # I defired you ‘to:
avoid me. .

Far. Did you, madam ? I am an old man, and:
- bad forgot. Perhaps, too, you ferbad my tears ;
but I am old, madam, and age will be forgetful.

Mrs. Bew. The faithfnl creature ! how he moves
me. ) . ] [To Char.

Char. Not to &ave feen him had been cruelty.

V/ar. I have forgot thefe apartments too. I remem-

T A, ber
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bernone fuch in my young mafter’s houfe ; and yet I
" have liv’d in’t thefe five and twenty years. His gepd
father would not have difmifs’d me.
- Mrs: Bev. He had no reafon, Farvis.
. Far.1 was faithful to him whilghe liv’d, and when
" ke dy’d, hebzqueath’d me to his fon. I have be¢n
. faithful to him, too.
Mrs. Bew. I know it, I know it, _‘7awu.
Char. We both know it.
~ Far. I am an 3Id man, madam, and have not a
long time to live. Iafk’d but to have died with him,
and he difmifs’d me.
Mrs. Bew. Prithee no more of this! *twas his pe-
’ verty that difmifs’d you. .
- Far. Ishe indeed fo poor, then ?—Oh ! he was the
JO)’ of my o'd heart——But muft his creditors haye
all 2—And have they fold his houfe, too? his fa:hf:r
built it when he was but a prating boy.. The times
that I have carried him in thefe arms ! And Farwis,
_fays he, when a beggar has afk’d charity of me, why
* fhould people be poor ? You fhan’t be poor, Farwis;
. if I was a king, nobsdy fhould be poor. Yet heis
“ poor. And thén he was fo brave !'—O he wassa
- brave little boy ! and yet fo merciful he’d aot have
" killd the gnat that ftung him.
Mrs. Bew. Speak to him, Charlotte, forI cannot.
¢ Char. When I have mp’d my eyes.’
Far. I have a little money, madam; it might
. have been more, but I have lov’d the poor. All
that I have is yours. )
" Mrs. Bew. No, Farwis, we ‘have enough yet. I
..thank you, though, and will deferve your gqodnefs
" Far. But fhalll fee thy mafter ? and will he let me
. attend him-in his diftrefles ? I’ll be no expence to
him ; and ’twill kill me to berefufed. Where is he,
* madam?
Mrs. B:w. Not at home, Farvis. You fhall fee
him another time.
Char. Te-morrow, or the next day—O j‘ar-w: !
. What a change is here ! _ )?7
- if @GFs

K
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Far. A change indeed, madam! my old heart
akes atit. Andyet, 1 methmks But here’s fome-
body coming.

Enter Lucy awith Stukely, ’

Lucy. Mr. Stukely, madam. [Exit,

Stu. Good morning to you, ladies. Mr. Farvis,
your fervant. ‘Where’s my friend, madam ?

-To Mrs. Bev.

Mrs. Bev. I fhould have afk’d that q_ueﬁxon of you..
Have you feen him to-day 2 -

Stu. No, madam.

Char. Nor laft night ?

. Stu. Laft night! did he not come home then ¥

- Mrs. Bew. No. Wereyou not together ?

. Stu. At the beginning of thé evening; but not
fince. Where can he have ftaid ¥

Char. Yeu call yourfelf his friend, fir ; why da

you encourage him in this madnefs of gaming ? -
. Stu. You have afk’d me that queftion before, ma~
dam ; and I told you my concern was that I could not
{fave him ; Mr. B:wr/e] is a man, madam; and if
the moft fnendly intreaties have no eflet upon him,
1 have no other means. My purfe has been his, even
to_the injury of my fortune. If that has been ens
eouragement, I deferve cenfure ; but I meant 1t to
xetrieve him..

Mrs. Bsv. I dordt donbt it, fir; and I thank you:
—3But where did you leave him laftni ght ?

Stu. At Wilfew's,. madam, if I ought to tell ; In
company I did not like. Poflibly he may be there
fill.  Mr. Farvis kmows the-houfe, 1 believe..

Far. Shall I go, ‘madam ? .

- Mrs.: Bew. No, he may takeitill..

Char. He may go as from hxm(elf

Stx. And,.if he pleafes, madam, without naming
me. I am faulty myfelf, and fhould conceal the ers .,
rors of a friend.. Buat I can refufe nothing here.

: [Bo'wmg- to the Ladiest

Jar. ¥ wou’d fain fee him, methinks.. :

Mrs: Bedr. Do fo,. then.. But take care how yom
wpbraid him, I have never upbraided him,.

A Jars
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Far. Wou'd 1 coun’d brinrg him comfort.

Exit Jarvis.

Stu. Don’t be todo much alarm’d, madam. All
men have their errors, and their times of feeing ’em.
Perhaps my friend’s time is not come yet. But he has
an uncle; and old men don’t live for ever. You
fhou’d leok forward, madam ; e are taught how to
value a fecond fortune by the lofs of a firft,

: ' [Knotking ut the deor.

Mrs. Bew. Hark ! —~No—that knocking was too
rude for Mr. Bewerley. Pray Heaven he be well !

Stu. Never doubt it, madam. You fhall be well
too—Every thing fhall be well. [Knecking again.

Mrs. Bew. The knocking is a little loud tho’—
Who waits there ? Will none of you anfwer »—None
of you, did I fay ?—-—Alas! what was I thinking
of !—I had forgot myfelf ! :

Chkar. I'll go, fiter——But don’t be alarm’d fo.

Exit,
_ 8tu. What extraordinary accident have you t([rfear,
madam ?

Mrs. Bew. I beg your pardon ; but ’tis ever thus
with me in Mr. Beverley’s abfence. No one knocks
at the door, butI fancy it is a meffenger of ill-news.

Stu. You are too fearful, madam; *twas but one
night of abfence; and if ill thoughts intrude (as
love is always doubtful) think of your worth and
beauty, and drive ’em from your breaft.

Mrs. Bev. What thoughts ? I have no thoughts
that wrong my hufband.

Stu.”Such thoughts indeed would wrong him. The
world is full of flander ; and every wretch that knows
himfelf unjuft, charges his neighbour with like paf-
fions, and by the general frailty hides his own—If
¥on are wife, and wou’d be happy, turn a deaf ear to

uch reports.  *T'is ruin to belicve ’em.

Mrs. Bew, Ay, worfe than ruin. *Twoald be to
fin againlt conviion. Why was it mention’d ?

Stu.- To guard you againft rumour. ‘The fport of-
half maokind is mifchief; and for a fingle: exi:or

: shey
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they make men devils, If their tales reach yeou,
difbelieve ’em. o .

Mrs. Bewv. What tales ? by whom ? why told? E
have heard nothing—or if I had,. with all his efrors,
‘my Bewverley’s firm faith admits no doubt—It is my
fafety, my feat of reft and jey, while the form
threatens round me. I’ll net forfakeit. [Stukely
JSighs and looks down] Why turn you, fir, away ? and
why that figh ? o

Stu. I was attentive, madam ; and fighs will come:
‘we know not why.. Perhaps I have been too bufy—
If it fhould feem fo, impiite my zeal to friendfhip,
that meant to guard you againft evil tongues.. Your
_Beverley is wrong’d, flander’d mott vilely—My life
“upon his truth, .

Mrs. Bev. And mine too. Who is’t that doubts
‘it'? But no matter——I am prepar’d, fir—Yet wh
this ¢aution ?—You are my hufband’s friend ; I thin

u mine too ; the common friend of both.. [ Pas/es]

had been unconcern’d elfe,
 Stx. Por Heaven’s fake, madam, be fo fill! I
meant to gaard you againft fufpicion, not to alarm it.

Mrs. Bew. Nor have you, fir, who told you of
fufpicion ? I have a heart it cannot reach.

§tx, Then I'am happy——I would fay more~but
am prevented.

. Enter Charlotte.,

Mrs. Bew. Who was it; Charlotte .

Char. What a heart has that Farviz /—A creditor,
fiter.  But the good old man has taken him away—
Don’t diftrefs his wife ! don’t diftrefs his fifter ! I
could hear him fay. *T'is crael to-diftrefs the aflicted

——And when b2 faw me at the door, he begg’d
pardon that his friend had knock’d fo loud.

Sty. T'with T had known of this. Wasita large
‘demand, madam ?

Char. Iheard not that ; but vifits fuch as thefe, we:
muft expe& often—~Why fo diftrefs’d, fifter? this is

“no new afliGion. : , .

Mrs, Bev. No,Charlotte;put I 3 faint with watche

ing——s-
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mrr—qune funk and fpiritlefs—Will you excufe me,
dir? Il to my chamber,- and try to reft a little.

Stu. Good thoughts go with you, madam.

i [Ex. Mrs. Bev.
My bait is taken then, [.4fide.] Poor Mrs. Bewerley £
how my heart grieves to fee her thus!

Char. Cute her, and be a friend then.

Stu. How:cure her, madam ?

Char. Reclaim my brother.

Stu. Ay, give him a new creation ? or breathe ano-
ther foul into him. Pll think on’t, madam. Ad-
vice I fee is thanklefs.

Char. Ufelefs I am fure it is, if thro’ mxﬁaken
friendfhip, or other motives, you feed his paffion
with your purfe, and foothe it by exampte Phyfi-
cians to cure fevers keep from the patient’s thirfty lip
the cup that would enftame him ; you give it to his
bhands—fe Kno-king) Hark, er, thef are my bro-
ther’s defperate fymptoms Another creditor.

Siu. One not fo eafily got rid of —What, Lzrwﬁn '

Enter Lewfon.

Lew. Madam, your fervant—Your’s, fir. Iwas
- enguiring for you at your lodgings.

Stu. This morning ? you had bufinefs then ?

Leaw. You'll call it by another name, perhaps:
“Whete”s Mr, Beverley, madam.

Char: We have fent to enquire for him. ;

Leaw. Is he abroad then ? he did not ufe to go.out
fo early;

Char. No; nor to Ray out fo late..

Lew. Ts that the café ? I am forry for-it. But

Mr. Stukely, perhaps, may- dire€t you to him. -

Stx. I have already, fir.—But what was your bu-.
finefs with me ¥

Lew. To congratulate you upon your late fuc-
eeflcs at play.  Foor Bewerley ! but you are his friend,.
and there’s a comfort in having fuccefsful frrends.

 Sta. And whatam I to underftand by this ?

Lew. That Bewerly’s a.poor man, with a rich
fne"ld-ThaLs allg

Stu.
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Stu.. Your words wow’d mean fomething, I fup-
pofe. Another time, fir, I fhall defire ap explanaucn.
Lew. And why not now ? I'am no dealer in long

. fentences. A minute or two will do for me.

Stu. But not for me, fir. I am flow of apprehen-
fion, and muft have time and privacy. A lady’s pre-
fence engages my attention—Another morning Ima‘g
be found at home.

Lew. Another morning then I’I1- ‘wait upon you.

Stu. I fhall expe& you, fir. Madam, your fervant,

[Exit.

Char. What mean you by this ?

. Lew. 'To hint to him that I know him.

Char. How know him ? mere doubt and fuppofi-
tion !

Lew. T fhall have proof foon. )

Char. And what then ? wou’d you rifk your hfe
to be his punither? - -

Lewo. My life, madam ! don’t be afraid. ‘And yet
I am happy in your concern for me. But letit con-
tent you that I know this Stukely—"Twcu’d be as eafy .
to make him honeft as brave.,

Char. And what do you intend todo 2 -

Lew. Nothing, till 1 have proof. Yet my fufpl-

cions are well grounded——but methinks, madam,
I am a&ting here without authority. Cou’d I have
feave to call Mr. Bewverley brother, his concerns woufd
be my own Why will you make my fervices appear
officious ?
_ Char. ¥ouknow my reafons, and fhou’d not\Rrefs
me. ButIam cold, you fay ; and cold I will be,
while a ‘poor fifter's “deftitate My heart bleeds
for her ! and ’till I fee her for.rows moderatcd love
has no joys for me.

Lew. Canlbe lefs a friend hy bemg a brother? T
would not fay an unkind. thmg—-—-—-but the pillar of
your houfe is. fhaken. ‘;) it with another, and it
fhall ftand firm again——You muft comply.

Char. And will—when I have peace within myfelfq
But It us change the fubje—Your bufinefs here this. -

moraing
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morning is with my fifter. Misfortunes prefs tbo hard
-upon her : Yet till to-day fhe has borne ’em néobly.
Lew. Where is fhe ? '
Char. Gone to her chamber e———Her fpirits fail’d
“her. .
* Lew. I hear her coming—Letwhat has pafs’d with
Stukely be a fecret—She has already too much to
trouble her. o
: Enttr Mrs. Beverley.
Mbos. Bew. Goed morning, fir ; I heard yout voice,
and as I theufht, enquiring for me——where’s Mr,
Stukely, Charlotte. N

Char. “This moment gone—a~You have ‘been in.

~tears, fifter, but here’s a friend fhall comfort you,

Lew, Or if T add to your diftrefles, Pl beg yodr
pardon, madam. The fale of your houfe 4nd fur-
niture was fmifh’d yefterday.

Mrs. Bev. I know it, fir. I know too your gené-

- rous reafon for putting me in mind of it. But you
“have obliged me too much already. '

Lew. Thefeave trifles, madam, which I knew you
have fet a value on 5 thofe I have purchas’d, and will
deliver, IThaveafriend too that efteems you—He has

“bought largely 5 and will call nothing his, till he
-has feen you. If a vifit to him would not be paisn-
ful, he has begg’d it may be this morning.

Mrs. Bev. Not painful in the leaft My pain is frefn
‘the kindnefs of my friends. Why am I to be oblig’d.
beyond the power of return. ?

Lew. You fhall repay us at your own time.. I have

-a coach waiting at the door—Shall we have year com-
pany, madam? (7o Char..

Char. No. My brother may return foon ; Il ftay-
and receive him.. > .

. .Mrs. Bew.. He may want a comforter, perhaps.
But don’t upbraid him, Chaerlétze.. We fhan’t be
-abfent long—Come, fir, fince [ muft be fo oblig’d.,

Lew. *Tis [ thatam oblig’d.. An hour or lefs will

‘be fufticient for us. We fhall find you at home, mae
dam ? [ %o Char. axd exit avith Mr:.clz ev..
. - KRR e

-
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. ‘Chay. Certainly. "I have but little inclination te
appear abroad—O ! this brother ! this brother ! to
what wrétchednefs has he reduc’d us. [Exiz.

S CE N E changes to Stukely’s Lodgings.
~ Enuter Btukely.

Sta. That Lew/on fufpe&ts me, ’tis too plain. Yet"
why Thou’d he fufpett me 2—I appear the friend of
Bewerley as much as he.—But I am rich it feems—and
fo I am; thanks to another’s folly and my own wifdom.
To what ufe is wifdom, but to take advantage of the
weak ? This Bewerley’s my fool ; I cheat him, and he
calls me friende=—eBut more bufinefs muft be done
yet. His wife’s jewels are nnfold ; fo is the rever-
fion of his uncle’s eftate. I muft have thefe too —
And then there’sda treafure above all——-1I love his
wife—Before fheknew this Bewerley 11lov’d her ; but
Jike a cringing fool, bow’d at a diftance, while he
Rept in and won her——Never, never will I forgive
bim for’t. My pride, as well as love,is wounde
this conqueft.—I muft have vengeance. Thofe hints,
this morning, where well thrown in——Already they
have falten’d on her. If jealoufy thou’d weaken her
affeftions, want may corrupt her viftue—My heart
rejoices in the hope—Thefe jewels may do much. He
fhall demand ’em of her; which, when mine, fhall be
converted to fpecial purpofes—What now Bares ?

Enter Bates.

Bates. Is it a wonder then to fee me ? The forces
are all in readinefs, and only wait for orders, Where’s
Bewerley ?

Stu. At laft night’s rendezvous, waiting for me,
Is Dawfon with you ?

Bates. Drefs’d like a nobleman ; with moneyin his
pocket, and a fet of dice that fhall deceive the devil.

Stu. That fellow has a head to undo a nation. But
for the reft, they are fuch low-manner’d, ill-looking
dogs, Iwonder Bewerley has not fufpefted em.

Bates. No matter for manners and looks, Do yok

fupply
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fupply ’em with money, and they are gentlemen by

protefion—Thepafiion of gaming cafts fuch a mift bex

fove the eyes, that the nobleman fhall be furrounded

with fharpers, and imagine himfelf in the beft of com-
any... R :

P Styu. There’s that Williams, too—It washe, I fup-

pofe, that call’d at Bewerley’s with_the. note this
mornimg. -What'dire@ions did you give him #

Bates. To knock léud; and be clamorous. Did
not you fee him 2 Co

Stu. No. The fool fneak’d off with Farwis. Had
he appear’d within doors, as direfted, the note had
been difcharg’d. I waited there on purpofe. I want
the women to think well of me ; for Lew/on’s grown
fufpicious ; he told me fo himfelf. L

Bates. What anfwer did you make Rim :

Stu. A fhort one==That I would fee him' foon, for
farther explanation.. - A

Bates. We muft take:care 6f him. But what Kave
we to do with Bewerley ? Dawfon-and the reft are won-
-dering at you.. . - . - .

Stu, Why let em wonder. I have defigns above
their narrow-reach. 'They fee me lend him money ;
-and they ftaré at e, But they are fools. I want him
-to believe me beggar’d by him, -

Bates. :And what then ¥ . B

Stu. Ay, there’s the queftion; but no matter. At
night you may know more. "He waits for me at #7i/~
for’s. 1 told the women where te find him.

Bates. 'To what purpoefe? S .

Stu.. To fave fulpicion, - It look’d friendly ; and
they thank’d me. Old Farwiswas difpatch’d to him..

Bates. And may intreat him home.. '

Stu. No; he expe&ts money from me ; but P11 have

" none.. His wife’s jewels muft ‘ge-—Women are eafy
creatures-and refufe nothing where they love e
Follow to #ilfen's:5 bat be fure he fees you not. You
are a man af charafter, you know’; of prudence and
difcretion. Wait for me in an outer room; I fhall
Bave bufinefs. for. you: prefently. "Come; fir;

Les
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Let drudging fools by bonsfly grow great : .+«

The fborter road to riches is deceit. " [Exeunt,
A CT I A
SCENE « Gamine ﬁoaﬁ, awith a Table, Box,
’ i(_t', e, ’
‘Beverley is, difiover’d fitting.
Bew. HY, whata world is this ! The flave that

digs for gold receives his daily pittance,
and flecps contented, while thofe, for whom he la-
bours, convert their good to.mifchief ; making abun-
dance the means of want. Q fhame! fhame!—Had
fortune given me but a little, that little had been ffill
my own. But plenty léads to walte; and fhallow
fireams maintain their currents, while fielling rivers
beatdown their banks,and leave their channels empty.
What had I todo with play ? I wanted nothing. My
wifhes and my means were equal. The poor follow’d
me with bleflings ; love fcatter’d rofes on my pillow,
and morning wak’d me to delight——O- bitter
thought ! that leads to what | was, by whatI am!
. L.wou’d forget both—Who's there+
Enter Waiter. |

Wait. A gentleman, fir, enquires for you.

Bew, Hemight have us’d lefs ceremony.  Stukely,
I.fuppofe? : '

Wait. No, fir, ‘a ftranger. _ : :

Bew. Well, thew him in. Exit. Waiter,
A meflenger from Stukely, then'! from him that has
undone me!—Yet all in friendthip, and now he
lends me from his little, to kring back fortune to me.

Enter Jarvis.

. Farvis ! Why this intrafion ?——Your abfence had
~ been kinder. . i

Jar. I came in duty, fir. If it be troublefome—

Bew. It is—I wou’d be private—~—hid even from
myfelf., Wkho fent you hither? :
o Far.
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Yar. One that wou’d perfaade you home again,
My Mittrefs is not well ; her tears told me fo.

_Bew. Go with thy duty there then —¢ But does
¢ The weep ? I am to blame to let her weep.’ Pr’ythee
be gone : 1 have no bufinefs for thee,

JFar. Yes, fir; to lead you from this place. Iam
your fervant ftill. Your profperous fortune blefs’d my
old age. If that has left you, I muft net leave you.’

Bew. Not leave me! Recall paft time then; or
through this fea of ftorms and darknefs, thew me a
ftar to guide me. But what can’ft thou ?

Far. The little that I can, Iwill. You have been
generous to me—I wou’d not offend you, fir,—but—

Bev. No. Think’ft thou I’d ruin thee, too! I
have enough of hame already—My wife! My wife !
Wou’dft thou believe it, Farvis 7 I have not feen her
all this long night——1I, who have lov’d her fo, that
every hour of abfence feem’d as a gap in life. But

. other bonds have held me—~—O ! I have play’d the
boy ! dropping my counters in the fiream, and reach-
ing to rcd‘::em ’em, have loft myfelf. ¢ Why wilt
¢ thou follow mifery ? Orif thou wilt, go to thy mife
¢ trefs. She has no guilt to fting her, and therefore
¢ may be comforted.’

Far. For pity’s fake, fir!
fec this change. .

Bew. Nor I to bear it——How {péaks the world of
me, Farvis?

Far. As of a good man dead. Ofone, who walk.
ing in a dream, fell down a precipice. The world is
forry for you.

Bev. Ay, and pitiesme  Sayisitnotfo? ‘Butl
was born to infamy—~D’I1 tell thee what it fays. It
. calls me villain ; a treacherous hufband ; acruel fa-

ther ; a falfe brother ; one loft to nature and her cha-
. rities. Or to fay all in one fhort word, it calls me—

Gamefter. Go to thy miftrefs—I’l1 fee her prefently.

Far. And why, not now ? Rude people prefs upon
her ; loud, bawling creditors ; wretches who know no
pity—I1 mct one at the door ; he wou’d have feen my

miftrefs,

T have no heart te

-

\
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‘miftrefs. 1 wanted means of prefent payment, fo pro-

mis’d it to-morrow. But others may be preffing ;
and fhe has grief enough already. Your abfence
hangs too heavy onher.

Bew. Tell her I'll come, then. I have a-moment’s
bufinefs. But what haft thou to do with my diftreffes ?
Thy honefty has left thee.poor ; and age wants comn-
fort. Keep what thou haft ¢ for cordials ;* left between
thee and the grave, mifery fteal in. I have afriend
fhall counfel me—This is that friend.

Enter Stukely. ’

Stu. How fares it, Bewerley? Honeft Mr. Farwis,
well met ; T hop’d to find you here. That viper #il-
liams | Was it not he that troubled you this morning ?

Far. My miftrefs heard him then ?}—~—I am forty
that fhe heard him. _

Bew. And Farwis promis’d payment.

" Stu, 'That muft not be, Tell him I’ll fatisfy him,
Far. Will you, fir ? Heaven will reward you for’t.
Bew. Generous Stukely! Friendfhip like yours, had

it ability like will, wou’d more than balance the
wrongs of fortune,

Stu. You think too kindly of me—Make hafte to
Williams ; his clamours may be rude elfe.  [75 Jar,

Far. And my mafter will go home again—Afas!

~fir, we kmow of hearts there breaking for his abfence.
Exit,

Bew. Wou’d I were dead ! L

Stu. ¢ Orturn’d hermit ; countinga firing of bead