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5‘ “WN7; royi‘;z%ére lyes'the Scene:: From Iles of Greece

The Princes Orgillows, their high blood chaf d
Haue to the Port of Athens fent their [hippes

Fraught with theminifters and infbruments

Of cruell Warre : Sixvy and nine that wore

Their (rownets Regall, from th’ Athenian bay

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their cvow is made

To ranfacke Troy, Within whofe [trong emures

T he rauiflydHelen; Menelaus Queene,

With swanton Paris fleepes, and that's the Quarrell.

7o Tenedos they come,

And the deepe-drawing Barke do there difgorge

T heir warlike frautage : now on Dardan Plaines

The frefh andyet conbruifed Greekes do pitch

Their braue Panillions.Priams fix=gated (ity,

Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetds, Troien,

And Antenonidus with mafsie Staples

And correfponfine and fulfilling Bolts

Stirre cvp the Sonnesof Troy.

Now Expectation tickling skittifh fpirits,

On one and other fide, Troian and Grecke,

Sets allon hazard. And hither am T come,

A Prologue arm’d, but not in confidence

Of Authors pen, or Aétors voyce ; but fuited

Fn like conditions, as our Argument ;

To tellyou (faire Beholders) thatour Play

Leapes orethe roaunt and firHinos of thofe broyles,

@mf;mzing inthe middle : jgz{tin:s tbcirzce{;ﬁmjy :
S D 3

T owhat may bedigefted ina Play:

Like, or finde fault, do as your pleafures are,

Now good or bad, "tis but the chance of Warre.
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Troylus and Crefsida..
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Aitus Primus.

Sceena Prima.
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Enter Pasdaraus and Troylus.

Troylus.
¢4 All here my Varler,lle vnarme againe. .
$& Why fhould 1 warre witheut the wals of Troy
M That finde fuch cruell bateell here within?
® Each Troian that is mafter of: his heast,
Let him to field, Troy/us alas hath none,
Pan, Will this geere nere be mended ?

| fome-body had heard hertalke yefterdayas I did: I will

- In Creffids loue, ‘Thou anfwer'® fheis Faire,

" Her Eyes,her Haire,her Cheeke,her Gate, her Voice,

Troy.The Greeks are frong, & skilful to their firength,
Fierce to their skill,and to their fiercene(le Valianc:
ButI amweak:rthen a womansteare; = ©
Tamer then {leepe,fonder thenignorance ; ,
Leffe valiant then the Virginin the nighe, 1oF
And skilleffe as vnpractis’d Infancie. ;
Pan, Well, Thaue told you enough of this : Fog‘ my
part, Ile not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that ‘will
haue a Cake outof the Wheate, muft needes tarry the
grinding. .

Trey. Haue I not tarried ? |
" Pan. 1the grinding ; but you muft rarry the bolring.
Troy. Hauel not tarried ? i
Pan, Itheboulting; but you muft tarry the leau‘ing,

. Writingtheir ownereproach ; te whofe foft {eizure,

Troy. Stillhauelrarried, .

Pan. 1, tothe leauening : but beeres yet in ‘the word
hereafter, the Kneading, themaking of the Cake, the
heating of the Ouen, and the Baking; nay, you mu\(’c fay
the cooling too,or youmay chanceto burne your lips.

7rsy. Patience her {elfe, what Goddefle erethe be,
Doth leffer blench at {fufferance,then I doe:

At Priams Royall Table doe 1fit;
And when faire Creffid comes into my thoughts,
So(Traitor) then fhe comes,when fheis thence,

Pan, Well: : |
She look’d yefternight fairer,then cuer I faw her looke,
Or any womancelle,

Troy. Iwas about o tell thee;when my heart,

As wedged with a l"igh,v‘fould riuﬂc in tw'amc,
Leal Heétor,or my Father {hould perceiue me :
I haue (as when the Sunne doth lxght a-{corne)
Buried this (igh,in wrinkle _of a {m!Ic:

| But forrow,that is couch’d in feeming gladnefle,

Islike thac mirth,Fate turnesto fudden fadoefle,
f Paz. Andher haire were not fomewhat darker then |
i Helens well go oo, there were no more cqmpari{on be-
| tweene the Women. But for my part {h‘e 1 oy Kinfwo-
man, I would not (as they tearme 1t) pl’alfe it,but I weld

not difpraife your fifter Caffandra’s wit, but— .
Troy. Oh Pandarss |1 vellthee Pandarss 3

When I doc tell thee,theremy hopes Iye drown’d :

Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe

Theylyeindrench’d. Itellthee, T am mad

Powr'ft inthe open Vicerof my hearr,

Handleft in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand
(ln whofe comparifon,all whites ate Ink ¢)

The Cignets Downe is harfh,and fpitit of Senfe

Hatd as the palme of Plough<man. This thoutel'ft me :
As truethou tel'ft me, when I fay I loue her »

But {aying thus,inftead ofOyle and Balme,

Thou lai'ftin euery gafh that louc hath giuen me,

The Knife that madeir,

Pan, Tipeake no more then truth,

Zrey. Thou do’ft notfpeake fo much,

Pan. Faith, lle notmeddlein’e: Ler her beas fhee is,
if fhe be faire, tis the better for her : and fhe be not, fhe
ha’sthe mendg in hér owne hands,

Trey. Good PandersesHow now Pandarsm ?

Par. Ihave had my Labour for my trauell,ill thought
on of her,and il thought on ofyou: Gone betweene and
betweene,but {fmall thankes for my labour,

T7ey. What arc thou angry Pandarss? what with me?

Pan, Becaufe the's Kinne to me, therefore fhee’s not
o faire s Helon, and théwrere not kin to me, {he would
be as faire on Friday, as Helew is ori Sunday, But what
care 12 ['care fiot and (he were a Black-a- Moore, ’tisall
oneto e,

Troy. SayI(heisnot faire?

Trey. 1doenot care whether youdoeor no, Shee’sa
Foole to ftay behinde her Father : Let her ro the Greeks,
and fo Ile tell her the next time I fee her  for my pare, 1le
meddle nor make no more i’th’matter,

Trey, Pandarus? Pan, Notl,

Troy. Sweere Pandarus.

Pan. Pray you {peake no more to me, Twill leaue al]
as Ifound it,and there an end, Exit Pand,
Sonnd Alarum,

Tro.Peace you vngraciousClamors,peace rude {founds,
Fooles on both fides, Helen muft needs be faire,
When with your bloud you daily paint her thus,
T cannot fight vpon this Argument:
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[ SN
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tis too fraru’d a fubie& formy Sword,

But Pandarws : O Gods ! How do yorapla"uc me ?
I cannot come to Creffid but by Pandar,
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Cre.

Pan,

(re. That were weta
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Cre, ”rf :

Pan. Truer

s{o;T know the caufe too, }
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Cre, Oh Tupitersthere’s no comparifon,
Pan, Whatnotbetweene Treylas and Heller ? do you |
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3o
colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a
praife for a good complexion,I had as licue Hellens gol-
den tongue had commended Troylus for a copper nofe.

Pan. 1lweare to you,
Ithinke Hellenloues him better then Parss.

Cre. Then fhee’sa merry Greeke indeed.

dans Nay I am fure the does, fhe came to him th’other
day into the compaft window,and you Know he has not
palt three or foure haires on his chinne,

Cref. Indeed a Tapflers Arithmetique may {oone
brmg his particulars therein,to atotall.

Pand. Why heis very yong, and yet will he within
three pound lift as much as his brother Feltor,

Cref. 1s heis fo younga man,and fo old alifrer?

Pan. Butto prooue to you that Helles Joues him,fhe
came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin,

Cref. Iunohauc mercy,how cameit clouen?

Pan. Why,you know ’tis dimpled,
I thinke bis fmyling becomes him better then any man
in all Phrigia.

Cre. Oh he {miles valiantly,

Pan, Doocsheenot?

Cre. Ohyes,and’cwerea clow’d in Aatummne.

Pan. Why go to then,but to proue to you that Hellen
loues Troylus.

(re. Troylus wil ftand to thee
Proofe,ifyoule prooue it {o.

Pan, Troylus?whyhe efeemes her nomore thenle-
fteeme an addle egge.

Cre. Ifyoulouean addleegge as well as youloue an
| idle head,y ou would eate chickens i*th*thell,

Pan. 1 cannot chule but laugh to thinke how {he tick-
led his chin,indeed fhee has a maruel’s whice band I muft
needs confefle,

Cre. Without the racke,

Pas. Andfheetakes vpon herto {picawhite haire on
his chinne.
{re. Alas poore chin? many a wart isricher.

laught that her eyes ran ore,

Cre. With Milfiones.

Pan. And Czffandralaught,

Cre. Butthere was more temperate fire vnder the pot
of her eyes : did her eyesrun ore toof

Pan. And Heitor laught.

Cre. Atwhat wasall this laughing ?

Pand . Matry at the whice haire that Heller fpied on
Tyoydues chin.

Crefe And t'had beenea greenc haire, I (hould haue
Jaught too, '

Pand. They laught not fomuch at the haire;as at his
pretty anfwere.

Cre. What was his anfwere 2

Pan. Quoth fhee, heere’s buttwo and ﬁﬁy haires on

our chinne;and one of thewn is white,

Cre. Thisis her queftion,

Pand That’s true,make no queftion of that, twoand
fiftie haires quoth hee,and one whitesthat white haire is
my Father, and all che reftare his Sonnes. Japiter quoth
fhie,which of thele haires is Paris my husband ? The for-
| ked one quoth he, plucke outand giue it him : butthere
was fuch laughing, end Hellen fo blufhe, and Paris fo
chaft,and all the reit fo laught, thatit paft.|

Cre. Soletitnow,

Foris hasbeenea great while going by,

Pan. WellCozen,

e e e e

The Tragedieof Troylus and (refsida.

Pand. Butthere was fuchlaughing, Queene Hecwba'

e it

I told you a thing yefterday,think on'. i
Cre. So I docs, f
Pand. llebefworne “tis true, he will weepe you |

an’twere a man borne in Aprill, Sound aretreate.

Cref. AndIle {pring vp in his reares,an’twere anettle
aganft May.

Pan. Harkethey are comming from the field,fhal we
ftand vp hereand {ee them, as they paffe toward 1llium,
gond Neccedo,fweet Neece Creffida, "

Cre. Atyour pleafure.

Pan, Heere,heere here’s an excellent place, heere we
may [ee moft bravely,lle rel you them all by their pames,
as they paffe by ,but marke 7roy/ss aboue the refl,

: Enter e fncay. -

Cre, Speake not {o low’d,

Pan. That’s e £neas,is not thata brane man hee’s one
of the flowers of Troy I can you,but merke Troylus,you
fhal fee anon.

Cre. Who’sthat?

' Exter Antesor,

Pan. That’s Antenor, hehas afbrow’d witI cantell
you,and hee’s a man good inough, hee’s one o’th foun-
deft indgement in Troy whofoeuer, and a proper man of
perfon:when comes Traplas ? 1le fhew you Trsy/as anon,
if hee fee me,you thall fee him him nod at me,

Cre. Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You fhall fee.

Cre. 1fhe do,the rich fhall bave,more.

Ewnter Hellor.

Paw. That's Heltor thar,that,Jooke you,that there’s a
fellow, Goe thy way Heblor,there's a braue man Neece,
O brave Heftor ! Looke how hee lookes ?there’s 3 coun-
tenance:ift noc a brave man ?

Cre. QObraine man!

Pan. Isanor? It dooesa mans heare good,looke you
what hacksare on his He'met,looke you yonder,do you
ice ? Looke youthere ?There’s noiefting, laying on,tak’t
oft,who ill as they {ay,there be hacks.

Cre, Bethofe with Swords ?

Enter Parts,

Pan. Swoids, any thing he cares not, and the divell
come to him,i’s all one,by Gods lidit dooes ones heart
good, Yonder comes Parss, yonder comes Parss: looke
yee yonder Neece,ift not a gallant man to, ift not 2 Why
this s braue now : who {aid he came hurt hometo day ?
Hee’s not hurty why this will do Mellens heart good
now,ha?Would I could fee Troplass now,you fhall Troy-
[a#s anon,

(re. Whole that¢

Enter Bellense.

Pan. That’s Hellenus,] maruell where Troplus is,that’s
Helenus, 1thinke he went not forthto day:that’s Hel.
lenns.

Cre. Can Hellenus fight Yncle ¢

Pan. Hellenms no 1 yes heele fighe indifferent, well,]
marvell where Tray/ise is ; harke, doyou not haere the
people crie Troylus 3 Hellenwa is a Pricft,

Cre. Whaclocaking fellow comes yonder ?

Enter Trylns. A

Pan. Where? Yonder ? That's Dapbobi, "Tis Troy-
/s Ther’s a man Neece, hem § Braue Troplische Prince
of Chinaliie, s

cre. Peace forfhamepeace, B

Pard. Marke him, not him : O bravne Troylss : looke
well ypon him Neece,looke yay how his Sword is blou-
died,and his Heline more hacke then Heifors,and how he

lookes, |
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Troylus and Crefsida.

And thou moft reuerend for thy firetche-our life,
I giue to both your fpeeches : which were fuch,
As Agamemsnon and the hand of Greece
Should hold vp high in Braffe: and fuch againé
' As venerable Neffor (hatch’d in Siluer)
Should with a bond of ayre, ftrong asthe Axletree
{ In which the Heauens ride, knit all Greekes eares
To hisexperienc’d tongue: yet letic pleafe beth
(Thou Grear,and Wife) to heare #/y fes fpeake.
Aga. Speak Prince of fihaca,and be't of efle expect :
That matter needlefle of importleTe burthen
Diuide thylips ; then weare confident
When ranke Therfites opes his Malticke iawes,
Wefhall heare Muficke, Wit and Oracle,:
Tjf. Troy yetvpon his bafis had bene downe,
And the greac Heétors fword had lack’d a Mafter
But for thefe inftances,
The fpecialty of Rule hath beene negleted ;
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ftand
Hollow vpon this Plaine, fo many hollow Faltions.
When that the Generall is not like the Hiue,
To whom the Forragers thall all repaire,
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded,
Th'vawarthieft (hewes as fairely inthe Maske,
The Heauens themfelues, the Planets, and this Center,
Obferue degree, priority,and place,
InGiture, courfe, proportion, feafon, forme,
Office, and cuftome, in allline of Order -
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol
In neble eminence, enthron’d and fphear’d
Amia‘ft the other, whofe med’cinable eye
Corredts theill Afpedts of Planets euill,
And pofteslike the Command’ment of 2 Kin z,
Sans checkeyto good and bad. But when the Planets
In euill mixture to diforder wander,
What Plagues, and what poreents,what mutiny ?
What raging ofthe Sea? thaking of Earch ?
Commotion inthe Windes? Fri;;h:s,changcs, horrors,
Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate
The vaity, and married calme of States
Quite from their fixure? O, when Degreeis (hak'd,
(Which isthe Ladderto all high defignes)
The enterprizeis ficke. How could Communities,
Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities,
Peacefull Commetce from dividable {hores,
The primogenitiue, and due of Byrth,
Prerogatiue of Age, Crownes, Sclepcc.rs, Lawrels,
(Butby Degree) ftand in Authentique place?
Take butDegree away, vn-tune that firing,
And hearke what Difcord followes : each thing meetes
Inmeere oppugnancie. The bounded Warers,
| Should lift their bofomes higher then the Shores,
And make a foppe of all this folid Globe ;
Strength fhould be Lord ofimbecility,
And the rude Sonne thonld Arike his Father dead s
Force {hould be right, orrather, right and wrong,
| (Betweene whofe endlefle iarre, Tufiice recides)
Should loofe hernames, and fo fhoula Iuftice too.
Theneuery thing includes it felfe in Power,
Power inte Will, Will into Appetite,
And Appetite(an vniuerfall Wolfe,
So doubly {ecanded with Will, and Power)
Mault make perforce an vniverfall prey,
And laft, eate vp himfelfe.
Great Agamemnon :
)This Chaos, when Degree is {uffocate,

e s e == = ——n

| Followes the choaking : L

Ofpale, and bl

The finew, and

Lyes mocking
Vponalazie B

Would feemes

Thelarge Acbilles (on his preft-bed lolling)
From his deepe Cheft, laughes out a lowd applaufe,

Cries excellent

Now play me Neffor ; hum, and firoke thy Beard

Ashe, being dr
That’s done, as
Of paralels ; as

"Tis Neffor righ

Acchieuments,
Excitements to

Neff. Andi

Makes factions

And ’tis this Feauer that keepes Troy on foote,
Not her owne finewes, Toend arale of length,
Troyin our weaknefle liues, not in her {trength.
Neff. Molt wifely hath 77y ffes heere difcouer’d
TheFeauer, whereof all our power s ficke.
Agza. The Nature of the ficknefle found (TVlyffes)
What is the remedie? ‘
Pl The great Achilles, whom Opinion crownes,

Hauing his eare full of his ayery Fame,
Growes dainty of hisworth, and in his Tent

Thy toplefle deputation he putson;

And like a ffrutting Player, whofe conceit

Lies in his Ham-Rring, and doth thinke it rich

To heare the woodden Dialogueand found

Twixthis ftretcht footing, arid the Scaffolage,

Such to be pittied, and ore-refted fceming

Healts thy Greatneffein: and when he fpeakes,

"Tis likea Chime 2 mending. With tearmes va{quar'd,
Which from the tongue of roaring Tiphon dropr,

Yet god Achilles fill cries excellent, ' f

Arming to anfwer in a night-Alarme,
Andthen (forfooth) the faint defedts.of A ge
Muft be the Scene of myrth, to cough, and fpit,
And with a palfie fumbling on his Georger,
Shake inand out the Riuet: and at this fport
Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough Parroc/ses

Or, give meribs of Steele, I thall fplitall

In pleafure of my Spleene, Andin this fathion,
All eur abilities, gitts, narures, fhapes,
Seuerals and generals of grace exadt,

Succefle or loffe, what is, or is not, ferues
As ftuffe for thele two, to make paradoxes. I

Who (as #/yffes fayes) Opinion crownes

With an Imperiall yoyce, many are infe&
Aiaxis growne felfe-will’d, and beares his bead
In {uch areyne. in full as proud a place

As broad Ackdlles, and keepes hig Tentlike him 3

And thisnegle&ion of Degree, is it #
Thatby a pace goes backward inapurpofe .
Ithath to climbe. The GeneralPs difdain’d f
By him one tep below ; he, by the next, it
That next, by him benearh ; fo cuery ftep i
Exampled by the firft pace that is ficke

Of his Superiour, growes to an enuious Feauer

oodlefle Emulation,

the fore-hand of our Hefte,

our defignes, With him, Patroclus,
ed, the huc-long day

Breakes {currill Iefis, i
And withridiculous and aukward action, .

(Which Slanderer, he imitation call’s) !
HePageants vs. Sometime great Agamemnan, B

Hyperboles, Atthis fulty Ruffe,

» tis Agameznon iuft .

elt co fome Oration g
neere asthe extreameft ends
like, as Pulcan and his wife, 1

t. Now play him (me) Pairociss, u

plots, orders, preuentions, L |
the field, or fpeech for truce, ‘

n the imitation of thefe twaine,

Feafts.railes on our ftate of Warre
\ Bold
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1BOH as an Oracle, and fets Therfites

A flaue, whofe Gall coines flanders like aMint,
To match vsin comparii'f_‘ns witn durt,

To weaken and difcredit our expofare,

How ranke foeuer rounded in with danger,

Viyf- They taxe our policy,and callit Cowardice,
Count Wifedome as no member of the Warre,
Fore-ftall prefcicoce, and efieeme ne adte
But that of hand : The @ill and mentall pars,

That do contriue how many hands (hall Grike

{ When fitnefie call them on,and know by meafure

| OFf their obferuant toyle, the Encmics waighe,

Why this hath not a fingers dignity ¢

1 They call this Bed-worke, } lapp'ry, Cloffes-Warre

So that the Ramme that batcess downe the wall,
l For the great fwing and rudencffe of bis poize,
They place before his hand that made the Engine,
| Or thofe that with the fineneffe of their foules,
Ry Reafon guide his execution,
- Nef Let this be granted, and Achilles horfe
Makess many Thetss {onnes.
Aga, What Trumpet? Looke Aeuelans.
Nien. From Troy. Enter o Eneas,
Aga. Whae would you fore our Tent ?
oEne, 1sthis great Agamemnons Tent,[ prayyou?
Aga. Euenthis,
eA£Lne. May one chat iz a Herald, and a Prince,
Doa fairemeflage to his Kingly eares 2
Aga. With furety Rronger then Achifles arme,
"Fore all the Greekith heads, which withene veyce:
Call Agamemion Head and Generall.
o/Eue, Faireleaue, and large {ecurity. How may
A firangerto thofe moft Imperial lookess
Know them fiom eyes of other Mortals ?
Aga. How?
oErne. 1:1aske, that I might wakenreuerence,
And on the cheeke be ready with a bluth
Modeft 2s mefing, when fhe coldly eyes
The youthfull Phesbus ¢
Which is that God in office guiding men?
Which is the highand mighty Agamensnen ?
~ Aga. ThisTroyan {cornes vs, o th®menof Troy
Are ceremonious Courtiers. 7
o Ene. Courtiersas free, asdebonnatre 5 vnarm’'d,
Asbending Angels : that’s their Fame, in peace :
But when they would feeme Souldiers, they haue galles,
Good armes, ftrong ioyats, true {words,& Joues accord,
Nothing fo full of heart. Butpeace eEneats)
Peace Troyan, lay thy fingeron thy lips,
The worthineffe of praife diftaines his worth :
Tfthat he prais’d himfelfe, bring the praife forth.
But what the repining encmy commends, 5
That breath Fame blowes,that praife fole pure tranfcédss
Aga. Siryou of Troy,callyou yous felfc eLueas ?
eEne. 1Greeke,thatis my name.
Aga. What's your affayre Ipray you ?
e, Sirpardon,’tis for Agamemnons €aress
Age. He heares nought privatly
That comes from Troy.
o £Ene. Nor1 from Troy comenot to whifper him,
I bring a Trumpet to awake his eare,
To fet his fence on the attentiue berit,
And thento fpeake,
Aga. Speakefrankely as the winde,
\ Tt is not Agamsemmons {leeping houre;
That thou thalt know Troyan he is awake,

Tucke

He tels thee fo himfelfe.!
e&ne. Trumpet blow loud,

Send thy Brafle voyce through all thefelazie Tents,

And euery Greeke of mettle, lee him know,

What Troy mearies fairely, fhall be fpoke alowd.

The Trampets (onnd.

We hate great Agantemnon heere in Troy,

A Prince calld Hettor, Priams is his Father :

Who in this dull and leng-conrinew’d Truce

Is rufty growne, Hebad metakea Yrumper,

And to this purpofe fpeake : Kings,Princes, Lords,

Ifthere be one among ft che fayr 't of Greece,

That holds his Honor higher then his eafe,

That {eckes his praile, more then he feares his perill,

That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feare,

That loues his Mitris more then in confcflion,

(Wich truant vowes to her owne lips he loues)

And dare avow her Beaury and her Worth,

In other armes then hers 1 to him this Challenge.

Hettor, in view of Troyan:, and of Greexes,

Shall make it good, or do his beft to doit,

He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer;truer,

Then cuer Greeke did compafiein his arnies,’

And will co morrow with his Tsumpet call,

Midway betweene your Tents,and walles of Troy,

Torowzea Grecian that is trae in loue,

If any come, Heblor {thal honour him ¢

Ifnone, hee'l {3y in Troy when he retyres,

The Grecian Dames are {un-burnt,and not worth

The fplinter of a Lance : Euen {o much.

Aga. This [hallbe told our Louers Lord e £ness,’

Ifnone of them haue {oule ia {uch a kinde,

We left themallat home : Bur we are Sonldiers,

And may that Souldier a meere recreant proue,

That meanes not, hath not,or s notinloues

1fthen oneis, or hath,or meanes to be,

That one meets Heltor; if none eife,Tle be he,

Neft, Tell him of Neffor, one that was 2 man

W hen Heitors Grandfive fuckt: he is old now;

But if there be not in out Grecian mould,

One Noble man, that hath ene fparkioffire

Toan{wes for his Loue; tell him from me,

Ile hide my Siluer béard in a Gold Beauer,

And inmy Vantbrace put this withei’d brawae,

And meeting him, wil tell him, that my Lady

Was fayrer thenhis Grandame, and as chafte

Asmay be in the world : his youthin flood,

Ile pawne this truch with my three drops of blood,
o Ene, Now heauens forbid fuch fcarfitie of youth,
Vlhf. Amen,

Aga. Faire Lord o £rems,

Let me touch your hand :

To our Pauillion fbal 1 leade you firft :

Achilles {hall haue word of this intent,

So fhall each Lord of Greece from Tencto Tent 8

Your {clfe fhall Fealt with vs before you goe;

Andfinde the welcome of a Noble Foe.

CHanet Py ffes and Neftore
V(. Nestor.
Neft, VWhatlayes Vlyffes?
FUyf. 1hauea young conceptionin miy braing,
Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape,
Neft. Whatis'e?
Olyffes. This tis ¢
Blunt wedges riue kard knots : the feeded Pride
That hach to this maturity blowne yp
3 e
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Inranke Achilles, muft or now be cropt;
Or fheading breed a Nurfery offike euil
Toouer-bulke vs all,
Neft, Wel,and how ?
Tl This challenge thar the gallant Hegtor fends,
{ How cuer itis fpred in genera! name, :
{ Relates in purpofe onely to wéchilles.
Neft. Thepurpofe is pesfpicuous cuen as fubRance,
1 Whole greflenc(ic lictle charralters fumme VP,
And in che publication make no firaine,
Bucchat Aebilles, were his braine as barren
As bankes of Lybia, though (Apello knowes)
| "Tis dry enough, wil withgreat fpeede ofindgement,
T, with celerity, finde Heélors purpofe
Peointing on him. )
Vlyf. And wakehim to the anfwer, thinke you?
Neff, Yes, 'tis moft meet; who niay you elfe oppofe
That can from Heftor bring his Honor off,|
Ifnoc Aehilles 5 thougl'e be a fportfull Combate,
Yer inchis eriall, much opinion dwels,
For heere the Troyans tafte our deer’t repute.
With their fin’(t Pajlate : and truft to me Viyfes,
Our imputation (hall be oddely poiz'd
Inthis wilde a&ion, For the ftcceffe
(Altheugh particular) thall give a {cantling
Of good or bad, vnto the Generall ;
And in fuch Indexes. although fmall prickes
Totheir fublequent Volumes, there is feene
The baby figure of the Gyant-maffe
Of'things to come at Jarge. Itis fuppos’d,
He thatmeecs Heétor, iffues from our choyfe ;
And choife being mutuall acte of all our {oules,
Makes Mericher ele@ion, and doth boyle
As’twere, from forth vs all : aman diftill’d
Out of our Vertues; who mifcarrying,
What heart from hence receyues the conqu’ring part
To fteelea firong opinion to themfelues,
Which entertain’d, Limbes are in his inftruments,
In no lefle working, then are Swords and Bowes
Directiue by the Limbes.
¥lif. Giue pardon to my fpeech ;
Therefore 'tis mees, Achilies meet not Hettor :
Let vs (like Merchants) thew our fowleft Wares,
And thinke perchance chey'l fell : If not,
The lafter of the betrer yet to thew,
Shall fhew the better. Do not confent,
That euec Hellor and Achilles meete :
For both our Honour, and our Shame inthis,
Are dogg'd with two firange Followers,
Neft. 1 feethem not with myold eies : what are thcy?
Phf. What glory our Achilles (hares from Hettsr,
(Were henot proud) we all thould weare with him -
‘But he already is too infolent,
And we were better parch in Affricke Sunne,
Then in the pride and falt fcorne of his eyes
| Should he feape Heikor faive, Ifhe were foyld,
{ Why then we did our maine opinion crufh
In taint of our beft man. No, makea Lottry,
Ard by deuice let blockith Aigx draw :
The fortto fight wicth Helfor: Among our felues,
| Giue him allowance as the worthier man,
I For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon '
| Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall
His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends.
Ifthe dull brainleffe Aizx come {afe off,
Wee'l dreffe him vp in voyces tifhe faile,

. Our proie@s life this (hape of fence aflumes,

beate thee inco handfomnefe,

Yet go we ynder qur opinion fill,
That we haue better men. But hit or miffe,

" Aiax imploy’d,pluckes downe dchilles Plumes.

Nefte Now Plyffes, 1 begin torellifh thy aduice,
And1 wil giue a rafte of it forthwith
To Agamemnon, go weto him ftraigh:
Two Curres fhal rame each other, Pride alone
Muft tarre the Maftiffes on,3s ‘twere their bone, Exenys

Enter Aiax,and Therfites, §

Az, Ther fites?

Ther. eAgamemnon, how ifhehad Biles (ful) all ouer
generally,

Aia, Therfites

Ther. And thofe Byles did runne, fay fo; did not the
General run, were noc that a botchy core?

edid. Dogge,

Ther,Then there would come fome matter from him;
Ifee none now,

e54. Thou Bitch- Wolfes-Sonne, canft Ynot heare?
Feele then. Strikes him,

Ther.The plague of Greece vpon thee thou Mungrelf
beefe-witted Lord.

ia. Speake then you whinid’ leauen fpeake,) Twill

Ther. 1 {hal fooner raylechee into wit and holine(Te:
but I thinke thy Horfe wil fooner con an Oration, then {
learna prayer without booke : Thou canft frike, canft
thou? A red Murreno’th thy Iades trickes.

Ais. Toads ftoole, learne me the Proclamation,

Ther. Doeftthou thinke] haue no fence thou firik’ft

edia, The Proclamation, (methus?

Ther. Thou art proclaimy’d a foole,I thinke.

<. Do not Porpentine,do not; my fingers iech.

Ther, I would thou didf icch from head to foot, and
I'had the {cratching of thee,I would make thee the logh-
fonrft fcab in Greece.

Aia. 1 fay the Proclamation,

Ther. Thou grumblef} & raileft euery houre on 4.
ch:’lz’r;, and thou art as fil of enuy athis greatnes, as Cer-

bers is at Proferpina’s beauty. I, thar thou barkft at him,
Aia. Mitrefle Ther fites,

Ther. Thoufhould'f firike him.
Asa. Coblofe.

Ther. He would pun thee into fhivers with his fift, as'

a Sailorbreakes a bisket. |

Aia. Youhorfon Curre,

Aia. Thou ftoole fora Witch.

Ther. 1, do,do,thou fodden-witted Lord s thou haft
nomore braine then I have in mine elbows: An Afinico
may tutor thee. Thou fcuruy valiant Affe,thou are heere
but to threfh Troyans, and thou art bought and folde -
mong thole of any wir, like a Barbarian {laye, Ifthou vfe
to beat me,l wil begin at thy heele.and tel what thou art
by inches thou thing of no bowels thowy

Aia. Youdogge.,

Ther. Youfcuruy Loxd,

Asa. You Curre.

Ther. MarshisIdeot:do rudenes,do Camell,do,do,

Enter Achilles,and Patrocizs,

Achil. Why how now Aiax>wherefore do youthis?
How now Therfires? what’s the matter man ?

Ther., Youfee him there, do you?

«Aehsl, T, what's the marrer,

Ther. Nay looke vpon him,

“Achil. So1 do: what's the matter?

Ther. Do,do.

Ther
s
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Ther. Nay buszegard himwell.
Achil. W ell;why1.do fo.
Ther. Buzyet youlooke notwell vponhim : for who
fome eugr you take himi to be,be is duax.
Achil,. I know'thatteole,
Ther. 1., but that foole knawesnat himfelfe.
Az, Therefore I beatéchee:
7 ber. Lo,los\o,lo; what modicsnzss of wit he vrters:his
{ enafions haue caresghus long. Lhauebobb'dhis Braine
| more then h#his beate my bones: I will buy nine Spar-
L rowes for a peny, and his: Piawater 15 not worth the ninth
part of a Sparcow. This Lord (Achilles) Aiax whowears
his wit in his belly, and his guttesin his head, Iletellyou
what I {ay of him,
/!'Ev’ﬂif. W ha:_ r
Ther. 11{ay this eMigx mm—e
Achil. Nay good Aiax.
Ther. Has not fo much wit.
Actil: Nay, I moft hold you. :
Ther. As will ftop the cye of Helens Needle,for whom
hecomes to fight.
Achil, Peacefoole.,
Ther. I would haue peace and quietnes,but the foole
will not : he there, thac be, looke you there.
Aiax, Othoudamn’d Curre, } fhalle——
Achil. Will you fet your wittoa Fooles. '
Ther. No 1warraot yoo,tor afooles will fhame it.
Par. Good words T herfites.
Achil, What's the quarrell 7
Aiax. 1bad theevile Owle, goe learne me the tenure
of the Proclamation ,and he sayles vpon me,
Ther, 1feructhee not.
Asax. Well,ge too, go teo.
Ther. 1ierue heere voluncary, _
Achst, Your lak feruice was {ufferance, twas not vo-
Juntary, no min is beaten voluntary : Aisx was heerethe
voluntary, and you as virder an Iropreffe. W
Ther.E'ne iu; a oreat'deale of your wit too liesin your
Gonewes, or clfe there be Liars. Hetlor fhall havea great
catch, ifhe knocke out either of your braines,he were as
good crackea fuftie nut with no kernell,
Achil, What with me to T berfites ?

3
|
{
g

mouldy ere their Grandfites had nails on their toes;yoke
you like draft-Oxen,and make youplough vp the watre,
" Achil, What? what?

Ther, Yes good footh, to Adhilles to Aisi, 10w

Ajax, 1{hall cutout your tongue.

Ther, *Tis no matter, I thall fpeake asmuch as thou
afterwards,

Pst. Nomore words Therfites. _‘

Ther.] will hold my peace when Aehifles Brooch bids
me, thall ¢

Aehil, There'sfor you Patroclus.

Tte.. Iwilleeyouhang'dlikeClotpoles erelcome
any more to yo ur Tents 3 I will keepe where thereis wic
flirring, and leave the fa&tion of fooles. Exit.

Pat. A goodriddance.

Achil Marry this Sig is proclainy'd through al our hott,
That Heélor by the fift houre of the Sunne,
Will witha Trumpet, twixe our Tents and Troy
To morrow morning call (eme ngh: to Armes,
That hath 2 @omacke, and {uch 2 one that dare
Maintaine 1 know not what: tis trafh. Farewell.

Aiax, Farewell 2 whofhall anfwerbhim?

Ackily ] know nos,tis put to Lottry: otherwife

Ther, Thegs's ¥lyffes,and old Neftor, whofe Wit was _

{ What (he dothcoftthe holding.
i Troy. What'saught, botas’tis valew'd?

- Heknew his man. 1

Aiax.O meaning you,I wil go learne more ofic. Exiz,

Enter Priam,Hettor, Troylus Parss and Helenss,

Pri. After famany houres;liues fpeeches {pent,
Thus once againe fayes Neflor from the Greekes,
Deliuer Heler,and all damage elfe :

(As honour, lofle of time, rrauaile, expence;

Wounds, friends,and what els deere thac is confiim’d

In hot digeftion of this comorant Warte)

Shall be firoke off. Hettorywhat f2y you too’fs :

Heil. Thoughnoman lefer feares the Greeks then'I,
Asfarreas touches my particalar: yes drcad Priam,
There is no Lady of more fofter bowels,

Meore fpungie, to fucke in the fenfe of keare,
More ready to cry out, who knoweswhat followes
Then Heltor is : the wound of peaceis furcty,
Surety fecure : but modeft Doubr'is cal’'d 6,
The Beacon of the wife : therent that fearches
Toth’bottome of the worft, Let Helen g0,
Since the fisf {word was drawne about this queftion,
Euery tythe foule ’mongft many thouland difmes,
Hath bin as deere as Helew 1 | meane of ours =
1f we haue loft fo many tenths of ours
To guard athing not curs,nor worth 1o vs
(Had it our name) the valew of ene ten
What merit"s in chat reafon which denies
The yeelding of her vp.
Troy. Fie,fic,mny Brother;
Weigh you the worth and h nour of 2 King
(So great as our dread Father ) inaScale
Of common Ounces 2 Wil you with Councers fumme
The patt propertion of his infinite,
Andbuckle in a wafte moft fachomlefle,
With fpannes andinches {o diminutive, -
As feares and reafons ? Fic for godly thame?

Hel, No maruclthough you bite fo tharp atreafons,|”
You ar¢ {o empty of them, {hould notour Fatheg
Beare the great {way of his affayres with reafons,
Becaufe your fpeech hath none that tels him fo.

Troy. You are for dreames & {lumbers brother Prieft
You furre your gloues with reafon:here are yourteafons
You know an enemy intends you harme,

You know,a fword imploy’disperillous,
And reafon flyes the obieét of all harme.

. Who miaruels then when Felenss beholds
A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet
The very wings of reafon to his heeles:
Orlikea Starre diforb’d, Nay, if wetalke of Reafon,
And flye like chidden Mercurie from joue,
Let’s fhur our gates and fleepe : Mznhood and Honor
Should haue hard heares, wold they but fac thei thoghts
With this craman’d reafen : reafonand refpeé,
Makes Livers pale, and luftyhood deie@,

I
Hect, Brother, fheisnot worth

Heit. Botvalue dwels notin particalar willy
It holds his eftimare and dignitie
As well, wherein tis precious of it felfe, ¥
Asin the prizer : *Tis made [dolarrie,
To make the feruice greater thenthe God,
And the will detesthat is inclineable
To whatinfeQioufly it felfe affeéts,
Without fome 1nage of th’affected merie,
Troy. 1taketoday a Wife,and my ele&tion
Is led on in the conduét of my Will
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, My Willenkindled by mine eyes and eares),
ITweo traded Bylors ‘twixeithe dangerousihores
(Of Will, and-ludgement. - How may I aoyde
[(Although my will diltafle: what'ivcleéted)
‘The Witedchofe, there can bie no euafion

To blench from this, and to fand firme by henour,

We turne not backe the Silkes vpon the Merchane
When wehaue {poyl’d them 3 nor the remainder Viands
We do not throw in vorefpedtive fame,

Becaule wenow are full. Trwas thoughemeete

Paris (hopld.do fome vengeance on the Greekes 3
“Your breathiof full confenrbellied his Sailes, )
{iThe Seas and Windes (old Wiranglers)tooke a Truce,
‘And did him feruice; he tonch'd the Pores defir d,
‘Andforageld Auntwhom the Greekes held Captiue,
He broughtaGrecian Queen,whofe youth & fre(hnefle
Wrinkles Apollaes, and makes ftale the mornin g.
| Why kccpawe her? the Grecians keepeour Aunt 2

Is fhe worth keeping¥ Why (heisa Peatle,

| Whofe price hath lauach’d aboue a thoufand Ships,
i And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants,
| If you'l auouch; ’twas witedome Pariswent, |
| (As you muft needs, for you all cride, Go, go:) |
% Ifyou'l confefle, he breught home Noble prize, ]

P

| (As youmult needs) for you all clapt your hands,
E And cride ineftimable ; why do you new
{ Theflue of your proper Wifedomes rate,

And do a deed that Fortuneneuer did ?
5 Beggerthe efimation which you priz’d, ;
| Richer then Sea and Land? O Theft moft Bafe!
i That we haue ftolne whatwe do feare to keepe.
{ But Thecues voworthy: ofa thing fo flolne,

| That in their Country did them that difgrace,
| We feare to warrant in our Natiue place.

= _.
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| Enter Caffandrawith ber baire abous
E bir-eares.
| Caf . Cry Troyans, cry.

Priam. Whatnoyfe? what (hreeke is this ?

Trey.. "Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voyce,
j Caf.. .Cry Trogans.

Het. 1tis Caffandra, :
i~ Caf. CryTroyans cry;lend me ten cthoufand eycs,
t And I will fill chem with Propheticke teares.
| Hett. Peace fifter,peace.

= = A e ——— o —
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Caf. Virgins,and Boyes; mid-age & wrinkled old,
{ Softinfancie, tharnething can but cry,
| Adde to:miy clamour : Jet vs pay betimes
I A moity of that maffe of moane to come.

ty Troyahs.cry, praltife your eyes with teares,

o

O

{ Troy mulknot be, nor goodly lllion fland,

{

| Our fire-brgnd Brother Parsis burnes vs all,

Cry Troyans cry,a Helenand a woe; ‘
Cry,cry, Troy burnes,orelfe let Helen goe. Fxir.
o Hett, Now youthfull Zreylus; do not thele hie Brains :
| Ot divination io our Sifier,worke |
| Some toudhiesoftemorfe 2 Or is your bloud |
{ So madiy hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, f
| Nor feare of bad fuccefle in a bad canle,
| Can qualifiezhe fame?

Troy. Why Brether H ettor,
| We may not chinke the iufineffe of each a@e
i Such, and no other thenesent doth forme ie,
- Noronce deteét the courage of our mindes ;
| Becaufe Caffndra’s mad; et brainficke raptures
| Cannot diftafic the goodnefle of s quarrell,

——

Which hath our feuerall Honours all engag’d
Tomake it gracions. For my priuace part,
1am nomore touch’d, then all Priamss fonnes,
And Ioue forbid there thould be done among'ft vs
Such things as might offend the weakeft {pleenc,
Tofight foryand maintaine.
Par. Elfe might the world connince of leuitie,
As well my vnder-takings as your counfels :
But I atteft the gods, your full confent
Gauce wingsto my propenfion, and cut off
All feares attendingon fodire 2 proieét,
For what (alas) can thefe my fingle‘arimes ?
What propugnation s in one mans valous
To ftand the puth and enmity of thofe
This quarrell would excite? Yet I proteft,
Were I alone to paffe the difficultices,
And had as ample power,as I have will,
Parss fhould ne’reretrad what he hath done,
Nor faint in the purfuice,
Priv Parss,youfpeake
Like one be-forted on your {weet delights 5
You haue the Hony @ill, buc thefe theGall,
So to be valiant, is no praife at all,
Par, Sir, 1 propofe not meerely to my felfe,
The pleafures fuch a beaury bringswith it :
Butl would haue the foyle of her faire Rape
Wip*d off in honourabie keeping her.
What Treafon were it to the rantack’d Queene,
Difgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me,
Now to deliver her poffefsion vp
On termes of bafe compulfion? Can itbe,
Thatfo degenerate a firaine as this,
Should ence fet footing in your generous bofomes ?
There’s notthe meaneft {piric on our partie,
Without a heare to dare, or fword to draw,
When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble,
Whofelife were ill beflow’d, or death vntam’d,
Where Helen is the fubic&t, Then (1 fay)
Well may we fighe for ber, whom we know well,
The worlds large fpaces cannot paralell,
Hetl. Paris and Tropls, you haue both faid well :
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand,
Haue gloz’d, but fuperficislly ; not much
Valike young men, whom Ariftotlethoughe
Vofit to heare Moral Philofophie.
The Reafons you alledge. do more conduce
Tothe hot paffion of diftemp’red blood,
Then to make vp a free determinarion
"Twixt right and wrong : For pleafure, and revenge,
Haue eares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce
Ofany true decifion. Nature craneg 7
All dues be rendrea to their Owners ; now
What neerer debe in all humanit ;
Then Wife is to the Husband ? 1fchis law
Of Nature be corrupted through affeion,
And that great mindes ofpartial} indulgence,
To their benummed wills refift the fame,
Thereisa Law in each well-crdred Nation,
To curbe thofe raging appetites thatare
Moft difobedient and refra&urie,
1f Helew then be wifete Sparta’s Kin
(As itisknowne fhe is) thefe Morall Lawes
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeakealowd
To haue her backe return’d. Thusto perfift
In doing w rong, éxteruates not wrong,
But makes it much more heauie, Heftors opinion
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(i Isthis in way ofcruth : yetnere the leffe,
; My fpritely brethren, Ipropcnld to you
i Inrefolution to keepe Helex fiill 3
| For'tis a caufe that hath ne meane dependance,
! Vpon our ioynt and {euerall dignicies,

Tro. Why? there you touche the life of our defigne :
Wereit not glory that we more affeéted,
Then the performance of our heauing fpleenes,
I would not wifh a drop of Treias blood,
Spent roore in her defence. Burt worthy Heiior,
Sheis a theame of honour and renowne,
A fpurre o valiant and maguanimeus deeds,
Whofe prefent courage may beate downe our foes,
{ And fame in time to come canonize vs: :
| For I prefume braue Heitor wounld pot loofe
| So rich aduantage of a promif’d glety,
As {miles vpon the fore-head of this aétion,
{ Forthe wide worlds reaenew.

Heét. 1amyours,

You valianc off-{pring of great Priamus,
I hauea roifting challenge fent among’it
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes,
Will Arike amazement co their drowfie {pirits,
I was aduerciz’'d,their Great generall {lept,
Whil’ft emulation in the armie crepr :
This I prefume will wake him.

Exenne,

Ewnter Thexlives f(olns.

How now Therfites? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy
furie? fhall the Elephant .A7ax carry it thus? he beates
me, and Iraile athim: O worthy (asisfaction, would it
were otherwife : that I cotld beate him, whil’@ he rail’d
atme: Sfoote, Ile learne to coniure and raife Diuels,buc
Ile fee fome iffue of my.{picefull execrations. Then ther’s
Aebhilles,arare Enginer,If 770y be not taken till thefetwo
vndermine it, the wals will (tand till they fall of them-
{elues. Orthou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget
that thou art Jore the King of gods : and CMercury, loofe
all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou takenot
thatlictleliccle lefle thenlictle wic trom them that they
haue, which fhort-arm’d ignorance it felfe knowes, is fo
abundant {carfe, itwillnot incircumuention deliver a
Flye from aSpider,without drawing the maffi¢ Irons and
cutting the web : after chis,the vengeance on the whole
Camp,or rather the bone-ach,for that me thinkes is the
curfg dependant on thofe that watre fora placket. I haue
{aid my prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen: What ho ?
my Lord eAGhilles ?

Enter Patroclus,

Patr. Who's there ? Therfites, Good Therfites come
inand raile,

Ther. If1could haue remembred a guile counterfeir,
thou would’ft not haue {lipt out of wmy contemplation,
but itis no matcer, thy felfe vpon thy-elfe, The common
cutfe of mankinde, follie and ignorance be thine in: great
rcuenew; heauen blefle thee from a Tutor,and Difcipline
come pot neere thee, Let chy bloud bethy dire&ion till
thy death, theniffhe thaclaies thee out fayesthouarta
faire coarfe, Ilebe fworne and fworne vpon’t fhie neuer
throwded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher’s Achules?

Parr, Whatarcthou deuout? wait thounin a prayer?

Thers 1,theheanensheareme,

Enter Achilles.
Achid. Who'sthere ?
E Pasr. Therfites,my Lord.

Troy /u,r_-zznlcf (refsida,

{

Achil. Where,where,art thou come? why my cheefe,
my digeflion, why haft thou not feru’d thy felfe into my
Table, fo many meales? Come, what’s Agamemnen

Ther. Thy Commander Achilles, then tell me Patro-
clus, what’s eAchilles?

Patr. Thy Lord Therfires : thee: tell me I pray thee,
what’s thy feife 2 | :

Ther. Thy knower Parroclss : then tell me Parrocius,
what artzheu ?

Patr, Thoumaift tell that know’&,

Achil. O tell tell,

Ther. 1le declinthe whole queRion: Aganemusi com-
mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord,lam F atroels know-
er,and Patroc/us is a foole.

Patro, You rafcall.

Ter. Peacefoole, I hauenot done,

Achil, Heisaprimledg’d man, proceede Ther fires,

Ther, Agamemuonis afoole, dchllesis a foole, Ther-
fites 15 a foole, and as aforelaid, Patrocius is a foole,

Achil. Deriuethis? come?

Thaer. Agamemmnonisafooleto offer to command A4-
chilles, Achilles is-a foole to be commanded of Agamemon,
Therfites is 2 foole to ferue fuch a foole : and Patroclns isa
foole pofiriue,

Patr. Whyamlafoole?

Euter Agamemnon, Vifes; Nefbor, Diomedes,*
Aiax,and Chalcas, ‘

Ther. Makethat demand tathe Creatorjit fuffifes me
thouart, Looke you,who comes heré 2

Achil. Patroclus, 1le {peake with no body : comein
with e 7 berfites. Exit.

Ther. Hereis fuch patcherie, fuch ingling, and fuch
knauerie : all the argumentisaCuckoldand a Whore. 4
good quarrel to draw emulations fa&ions,and bleede td
death vpon :Now the dry Suppeago on the Subieét, and
Woarre and Lecherie confound all,

Agam... Where is Achilles ?

Patr. Withinhis Tene, buc ill difpof’d my Lord.

Agam, Letitbeknowne to him that we are here :
He fent our Meflengers, and welay by
Our appertainments,vifiting of him :

Let him be told of, fo perchance he thinke
We dare not moue the queflion of our place,
Or know not whar weare.

Pat. 1thall fofay o him. . ‘

Ulif. We faw him acthe opening of his Tent,
He isnot ficke.

Aia. Yes, Lyonficke, ficke of proud heart; youmay
callic Melancholly if will faour the man, but by my
head,itlis pride ; but why,why,lechim {how vs the caufe?
A word my Lord.

Nef. What moues 4/ax thus to bay at him ?

Plif. Achilljs bath inucigled his Foole from him,

Nef. Who, Therfites?

Viif: He.

Nef. Thenwill Asax lacke matter, if he haue loft his
Argument,

Vhf. No,youfee heis his argument that has his argu-
ment Achilles.

Nef. Allthebecter, their fra&ion is more our wifh
then their faltiony buc it wasa firong counfell that 3
Foole could difunite.

#lif. The amitie that wifedome knits, not folly may
eafily vntie, Enter Patroclis.

Here
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Traylus and Crefsida.

Here cames Pasroclus,
Nef. No Achilles with him?

Patro. Achilles bids me {ay he 1s much forry :
Ifany ching more thenyour fport and pleafure,
Did moue your greatnefle, and this noble Scate,
Tocallypon him; hehopesit is no other,

But for your health, and your digeftion fake
An after Dinpers breach,

Aga, Heare you Patrociss
We are too well acquainted with thefe an{wers :
But his euafion winged thus {wift with {eorne,
Cannor outflye our apprehenfions.

Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon,
Why we alcribeitto him, yet all his vertues,
Not vertuou(ly of his owne parc beheld,

Doe in our eyes, begintoloofe their glofle ;
Yea, and like faire Fruit inan voholdfome difh,

Are liketorot vnrafted : goeand tell bimy
We camie to fpeake with him 5 and you (hall not finne,
Ifyou doe fay, we thinke him ouer proud,
And vader honef; in felfe-alfumption greater
s

Here tends the fauage ftrangencfic he puts on,
Difguife the holy ftrength of their command :
And vnder write in an obferuing kinde
His humorous predominance, yca watch
His pettith lines, his ebs, his flowes, asif
The paffageand whole carriage of this aétion
Rode on his tyde. Goetell himthis, and adde,
That ifhe ouerhold his price fo much,
Weele none of him ; but let him,like 20 Engin
Not porrable, lye vader this report,
Bring action hither, this cannot goc to warre
A Rirring Dwarfe, we doeallowance giue,
Before afl zeping Gyant: tell him fo. ;

Pae. 1fhall, and bring his an{were prefently.

Aga, In fecond voyce weele not be fatisfied,
We come to fpeake with him, D/ffis enter you,

Exit Viiffes.

Aiax, What is he more then snether?
Aza. Nomo:e then what he thinkes he is,

him{elfe 2 better manthen Iam ?

Agz. No queftion.

Aiax, ‘u‘\f;l'ljr‘u {fubfcribe his thought,and fay beis?
f.;".

wife, ne lefle noble, much more gentle,
more tractable.

orow? [ know not what 1t is.
&

deede inthe praife,
- Euter Ulyffes.

of Toades.

Neft. Yetheloues himfelfe:ist not firange?
Viif. Achilles will notso the field to metrow,
Ag. What’s his excufe #
V. Hedothrelye on none,
Bug earries on the fircame of his difpofe,
Without obfesuance ot refpet of any,

}

<=

Then inthe note ofindgement: & worthier then himfelfe

Vil The Elephanchath joynts, butnione for curtefie s
| Hisleggeare legs for neceflitie,not for flighe.

= ; 1.4 4
Asa, Tshefomuch, doe younot thinke, hethinkes

7. No, Noble Aisy,you are as firong,as valiant,as
7 )
and altegether

Aiax. Why{hould amanbe proud? How doth pride
Aga, Yourmindeis the cleerer Az and your vertues
the fairer ; hechatis proud, eates vp himfelfe; Pride is his

owne Glafle;his owne trumpet, his owne Chrenicle,and
what cuer prailesic felfe but inthe deede; deuoures the

Aiax, 1de have a proud man,as I hate the ingendring

In will peculiar, and in felfe admiffion.
Aga. Why,will hie not vpon our faire requeft,
Vntent his perfon, and fhare the ayre with vs?

He makesimpostant; poffeft he is with greatnefle,
And{peakes not to himfelfe, but with a pride
Thar quarrels at felfe-breath. Imagin’d wroch
Holds in his bloud fuch fwolne and hot difcourfe,
That twixt his mentall and his a&ive parts,
Kingdom’d4chilles in commotion rages,
And batters gainft it felfe; what thould Ifay
Heis foplaguy proud,that the deach tokens ofi,
Cry norecouery.

Ag. Let Aiax goetohim,
Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in kis Tent;
“Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led
Atyour requeft a little from himfelfe.

V. O Agamemien, let it not be fo,
Weele confecrate the fteps that Aiax makes,
When they goe from Achifles; thall the prond Lord,
That baftes his arrogance with his owne feare,
And neuer fuffers maceer of the world,
Enter his thoughes: faue fuch as doe reuolue
Aud ruminate himfelfe, Shall he be worfhipt,
Of'that we hold an Idoll, more then hee ?
No, this thrice werthy and right valiant Lord,
Muft not {o ftaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd,
Norby my will affubiugace his meric,
As amply titled as Aehilles is: by going to Achilles,
That wereto enlard his fat already,pride,
And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes
With entertaining great Hiperion,
This L.goe to him? Ipiter forbid,
And fay in thunder, Achilles goe to him,

Neft. O this is well, be rubs the veine of him.,

s0. And how his filence.drinkes vp this applaufe,

orethe face,
Ag. Ono,you fhall not goe.

megoe to hiny,

Aia. A paultry infolent fellow.
Neff, How he deferibes himfelfe.
Aia. Can henot be fociable?
Vlif. TheRauen chides blacknefle,
Aia. Tlelet bit humours bloud,
Ag.
tient,
Aia,
Vi,
Aia,
fieft : fhall pride carry ité
Neft, And’cwould, you'ld carry halfe.
Ulf. A would haue ten fhares.

And all men werea my minde,
Wit would be our of fathion.

ycnhrough warme,

bition is dry.
Viif. My L.youfeede too much on this diflike,
Neft. Ournoble Generall, doe not doe fo,
Diom:. Youmuft prepare to fight without .Achifles.
Viif. Why, "tis this naming of him deth him harme,
Here is aman, buc "tis befere bis face,
I will be filent.

Neft. Wherefore thould youfo?

— e e

F7if. Things (mallas nothing, for requefts ke onely

Aia. IfIgoeto him,with my asised filt, e pafh him

sz, And abe proud with we, ile phele his pride :let
Dlf. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarret.
He will be the Phy(itian that fhouldbe the pa-
A fhould not beare it fo, a thould cate Swords

~Ata. T will knede him,1le make him fupple, hee’s not

Neft.Force him with praifes,poure in,poure inshis am-




Troylus and Crefsida.
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He isnot emulous, as Achilles is.

Plif. *Know the whole world, he is as valiane,

Aja. A horfon dog,that {hal palter thus with vs,would
he were a Trotan.

Neff, Whatavice were it in Ai4x Now m————

Ty, 1f he were proud,

Dis. Or couetous of praife,

Viif. 1, or furley borne.

Dia. Or firange, or feife affelted.

P Thank the heauens L.thou art of fweet compolure;
Praife him that got thee, the that gauethee (ucke:
Famebe thy Tutor,and thy party of nature
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all eruditien ;

Bur he that difciplin'd thy armes to fight,

Let Mars denide Eternity in twaine,

And giue bim halfe,and for thy vigour,
Bull-bearing Milo: his addition yeelde

To finnowie Aisx : 1 will not praife thy wifdome,
Which like 2 bourne, a pale, a thore confines
Thy ‘.pa&\:ous and dilated parts ; here’s Neffor
Inftrufted by the Antiquary times:

He mufi, he is, be cannot but be wife.

But pardon Father Neffor,were your dayes

As greeneas Aiax, and your braine fo temper’d,
You fhould not haue the eminence of him,

Butbe as Ay,

Asa. Shail [ call you Father?

Vlife T my good Sonne,

Djo. Berul’d by him Lord 4ixx.

Vi, There isnetarrying here,the Hart Achilles
Kespes thicke:: pleafe it our Generall,

Tocall togecher all his ffate of warre,

Freth Kings are comie to 7oy sto morrow

We mult with all our maine of power ftand faft:
And here’s a Lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft,
And cull their flowre, Aiax fhall cope the beft.

Ag. Goewero Counfaile, lec Achilles (leepe 5
Light Botes may faile {wift, though greater bulkes draw
deepe.  Excunt. Muficke faunds withss.

Ewnter Pandarns avd 4 Sersant.

Pan."Friend, you, pray you a word : Doenot you fol-
low the yong Lord Parss ?

Ser. Ifir, when he goes beforée me,

Pan. You depend vpon him Imeane?

Ser. Sir, I doedepend vpon the Lord,

Pan, Youdepend vponanoble Gentleman: I muft
needes praife him,

Ser, The Lord be praifed.

P4. Youknow me, doecyounot?

Ser. Faith fir, fuperficially.

Pa. Friend know mebetter, I am the Lord Pardarss,

Ser. Ihope I fhall know your honourbetter.

Pa, 1 doe defireit,

Ser. Youarein the ftate of Grace?

P, Grace,not {o friend, honor and Lordthipare my
title : What Mufique is this?

Ser. T doe but partly know fir :it is Muficke in pares.

Pa. Know you the Mufitians,

Ser, Wholiy fir :

Pa, Who play they to?

Ser. Tothe hearers fir.

Pa. Atwhofe pleafur: friend 2

Ser. At mine [ir, and theirs that loye Muoficke,

Pa, Command, I meane friend.

Ser. Who iball I command fic ?

f

f

)
|

| difpoleris ficke,

Pa. Friend,wevnder(tand not one another: T amtoc
courtly,and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft dee
thefe men play ?

Ser, That’s too’tindeedefir: marry fir, at the requeft
of Paris my L. wha’s there in perfon; with him the'mor-
tall Venms, the heart bloud of beauty, loues inuifible
foule,

Pa, Who? my Cofin Creffida.

Ser. No fir, Helea, could you not finde’ out that by
herattributes ?

Pa. It {hould feeme fellow, that thou haft not feen the
Lady Creffids. 1 cometo fpeake withi Parss from the
Prince Troylus: 1 will make a complementall affaule vpon
him,for my bufineffe {eethes,

Ser. Sodden bufinefle,there’s a ftewed phrafe indeede.

Enter Parss and Helena,

Pan Faire be to you my Lord,and to all this faire com-
pany: faire defires in all faire meafure faitely guide them,
efpecially ro you faire Queene, taire’ thougnts be your
faire pillow. 1

Hel, Deere L.youare full of faire words,

Pan. You {peake your faire pleafure fvecte Queene :
faire Prince,here is good broken Muficke.

Par. Youhaue broke it cozen : and by my life you
{hall make it whole againe, you {hall peece it out witha
peece of yourperformance, Nel, heis full ofharmony,
« Pan, Truely Lady no.

Hel, O fr. -

Pan. Rudein footh, in good footh very rude.

Parss. Well faid my Lord : well, you fay fo in fics,

Pan. I hauebufinefleto my Lord,decre Queene : my
Lord will you vouchfafe me a word.,

Hel, Nay,this(hall not hedge vs our, weele heare you
fing certainely,

Pan, Well {weete Queene you arepleafant withme,
but, marry thus my Lord,my deete Lord,and moft eftee-
med friend your brother Trayls.

Hel. My Lord Pandarus, hony {weete Lerd.

Pan. Go too{weere Queene, goe to.

Commends himfelfe me(t affeQionately to you.

Hel. You fhall notbob vs out of our melody:
If you doe. our melancholly vpon your head.

Pan. Sweete Queene,{weeie Queene, that’s afweete

neene Jfaith e—H——

Hel,And to make a fweetr Lady {ad,is 2 fower offence.

Pan. Nay, that (hall not ferue your turne, that thall ic
notintruthla. Nay, I care notfor (uch words, no, ne.
And my Lord he defires you, tharif the King call for him
at Supper, you will make his excufe,

Hel, My Lord Pandarss ?

Pan. What faies my fweete Queene, my very, very
{weete Queene?

Par. What exploit’sin hand,where fups he to nighe?

Hel. Nay butmy Lord ?

Pan. What{aies my fweere Queene? my cozen will
fall out withyou.

Hel. You muft not know where he fups.

Par. Withmy difpofer (refsida.

Pan. Ne,no; nofuch macter,you are wide,come your

Par, Well, Ile make excule.

Pan. 1good my Lord: why (hould you fay Crefiida?
no, your poore difpofer’s ficke;

Par. 1lpie.

Pan. You
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Pan. Youlpi¥ what doeyoufpie : come, gineme an
inftrument now fweete Queene.

Hel, Why thisiskindely done?

Pan. My Neeceis horrible in loue with a thing you
hauve {weete Queenc.

Hel. Shefhallhaveit my Lord, if itbe notmyLord
Parss.

Pand, Hee? no, theele none of him, they two are
twaine.

Hel. Fallingin after falling out,may make them three.

Pan. Corhe, come, Ileheare no more of this, Ile fing
youa fong now, .

Hel. 1,1, prethee now: by my troth {weet Lord thou
haft a fine fore-head.

Pax. 1youmay,youmay.

Hel. Letthy fong be loue ; this loue will vadoe vs al.
Oh Cupid,Cupid,Capid.

Pan, Loue? Ithaticfhall yfaich.

Par. 1,good now loue,loue,nething but loue.

Pan. In good troth it begins fo.

Loue lone mothing but lone,[Fill more :
For O lenes Bow,
Shootes Barke and Doe :
The Shaft confounds net that 1t wonnds,
But tickles [Fill the fore :
Thefe Losers cryyoh bo they dye s
Yet that which [cemes the wonud to bill,
Doth tarne ob bo tohabahbe :°
So dying lone lises fHill,
O ho awhile but ba ba ba,
O hogrones out for baba ba-=--hey ho.

Hel, Inloue yfaithto the very tip of the nofe.

Par, He eates nothing but douesloue,and that breeds
hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts, and hot
thoughts beoet hot deedes,and hot deedes 1s foue.

Pas. Isthisthe generation of loue? Hot bloud, hot
thoughts,and hot decdes, why they are Vipers, is Louea
gencration of Vipers?

Sweete Lord whofe a field to day?

Par. Heffar,Dc;};;:'cré’m,B elenms, Anthenor, and all the
gallantey of Trey. I would faine have arm'd to day, but
my Nell would not have it {o.

How chance my brother Troy/us wenrnot ?

Hel. Hehangsthe lippé at fomething ; you know all
Lord Pandarxs?

Pan. Notlhony fweete Queenc: Ilong to heare how
they {ped to day :
Youle remember your brothers excufe?

Par. Toahayre,

Pan. Farewcll{weete Queene.

Hel, Commend me to your Neece,

Pan. T will fweere Quecne. Sonnd avetreat,

Par, They'te come from feldes lervsto Priams Hall
o greetethe Warriers, Sweet Hellew, I muft woe you,

o helpevoarme our Helfor: his flubborne Buckles,
With thefe yout whire enchanting fingers couche,

'
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Shall more obey thenta the edge of Steele,

]

Or force of Greekifh finewes : you {hall doe more
Thenallthe Hand Kings, difarme great Heltor.

Flel. "Twill make vs proud ro be his (eruant Parss :
L Yea what he (hall recciue of vsio duetie,
| Giués ys more palme in beautie then we have:
cha ouerfhines our felf=,
}SW:E}: aboue thought Iloue thee.

il

Exennt.

—

Enter Pandarns and Troylus Man.
Par, How now, where’s thy Maifter, at my Couzen
Crefsidas?
Mean. No fir,he fayes for you to condu him thither,
Enter Troylus,
Pan. O here he comes: How now how now?
Troy, Sirra walke off,
Pan. Haue you feene my Coufin?
Troy. No Pandarss : 1 Ralke about her dodre
Like a firange foule vpon the Stigian bankes
Staying for waftage.O be thoumy Charos,
And giue me {wit cranfportance to thofe fields,
Where I may wallow inche Lilly beds
Propos’d for the deferuer. O gentle Pandarss,
From Cupids (houlder plucke his painted wings,
And flye with me to Crefrid.
Pan. Walke here ith'Orchard, lle bring her firaight,
Exit Pandarus.
Troy, Tamgiddy ;expeQation whirles me round,
Thimaginary relifh is fo fweete,
Thatitinchants my fence : what will it be
When thacthe watry pallats tafte indeede
Loues thrice reputed Netar ? Deach | feare me
Sounding diftruction,or fome ioy too fine,
Too fubtile,potent, and too tharpein fweetneffe,
For the capacitie of my ruder powers;
I feareirmuch, and [ doe feare befides,
That I (hallloofe diftin&ion inmy ioyes,
As doth a battaile,when they charge on heapes
The enemy flying. Enter Pandarus,
Pan. Shee’s making her ready (heele come ftraight;you
muft be witty now,fhe does {o blufh,&fetches ber winde
fofhort,as if fhe were fraid with a {prite : 1le fecch her;

e 4

!

is the pretrieft villaine,the fetches her breath fo fhore asa
new tane Sparrowr, xit Prnd,

Troy. EFuen fuch a paflion doth imbrace my bofeme:
My heart beares chicker then a feavorous pulfe,
Andall my powers doe their beflowing loofe,
Like vafl: lage at vnawares cnca‘mnuiﬂé

heeycof iviaieftie,
Enter Pavaarus and Crefsida,
Pan. Come,come,what neede you bluth?

Shames a babie ; here (he is now,{weare the oathes now
to her,that you haue fworne to me.What are you gonea-|
gaine,you muft be watcht ere you be made tame, mufl
you ¥ come your wayes,come your wayes, and you draw
backward weele puc you i’th fls: why doe you not fpeak
to her? Come draw this curtaine, & lev’s fee your picture.
Alaffe the day,how loath you are to offend day light?and
"twere darke you’ld clofe fooner : So,fo, rub on,and kiffe
the miftrefie ; how now, a kiffe in fee-farme ? build chere
Carpenter,the ayreis fweete, Nay, youthall fight your
hearts out ere I part you, The Faulcon,asthe Tercell, for
all the Ducks ith Riuer : go too,go too.
Trop. Youhaue bereft me of all words Eady.

Pan. Words pay no debts; giue her deedes : but fheele
bereaue you ‘oth’ deetls too, if thee call yourz&inity in
queftion: what billing againe? here’s in witnefle where-
ofthe Parties interchangeably. Come in,comein,lle go
getafire?

Cref. Willyou walkein my Lord?

Tiroy. O Crefsida howoften hae I wifht me thus ?

Cref. Wifht my Lord ? the gods grant # O my Lord.

Trop. What fhould they grane? what makes this pret.
ty abruption:what too curious dreg efpies my {weereLa-

dy in the fountaine of our loue ?

=

 Cref. Morel




Troylus and Crefsida.

Troy. Feares make diuels of Cherubins,cthey neuerfee
truely.

Cref. Blindefeare,thac {ecing reafon leads,findes fafe
{ footing, then blinde reafon, fumbling without feare : to
Meare the worft, oft cures the worfe. j
| ~ Trey. Ohlevmy Lady apprehend no feare,

Inall Capids Pageant there 1s prefented no monfler.
{  Cref. Notnothing monfirons neither?

Troy. Nothing but our vndertakings, when we vowe
to weepe feas,hiue in fire,eate rockes,tame Tygers;think-
ing it harder for our Miftreffe to deuife 1mpofition
i' inough, then for vs to vndergoe any difficultic impofed.
{ This is the monftruofitie in loue Lady,that the will isin-
{ finite,andche execution confin’d;that che defire is bound-
lefle, and the aét a {(laue to limic,

(ref. They fayall Louers {weare more performance
thea they are able, and yet referuean ability chat they
neuer performe: vowing more then the perfection of ten;
and difcharging leffe then the tenth part of one. They
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the a& of Hares : are
they not Monfters? '

Troy. Aretherefuch? fucharenot we: Praifevsas we
are tafted, allow vs as we proue : our head fhall goe bare
till merit crowne it: nio pesfection in reuerfion {hall haue
a praifein prefent : wee will notname defert before his
birth,and being borne his addition {hali be humble : few
words to faire faith.. Troyles (hall be fuchto Creffid, as
what enuie can fay werft, thall be amocke for histruth;
and what truth can fpeake truef¥, not truer then Trgy-
lus.

Cref. Willyou walke in my Lord ?

Enter Pandarss.

Par. What bluthing ftill 2 haue youvot done talking

et?

Cref. Well Vinckle, what folly T commit, I dedicate
to you. .

Pan. Tthanke you forthat:ifmy Lord get a Boyof
you, youle giue him me : be trueto my Lord,ifhe flinch,
chide me for it.

Tre.Yon know now your hoftages:your Vackles word
and my firme faich,

Pax. Nay, lle give my word for her too : our kindred
though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con.
ftant being wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,they’le
fticke where they are throwne.

Cref. Boldnefle comes to mee now, and brings mee
heart : Prince Trop/us, 1 haue low'd you night and day,for
many weary moneths.

Troy. Why was my Crefsid then fo hard to win ?

Cref. Hard tofeeme won : but I was won my Lord
With the firft glance  that euer pardon me,

IfI confefle much you will play-thetyrant :

I loue you now,but not till now {o much

But I might maifter it; infaith I lye:

My thoughts were like vabrideled children grow
Too head-fireng for their mother: fee we fooles,
Why haue I blab'd : whio fhall be truetovs
When we are {o vofecret to our felues?

Bue though low'd you well, I woed younot,
And yet good faith I withtmy felfe aman ;

Or that we women had mens priviledge
Offpeaking firft. Sweet,bid me hold my tongue,
Forin thisraptureI fhall {urely {peake

The thing I (hall repent : {ee,{ee,your filence
JComming i1 dumbnefle, from my weakenefle drawes

i{ Cref. More drégs then water,if my teares have eyes. | My foule of counfell from me. étop mgfrmréuth-.ﬁ
I
f

Troy. And fhall,albeit fweere Muficke iffues thence.
Pan, Pretty yfaith,
Cref. My Lord, I doe befeech you pardon nie,
"Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kiffe :
I am atbam’d ; O Heauens,what haue [ done!
For thistime will I take my leaue my Lord.
Troy. Your l_l?auc{wct’té Creffid ¢
Pan. Leaue: and you take lease till to morrow mot=
ning.
Cref. Prayyou content you,
Troy. What offends you Lady ?
Cref.. Sir,mine owne company.
Troy. You cannot {hun your felfe,
Cref. Letme goeand try:
Lhaue a kinde of felfe recides with you
But an vokinde {clfe, that it felfe will leaue,
Tobeanothers foole. Whereis my wit?
I would be gone: 1 fpeake I'know not what,
_ Troy, Wellknow they what they {peake, that fpeakes
fo wifely.
Cre. Perchance my Lord,T fhew more craft then loue,
And fell {o roundlyto alarge confeffion,
To Angle for your thoughts: but you are wife,
Or elfe you louenot : for to be wife and loue,
Exceedes mans might,that dwels with gods aboue,
Troy. O thatIthoughtit coula bein a woman:
As ific can, I will prefume in you,
To feede for aye her lampe and Hlames of loue,
To keepe her conftancie in plight and youth,
Out-liuing beauties outward, with 2 minde
That doth renew (wifrer thenblood decaies :
Or that perfwafion could but thus tonaince me,
Thatmy incegritie and truth to you,
Might be affronted with the match and waight
Of fuch a winnowed puriritiein loue:
How were I chen vp-lifted ! but alas,
Tam as true,as truths fimplicitie,
And impler then the infancie of eruch.
Cr [ Inthat Ile warre with you.
T7rsy. O vertuous fight,
When right with right wars who fhall be moft right s
True{waines in love, thall in the world tocome
Approuc their truths by Troy/us, when their rimes,
Full of proteft, of oath and big compare;
Woants fimiles, truth tis’d with iteration, -
Astrue as feele, as plantage to the Moone :
As Sunne to day: as Turtle to her mate :
Aslronto Adamant : as Ear:hto th’Center :
Yet after all comparifons of truch, ;
(Astruths authenticke author to be cited)
Ascrue as Trapius, {hall crowne vp the Verfe,
And {an8ifie the numbers, ‘
Cref. Prophet may yoube:
IfI be falfe, or fwerne a haire from truch,
When time is old and hath foigot it felfe:
When water drops haue worne the Stones of Trsy 3
And blinde obliaton {wallow’d Cities vp ;
And mightie States charaéterleffe are graved
Toduftic nothing ; yet lec memory,
From falfe to falfe, among fal{c Maids inloue,i
Vpbraid my falfehood, when they*aue faid as falfe,
As Aire, as Warter,as Winde,as {andieearth ;
As Foxeto Lambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ;
Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdame to her Sonne ;
Yea, let them fay, to flicke the heart of fallehood,
As
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f ' : Troylus and. Cre;/kz’_a’;z,

—

| Salutes each other with each others forme.
| For [peculation turncs not to it {elfe,
i Till it hathtravail'd, and is married chere
| Where it may fec ic felfe : thisis not ffrange at all,
Viif, 1doe not firaincicacthe pofition,

Tt is familiar ; buc at che Authors drift,
Who in his circum@ance, exprefly proues
That no may is the Lord of any thing,
(Thoughin and of him there is much confifting,}
Till he communicate his parts to others
Nor doth he of himfelfe know them for oughst,
Till he behold them formed in thapplaufe,
Wheré they are extended : wholike an archreuerb’rate
{The voyce 23aine ; o likea gate of Recle,
- { Fronting the Sunne, receiucs and renders backe
| His figure,and his heate, I was much raptinthis,
Andapprehended hercimmediately :
The vnknowne Aizx ; )
Heauens what a man is there?a very Horfe, (are:
That has he knowes not what. Nature,whac things there
Moft abie& in regard, and dearcin vfe.
What things againe moft deere in the efeeme,
And poere in worth : now {hall wefeeto morrow,
Ana& shat very chance doth throw vpon him?
Ajaxrenown’d ? O heauens,what fome mendoe,
While fome men leaueto doe !
How fome men creepe in skittifh fortunes hall,
Whiles others play the Ideots in her eyes:
How one man eates inco andthers pride,
While prideis feafting in his wantonneffe
To {ec thefe Grecian Lords ; why,euen already,
They clap the lubber Aiax on the (houlder,
As if his foote were on braue Hectors breft,
And great Troy (hrinking,

Achil. Y doe beleeue it:
For they paft by me,as myfers doeby beggars,
Neither gaue to me good word,nor looke:
What are my deedes forgot?

Ulif; Time hath(my Lord)a wallet at his backe,
W herein he puts almes for obliuion :
A great fiz’d monfter of ingratitudes:
Thofe fcraps are good deedes paft,
W hich are devour’d as faft as they are made,
Forgot as foone as done: perfeuerance,deere my Lord,
Keepes honor bright, to haue done, is to hang
Quite out of fathion, like aruBie male,
In monumentall mockrie : take the inftant way,
For honour trauelsin a firaight fo narrow,
Where one but goes a breaft;keepe then the pathe
For emulation hath a thoufand Sonnes,
That one by one purfue ; if you giue way,
Orhedge afide from the dire& forthright;
Like to an entred Tyde,they all rulh by,
And leaue you hindmoft :
Or tike a gallant Horfe falne in firft ranke,
Lye there for pauement to the abiect, neere

Though leffe then yours in paft,;muft ore-top yours :
Forgime islike a fafhionable Hofte,

That flightly fhakes his parting Gueft by th*hand;
And with his armes out-frerche,as he would flye,
Grafpes in the commer ; the welcome ever {miles,

| And farewels goes out fighing : O let not yertue {eeke
Remuneration for the thing it was :for beautie,wit,

{ High birth, vigor of bone, defert in feruice,

| Love,friendfhip,chiarity,are fubieéts all

i One touch of nature makes the whele world kin

E
{
E
|

]

|

%}
|
|
|

Ore-runand trampled on: then what they doe in prefent, |

|
|
|
)
{
[
/
i

To enuiovs and calumniating time:

That all with one confent praife new borne gaudes,
Thnugh thcy are made and moulded Ofthix%g paft,
And goe to duft,that is a hle guils, 3
More laud then guilt oredufted,
Theprefent eye praifes the pref nt obiect:
"ben maruell not thou great and compleat man,
That all the Greekesbegin to worfhip Aiax ;
Since things in motion beginto catch theeye,
Then what not ftiss : the cry went out onthee,
And Rillit might, and yet it may againe,
Ifthou would'(t not entombe thy felfe aliue,
And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent ; ‘
V:y hofe glorious Ficedes,but in thefe fields of late,
Made emulous miflions 'mongft the gods themfelues,
And draue great Mars o fadtion,
Achil, Ofthis my prinscie,
I have (trong reafons,
Flif. But’gainft your priaacie
The reafons are more potent and heroycall ;
"Tis knowne Achilles,ihat you arcinloue
With one of Priams davghters.
Achil, Ha 2knowne?
VIif. Isthat awonder?
The prouidence that’s in 2 watchfull Scate,
Knowes almoft cuery graine of Plutoes geld 3
Findes bottome in th’vacomprehenfive deepes;
Keepes place with thoughe; and almoftlike the gods,
Doe thoughts ynuaile in their dumbe cradles:
Thereis amyf(terie (with whom relation
Durft neuer meddle) in the foule of State 3
Which hath an operation more diuine,
Theh breath orpen can giue exprefiure to:
All the commerfe that you haue had with Troy,
As perfeltly is ours,as yours,my Lord,
And berter would it hie Achilles much,
Torthrow downe Hellor then Palixena.
Butit muft gricue yong Pirbas now at home,
When fame thallin her Iland found her trumpe;
Andall the Greekifh Girles fhall uipping fing, s
Great Heltors filter did Achilles winne ; :
But our great Aiax brauely beate downe him,
Farewell my Lord : Tas your louer fpeake 3
The foole {lides ore thelce that you fhould breake,
Parr. Tothiseffe& Achilleshaue1 mow’d you;
A womanimpudent and mannifh growns, :
Is notmotre loth’d, then an effeminate man,
In time of a&tion : I fand condemn’d for this 2
They thinke my little lomacke to che warre,
And your great loue to me,reftraines you thus :
Sweete,roufe your {clfe;and the weake wanton (#pid
Shall from your necke vnloofe his amorous fould, :
Andlike a dew drop from the Lyons mane,
Be fhooketo ayrie ayre.
Achil. Shall Aiaxfight with Heélor ?
Patr. 1,and perhaps receiuve much honer by him,
Achil. 1 {ecmyreputationisat ftake,
My fame is fhrowdly gored,
Parr. O then beware ;
Thofe wounds heale ill,that men doe giue themfelues :
Omiffion te doe whar i§ neceflary,
Seales a commiflion to a blanke of danger,
And danger like an ague {ubtly raints
Euen then when we ficidely in the funne,
Achil, Goe call 7berfires bither [weet Patroclus,
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| Troylus and Crefsida, |

ey,

Iie fend the foole to Aiax,and defire him
T'inuite the Troian Lords after the Combat

'To fee vs here vnarm'd ; T haue a womans longing,

Anappetite thac Tam ficke withall,

I'o fee great Hellor inhis weedes of peaces Ewter Therfr,

Teotalke with him,and to behold his vifage,

Euento my full of view, A labour fau'd.

Ther. Awonder.

Achil, What?

Ther, eAiax goes vp and downe the field, asking for
him(elfe.

Achil. How {o?

E Ther, Heemuftfightfingly to morrow with Heitor,
and is {o prophetically proud of anheraicall cudgelling,
that he raues in faying nothing,

Achi]. How can thatbe ? .
Ther. Why be falkes vp and downe like a Peacock,a
ftride and a fand: ruminares like 2n hoflefe,that hath no

Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko-
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard,as who fhould
fay, there were witin hishead and twoo’d out; and fo
thereis: butitlyes as coldly in him, as fire in a fling,
which will not fhew without knocking. The mans vn-
done for euer;for if Heltor breake not hisnecke i’th’com-
bat, heele break’ himfelfe in vaine-glory, He knowes
not mee ¢ I faid, good morrow Aiax ; And he replyes,
thankes Agamemmon. What thinke you of this man,
that takes me for the Generall? Hee’s growne a very
land-fifh, languageleffe , 2 monfter : a plague of o-
pinion, a man may weare it on both fides likea leather
Terkin.

Achil. Thoumuft be my Ambaflador to him Zher/fires.

Ther. Who, I: why.hecle an{wernobody'* heps 0=
feffes notan{wering ; fpeaking is for beggers : he weare’s
his tongue in’s armes : I will put on hia prefence; let Pa-
troclms make his demands to me, you (hall fee the Page-
ant of Aiax.

Achsl. Tohim Patroclis tell him, I humbly defire the
valiant Asax, to invite the moft valorous Heffer,to come
vnarm’d to my Tent, and to procure fafe conduét for his
perfon, of the magnanimious and moftilluftrious, fixe or
feauen times honour'd Captaine,Generall of the Grecian
Armie Agamemnon & c. dog this,

Patro, fone blefle grear Aiax,

Ther. Hum. '

Patr, 1come fromthe worthy Aebilles.

Ther, Ha?

Parr. Who moft humbly defires you to inuite HefZor

{to his Tenr,

Ther., Hum,

Patr. And to procure {afe condu& from Agamemnon,
Ther, Apamemnon?

Patr: I n‘:y Lord.

Ther, Ha?

Parr. What {2y you too’t.

Ther.. God buy yau with all my heart.

Parr. Your anfwer fir,

Ther. 1fto morrow be a faire day, by eleuen a clocke

it will goe one way or other ; how(ocuer, heifhall pay for

| 7arr. Youranfwes fir.

‘ Ther. Fare vou well withall my heare, ‘

(  Achil. ‘W’r'w, but heis not ip this tupe,ishe? .

} Ther. No,butbe’souta tene thus: what muficke will

i bein him when Heifor has knocke out his braines,[ know
jnoi = buit 1am fure none, vnleflethe Fidler Apollo get his |
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finewes to make catlings on.

Achil. Come, thou fhalt beare a Letter to him
ftraighe,

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfe;for thar’s the
more capable creature.
Achil. My minde is troubled like a Fountaine ftird,
And I my felfe fce not thebotcome ofit.
Ther. Would the Founraine of your minde were cleere
againe, that I might warer an Affe atic : I bad rather bea
Tickeina Sheepe, then fuch a valiant ignorance,

Enter at onedeoree Lncas with 4 Torch, at asatber
Pares, Diepbmﬁm, Amf:eﬁor,Diamcd the
Grecian,with Torches,

Par, Seehoa, whois thatthere »

Daeph. Itis the Lord e £Lneas.

e/Lne. Is the Prince there in perfor ?
Had I fo good occafion to lye lon;
As you Prince Parss,nothing but heauenly bufinefle,
Should rob my bed-mate of my company.

Diem. That's my minde too: good morrow Lord
e Encas,

Par. A valiant Greeke eEneas, take his hand,
Witnefle the procefle of your fpeech wichin ;
You told how Diemed, in a whole weeke by dayes
Did haunt you in the Field,
e£re. Health to you valiane fir,
During all queftion of the gentle cruce
But when Imeete you arm’d,as blacke defiance,
Asheait can thinke,or courage execute.
Diom. The oneand other Diomed embraces,
Our blouds are now 1n c2lme;and {o long health s
But when contention,and occafion meetes,
By Zoue, lle play the hunter for thy life,
With all my force, purfuice and pollicy.
e£Lne. Andthoufhalt hune a Lyenchat will fiye
With his tace backward, in humaine gentlencfle
Welcome to Troy ; now by Anchifes life,
Welcome indeede ; by Penus hand | {weare,
No m alive can loue infuch a fore,
The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently,
Diom. We fimpathize, Zowe let o Ermeas line
(Ifto my fword his fate be not the glory)
A thoufand compleate courfes of the Sunne,
But in mine emulous honor let him dye:
With euery ioynt a wound, and thac o MOITOW,
eLne. Weknow eachother well.
Dio. We doe,and long to know each other worle,
Par. Thisisthe moft, defpightful’} gentle greeting ;
The nobleft hatefull loue, that ere | heard of,
What bufinefle Lord fo early?
esEne, I was fent for tothe Kingsbut why,Tknow not,
Par.His purpofe meets yousit was to bring this Greek
To Calcha’s houfe;and there to render bhim,
For the enfreed Anthesor,the faire Creffid:
Lers haue your company ; or if you pleafe,
Haftethere before vs, I conftantly doe thinke
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge)
My brother Troylus lodges there to night.
Roufe him, and giue him note of our approach,
With the whole quality whereof, I feaze
We fhallbe much vawelcome,
eLne. That Laffure you s

Trsylus had racher Troy were borne to Greece,
Then Creffidborne from Troy,

Par. Them{




Troylus and Crefsida,

Par. Thereisno helpe:
The bicter difpofition of the time wili haue it o,
On Lord, weelefollow you.
oEne, Good morrow all. Exit o Eveas
Par, Andrell me noble Diomed ; faith tell me true,
Euen in the foule of (ound good fellow thip,
Whe in your thoughts merits faire Helew moft ?
My felfe,or CMenclam?
|  Duwm. Bothalike.
| He merits well to haue her,that doth feeke her,
iNoE making any {cruple of her foylure,
t With (uch a hell of paine,and world of charge.

{ And you as well to keepe her,thar defend her,

ke a puling Cuckold, would drinke vp
esand dregs of aflat tamed peece s
You like a letcher, out of whorifh loynes,
Are pleaf’d to breede out your inheritors:
Both merits poyz’d, each weighs no le(le nor mozre,
Butheas he,which heauier for a whore.
Par. Youaretoo hitter to your country-woman.
Dis. Shee’s bitter to her countrey : heare me Pars,
For euery falle drop in her baudy veines,
A Grecians life hath funke : for euery fcruple
Ofher contaminated carrion weight,
A Troian hath beene {lzine. Since fhe could fpeake,
She hath net giuen fo many good words breath,
As for her, Greckes and Troians {uffred death.
Par. Faire Diomed, youdoe as chapmen doe,
Dif praife cthe thing that you defire to buy s
But wéin filence hold thisvertue well ;
Weele not commend, what we intend to fell,
Hete lyes our way,

Exennt,
Enter Troylus and Creffida,

Troy. Deeretrouble not your (clfe : the morne is cold.
Cref. Then {wect my Lord,lle cail mine Vackle down;
He thall ynbolt the Gates.
Troy. Troublehimnot:
Tobed,to bed : fleepe kill thole pritty eyes,
And giueas [oft attachment to thy fences,
As Infantsempry of all thought,
Cref. Goadmorrow then.
Troy. I prithee now to bed.
Cref. Ate youa weary ofme ?
Troy. O Creffida! butthatthe bufieday
Wak’t by the Larke hach rouz’d the ribauld Crowes,
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no Jonger :
I would not from thee.
Cref. Nighthathbeene too briefe. (fayes,
Troy. Befbrew the witch! with venemous wights fhe
As hidioufly as hell s but flies the grafpes ofloue,
With wings more momentary,{wift then thought:
You will caich cold, and curfe me.
Cref. Prithee tarry,youmen will neuer tarry ;
O foolith Creffid, I might haue ftill held off,
And then you would haue tasried.  Harke,ther's one vp?
Pand. withm, \What’s all the doores open here 2
Troy. 1t1syour Vockle, Enter Pandarzes.
Cref. A peftilenceon him :now willhe be mocking:
[I fhall haue fuch alife.
Paw. How now,how now? how @oe maiden-heads?
Heare yeu Marde: wher's my cozin Creffid?
Cref.Go hang your felf,you naughty mocking Vnckle:

e g S

You bring me to doo=~--and then you flouce me oo,
Pan. Todowhar? todo what ¢ lec herfay what :
What haue Ibrought youtodoe ? _

Cref. Come,come,belhrew your heart : youlenerebe!
good,ner fuffer others. 1

Pan, Ha,ha: alas poore wretch: a poore Chipochia haft,
not fiept tonight ? would he not (anaughty man)let it
fleepe:a bug.beare take him, Que knocks.

(ref. Didnotltellyou? would he were knocke ich’
head, Who's thataz doore ? good Vinckle goe and fee.
My Lord, come youagaine into my Chamber:

You fmile and mecke me, as if  meanc naughtily,

Tror. Ha, ha.

Cre.Come you are decein’d, I thinke of no fuch thing.
How earneftly they knocke: pray you comein. Knocke,
I would not for halfe Troy have you feene here.  Exennt

Pan. Who's there? what’s the macter? will you beare
downethe doore ? How now, what’s the matter?

e£re. Good morrow Lord, good morrow.

Pas. Who's there my Lordie£neas? bymy rath 1
knew younort : whatnewes with youfo early

eLne. 1snot Prince Troplus here ?

Pasz. Here? what thould lie doe here ?

e£ne. Comehe is here, my Lord, doe not deny him
It doth import him much to fpeake with me,

Tan. Is he here fay you ? tis more then I know, Ile be
{worne: Formy owneipart I came in late: what fhould
hedoehere ?

e£ne. Who,nay then : Come,come, youledoe him}
wrong, ere y'are ware: youle be fo true ro him, tobe
falfe to him : Doe not you know ofhim,but yer goe ferch
him hicher, goe.

Enuter Troylus,

Troy. How now, what’sthe macrer ?

e£ne. My Lord,[ fcarce haue leifure to falute you,
My matcer is (o rafh : there is at hand,
Parzs your brother,and Deiphabus,
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antheror
Deliuer’d to vs, and for him forch-with,
Ere the fi:(t {acrifice,within chis houre,
We mult gine vp to Diomeds hand
The Lady Creffida.

Troy. Tsit concluded fo?

eEne. By Priam,and the generall fate OfTrg»‘a
They are at hand and ready to effe@ i,

Troy. How my acchizuements mocke me;
I will goe mieete them: and my Lord e £neas,
We metby chance; you did not finde me here.

e£n Good,good,my Lord the fecrets of nature
Haue not more giftin tacituenitie. Exennt,

Enter Pandarus and Creffid,

Pan, 15"t poflible? no fooner gotbut loft : the diuell
take Anthenor ; the yong Prince will goemad : a plague
vpon Authenor; T would they bad brok’s necke.

Cref. How now ? what's the matter ? who was here?

Pan. Ab,ba

Cre[. Why figh you fo profoundly? wher's my Lord?
gone? tellme fweet Vnckle, what's che matrer ?

Pan. WouldI were as deepe vnder the earth as [ am
aboue,

Cref. Othegods{whar’s thematrer?

Pan. Prythee get theein: wonld thou had’® nere been
borae; 1 knew thoun would'@ be kis deash.O poore Gen-
tleman:a plague vpon Authenor.
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Pan. Lﬁ' LI’ nsmopmmcacuﬂ,
C Vq. Andisittrue, that I muft goe from Troy?
Troy. A hatefull rrULE =
Cref. What, and from Trep/us too ?
oy, From im yand Zreylus,
ofe Ik rmmolc
T7roy. And fodainely, where iniurie of chance
Puts backe leaue-taking, iuftles roughly by !
All time of paufe ; wdciy beguiles our lips |
Of all reioy ndi,rs: foxc.b]v preuents |
Ouy lOf]‘Ix’_l'll‘AGfdrﬁs? (ra ngles our deare vowes, '
Euenin thebirth of our owne lab oring breath,
We mc,' hat with fo many thou!
Did buy each other, muft ¢ 'JJ"""";
With the rude breuitie and difch *xge: f our
Iniurious time ; now with arobbers ha
Crams his rich rhc’cu(-rw\m he knowes not how.
Asmany farwels as ?‘e Harv«'n heauen,
With diftin& breath,and confi gn’d kiffes to them,
He fumblesvp into a ioo!c adiew ;
And {cants vs with a fingle famifht kiffe,
Diftafting with the falt of broken teares. Enrer o Enens p
eLncas within, My L ord,is the Lady ready?
Troy. Harke, you are call’d : fome é;rhrgma“(o
> " s

Cries, cometo himthat inftant)
Bid them haue patience : the fhall come anen.
Pas. Where are my tear ¢ ¥ rai ne,to lay this winde,
or my heart will be blowne vp by theroor,
Cref. 1muft then aotheCmcunﬁi
T7roy. Noremedy,
Cref. A wofull Creffid 'mc ong’ft the merry Greekes.
Troy. When fhall we fecagaine?
Trey. Herememy loue: b ctl ou but crue ofheart.
(rfﬁ Itrue? how now? what wicked deem
Trey, if:.y,\\'en*uﬁ vie expoftulatior
Forit 15 par ting from vs
1{peakenot, bethou true, as fearing thee
For I will thiow my Gloue to dCﬂ.E:'tl
That there’s nomaculation in thy h
Butbe thou true, {ay I,to fathion in
;“'\f'; *’ﬂ-rmct‘" proteflation: be thou true,
And I will feethee,
Cref. (" you fhall be e
A ‘in'ﬁr‘,: te,as imminen

h

e isthis?
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immielfe
armielie,
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Weare thi is Slecue,
Cref. Andyou :‘-ﬁc Glaue.
When thall I feeyo
Troy. Twillcorrupr he
To giuethee nightly f‘(,xm'
Bu* yet betrue.
Cref. O heauens: be true againe ?
Tﬂ’). Heare why I fpeakeit; < Loue :
The Grecian youths are full of L;IJJLU“
Their 101.)1'1" wel '(HE’H,)OS d “"J\l}r ="i7,;1 urumu o/ -
Flawing and fwellir ng ore wazhﬁars and exercife s
Flow nouelties may moue, and parts with pr::f'om
Alas, akinde of go diy iealoufie;
'Wh'cn I befeech you call a vcxtuoux finne:
Makes me affraid,
(ef. Oheauens, you loue me not !
Troy. Dyel-avillaine then:
In this I doe not call y your faith in queftion ;
So mainely as my merit : I cannot fn”

Nor h"f’f“tHemg’hI auolt s nor {weeren ralke: '
Nor play at fubtill games ; faire vertves all 57 |
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Troylus and Crefsida,

5 To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant :
{ But I canzell chatin cach grace of thefe,

{ There lurkes a fhll and dumb-difcourfiue diuell,

{ That tempts moft cunaingly : but be not tempted.

| Crefe Docyouthinke I will:

Tray.No,but fomething may be donethat we wilnot :
And fometimes we are diuels to our felues,
When we will tempe the frailtie of our powers,
Prefuming ontheir changefull potencie.

oEneaswithin. Nay, good my Lord?

Troy. Comekifle, and let vs pare.

Paris within. Brether Traylns?
| Trop. Good brother come you hither,
| And bring e £Eneas and the Grecian with you.

Cref. My Lord,will youbetrue?

Troy. Who I? alas itismy vice, my fault s
Whiles ethers fith with craft for great opinion,
I, with great truch, carch meere implicitie 5
Whil'ft fome with cunning guild their copper crownes,
With truch and plainnefic I doc weare mine base::

Exit .

Enter the Greekes,
Feare not my truch ; the morzall of my wit
Is plaine and true, ther’s all the reach of it.
Welcome fir Deomed, here is the Lady
Which fos Antesor,we deliver you.
At the port (Lord) Ile giue her to thy hand,
And by the way poffefle thee what fhe is.
Entreate her faire ; and by my loule,faire Greeke,
Ifere thou ftand at mercy of my Sword,
Name Creffid, and thy life fhall be as fafe
As Priamis in Iilign?

Diom. Faire Lady Crefiid,

So pleafe you fauethe thankes this Prince expects
The luftrein youreye, heauen in your cheeke,
Pleades your faire vifage,and to Diomsed

You {hall be mifirefle,and command him wholly.

Troy. Greciansthoudo'fl not vieme curteoufly,

To thame the feale of my petition rowards,

I praifing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece ¢

i Shee is as farrehigh foaring o’re thyprailes,

As thon vnworthy to be cal’d her feruant:

1 charge thee vie her well, eucn for my charge :
For by the dreadfull Piuto, ifthou do’lt not,
(Tho{:gh the great bulke eAehilles be thy guard)
Ile cut chy throate,

Diom. Oh benot mow’d Prince Troylas ;

Let me be priuiledg’d by myplace and meflage,
Tobe a fpeaker free ? whenI am hence,

Ile anfwet to my luft : and know wy Lord;

Ile nothing dog on charge : to her owne wqrth
She fhall be priz’d : but that you fag, be'tio;
Ilefpeake it in my fpirit and honor, no.

Troy. Come to the Port. Iletelithee Diomed,
This braue, (hall oft make thee to hide thy head -
Lady.giue me your hand,and as we walke,
To out owne fclues bend we our needefull talke.

Sonud Trmpet.

Par. Harke, Heflors Trumpet.

eEne. Howhaue we fpentchis morning
The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remiffe,
That {wore to ride before him in the field.

Par. "Tis Troplus fault: come,come,to ficld with him,

Exeunt,

Dio. Let ysmakeready firaight,
oEne. Yea, witha Bridegroomes frefh alacritie

“Let vs addreffe to tend on Hefiors heeles »
The glory of our T7ey doth this day lye
On his faire worth,and fingle Chiualrie,

Enter Aiax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamemmor,
Menelazns Vliffes, Nefter,(alcas,ce.

Aga. Here artthou inappointment frefh and faire,
Anticipating cime. With ftarting cevrage,
Giue with thy Trumpetaloud note to Troy
Thou dreadfull 4iax,thac the appauled aire
May pierce the head of the great Combatant,
And hale him hither.
Aia, Thou, Trumpet, ther’s my purfe;
Now cracke thy lungs, aud {plic thy brafen pipe:
Blow villaine,till thy fphered Bias cheeke
Out-{well the collicke of puft Aguilon :
Come, ftretch thy che@}, and let thy eyes fpout bloud:
Thou bloweft for Heilar.
V. No Trumpet anfwers,
Achil. *Tis but early dayes.
Aga. 1snotyong Dismed with Calcas daughter?
Vif. "Tishe, I ken the manoer of his gate,
Herifes on the toe : that {pirit of his
In afpiration lifts him from the earth.
| Aga. Isthisthe Lady Creffid?
if D1s. Evenfhe,

Aga, Moftdeerely welcometo :lmcGrc;kcs, fweete

Lady. :
Neft, Ouor Generall doth falute you wich a kiffe.

Vlif. Yetis thekindeneffe but parcicular; twere bet-|

ter the were kift in generall,

Neft. Andvery courtly counfell: Ile begin. So much|

for Neffor.

_4qrhilles bids you welcome.

Mene, 1 had good argument for kiffing once.

Patro. But that’s ne argument for kiffing now ;
For thus pop't Pars in his hardiment,

Viif. Oh deadly gall, and theame of all our fcornes;
For which weloofe our heads, to gild his hornes.

Patro. Thefirft wasc Menelans kifle this mine:
Patroclus kifles you.

Mene. Ohrhisis trim,

Patr. Parizand 1 kifle enermore for him.

Mene. 1lchane my kiffe fir; {Lady by yourlcage.

Cref. Inkifling doe you render,or receive.

Patr. Boihtake and giue,

Cref. lle make my matchto liue,

e ———

kifle.

Cref. Youare an odde man, giue eucn,or giue none.

AMexe. Anedde man Lady, euery manis odde,

Cref. No, Pargsisnot; faryou know 'tistrue,
Tharyou are odde,and he is euen with you,

Mene. You fillip me a'th’head,

Cref, No,liebe {worne,

Vlif: Ttwereno match,your naile againft his horne
May I (weete Lady beg a kiffe of you ?

Cref. You may.

Viif. 1doe defire it,

Cref. Whybeggethen?

VTif. Why then for Penss {ake, giue me a kiffe :
When Heller is 2 maide againe, and his

Cref. 1am yotr debror, claime it when *tis due,

e

"H’a

Thekiffe you take is better then you giue : therefore no

Mene. e gine you boote, Ile giue you three fer one.

=

Achil. 1le take that winter from your lips faire Lady}

i
Vii[. Neuer’s!
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Dlif. Neuver'smy day,‘and then 1 kiffe ofyou.
Dioms, Lady a word, Ile bring you to your Father.
Neft. A woman of quicke fence.

Vif. Fie, fie,vpon her

Ther'salangnagein her eye, her cheeke her lip;

Nay,her foote fpeakes,her wanton fpirites Jooke out

At euery ioynt,and motiue of her body :

Oh thefe encounterers {o glib of tongue,

That giue a coafting welcome ete it comes 3

And wide voclalpe the tables ofcheir thoughts,

To euery rickling reader fet them downe,

For fluttifh {poyles of oppormnitic ;

And daughters of the game. Exennt.

Enter all of Troy, Hellor,Parisa Eveas, Helenns
and Attendants. Flovifb,
All. TheTroians Trumpet.
Aga. Yonder comes the troope,
eEne. Haileall you ftate of Greece : what thalbe done

To him that vi®ory commands ? or doe you purpofe,

A victor fhall beknowne : will you the Knights

Shall to theedge ofall extremitic

Purfue eachother; or fhall be divided

By any voyce,ot order of thefield : Heffor bad aske?

Aga. Which way would Heifor haue it ?
eEne. He caresnot, heele obey conditions,
Aga. *Tis done like Heélor, but fecurely done,

A litele proudly, and great deale difprifing

The Knight oppos’d.
e£ne. 1fnot Achelles fir, whatis your name ?

Achil. 1fnot Achilles ,nothing.
e£ne. Therefore Achilles: but what ere know this,

In the extremity of great and lictle :

Valour and pride excell themfelues in Feftor

The onealmoft as infinite as all ;

The other blanke as nothing : weigh him well ;

And that which lookes like pride, is curtcfie :

This Aiaxis halfe made of Heétors blond;

Inloue whereof, halfe Heltor ftaies at home :

Halfe heare,halfe hand, halfe Heflor,comes zo fecke

This blended Knight,halfe Troian;and halfe Greeke.

Achil. A maiden bateaile then? O ] perceiue you
Aga. Heteis fir,Diomed: goe gentle Knight,

Stand by our Aiax : as you and L_md o Lneas

Confent vpon the order of their fight,

So beit: either to the vttermofl,

Or ¢lfe abreach: the Combatants being kin,

Halfe ftintstheir Rrife, before their firokes begin,
Viif. Theyate oppos’dalready.

Aga. What Troianisthat fame thar lookes fo heany?

V?f Thé yongef! Sonne of Priam

} A true Knight; they call him Trop/us ;

{ Not yet mature, yer matchleffe,firme of word,

j' Speakingin deedes, and deedeleflein his tongue;

{ Not foane prouok’c, nor being prouok’t,foone calm’d;
! His beartand hand both open,and both free

| Forwhat he has, be giues ; what thinkes,he fhewes
; Yer giues he not till iudgement gui@chxs bounty,

i Noe dignifies animpaire thought with breath

| Manly as-Feffor, but more dangerous;

| For Hettor in his blaze 6Fwrath fubfcribes

| Totender obicéts ; but he,in heate of altion,

| Is more vindecatiue then icalous loue,

1 They call him Troylzs 5 and on him ere&,

| A fecond hope, a3 fairely built as Hettor.

\Thus {aies e £neas, one that knowes the youth,
‘Eucn to his inches : and with prinate foule,

[
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T roylus and Crefsida,

| Cozen,all honorto thee.

| Thouarttoo gentle, and too freea Man:

| Onwhofe bright crefl, fame with her lowd ft (O yes)
[ Cries,This is he ; could’R promife to himfelfe,

| What further you will doe'?
- A

——

Aga. They areinaion,’ ‘
Neft. Now Aiax hold thine owne. i
Troy. Hellor,thou {leep’Rt, awake thee,
Aga. His blowes are wel difpos‘d there Zisx, trispets)
Diom. Youmuft no more. :mfeJ
edre, Princes enough, fo pleafe you, e
Aia. Tamnot warme yet, let vs fight againe.
Diom. As Heétor pleafes.
Hett. Whythen will T no more:

Thou art great Lord,my Fathers fifters Sonne ;

A coufen german to great Priams (eede :

The obligation of our bloud forbids

A gorie emulation ’twixt vs twaine :

Were thy commixion, Greeke and Troian fo,

That thou could’ fay, this hand is Grecian all,

And this is Troian: the finewes of this Legge,

All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud

Runs on the dexter ch ecke, and this finifter

Bounds in my fathers : by Zone multipotent,

Thou (hould'R not beare from me 2 Greekifh member

Whereinmy fword had not impreflure made )

Of our ranke feud : but the juft gods gainfay,

That any drop thou borewd '8 from El‘y mother,

My facred Aunt, thould by my morzall Sword

Bedrained. Let me embrace thee iy -

By him that thunders, thou haft lufiie Armes;

Heltor would haue them fall vpon him thus,

Didio great Illion thus tranflate him to me. ,«f!nmm,l;

i

Aia. 1thanke thee Heftor

I came tokill thee Cozen, and beare henee
A greataddition, earned in thy death,
Heit. Not Neoptslymm {o mirable,

4

A thoughe of added hovor, torne from Heitor.
cLne. Thereis expectance here from both the fides,

Hell, Weele aniwere it :
The iffue is embracement ; Aiax, farewell,
iz, 1fI might in entrearies finde fnceefle,
Asf{eld I'hane the chance 3 1 would defire
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents.
Diom. 'Tis Agamemnons wilh,and oreat Achilles
Doth long to fee vnarm'd the valiant Hefor,
Helt, eEreas, call my brother Troylusto me
And fignifiechig louing enterview
To Ehﬂ expellters of our 1 roian part:
Defirethem hom-e, Giue me thy hand,my Coufin:
I will goc eate with thee, and fee your Knights.
Enter A Zamensnon and the reff,
Aia. Great Agamemnon conies to meete vs here;
Heét, The worchielt of them,tell me name by name:
But for Achilles, mine owne fer ching eyes
Shall finde him by his large and portly fize,
Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one
Tliat would be rid of fuch 2n enemie,
But that’s no welcome : vnderfland more cleere
What's paft,and what’s to come,is firew’d with huskes |
A nd formeleffe ruine of oblinion :
But in this extant moment, faith and troth,
Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing:
Bids thee with mof divine integritie,
From heart of very hearr, greac Hector welcome,
Hell, 1 thankethee moft imperious e 4 gamemmnon.

—

3
Aga. My’
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~ Troylus and Crefsida.

Ara, My well-fanv’d Lord of Trey,no lefle to you.

=

Men.Let me confirmie my Princely brothers greeting,

| Hetl. Who muft we anfwer?
| eLre. The Noble Aenelaus.
| Heit. O,you my Lord,by AMarshis gauntlec thanks,
*Mockcno:, that [ affeét th’'vntraded Oath,
| Your guendam wife (weares fill by Penws Gloue
| Shee’s well, but bad me not commend ber to you.
‘ Men. Mame hernot now fir,(be’s a deadly Theame,
| Hetk, Opardon,T oftend.
| - Ne?, Ihaue(thowgallant Troyan) feche thecoft
| Labouring for deftiny, make crucll way
{ Through rankes of Greekifh youth: and I haue {een thee
3 As tiot as Perfeus, fpurre chy Phrygian Steed,
| And feene thee {corning forfeits and fubdwuments,
W hen thoa haft hung thy aduanced {word i'th’ayre,
| Not letting it.decline, onthe declined :
{'That T haue faid vnto my ftanders by,
Loe lapiter is yonder,dealing life.
And I haue feene thee paufe, and take thy breath,
When thata ring of Greekes have hem’d theein,
Likean Olympian wreftling. This haue Ifeene,
Buc this thy countenance (il lockt in ftecle)
I neuer {aw tillnow. Iknew thy Grandfire,
And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good,
But by great Mars, the Capraine of vsall,
Neuer like thee. | Let an oldman embracerhee,
1 And (worthy Warrionr) welcome to our Tents.
| o ne ’Tistheold Neffor.
Heét. Letme embrace thee good old Chronicle,
That haft fo long walk’d hand in hand with time:
Mot reuerend Neffor, I am glad to clafpe thee.
Ne.I would my armes could match thee in contention
As they contend with thee in courtefies
Heit. 1would they could.
Neft. Ha? by this white beard I'ld fight with theeto
morrow. Well, welcom,welcome : I haue feen the time.
¥(. 1 wonder now,how yonder City ftands,
When we haue heere her Bafe and pillar by vs.
Hett, 1kaow your fanour Lord pyffes well.
Ah fir, there’s many a Grecke and Troyandead,
Since firft I faw your felfe, and Dromed
In Illion, on your Greeki{h Embaffie.
V. Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue,
My prophefie is but halfe his iourney yet;
For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc,
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do buffe the clouds,
Mu kiffe their owne feet.
Hett, Imuft notbelecueyou:
There they fand yet : and modefily I thinke,
The fall of every Phrygian fone will coft
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crownes ally
Ana that old common Arbitrator, Time,
Will one day end it.
Vlyf. So to him we leaue ir.
Moft gentle, and moft valiant Heltor, welcome;
Afterthe Generall, 1befeech you next
To Feaft with me,and fee me ac my Tent.
Achil. 1 {hall forefall thee Lord #iyffes, thou:
Now Hettor 1haue fedumine eyes on thee,!
1 haue with exa& view perus'd thee Hellor,
And quoted ioynt by toyar.
Heit. Isthis Acbifles?
Achil, 1 am Achilles. ;
Heit. Siand faire I prythee, letme looke on thiee,

i
Achil. Behold thy fill. i
Hett, Nay,l haue donealready. !
Achil. Thouart to breefe, I will the fecond time, i
As 1 would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe, i

Heit. O like aBooke of fport thou’lt reade me ore : |
But there’s more in me then thon vaderftand’f. ;
Why doeft thou fo opprefle me with thine eye? f

Achil. Tell me you Heauens,in which part of his bodvE
Shall I defiroy him? Whether there,or there,or there, |
That I may giue the locall wound aname,

And make diftinét che very breach, where-out
Hellors greatfpirit fl-w. Anf{wer me heauens.

Hett. Tvwould diferedit che bleft Gods, proud man,
To anfwer fuch 2 queflion : Stand againe; ‘
Think'@t thou to carch my life fo pleafandly,

As to prenominate innice coniedture
W here thou wilt hit me dead? L
Achil, 1telitheeyea.
Heft, Wertthou the Oracleto tell me fo,
I'ld not beleeue thee: henceforth guard thee well,
For 1le not kill theethere, northere, nor there,
But by the forge that flythiied Mars his helme,
Ile kill thee eucry where, yea,ore and are,
You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this bragge,
His infolence drawes tolly from miy lips,
But Ie endeuour deeds to match thefe words,
Or may I nescpm———
Aiax. Donotchafethee Cofin:
And you Achilies, let thefe threatsalone
Till aéeident,or purpefe bring you too’,
Y ou may euery day enough ot Hellor
Jfyou haue ftomacke. The generall Rarve I feare,
Canfcarfe intreat you to be odde wich bim;

Hettl Ipray you letvs fee youinthe field,
We haue had peliing Warres fince you tefas’d
The Grecians caufe. \

Achil. Doftthouintreat me Heltsr?
Tomorrow do I meete theefell as deatlr,

To nighe,all Friends,

Heét. Thy hand vpon that match.

Aga. Firftallyou Peeres of Greece go to my Tent,
There in the full conuine you : Afterwards,

As Heltors leyfure, and your bounties fhal

Concurretogether, feverally intreac him,

Beate lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow,

Thatthis great Souldier may his welcome know, Exewist
Troy. My Lotrd Ulyfles, tellme | befeech yoa,

In what place.of the Ficld doth Calchas keepe¢

V(.. AxMewnelaus Tent,molt Princely Tvoylus,

There Diemred doth fealt with him to nighe,
Whoneither lookes on heauen, nor on earth,

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view

On the faire Creffid. ;

Trop. Shall | (fweet Lord)bebound to thée fo nauch; |
After we patt from Agamemnons Tent, [
To bring me chither?

7iyf. Youfhall command me fir:

As gentle rell me, of what Honour was
This-Creffidain Troy, had fheno Louer there !
That wailes her abfence ?

Trap. O fir, to fuch as boafting thew their {carres,
A mocke is due : will you wzlke on my Lord 2
She was belaw'd, fhe low’d; fhe is,and dooth
But &ill fweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth: Exguur.’

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, i

AchilIle heat his blood with Greekifh wineto nig!xt)i

W.h!L'h
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Troylus and Crefsida,

Which with my Cemitar Ile coole to meriow :
Patroclus,let vs Feafthim to the hight.
Pat. Heere comes Therfires, Enter Therfites.
Achil. How nowythou core of Enuy ?
Thou crufty baich of Nature,what’s the newes ?

Ther. Why thou picture of what thou feem't, & Idoll
of Ideot-worfhippers,here’s a1 etter for thee,

Achil, From wrence, Fragment ?

Ther. Why thou full difh of Foole, from Troy,

Pat. Who keepes the Tentnow?

Ther. The Surgeons box,or the Patients wound,

Pary., Well (2id aduei fity,and what need thefe tricks?

Ther, Prythec be filent boy;Iprofit not by thy talke,
thou art thought to be Ackilies male Varlot.

Patro, Male Varlotyou Rogue 2 What's that?

Ther. Why his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten
difeafes ofthe South, guts.griping Ruptures, Cararres,
Loades a grauell i'th’backe, Lethargics, cold Palfies,and
the like, take and take againe, fuch prepofirous difcoue-
ries,

Par. Why thou damnable box of ¢nuy thon, what
mean’t chow to curfe thus 2

Ther. Dol cutfe thee? :

Patr. Why no, you ruinous But, you whoifon indi-
ftinguithable Curre. :

Ther. No? whyart thou then exafperate, thou idle,
immateriall skiene of Sleyd filke; thou greene Sarcence
flap for a fore eye, thou taffell of a Prodigals purfe thou;
Ahhow the poore world is pefired with fuch water-flies,
diminutiues of Nature.

Pat. Out gall,

Ther. FinchEgge.

Ach. My.{weet Patroclus,] amthwarted quite
From my great purpofe in to morrowes bactell ;
Heereis a Letees from Queene Hecube,

A token from her daughter,my faire Loue,
Bothtaxing me, and gaging me to keepe ;
AnOaththat I have fworne. | will not breake it,
Fall Greekes, faile Fame, Honor or go,or ftay,
My maior vow lyes heere ; this Ile obay :
Come,come T herfires, helpe to trim my Tent,
This night in banquetting maft eli be fpent. :
Away Patroclua. _ _ Exit.
Ther. With too much blovd,and too little Brain, theis
two may run mad : but ifwith too much braine, and to©
litele blood, they do, Ilebe a curer of madmen, Heere’s
Agamemnon, an honeft fellow enough,and onethat loues
uailes, but he has net fo much Braine as carc-wax 3 and
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there his Brother,
the Bull, the primatiue Statue, and ai.)hquc rﬂncmonal! of
Cuckolds, athrifty hooing-horne inachaine, hanging
athis Brothers legge, towhat formg butthat heis, {hold
wit larded with malice, and maliceforced with wit,turne
him too : to an Afle were nothing 5 heeisboth Afle and
Ogxe; to an Oxe were nothing, Ew:f: is both Oxeand Affe:
to bea Dogge, 3 Mule, aCa, aFitchew, Toade, a Li-
zard, an Owle, a2 Puttocke, oraHerring withouta Roe,
1 would not care : but to be (_/’i[erl/e/n:ﬁ, Iwould confpire
againft Deftiny. Aske menor what I would be,if I were
! not Therfises: for I care notto bee gh'e'lowfe of a Lazar,
| {o 1 were not Adenclaus. Hoy-day, {pirits and fires,
‘ Enter Heltor, Arax, AgamemnonVlyfles, Ne-

fror, Diomed with Lights,
Aga, We go wrong, we go wrong. i
Asax. Noyonder’tis, there where we {ee the lighe,

Hell, 1trouble you, j

[ Aizx commands the guard to tend on you,

Aiax. Noynotawhit.
Enter Achilles, f

Vlif. Heere comes himfelfe to guideyou ?

Achil. W elcome braue Hegfor welcome Princes all.

Agam. Sonow faire Prince of Troy,Ibid goodnight, |

Heét. Thanks,and goodnight to the Greeks general,
Men. Goodnight my Lord,

Helt, Goodnight fweet Lord Mewelans,

Ther. Sweet draught : fweet quoth-a? fweet finke,
fweet fure,

Achil Goodnight and welcom, both at once,to thofe
that go, or tarry,

e4ga. Goodnighe,

Achil. Old Neffor tarries, and you too Dsomed,
Keepe Heélor company an houre,or two,

Dio. Lcannot Lord,1 haueimportant bufineffe,
The tide whereofis now, goodniglit great Heffor.

Hetl. Giue me your hand.

V. Follow his Torchshe goes to Chalcas Tent,
Ile keepe you company.

Trey. Sweet fir,you honour me. (

Helt. Andfogood night.

Achil. Come,come,enter my Tent, Exesins.

Ther, That fame Diamed's 4 falfe-hessted Rogue, a
moft yniuft Knaue; Iwillno more trult bim when hee
leeres, then I will a Serpent when he hiffes : he will fpend
bis mouth & promife, like Brabler the Hound ; but when

he performes, Aftronomers foretell it, thar itis prodigi-| ,

ous, there will come fome change ; the Sunne borrowes
ofthe Moone when Diomed keepes his word. I will ra-
ther leaue to fee Heétor, thennot to doggehim:they fay,
hekeepesa Troyan Drab, and vfes the Traitour Chalzas
his Tent. 1le after Nothing but Letcherie? All
incontinent Varlets. Exennt
Euter Diomed,
Dio. What are'you vp here ho ? fpeake ?
Chal. Who calsp
Dio. Diomsed,Chafcas( 1 thinke) wher's you Daughter?
Chal. She comes to you.
Enter Troylus andVliffes.
Flif. Stand where the Torch may nat difcouer vs.
Enter Crefsid.
Tray. Crefsid comes forth ro him.
Dio. How now my charge ?

Cre[. Now my {weet gardian: harke a word with you.
Trey. Yea,fo familiar?
Viife She will fing any man at firft fight.

Ther, And any man may finde her it he can take her
life : ihe'’s noted.

Dis. Willyouremember?

Cal. Remember ? yes.

Dio. Nay,but doe then; and let your minde be cou-
pled with your words,

Trey. What fhould fhe remember?

Vif. Lift?

Cref. Sweete hony Greek tempt me no more te folly,

Ther, Roguery.

Dio, Nay then.

Cref. lle tell you what.

Dio. Fo,fo,cometell s pin,yemare a forfworne. =.-e-

Cref. 1n faithT cannot : what would you have me do?

Ther. Aiugling tricke,to be fecrecly open.

Die. What did you fweare you wounld beftow on me?

Cre[. ipretheedo nothold me to mine oath,

Bid me doenot any thing but that fweete Greeke.
Div. Cooi;
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|~ Dio. ?-G:nof' mz%v . Dis 1 had yo your heart tbefore e, thisfollowes it [
[ lold, patience. " Troy. I did {weare patience. : E
| How t‘f: w Trojan | Cref. You fhall not haue it Diomed;faith youthall nor ¢
{ f 1le giue you fomething elfe. ;
i {  Dio. Iwill bave this:whofe wasit?
: E Cref. It is no matter. .
t ] Dio. Cometell me whoieit was? :

Cref. "Twas one thatlou’d me betesr then vou wills
i Butnow you haue it, takeit,
Dis, Whole wasit?
ous 3 Cref. Py all Déanas waiting women yond :
And by her felfe, I will not rril you Wh““
D‘a. T'omorrow will I weare it on my Helm
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firength ﬂvf*couldnot\.ullumrg

de isnow turn’d whore,

u,‘

vnlefle (he {,:v, 1
Thf. Al
7;'Jy. Tt s,

Vi f \,Vi"/in;f we then ¢
Troy. To make arecordation to my feule
Ofcuew {yllable that here was f} mh-
e

o L
patience. Enter Creffid.

Ther. Now -:--3;71( (jr:.",1;.'5“.1&'};;%"".31(7%"' ) reden
e mied, s“%m, this Sleeue. An elperance fo obftinately tvmg,
Faith? That d yvth inuert chat teft of eves and eares ;
r'l:, ifm'J,L or " » had deceptio us funt }mm
VE t] u:e.‘w::te‘g?_’r_y}iwiﬂ, calumniate,
Cref. : ypon that Slecue ?behold it well : 'v as C 2 .'W:rf:?
Helow'd me : O falle wench ::_'-)}M‘E me againes ”/zj cannot coniure Troizn,

Die. Whof P Troy, une‘:za‘m'fnie
: It is no matternow l b v /,_ Molft fure (he was.
.{Y;;,Hn,}r reete with you to mosrow night : Troy. W‘ 'y My mgauorxharhno talte of madnefics

1Pry thee Dion ,.?vmﬁ}\ 10 MoTc. Viif «w“n'r“my Lord : Creffid was here hu‘ OW.
Fher. Now fhefharpens : well{aid W (o f i'91’ Letit notbe beleewd for womanhood :
1 Tl Jmnc we 1-31» mothers ; doe not give aduantage
,nL'c,',,JpL w; hout a L}’E"’lfn‘?
tC 1-1uf~1c the ge “Ml {e

ledoe »
L_QDL

a2
W
=
&

o

o

Q

=
o
=
=1
o
—
=

2
=2
ES

J What hath {he dwe.. P
mothers ?
Troy. Nothing atall v
Ther. Will he {w
i Tray. Thisfhe? n:

If beautic have a fou

2 that this were

¢lfe out on’s owne eyes?
{hmmu:’; Creffida :
10T ih

.1
nitiromit

e e P g e




Troylus and frcﬁ;h. ﬁ L

If foules guide vowes; if vowes are {fan&imonie;
’lﬁ'fnnéhmonic be the gods aelighe ;

1f there be rulein vnivse it felfe,

Thisis not fhe: O madnefle of difcourfe |

That caafetets vp, with, and againfd thy felfe
By foule authoritic : where reaflon can revolt
Without perdition, and lofle afflume all reafon,
Withoutreuolt. Thisis,and isnot Creffid :
Within my foule,there doth conduce a fight
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeperate,
Diwmdes more wider then the skie and earth:
And yetthe {pacious bredth of this diuifion,

Admits no Orifex for a point as fubtle,

As Ariachues broken woofe to enter :
Inftance,O inftance ! Arong as Pluroes gates:
| Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen;
| Inftance, O inftance, frong as heauen it felfe :
| The bonds of heauen are {lipt,diffolu’d,and loos'd,
{ And with another knot fiue finger tied, )
The fractions of her faith, ertsof her loue
The fragments, {craps the bits, and greazie reliques,
ore-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed:
Viif. May worthy Troylus be halfe atrached
With that which bere his paffion doth expreflc ?
Troy. 1Greeke : and that (hall be divulged well
In Charalters,as red as Mars bis heare
Inflamy’d with Tenas : neuer did yong man fancy
With fo eternall;and fo fixt a fonle,
Harke Greek : as much I doe Creffidaloue 5
So much by weighe, hate I her Diomed,
Thac Sleewe is mine, that heele beare in his Helme
Were it 2 Caske compos’d by Puleans skill,
My Sword (hould bite it : Not the dreadfull fpout,
Which Shipmen dee the Hurricano call,
Conftring’d in maffe by the almighty Fenne,
Shall dizzie with more clamour Neptunes eare
Inhis difcent ; then fhall my prompted {word,
Falling on Diomed.
Ther. Heelerickle it for his concupie,
Troy. O Creffid! Q falle Creffid! falle falfe,falfe:
et all yntraths Gand by thy ftained name,
Andtheyle fecme gloriou o
Vlif. O containe your felfe:
Your paffion drawes eares hither.
Enter e /Encas.
«Ane, Thaue beene leeking yot this houre my Lord:
Hector by this is arming himin Troy.
Aiax yous Guard, Baies to condué you home,
Troy. Haue with you Prince: my curceous Lord adew:
Farewell reuolted faire : and Diomed,
Stand faft and weare a Caftle on thy head.
Vii. 1lebring youtothe Gates.
Trop. Acceptdiftradted thankes.
i Fxteunt Troylus o Eneas and Uliffes,
WouldI could meete that rosgue Diomed, 1
would croke like a Rauven : 1 would bede,I would bode:
Parrscins will give me any thing for the intelligence of
his whore: the Parrot will not doe more foran Almond,
fahm he fora cominodious drab: Lechery, lechery, fill
warres and lechery, nothing ¢lfe holds fafhion, A burning
1

1
her

L

o )
T acr.

take thiem, i
Enter Heiter and Andromache.
And, When was my Lord fo much vagently temper'd,
To fop hiseares againft admonithment 2
)erme,vmrsn&:imi dee not fight to day. {

diuel
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Heit, Youtraine me tooffend you : get you gone,

e

By the euerlafting gods,lle goe,
And. My dreames will fure proue omineusto the day,
Helt, Nomore I fay. | Enter Caflandya,
Caffa. Whereis my brother Heor ?
And, Here fifker, arm’d,and bloudy in intent ;
Confort with me in loud and deere petition:
purfue wehim on knees : for I have dreampe
Ofbloudy turbulence ; and this whole night
Hath nothing beene but thapes,and formes of flaugheer,
(4. O,tistrue,
Heit, Ho?bid my Trumpet found.
Cafl. Nonostes of fallie, forthe heavens,{weet brocher,
Hett. Begon Ifay : the gods haue heard me fweare,
Cafl. The gods are deafe to hor and peenifh Vowes
They are polluted offrings, more abhord
Then{fpotted Liuers inthe (acrifice.
And. Obeperfwaded, doenot count it hely,
To hurt by being iuft ; itis aslawfull :
For we would count giue muchto as violent thefes,
Androb in the behalfe of charitie.,
Caff. Itis thcpurpoﬁ: that makes ﬂrong thevowe ;
Butvowesto cuery purpofe muft not hold :
Vnatme [weete Heflor,
Heit. Hold youfhll [fay;
Mine honour keepes the weather of myfate:
Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man
Holds honor farre more precious,deerc,chen life.
Enter Troyliss .
How now yong man? mean't thou to fightto day?
Aund, Caffandra, call my fatherto perfwade.
ExirCalfandra,
Heit. No faith yong Treylus; doffe thy harnefle youth:
I amrto dayith’vaine of Chinalries '
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be firong ;
Andtemptnor yet the brufhes of the warre,
Viarme thee, goe ; and doubr thou nor braue boy,
Il Rand co day, for thee,and me,and Troy. '
Troy. Brother,you haue avice of mercy
Whichberter fitsa Lyon,then a man,
Heit, What viceis thas? good Troylans chide me for it,
Troy. When many rimes the captive Grecian fals,
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword :
You bid them rife,and lige,
Heit, O 'tis faire play,
Troy. Foolesplay, by heauen Helor,
Heit, How now > how now?
Troy. Forth'loue ofall che gods
Let’slcaue the Hermit Picry with our Methers;
And when we haue our Armeors buckled on,
. The venom'd vengeanceride vpon our fwords,
Spur them to ruthfull worke,reine them from ruch,
Hell, Fie fauage, fie.
Troy. Hellorythen “tis warree,
Helt. Troylus 1 would not hane you fight to day.
Trey. Who fhould with-hold me
Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars,
Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire ;
Neot Priamss,and Hecuba on knees;
Their eyes ore-galled with recour(e of teares s
Nor you my brocher,wich your true fword drawne
Oppof’d to hinder me.(hould ﬂcp my way;
But by my ruine.
Enter Priam and Caffandra,
Caff. Lay hold vpon him Priam hold him faf s
He is thy crutch ; now ifthon Joof thy flay,
Thou on him leaning, and all T'roy onthee,

—

in you;
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Troylus and (refsida.

i Fall all together.

i

Priam. Come Hetlor,come,goebacke:
Thy wife hath dreampt : thy mother hath had vifions ;
Caffandra doth forelee; and | my felfe,
Am like a Prophet fuddenly envapt,
to tell theethat this day is ominous:
Therefore come backe,

Heit o Encasisafield,
AndI do (tand engag’d to many Greekes,
Eueninche faith of valour, to appeare

{ This morning to them,

Priam. 1, but thou thaltnorgoe,
Heit. T muft not breake my faith:
You know me dutifull, therefore deare fir,
Let me not fhame refpeét ; but give me leaue
To take that courfe by your confent and voice,
Which you doe here torbid me,Royall Priam.
Caff. O Priam,ycelde notto him.
Axd. Doe not deere facher,
Heit, Andromache | am offended with you :
Vpon the loue you beare me, get you in.
Exit Andromache.
Tray. Thisfoolith, dreaming,iuperflicious girle,
Makes all thefe bodemens.
Caff. O farewell,deere Hellor :
Looke how thou dieft; looke how thy eye turnes pale s
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents »
Harke how Troy roares ; how Heenba cries our ;
How poore eAndromache (hrils her dolour forth ;
Behold diftra&ion, frenzie,and amazement,
Like witlefle Antickes one another meete,
And all cxy Hettor,Hstlors dead : O Heltor )
Troy. Away,away,
Caf. Farcwell :ycs,(oft : Hetlor I take my leaue ;
Thou do’ft thy ielfe,and all our Troy deceiue, Exit,
Hett, Youareamaz’d,my Liege, at her exclaime:
Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight »
Doe deedes of praife, and tell you themat night.
Priam. Farewell: the gods with fafetie ftand about
thee. Alarums.
Troy. They are atit, harke : proud Diomed, beleeue
I come to loofe my arme, or winne my fleeue.

Eviter Pandar.

Pand. Doeyou heare my Lord? do you heare?

Trey. What now?

Pand, Here’s a Letter come from yond poore girle.

Troy. Let mereade.

Pand. A whorfon tificke, a whotfon rafcally rificke,
fo troubles me; and the foolifh fortune of this gicle, and
what one thing, what another; that I {hall leaue you one
o’th’s dayes :and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too; and
fuchanachein my bones ; that vnleflea man were curfi,
I cannot tell what to thinke on’t. What fayes {hee
there?

Troy. Words, words,meere words , no matter from

the hzare
Th'effeCt doth operate another way.
Goewinde to winde,there turne and change together :
My loue with words and errors ill fhe feedes ;
But edifies anether with her deedes.

Pand. Why,but heare you?

Troy. Hence brother lackie ;ignomie and fhame
Purfue thy life,and line aye with thy name.

A Larum, Exennt ,

e

Enter Therfites in excurfion.

Thers Now they are clapper-clawing one another , le
goelooke on : that diffembling abhominable varlet Dia-|
mede, has got thar fame fcurnie, doting, foolifh yong
knauesSleeue of Troy,there in his Helme : I would taine
fec them meet;thar,that (ame yong Troian affe,thar loues
the whore there, might fend that Greekifh where-mai.
{terly villamne, with the Slecue, backe to the diffembling
luxurious drabbe,of a {lecueleifeerrant, O’th’ tother fide.,
the pollicie of thofe craftie {wearing r afcals ; that frole
old Moufe-eaten dry cheefe, Neffor:and that fame dog-
foxe Plyffes* is not prew’d worth a Black-berry, They fer
me vp in pollicy, thatmungrill curtg Aiax, againft that|
dogge of as bad a kinde, Achilles. And now is.the curte
Aiax prouder then the curre Achilles, and will not arme
to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to proclaime
barbarifme; and pellicie arowes into an ilj opinion.

Enter Diomed and Troylus.
Soft,here comes Sleeue and thiother,

Trey. Flyenot:for fhould’t thou take the Riuer Stix,
I would {wim after,

Dioms, Thou do'ft mifcall retire:

1 doe not flye; butr aduantagious care
Wichdrew me from the oddes of multitnde 3
Haue at thee?

Ther. Hold thy whore Grecian: now for thy whore

Trolan: Now the Sleeue now the Sleeue.
Ewrer Heélor,

Helt,\What art thou Greek?ast thou for Heéfors match?
Art thou of bloud,and honour ? ‘

Ther. No,no: [ ama rafcall : a feuruie railing knaue :
avery filthy roague.

Heit. I doebeleeue thee, live,

Ther. God amercy,thatthouwilt beleeue me: buea
plaguebreake thy necke---for frighting me : what’s be-
come of the wenching rogues? I thinke they haue
{wallowed one anothsr. 1 wonld laughat that mira.
cle--=-yet ina fort,lecherie eates 1t felfe: Ile feeke them,

Exit.
Enter Diomed and Sersants.,

Dis. Goe,goe,my {ernant,take thou Troylnms Hor{es
Prefent the faire Steede to my Lady Creffid:
Fellow, commend my feruice to her beauty;
Tell her,1 haue chaftif’d che amorous Troyan.
And am her Knight by proofe. E

Ser. 1 goemy Lord. Enter Agamemnen,

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidaniss
Hath beate downe Adexor :baltard /}Lz/g,zrefm
Hath Doreus prifoner,

And ftands Caloflus-wife wauing his bcamcg
Vpon the paied courfes of the Kings : -
Fpiftropus and Cedus, Polixines is{laine
Amphimacus and Thows deadly hure ;
Patroclus tane or flaine, and Palamedes
Sore hurt and bruiled ; the dreadfull Sagictary
Appauls our numbers,hafte we Diomed
Yo re-enforcement, or we penifh all.

Euter Ndﬂ&:‘".

Neft. Coebeare Patrocl body to Aehilles,
And bid the faile-pac’d eA7ax arme for fhame;
There is a thoufand Hefforsin che field s
Now here he fights onG«lshe his Horfe,

And therelacks worke: anea he’sthere afoote,
And there they flye or dye, like {caled feuls,

Eﬂ?@f;@:
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% Traylus and Crefsida. |

)Eetkjre the belching Whale ; then is he yonder,
; “?‘ﬂ.d ‘Lhcrc the f_h'a,y«.ij;j- Greckes, ripe forhis edge,
| rall QG_\.vnebe{*nrc him, like the mowers (wath ;

1‘ Here,there,and euery where,be leaues and takes:
Dexteritic fo obaying apperite,

That what he will,he does,and d

ocsfo much,
That proofe s call'd impoflibility,

1
1’

; Enter Vliffes.

Vlif. Oh,courage,courage Princes : great Achilles
Isarming, weeping curfing vowing vengeance;
Patroclus wounds haue rouz’d his drowzie bloud,
Together with his manglcd A {Y’#i.iffm_.‘,

That nofelefle,handleffe hackt and chipr,come to him;

Crying on Hettor. Ajiax hath loft a friend,

And foames at mouth,and heisarm'd,and at it :

Roaring for Troylus ; who hath doneto day,

Mad and fantaficke execution ;

| Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe,

‘With fuch a careleffe force,and forcelefle care,

As if that luck in very fpight of cunning bad hin win all.
Enter Aiax,

Aia. Troylus,thou coward Troylus.

Dio. I,thereschere,

Neft. So,fo,wedraw together.

Enter Achilles.

Achil., Whereis this Hellor?
Come,come,thou boy-queller,(hew thy face :
Know whatit is to meete Achilles angry.
Helbor,wher's Hettor? 1 will none but Heilor.

Ester Aiax,
Aia, Troylus,thou coward Treylus,fhevr thy head.
Enter Diomed.

Diom. Troylus,l{ay, wher's Troplus?

Aia. Whatwouldf thou?

Dism. I would correét him,

Aia. WereTthe Generall,

Thouw fhould’ baue my eoffice,

Ere that cotretion : Troylus | {ay, what Troylus?
Eunter Troylus.

{  Troy, OhtraitomrD iomed |

Turne chy falfe face thou trayror, )

And pay thy lifc thou oweft me for my horfe.

Dio. Ha,art thouthere?

Aia. 1lefight with him alone ftand Diomed,

Dio, Heismy prize, I willnot looke vpon,

Trey. Comeboth you coging Greekes, haueat you

: both. Exit Troylus,
Enter Hellor.
Hett, Yea Troplns? O well fought my yongeft Brother.
Emer Achilles.

Aebhil., Now doe I fee thee ; haue at thee Heélor,

ek, Paule ifithou wiles

Acbil. 1doe difdaine thy curtefie,proud Troian;

B¢ happy that niy armes are ouc of vie:
A
J‘

Exit.

Exit,

Exit,

r.l:{'t and negligence befriends theenow,
ut thou anon fhalt heare of me againe:
ill when,goe feeke thy forrune.
Heit. Farethee well:
I would haie beene much more a frefher man,
Had I expected thee: how now my Brother 2
Enter Troylus.
Troy. Aiax bath rane o £neas;{hall it be?
Jo,by the flame of yonder glorious heauen,
i He {hallnot carry him :Ile betane too,
! Or bring him oft: Fate heare me what Ifay ;

-

- 5 2

Exit,
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| I wreake net, thoughthou end my life to day,

o L= .
| Exity
Luter one 1w Armonr,

Hett, Stand,ftand,thou Grecke,
Thouart 2 goodly marke:
No?wilt thou not 2 T like thy armour well,
Ile frufh it, and vnlocke the rivets all,
But lle be maifter of it : wilt thou notbeaft abide ?
Why then flye on,Ile hunt thee for thy hide.

Enter Achilles with Myrmidons,
Achil. Come here about me you my Ayrmsidons :

Exit,

Marke what I fay ; artend me where I wheele
Strike not a ftroake, but keepe your felues inbreath :
And when I have the bloudy Hetor found, X
Empale him with your weapeons round about :
Infelleft manner execute your arme.
Follow mefirs, and my proceedings eye;
Itis decreed, Hellor the greatmuft dye.
Enter Therfites, Menelans and Paris.

Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold maker are at it:
now bull, now dogge,lowe ; Paris lowe 3 now my dou-
ble hen’d fparrow; lowe Pariz, lowe; thebull hasthe
game : warchornes ho?

S\“i ta

Exit Parss and Menelaus, .
Enter Baflard, ‘

Baft. Turneflaueand fighe

Ther. What are thou?

Baft. A Baftard Sonne of Priams.

~ Ther, 1amaBaftard too, Ilouc Baftards, 1am aBa.
ftard begot, Baltard inftru@ed, Baftard in minde, Baftard
in valour,in euery thingillegitimate : one Beare will not|
F}iz;c another, and wherefore (hould one Baftard? rake
beede,the quarrel’s moft ominous to vs : if the Sonne of 2
whore fight for a whore, he tempts ind gement :farewell
Baftard,
Baft. The diuell take theecoward,
Enter Heltor.

Heit, Moft putrificd core fo faire wicthout s
Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy Iife.
Now is my daies worke done ; [le take good breath s
Reft Sword, thon haft thy fill of bloud and death,

Ewter Achilles and his Myrmidons.

Achil. Looke Heftor how the Sunne begins to fets
How vgly night comes breathing at his ix:é)lfsa
Euen with the vaile and darking of the Sunne,

To clofe the day vp, Hettors life is done,

Helk, 1 am voarm'd, forgoe this vantage Greeke,

Achil. Strike fellowes, ftrike,thisis the man I fecke.
Solllion fall thou : now Troy finke downe ;
Here lyesthy heare,thy finewes, and thy bone.
On Myruosidons,cry you all a maine,

Achilles hath the mighty Hetlor Laine.
Harke, a retreat vpon our Greeian part.

Gree. The Troian Trumpets founds the like my Lord.

Achi, The dragon wing of night ore-fpreds the earth
And ftickler-like the Armiesfeperates
My halfe fupt Sword,thas frankly would haue fed,
Pleas’d with this dainty bed; thus goes to bed.
Come;, tye his body to my horfes rayle ;

Aleng the field,I will the Troian traile.
Sound Retrear. Skont,

Exennt,

Retreas,

Exennt.
Enter Ag‘gmemnaﬁ, Aiax, Menelans, Nefior,
Diomed , and the reft marching.

<Aga. Harke,barke what fhout is that ?
Neff, Peace Diums,

o G
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Sold, Achilles, Achilles,Heltor's (laine, Achifles,
Dio. The bruiteis, Hellor's {laine,and by Achilles,
Aia. Ifitbefo,yetbraglefle letic be
Great Helfor was a man as good as he.
Agam. March patiently along ; let one be fent
To pray Achilles fee vs at our Tent,
Ifin his deaththe gods haue vs befrended,
Great Troy is ours,and our {harpe wars are ended.
Exennt.
Enter < Lneas,Paris, Anthenor and Deiphabus.
o£ne. Stand hoe,yer are we maifters of the ficld,
Neuer gochome ; here ftarue we oucthe night.
Enter Troylss,
Troy. Hetloris {laine,
All. Heltor? the godsforbid.
Trey. Hee’s dead : and at the murtherers Horfes taile,
Inbeaftly forr,drag’d through the thamefull Field a
Frowne on you heauens, effe@ your rage with fpeede s
Sit gods vpon your throanes,and finile at Troy.
1{ay atonce,let your briefe plagues be mercy,
And linger not our fure deftruions on,
e/Ere. My Lord, you doe difcomfort all the Hofte,
Tray, Youvnderftand me not,that tell me fo
I doe not fpeake of flight, of feare,of death,
But dare all imminence that gods and men,
Addrefe their dangers in. Heftor is gone :

S——

™,

o

Who thall tell Priam {0 ? or Hecuba?

Lec him that will a {creechoule aye be call’d,
Goein to Troy, and {ay there,Heétor's dead :

There is 3 word will Priams turne to ftones E
| Make wels,and Niobes of the maides and wiues;
Coole ftatues of the youth : and inaword,
Scarre Troy out of it felfe. But march away,

_Tmy_{f;ﬁ‘r and Crefsida,

Stay yet: youvile abhominable Tents,
Thus proudly pight vpon our Phrygian plaines
Let Titanrifc as early as he dare,
Ie through,and throvgh yous & thou great fiz
No fpace of Earch fhall funder our two hates,
Ie haunt thee, like a wicked confcience fiill,
That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenfies t
Strike a free march to Troy, with comforc goe:
Hope of reuenge,(hall hide our inward woe,
Euter Pandaru:
Pard. But heareyeu ? heare you?
Troy. Hence broker, lackieyignomy,and fhame

Purfue chy life,and liue aye with thy name, Exenit,

Pan, A goodly medcinefor mine ak ingbones:oh world,
world,world ! thusisthe pooreagent difpifde: Oh trai-
tours and bawdes ; how earnefily are you fet aworke,aud
how ill requited ? why fheuld our indevour be {o defir’d,
and the performance foloath’d? What Verfe for it what
inftance for it ? let me fee.
Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing,
Till he hath lo# his hony,and his fting,
Andbeing once fubdu’d in armed taile,
Sweete hony,and (weete notes together faile,
Good tradersinthe fle(h,fet this in your painted cloathes;
Asmany as be here of Panders hall,
Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pandar’s fall s
Orifyou cannot weepe,yet giue fome groness
Thongh not for me yet for your aklngbones :
Brethren and fiflers of the hold-dore trade,
Sonie two months hence,my will (hall here be made:
It fhould be now,but that my feare is this ;
Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hiffe =
Till then, [lefweate, and feeke about for eafes ;

'd coward;

en

(& ¢}

honghts,

Hetlor is dead : there is no more to {ay, And at that time bequeath you my difeafes, Exeunt.
) i q 7
qq .
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