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Troilus and CressidéPrologueln Troy. there liesthe sceneFrom islesof GreeceThe princes orgulous
their high blood chafed,Haveto the port of Athens senttheir ships. Fraught with the ministers and
instruments Of cruel war: sixty and nine, that wore Their crownetsregal, from the Athenian bay Put
forth toward Phrygia: and their vow is made To ransack Troy, within whosestrong immures The
ravish'd Helen, Menelaus'queen.With wanton Paris sleeps:and that's the quarrel. To Tenedosthey
come:And the deep—drawingbarks do there disgorgeTheir warlike fraughtage: now on Dardan
plains The fresh and yet unbruised Greeksdo pitch Their brave pavilions: Priam's six—gatedcity,
Dardan, and Tymbria. Helias. Chetas. Troien, And Antenorides. with massystaplesAnd
corresponsiveand fulfilling bolts, Sperr up the sonsof Troy. Now expectation.tickling skittish spirits,
On oneand other side, Trojan and Greek, Setsall on hazard: and hither am | comeA prologue
arm'd. but not in confidenceOf author's pen or actor's voice,but suited In like conditions asour
argument, To tell you, fair beholders.that our play Leapso'er the vaunt and firstlings of thosebroils,
Beginningin the middle, starting thenceaway To what may be digestedin a play. Like or find fault:
do asyour pleasuresare: Now goodor bad, 'tis but the chanceof war.Troilus and CressidaAct 1,
ScenelTroy. Before Priam's palaceEnter TROILUS armed. and PANDARUSTROILUS Call here
my varlet: I'll unarm again: Why should | war without the walls of Troy, That find suchcruel battle
here within? Each Trojan that is master of his heart, Let him to field: Troilus, alas! hath none.
PANDARUSWiIll this gearne'er be mendedTROILUS The Greeksare strong and skilful to their
strength, Fierce to their skill and to their fiercenessvaliant; But | am weakerthan a woman'stear,
Tamer than sleep.fonder than ignorance,Lessvaliant than the virgin in the night And skillessas
unpractised infancy. PANDARUSWeEell, | havetold you enoughof this: for my part, I'll not meddle
nor make no further. He that will havea cakeout of the wheat must needstarry the grinding.
TROILUS Have | not tarried? PANDARUSAY, the grinding: but you musttarry the bolting. TROILUS
Have | not tarried? PANDARUSAY, the bolting. but you musttarry the leaveningTROILUS Still have
| tarried. PANDARUSAY, to the leavening:but here'syet in the word 'hereafter' the kneading. the
making of the cake,the heating of the ovenand the baking: nay, you must stay the coolingtoo, or you
may chanceto burn your lips. TROILUS Patienceherself, what goddess'er shebe, Doth lesserblench
at sufferancethan | do. At Priam's royal table do | sit; And whenfair Cressidcomesinto my
thoughts,——So.traitor! 'When shecomes!"When is shethence PANDARUSWEell, shelooked
yesternightfairer than everl sawher look, or any woman elseTROILUS | wasabout to tell
thee:——whenmy heart, As wedgedwith a sigh. would rive in twain, Lest Hector or my father should
perceiveme, | have,aswhenthe sundoth light a storm, Buried this sighin wrinkle of a smile: But
sorrow, that is couch'd in seeminggladnessis like that mirth fate turns to suddensadness
PANDARUSAN her hair were not somewhatdarker than Helen's——well, goto——there were no more
comparisonbetweenthe women: but, for my part, sheis my kinswoman: | would not, asthey term it,
praise her: but | would somebodyhad heard her talk yesterday.as! did. | will not dispraiseyour
sister Cassandra'swit, but——TROILUS O Pandarus!| tell thee,Pandarus.——When | do tell thee,
there my hopeslie drown'd, Reply not in how many fathoms deepThey lie indrench'd. | tell theel am
mad In Cressid'slove: thou answetst 'sheis fair;'" Pour'st in the openulcer of my heart Her eyes her
hair. her cheek.her gait, her voice,Handlestin thy discourse O, that her hand. In whosecomparison
all whites are ink, Writing their own reproach. to whosesoft seizureThe cygnet'sdown is harsh and
spirit_of senseHard asthe palm of ploughman: this thou tell'st me, As true thou tell'st me,when| say
| love her: But, sayingthus, insteadof oil and balm, Thou lay'st in every gashthat love hath given me

The knife that madeit. PANDARUSI speakno more than truth. TROILUS Thou dostnot speakso
much PANDARUSEFaith, I'll not meddlein't. Let her be assheis: if shebe fair, 'tis the better for_her:;

an shebe not, shehasthe mendsin_her own handsTROILUS Good Pandarus.how now. Pandarus!
PANDARUSI havehad my labour for my travail: ill-thought on of her and ill-thought on of you:
gonebetweenand between.but small thanks for my labour. TROILUS What, art thou angry,
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Pandarus?what, with me PANDARUSBecauseshe'skin to me, therefore she'snot sofair asHelen:

an shewere not kin to me, shewould be asfair on Friday asHelenis on Sunday.But what care1? |
care not an shewere a black—a—-moor: 'tis all oneto me TROILUS Say| sheis not fair? PANDARUSI
do not care whether you do or no. She'sa fool to stay behind her father: let her to the Greeks: and so
I'll tell her the nexttime | seeher: for my part. I'll meddlenor make no morei' the matter. TROILUS
Pandarus.——PANDARUSNOot I. TROILUS SweetPandarus,—-PANDARUSPray you, speakno more to
me: | will leaveall asl found it, and there an end Exit PANDARUS. An alarumTROILUS Peaceyou
ungraciousclamours! peace rude sounds!Foolson both sides!Helen must needsbe fair, When with
your blood you daily paint her thus. | cannotfight upon this argument; It is too starved a subjectfor
my sword. But Pandarus.——0Ogods.how do you plagueme! | cannotcometo Cressidbut by Pandar:
And he'sastetchy to be woo'd to woo. As sheis stubborn—chasteagainstall suit. Tell me, Apollo, for
thy Daphne'slove, What Cressidis. what Pandar, and what we?Her bedis India; there shelies.a
pearl: Betweenour llium and where sheresides.Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood,

Ourself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar Our doubtful hope,our convoyand our bark.Alarum.
Enter AENEASAENEASHow now. Prince Troilus! wherefore not afield?TROILUS Becausenot

there: this woman's answersorts. For womanishit is to be from thence.What news. AEneas. from

the field to—day?AENEASThat Paris is returned homeand hurt. TROILUS By whom, AEneas?
AENEASTroilus, by MenelausTROILUS Let Paris bleed: 'tis but a scarto scorn: Paris is gored with
Menelaus'horn.Alarum AENEASHark, what goodsport is out of town to—day!TROILUS Better at
home if 'would | might' were'may.' But to the sport abroad: are you bound thither? AENEASIn all
swift hasteTROILUS Come,gowe then togetherExeuntAct 1, Scene2The Same.A streetEnter
CRESSIDA and ALEXANDER CRESSIDAWho werethosewent by?ALEXANDER QueenHecuba
and Helen CRESSIDAANd whither gothey?ALEXANDER Up to the easterntower, Whoseheight
commandsassubjectall the vale, To seethe battle. Hector, whosepatiencels, asa virtue, fix'd,
to—day wasmoved: He chid Andromache and struck his armourer, And, like asthere were
husbandry in war, Before the sunrosehe washarness'dlight. And to the field goeshe: where every
flower Did. asa prophet. weepwhat it foresawIn Hector's wrath. CRESSIDAWhat washis causeof
anger?ALEXANDER The noisegoesthis: there is amongthe GreeksA lord of Trojan blood. nhephew
to Hector: They call him Ajax. CRESSIDAGood: and what of him?ALEXANDER They sayheis a
very man per se,And standsaloneCRESSIDASodo all men, unlessthey are drunk, sick, or haveno
legsALEXANDER This man, lady, hath robbed many beastsof their particular additions: heis as
valiant asthe lion, churlish asthe bear, slow asthe elephant: a man into whom nature hath so
crowded humours that his valour is crushedinto folly, his folly saucedwith discretion: there is no
man hath a virtue that he hath not a glimpse of, nor any man an attaint but he carries somestain of
it: heis melancholywithout cause.and merry againstthe hair: he hath the joints of everything. but
everything soout of joint that heis a gouty Briareus, many handsand no use or purblind Argus, all
eyesand no sight CRESSIDABut how should this man, that makesme smile, make Hector angry?
ALEXANDER They sayhe yesterdaycopedHector in the battle and struck him down, the disdain and
shamewhereof hath ever sincekept Hector fasting and waking. CRESSIDAWho comeshere?
ALEXANDER Madam, your uncle PandarusEnter PANDARUSCRESSIDAHector's a gallant man.
ALEXANDER As may bein the world, lady.PANDARUSWhat's that? what's that?CRESSIDAGood
morrow, uncle PandarusPANDARUSGood morrow, cousinCressid: what do you talk of? Good
morrow, Alexander. How do you, cousin?When were you at llium? CRESSIDAThis morning, uncle.
PANDARUSWhat were you talking of when| came?Was Hector armed and goneere ye cameto
llium? Helenwasnot up, wassheTRESSIDAHector wasgone.but Helen wasnot up.PANDARUS
Even so: Hector wasstirring early. CRESSIDAThat were we talking of, and of his angerPANDARUS
Was he angry?CRESSIDASo he sayshere PANDARUSTrue, hewasso: | know the causetoo: he'll lay
about him to—day. | cantell them that: and there's Troilus will not comefar behind him: let them
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take heedof Troilus, | cantell them that too.CRESSIDAWhat, is he angry too?PANDARUSWho,
Troilus? Troilus is the better man of the two.CRESSIDAQO Jupiter! there's no comparison.
PANDARUSWhat, not betweenTroilus and Hector? Do you know a man if you seehim?CRESSIDA
Ay, if | eversawhim before and knew him.PANDARUSWell, | sayTroilus is Troilus. CRESSIDAThen
you sayasl say:for, | am sure, heis not Hector.PANDARUSNOoO. nor Hector is not Troilus in some
degreesCRESSIDATIs just to eachof them: heis himself PANDARUSHimself! Alas, poor Troilus! |
would he were CRESSIDASo he is PANDARUSCondition, | had gonebarefoot to India. CRESSIDA
He is not Hector. PANDARUSHIimself! no, he'snot himself: would a' were himself! Well, the godsare
above:time must friend or end: well, Troilus, well: | would my heart were in her body. No, Hector is
not a better man than Troilus. CRESSIDAExcuseme PANDARUSHe is elder. CRESSIDAPardon me
pardon me PANDARUSTh' other's not cometo't: you shall tell me another tale, whenth' other's
cometo't. Hector shall not havehis wit this year CRESSIDAHe shall not needit, if he havehis own.
PANDARUSNOor his gualities. CRESSIDANo matter.PANDARUSNor his beauty CRESSIDATwould
not becomehim: his own's better. PANDARUSYou have no judgment, niece: Helen herself sworeth'
other day. that Troilus, for a brown favour——for so'tis, | must confess,——not brown neither,——
CRESSIDANO, but brown.PANDARUS'Faith, to saytruth, brown and not brown.CRESSIDATo say
the truth, true and not true.PANDARUSShe praised his complexionaboveParis CRESSIDAWhy,
Paris hath colour enoughPANDARUSSo he hasCRESSIDAThen Troilus should havetoo much: if
shepraised him above.his complexionis higher than his: he having colour enough.and the other
higher, is too flaming a praise for a goodcomplexion | had aslief Helen's goldentonguehad
commendedTroilus for a copper nosePANDARUSI swearto you. | think Helenloveshim better
than Paris CRESSIDAThen she'sa merry Greek indeedPANDARUSNay, | am sure shedoes.She
cameto him th' other day into the compassedvindow,——and. you know, he hasnot pastthree or four
hairs on his chin.——CRESSIDAIndeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soonbring his particulars therein
to a total. PANDARUSWhy, heis very young: and vet will he, within three pound. lift asmuch ashis
brother Hector. CRESSIDAIs he soyoung a man and soold a lifter ?PANDARUSBuUL to prove to you
that Helenloveshim: shecameand puts me her white hand to his clovenchin——CRESSIDAJung
have mercy! how cameit cloven®PANDARUSWAhy, you know 'tis dimpled: | think his smiling
becomedhim better than any man in all Phrygia. CRESSIDAQO, he smilesvaliantly. PANDARUSDoes
he not?CRESSIDAO yes.an 'twere acloudin autumn.PANDARUSWhy, goto, then: but to prove to
you that Helen lovesTroilus,——CRESSIDATroilus will standto the proof, if you'll prove it so.
PANDARUSTroilus! why, he esteemdsher no more than | esteeman addle eggCRESSIDAIf you love
an addle eggaswell asyou love an idle head.you would eatchickensi' the shell PANDARUSI cannot
choosebut laugh, to think how shetickled his chin: indeed,shehasa marvellous white hand. | must
needsconfess,—€RESSIDAWiIthout the rack.PANDARUSANd shetakesupon her to spy a white
hair on his chin.CRESSIDAAIlas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. PANDARUSBuUt there wassuch
laughing! QueenHecubalaughedthat her eyesran o'er. CRESSIDAWiIth mill-stonesPANDARUS
And CassandralaughedCRESSIDABut there was more temperatefire under the pot of her eyes:did
her eyesrun o'er too?2PANDARUSANd Hector laughedCRESSIDAAt what wasall this laughing?
PANDARUSMarry, at the white hair that Helen spiedon Troilus' chin. CRESSIDAAN't had beena
greenhair, | should havelaughedtoo PANDARUSThey laughednot somuch at the hair asat his
pretty answerCRESSIDAWhat washis answe?PANDARUSQuoth she,'Here's but two and fifty
hairs on your chin, and oneof them is white. CRESSIDAThis is her questionPANDARUSThat's true:
make no guestion of that. "Two and fifty hairs' quoth he.'and onewhite: that white hair is my father,
and all the rest are his sons."Jupiter!" guoth she.'which of thesehairs is Paris. my husband?'The
forked one.'quoth he, 'pluck't out, and giveit him.' But there wassuchlaughing! and Helen so
blushed.an Paris sochafed.and all the rest solaughed.that it passedCRESSIDASolet it now: for it
hasbeenwhile going by. PANDARUSWEll, cousin.| told you a thing yesterday:think on't.
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CRESSIDASo| doPANDARUSI'Il besworn 'tis true: he will weepyou, an 'twere a man born in
April. CRESSIDAAN I'll_spring up in his tears, an 'twere a nettle againstMay.A retreat sounded
PANDARUSHark! they are coming from the field: shall we stand up here, and seethem asthey pass
toward llium? goodniece.do, sweethieceCressidaCRESSIDAAt your pleasurePANDARUSHere,
here. here'san excellentplace: here we may seemostbravely: I'll tell you them all by their namesas
they passby: but mark Troilus abovethe rest CRESSIDASpeaknot soloud. AENEAS passes
PANDARUSThat's AEneas:is not that a brave man? he's oneof the flowers of Troy, | cantell you:
but mark Troilus: vou shall seeanon ANTENOR passe€RESSIDAWhOQ's that?PANDARUSThat's
Antenor: he hasa shrewdwit, | cantell you: and he'sa man goodenough.he'soneqg' the soundest
judgmentsin whosoeverand a proper man of person.When comesTroilus? I'llshowyou Troilus
anon: if he seeme, you shall seehim nod at me CRESSIDAWiIll he give you the nod?PANDARUSYou
shall seeCRESSIDAIf hedo. the rich shall havemore HECTOR passePANDARUSThat's Hector,
that, that, look you, that: there's a fellow! Go thy way, Hector! There's a brave man. niece.O brave
Hector! | ook how helooks! there's a countenancé is't not a brave man?CRESSIDAO. a brave man!
PANDARUSIs a' not? it doesa man's heart good.Look you what hacksare on his helmet! look you
yonder, do you see?ook you there: there's no jesting: there's laying on, take't off who will, asthey
say:there be hacks'ICRESSIDABe thosewith swordsPANDARUSSwords! any thing, he caresnot:
an the devil cometo him, it's all one: by God'slid, it doesone'sheart good.Yonder comesParis,
yonder comesParis PARIS passed ook ye yonder, niece:is't not a gallant man too. is't not? Why,
this is brave now. Who said he camehurt hometo—day? he'snot hurt: why, this will do Helen's heart
goodnow, ha! Would | could seeTroilus now! You shall seeTroilus anonHELENUS passes
CRESSIDAWhO's that?PANDARUSThat's Helenus.l marvel where Troilus is. That's Helenus.|
think _he went not forth to—day. That's HelenusCRESSIDACan Helenusfight, unclePANDARUS
Helenus?no. Yes. he'll fight indifferent well. | marvel where Troilus is. Hark! do you not hear the
peaplecry 'Troilus"? Helenusis a priest. CRESSIDAWhat sneakingfellow comesyonder?TROILUS
passeRANDARUSWhere? yonder? that's Deiphobus.'Tis Troilus! there's a man, niece!Hem! Brave
Troilus! the prince of chivalry! CRESSIDAPeace for shame peacePANDARUSMark him: note him.
O brave Troilus! Look well upon him, niece:look you how his sword is bloodied. and his helm more
hackedthan Hector's, and how he looks, and how he goes!O admirable youth! he ne'er sawthree
and twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, gothy way! Had | a sisterwere a grace,or a daughter a goddesshe
should take his choice.O admirable man! Paris? Paris is dirt to him; and. | warrant. Helen.to
change.would give an eyeto boot. CRESSIDAHere comemore ForcespasPANDARUSAssesfools,
dolts! chaff and bran, chaff and bran! porridge after meat! | could live and die i' the eyesof Troilus.
Ne'er look, ne'er look: the eaglesare gone:crows and daws, crows and daws! | had rather be sucha
man asTroilus than Agamemnonand all GreeceCRESSIDAThere is amongthe GreeksAchilles, a
better man than Troilus. PANDARUSAchilles! a drayman, a porter, a very camelCRESSIDAWEell,
well. PANDARUSWell, well!' why, haveyou any discretion? haveyou any eyes?Do you know what a
man is? Is not birth, beauty, goodshape.discourse manhood.learning. gentlenessvirtue, youth,
liberality, and suchlike, the spiceand salt that seasora man?CRESSIDAAy, a minced man: and then
to be baked with no datein the pie, for then the man's date's out. PANDARUSYou are sucha woman!
oneknows not at what ward you lie. CRESSIDAUpon my back. to defendmy belly: upon my wit, to
defendmy wiles: upon my secrecyto defendmine honesty my mask.to defendmy beauty: and vou,
to defendall these:and at all thesewards | lie, at a thousandwatchesPANDARUSSay one of your
watchesCRESSIDANay, I'll watch you for that: and that's one of the chiefestof them too: if | cannot
ward what | would not havehit, | canwatch you for telling how | took the blow; unlessit swell past
hiding. and then it's pastwatching PANDARUSYou are suchanother!Enter Troilus's BoyBoySir, my
lord would instantly speakwith youPANDARUSWhere?BoyAt your own house:there he unarms
him.PANDARUSGood boy. tell him | comeExit boy | doubt he be hurt. Fare ye well, goodniece.

Vi
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CRESSIDAAdIeu, uncle PANDARUSI'Il be with you, niece by and by. CRESSIDATo bring. uncle?
PANDARUSAYy, atoken from Troilus. CRESSIDABY the sametoken, you are a bawd.Exit
PANDARUS Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love'sfull sacrifice, He offers in another's enterprise: But
more in Troilus thousandfold | seeThan in the glassof Pandar's praise may be: Yet hold | off.
Women are angels.wooing: Things won are done:joy's soulliesin the doing. That shebelovedknows
nought that knows not this: Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is: That shewasnever yet that
everknew Love got sosweetaswhen desiredid sue.Therefore this maxim out of love | teach:
Achievementis command: ungain'd, beseechThen though my heart's contentfirm love doth bear,
Nothing of that shall from mine eyesappearExeuntAct 1, Scene3The Grecian camp. Before
Agamemnon'stent.Sennet.Enter AGAMEMNON, NESTOR,ULYSSES.MENELAUS. and others
AGAMEMNON Princes.What grief hath setthe jaundice on your cheeks?The ample propasition that
hope makesin all designsbegunon earth below Fails in the promised largeness:chequesand
disastersGrow in the veinsof actionshighestrear'd, As knots. by the conflux of meetingsap. Infect
the soundpine and divert his grain Tortive and errant from his courseof growth. Nor, princes.is it
matter newto us That we comeshort of our supposesofar That after sevenyears' siegeyet Troy
walls stand: Sith every action that hath gonebefore, Whereof we haverecord. trial did draw Bias and
thwart, not answeringthe aim, And that unbodied figure of the thought That gave't surmisedshape.
Why then, you princes, Do you with cheeksabash'dbehold our works, And call them shamesawvhich

are indeednought elseBut the protractive trials of great JoveTo find persistiveconstancyin men:
The finenessof which metal is not found In fortune's love: for then the bold and coward, The wise

and fool, the artist and unread. The hard and soft seemall affined and kin: But. in the wind and

tempestof her frown, Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, Puffing at all. winnowsthe light
away: And what hath massor matter, by itself Lies rich in virtue and unmingled NESTORWith due
observanceof thy godlike seat,Great Agamemnon.Nestor shall apply Thy latestwords. In the
reproof of chancel.ies the true proof of men: the seabeing smooth How many shallow bauble boats
dare sail Upon her patient breast making their way With thoseof nobler bulk! But let the ruffian
BoreasonceenrageThe gentle Thetis, and anon behold The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid
mountains cut, Bounding betweenthe two moist elements Like Perseushorse: where'sthen the
saucyboat Whoseweak untimber'd sidesbut evennow Co-rivall'd greatnessZEither to harbour
fled, Or madea toastfor Neptune.Even soDoth valour's showand valour's worth divide In storms of
fortune: for in her ray and brightness The herd hath more annoyanceby the breezeThan by the
tiger: but whenthe splitting wind Makes flexible the kneesof knotted oaks,And flies fled under
shade.why, then the thing of courageAs rousedwith rage with rage doth sympathize And with an
accenttuned in selfsamekey Retorts to chiding fortune.ULYSSESAgamemnon,Thou great
commander.nerve and bone of Greece Heart of our humbers, souland only spirit. In whom the
tempersand the minds of all Should be shut up, hear what Ulyssesspeaks Besideghe applauseand
approbation To which,To AGAMEMNON mostmighty for thy placeand swayTo NESTOR And
thou mostreverendfor thy stretch'd—out life | give to both your speecheswhich were suchAs
Agamemnonand the hand of GreeceShould hold up high in brass.and suchagain As venerable
Nestor, hatch'd in silver, Should with a bond of air, strong asthe axle-treeOn which heavenrides,
knit all the Greekish earsTo his experiencedtongue. yet let it pleaseboth, Thou great, and wise.to
hear UlyssesspeakAGAMEMNON Speak,prince of Ithaca: and be't of lessexpectThat matter
needlessof importless burden, Divide thy lips. than we are confident, When rank Thersitesopeshis
mastic jaws, We shall hear music, wit and oracle ULYSSESTroy. yet upon his basis.had beendown,
And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a master, But for theseinstances.The specialtyof rule hath
beenneglected:And. look, how many Grecian tents do stand Hollow upon this plain, somany hollow
factions. When that the generalis not like the hive To whom the foragers shall all repair, What honey
is expected?Degreebeing vizarded. The unworthiest showsasfairly in the mask. The heavens

Vii
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themselvesthe planetsand this centre Observedegree priority and place.Insisture, course,
proportion, seasonform, Office and custom.in all line of order: And therefore is the glorious planet
Solln noble eminenceenthroned and spheredAmidst the other: whosemedicinable eyeCorrects the
ill aspectsof planetsevil. And posts.like the commandmentof a king, Sanschequeto goodand bad:
but whenthe planetsin evil mixture to disorder wander, What plaguesand what portents! what
mutiny! What raging of the sealshaking of earth! Commotion in the winds! frights, changeshorrors,
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate The unity and married calm of statesQuite from their fixure!
0. when degreeis shaked.Which is the ladder to all high designs.Then enterprise s sick! How could
communities, Degreesin schoolsand brotherhoodsin cities, Peacefulcommercefrom dividable
shores.The primogenitive and due of birth, Prerogative of age.crowns, sceptreslaurels, But by
degree.standin authentic place?Take but degreeaway, untune that string, And, hark, what discord
follows! eachthing meetsin mere oppugnancy:the boundedwaters Should lift their bosomshigher
than the shoresAnd make a sopof all this solid globe: Strength should be lord of imbecility. And the
rude sonshould strike his father dead: Force should beright: or rather, right and wrong, Between
whoseendlesgar justice resides.Should losetheir names.and soshould justice too. Then everything
includesitself in power, Powerinto will, will into appetite; And appetite, an universal wolf, Sodoubly
secondedwith will and power, Must make perforce an universal prey, And last eatup himself. Great
Agamemnon, This chaos.when degreeis suffocate.Follows the choking. And this neglectionof degree
it is That by a pacegoesbackward, with a purposelt hath to climb. The generals disdain'd By him
onestepbelow, he by the next, That next by him beneath:soevery step, Exampled by the first pace
that is sick Of his superior, growsto an enviousfever Of pale and bloodlessemulation: And 'tis this
fever that keepsTroy on foot, Not her own sinews.To end a tale of length, Troy in our weakness
stands.not in her strength NESTORMost wisely hath Ulysseshere discover'd The fever whereofall
our power is sick AGAMEMNON The nature of the sicknessfound, UlyssesWhat is the remedy?
ULYSSESThe great Achilles, whom opinion crowns The sinewand the forehand of our host, Having
his ear full of his airy fame, Grows dainty of his worth. and in his tent Lies mocking our designs:with
him Patroclus Upon a lazy bedthe livelong day Breaks scurril jests: And with ridiculous and
awkward action. Which, slanderer, he imitation calls, He pageantsus. Sometime.great Agamemnon,
Thy toplessdeputation he puts on, And. like a strutting player, whoseconceitLies in his hamstring,
and doth think it rich To hear the woodendialogue and sound 'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the
scaffoldage—— Suchto-be—pitied and o'er—wrested seemingHe actsthy greatnessn: and whenhe
speaks.Tis like a chime a—mending:with terms unsquared,Which, from the tongueof roaring
Typhon dropp'd Would seemhyperboles.At this fusty stuff The large Achilles, on his press'dbed
lolling. From his deepchestlaughsout a loud applause:Cries 'Excellent! 'tis Agamemnonjust. Now
play me Nestor; hem, and stroke thy beard, As he being drest to someoration.' That's done,asnear
asthe extremestendsOf parallels, aslike asVulcan and his wife: Yet god Achilles still cries
'‘Excellent! 'Tis Nestorright. Now play him me, Patroclus, Arming to answerin a night alarm.' And
then, forsooth, the faint defectsof ageMust be the sceneof mirth: to coughand spit, And. with a
palsy—fumbling on his gorget, Shakein and out the rivet: and at this sport Sir Valour dies:cries'O,
enough.Patroclus: Or give meribs of steel!l shall split all In pleasureof my spleen' And in this
fashion, All our abilities, gifts. natures, shapes Severalsand generalsof graceexact, Achievements,
plots. orders, preventions, Excitementsto the field. or speechfor truce, Succes®r loss.what is or is
not, servesAs stuff for thesetwo to make paradoxesNESTORANd in the imitation of thesetwain——
Who. asUlyssessays.opinion crowns With an imperial voice——manyare infect. Ajax is grown
self-will'd, and bearshis headln sucharein. in full asproud a place As broad Achilles: keepshis
tent like him; Makes factious feasts;rails on our state of war. Bold asan oracle. and setsThersites. A
slavewhosegall coinsslanderslike a mint, To match usin comparisonswith dirt, To weakenand
discredit our exposure ,How rank soeverrounded in with dangerULYSSESThey tax our policy. and
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call it cowardice, Count wisdom asno member of the war, Forestall prescience and esteemno act
But that of hand: the still and mental parts, That do contrive how many handsshall strike, When
fitnesscalls them on. and know by measureOf their observanttoil the enemies'weight,—— Why, this
hath not a finger's dignity: They call this bed—work, mappery, closet-war: Sothat the ram that
batters down the wall, For the great swing and rudenessof his poise They placebefore his hand that
madethe engine Or thosethat with the finenessof their soulsBy reasonguide his execution.
NESTORLet this be granted, and Achilles' horse Makes many Thetis' sonsA tucketAGAMEMNON
What trumpet? look, MenelausMENELAUS From Troy.Enter AENEASAGAMEMNON What would
you 'fore our tent?AENEASIs this great Agamemnon'stent. | pray you?AGAMEMNON Even this.
AENEASMay one.that is a herald and a prince, Do a fair messagéo his kingly ears AGAMEMNON
With surety stronger than Achilles' arm 'Fore all the Greekish heads which with onevoice Call
Agamemnonheadand general AENEASFair leaveand large security. How may A stranger to those
mostimperial looks Know them from eyesof other mortals?AGAMEMNON How!AENEASAY: | ask
that | might wakenreverence And bid the cheekbe ready with a blush Modestasmorning when she
coldly eyesThe youthful Phoebus:Which is that godin office, guiding men?Which is the high and
mighty AgamemnonAGAMEMNON This Trojan scornsus: or the men of Troy Are ceremonious
courtiers AENEASCourtiers asfree. asdebonair. unarm'd. As bending angels:that's their famein
peace:But whenthey would seemsoldiers.they have galls, Good arms, strong joints, true swords;
and, Jove'saccord, Nothing sofull of heart. But peace AEneas.PeaceTrojan; lay thy finger on thy
lips! The worthiness of praise distains his worth, If that the praised himself bring the praise forth:
But what the repining enemycommends.That breath fame blows: that praise, solesure, transcends.
AGAMEMNON Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself AEneasAENEASAY., Greek, that is my name.
AGAMEMNON What's your affair | pray you?AENEASSIr, pardon: 'tis for Agamemnon'sears.
AGAMEMNON He hearsnaught privately that comesfrom Troy. AENEASNor | from Troy comenot
to whisper him: | bring atrumpet to awake his ear, To sethis senseon the attentive bent, And then to
speakAGAMEMNON Speakfrankly asthe wind: It is not Agamemnon'ssleepinghour: That thou
shalt know. Trojan, heis awake,He tells theesohimself AENEASTrumpet. blow loud, Sendthy
brassvoicethrough all theselazy tents: And every Greek of mettle, let him know, What Troy means
fairly shall be spokealoud.Trumpet soundsWe have,great Agamemnon.herein Troy A prince call'd
Hector,——Priam is his father,—— Who in this dull and long—continuedtruce Is rusty grown: he bade
me take a trumpet, And to this purpose speak.Kings, princes. lords! If there be oneamongthe fair'st
of GreeceThat holds his honour higher than his ease That seekshis praise more than he fears his
peril, That knows his valour, and knows not his fear, That loveshis mistressmore than in confession,
With truant vowsto her own lips he loves, And dare avow her beauty and her worth In other arms
than hers,——tohim this challenge.Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,Shall makeit good.or
do his bestto do it, He hath a lady. wiser, fairer, truer, Than ever Greek did compassn his arms,
And will to—morrow with his trumpet call Midway betweenyour tents and walls of Troy, To rousea
Grecian that is true in love: If any come,Hector shall honour him: If nhone.he'll sayin Troy whenhe
retires, The Grecian damesare sunburnt and not worth The splinter of a lance.Even somuch.
AGAMEMNON This shall betold our lovers.l ord AEneas:If noneof them havesoulin suchakind

We left them all at home but we are soldiers: And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, That
meansnot, hath not. or is not in love! If then oneis. or hath. or meansto be, That one meetsHector:;
if noneelse.l am he NESTORTell him of Nestor, onethat wasa man When Hector's grandsire
suck'd: heis old now: But if there be not in our Grecian host One noble man that hath onespark of
fire, To answerfor his love, tell him from mel'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaverAnd in my
vantbrace put this wither'd brawn, And meetinghim will tell him that my lady Was fairer than his
grandam and aschasteAs may be in the world: his youth in flood, I'l prove this truth with my three
drops of blood AENEASNow heavensforbid suchscarcity of youth!ULYSSESAmen AGAMEMNON
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Fair Lord AEneas.let metouch your hand: To our pavilion shall | leadyou, sir. Achilles shall have
word of this intent; Soshall eachlord of Greece.from tent to tent: Yourself shall feastwith us before
you go And find the welcomeof a noble foe Exeunt all but ULYSSESand NESTORULYSSESNestor!
NESTORWhat saysUlysses®ILYSSES havea young conceptionin my brain: Be you my time to
bring it to someshapeNESTORWAhat is't?ULYSSESThis 'tis: Blunt wedgegive hard knots: the
seededoride That hath to this maturity blown up In rank Achilles must or now be cropp'd. Or
shedding.breed a nursery of like evil, To overbulk us all. NESTORWell, and how?ULYSSESThis
challengethat the gallant Hector sends However it is spreadin generalname, Relatesin purpose
only to Achilles NESTORThe purposeis perspicuousevenassubstance Whosegrossnesdittle
characterssumup: And. in the publication, make no strain, But that Achilles, were his brain as
barren As banks of Libya.——though, Apollo knows, 'Tis dry enough,——will, with great speedof
judgment, Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose Pointing on him.ULYSSESAnd wake him to the
answer, think you?NESTORYes, 'tis most meet: whom may you elseoppose.That canfrom Hector
bring his honour off, If not Achilles? Though't be a sportful combat. Yet in the trial much opinion
dwells: For herethe Trojans tasteour dear'st repute With their finest palate: and trust to me,
UlyssesOur imputation shall be oddly poisedin this wild action: for the successAlthough

articular, shall give a scantling Of goodor bad unto the generat And in suchindexes.although
small pricks To their subsequentvolumes.there is seenThe baby figure of the giant massOf things to
comeat large. It is supposedHe that meetsHector issuesfrom our choiceAnd choice.being mutual
act of all our souls.Makes merit her election.and doth boil. As 'twere from usall. aman distill'd Out
of our virtues: who miscarrying. What heart receivesfrom hencethe conquering part, To steela
strong opinion to themselvesMWhich entertain'd, limbs are his instruments, In no lessworking than
are swordsand bows Directive by the limbs.ULYSSESGive pardon to my speech:Therefore 'tis meet
Achilles meetnot Hector. Let us, like merchants,showour foulestwares, And think, perchance,
they'll sell; if not, The lustre of the better yet to show, Shall showthe better. Do not consentThat ever
Hector and Achilles meet: For both our honour and our shamein this Are dogg'd with two strange
followers NESTORI seethem not with my old eyes:what are they2ULYSSESWhat glory our Achilles
sharesfrom Hector, Were he not proud. we all should sharewith him: But he already is too insolent;
And we were better parch in Afric sunThan in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes.Should he 'scape
Hector fair: if he were foil'd. Why then, we did our main opinion crush In taint of our bestman. No,
make a lottery: And. by device. let blockish Ajax draw The sort to fight with Hector: among
ourselvesGive him allowancefor the better man: For that will physicthe great Myrmidon Who
broils in loud applause.and make him fall His crestthat prouder than blue Iris bends.If the dull
brainless Ajax comesafeoff, We'll dresshim up in voices:if hefail. Yet gowe under our opinion still
That we have better men. But, hit or miss,Our project's life this shapeof senseassumesAjax
employ'd plucks down Achilles' plumesNESTORUIlysses Now | beginto relish thy advice And | will
give a tasteof it forthwith To Agamemnon:goweto him straight. Two curs shall tame eachother:
pride aloneMust tarre the mastiffs on, as'twere their boneExeuntAct 2, ScenelA part of the
Grecian campEnter AJAX and THERSITESAJAX ThersitesTHERSITESAgamemnon.how if he
had boils?full, all over, generally?AJAX ThersitesTHERSITESANd thoseboils did run? sayso:did
not the generalrun then? were not that a botchy core?2AJAX Dog'THERSITESThen would come
somematter from him: | seenonenow AJAX Thou bitch—-wolf's son,canstthou not hear?Beating him
Feel.then THERSITES The plague of Greeceupon thee,thou mongrel beef-witted lord! AJAX Speak
then, thou vinewedstleaven,speak:| will beattheeinto handsomenesIHERSITESI shall soonerrail
theeinto wit and holiness:but, | think. thy horsewill soonercon an oration than thou learn a prayer
without book. Thou canststrike, canstthou? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks! AJAX Toadstool,
learn me the proclamation. THERSITES Dost thou think | haveno sensethou strikest me thus?AJAX
The proclamation! THERSITES Thou art proclaimed a fool. | think. AJAX Do not, porpentine, do not:
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my fingers itch. THERSITES| would thou didst itch from headto foot and | had the scratching of
thee: | would make theethe loathsomestscabin Greece.When thou art forth in the incursions.thou
strikest asslow asanother AJAX | say.the proclamation! THERSITES Thou grumblest and railest
every hour on Achilles, and thou art asfull of envy at his greatnessas Cerberusis at Proserpine's
beauty, ay. that thou barkest at him.AJAX Mistress ThersitesTHERSITES Thou shouldeststrike
him.AJAX Cobloafl THERSITESHe would pun theeinto shiverswith his fist, asa sailor breaksa
biscuit. AJAX [Beating him] You whoresoncurl THERSITES Do, do AJAX Thou stool for a witch!
THERSITESAY. do. do: thou sodden—-wittedlord! thou hastno more brain than | havein mine
elbows:an assineganay tutor thee:thou scurvy-valiant ass!thou art here but to thrash Trojans:
and thou art bought and sold amongthoseof any wit, like a barbarian slave If thou useto beatme, |
will begin at thy heel.and tell what thou art by inches.thou thing of no bowels,.thou!AJAX You dog!
THERSITESYou scurvy lord! AJAX [Beating him] You cur! THERSITESMars his idiot! do, rudeness;
do.camel:do,doEnter ACHILLES and PATROCLUSACHILLES Why, how now, Ajax! wherefore
do you thus? How now, Thersites! what's the matter, man?THERSITESYou seehim there, do you?
ACHILLES Ay: what's the matter?THERSITESNay, look upon him.ACHILLES Sol do: what's the
matter?THERSITESNay, but regard him wellACHILLES 'Well!" why, | do SoTHERSITESBut yet
you look not well upon him: for whosoeveryou take him to be, heis Ajax. ACHILLES | know that,
fool. THERSITESAY. but that fool knows not himself AJAX Therefore | beatthee THERSITESLO. lo,
lo, lo, what modicumsof wit_he utters! his evasionshave earsthus long. | havebobbedhis brain more
than he hasbeatmy bones:| will buy nine sparrowsfor a penny, and his pia mater is not worth the
nineth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles. Ajax, who wearshis wit in his belly and his gutsin his
head.l'll tell youwhat | sayof him. ACHILLES What?THERSITESI say.this Ajax——Ajax offers to
beat himACHILLES Nay, goodAjax. THERSITESHas not somuch wit——ACHILLES Nay, | must
hold you.THERSITESAs will stopthe eyeof Helen's needle . for whom he comesto fight. ACHILLES
Peacefool! THERSITES| would have peaceand quietness but the fool will not: hethere: that he:
look you there AJAX O thou damnedcur! | shall--ACHILLES Will you setyour wit to afool's?
THERSITESNo, | warrant you: for afoolswill shameit. PATROCLUS Good words, Thersites.
ACHILLES What's the quarrel?AJAX | badethe vile owl golearn me the tenor of the proclamation,
and herails upon me THERSITESI| servetheenot AJAX Well, goto. goto. THERSITESI| servehere
voluntarily. ACHILLES Your last servicewassufferance 'twas not voluntary: no man is beaten
voluntary: Ajax washerethe voluntary, and you asunder an impressTHERSITESE'en so:a great
deal of your wit, too. liesin your sinews.or elsethere beliars. Hector havea great catch., if he knock
out either of your brains: a' were asgoodcrack a fusty nut with no kernel ACHILLES What, with me
too, ThersitesZTHERSITES There's Ulyssesand old Nestor, whosewit wasmouldy ere your
grandsireshad nails on their toes,yoke you like draught—oxen and make you plough up the wars.
ACHILLES What, what?THERSITES Yes.goodsooth to, Achilles! to, Ajax! to!AJAX 1 shall cut out
your tongue THERSITES'Tis no matter! | shall speakasmuch asthou afterwards PATROCLUSNo
more words, Thersites: peaceTHERSITES| will hold my peacewhen Achilles' brach bids me, shall
[?ACHILLES There's for yvou, Patroclus THERSITESI will seeyou hanged.like clotpoles.erel come
any more to vour tents: | will keepwhere there is wit stirring and leavethe faction of fools Exit
PATROCLUSA goodriddance ACHILLES Marry, this. sir, is proclaim'd through all our host: That
Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun, Will with atrumpet 'twixt our tentsand Troy To—morrow
morning call someknight to arms That hath a stomach and sucha onethat dare Maintain——I know
not what: 'tis trash. Farewell AJAX Farewell. Who shall answerhim?ACHILLES | know not: 'tis put
to lottery: otherwise He knew his man AJAX O, meaningyou. | will golearn more of it. ExeuntAct 2,
SceneZTroy. A room in Priam's palaceEnter PRIAM, HECTOR, TROILUS. PARIS, and
HELENUSPRIAM After somany hours, lives, speechespent, Thus onceagain saysNestorfrom the
Greeks: 'Deliver Helen, and all damageelse——As honour, lossof time, travail, expenseWounds,
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friends, and what elsedear that is consumedin hot digestion of this cormorant war—— Shall be struck
off.' Hector, what sayyou to't?HECTOR Though no man lesserfearsthe Greeksthan | Asfar as
toucheth my particular, Yet, dread Priam, There is no lady of more softer bowels.More spongyto
suckin the senseof fear, More ready to cry out 'Who knows what follows?' Than Hector is: the
wound of peaceis surety, Surety secure:but modestdoubt is call'd The beaconof the wise, the tent
that searchesTo the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go: Sincethe first sword wasdrawn about this
guestion, Every tithe soul,'mongst many thousanddismes Hath beenasdear asHelen:; | mean of
ours: If we havelost somany tenths of ours, To guard a thing not ours nor worth to us, Had it our
name,the value of oneten, What merit's in that reasonwhich deniesThe vielding of her up?
TROILUS Fie, fie, my brother! Weigh you the worth and honour of a king Sogreat asour dread
father in a scaleOf commonounces?will you with counterssum The pastproportion of his infinite ?
And buckle in a waist mostfathomlessWith spansand inchessodiminutive As fears and reasons¥ie,
for godly shamdHELENUSNo marvel, though you bite sosharp at reasons.You are soempty of
them. Should not our father Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons Becauseyour speechhath
nonethat tells him soTROILUS You are for dreamsand slumbers.brother priest: You fur your
gloveswith reason.Here are your reasons:You know an enemyintends you harm: You know a
sword employ'd is perilous, And reasonflies the object of all harm: Who marvelsthen, when Helenus
beholdsA Grecian and his sword, if he do setThe very wings of reasonto his heelsAnd fly like
chidden Mercury from Jove,Or like a star disorb'd? Nay, if wetalk of reason,Let's shut our gates
and sleep:manhoodand honour Should have hare—hearts,would they but fat their thoughts With
this cramm'd reason:reasonand respectMake livers pale and lustihood dejectHECTOR Brother,
sheis not worth what shedoth costThe holding. TROILUS What is aught, but as'tis valued?
HECTOR But value dwells not in particular will; It holds his estimateand dignity As well wherein 'tis
preciousof itself As in the prizer: 'tis mad idolatry To makethe servicegreater than the god And the
will dotesthat is attributive To what infectiously itself affects, Without someimage of the affected
merit. TROILUS | take to—day a wife, and my electionls led on in the conduct of my will: My will
enkindled by mine eyesand ears. Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerousshoresOf will and
judgment: how may | avoid. Although my will distastewhat it elected.The wife | chose?here canbe
no evasionTo blenchfrom this and to standfirm by honour: We turn not back the silks upon the
merchant, When we havesoild them. nor the remainder viands We do not throw in unrespective
sieve Becausewe now are full . It wasthought meetParis should do somevengeancen the Greeks:
Your breath of full consentbellied his sails: The seasand winds, old wranglers, took a truce And did
him service:hetouch'd the ports desired.And for an old aunt whom the Greeksheld captive, He
brought a Grecian queen.whoseyouth and freshnessWrinkles Apollo's, and makesstalethe
morning. Why keepwe her? the Grecianskeepour aunt: Is sheworth keeping?why. sheis a pearl.
Whoseprice hath launch'd abovea thousandships,And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants.If you'll
avouch'twas wisdom Paris went—— As you must needs for you all cried 'Go. go.'—— If you'll confess
he brought homenoble prize—— As you must needs for you all clapp'd your handsAnd cried
'Inestimable!'-—why do you now The issueof your proper wisdomsrate, And do a deedthat fortune
neverdid. Beggarthe estimation which you prized Richer than seaand land? O, theft mostbase
That we havesstol'n what we do fear to keeg But, thieves,unworthy of a thing sostol'n. That in their
country did them that disgrace.We fear to warrant in our native placelCASSANDRA[Within] Cry,
Trojans, cry!PRIAM What noise?what shriek is this?TROILUS 'Tis our mad sister. | do know her
voice CASSANDRA[Within] Cry, Trojans!HECTORIt is CassandraEnter CASSANDRA, raving
CASSANDRACTry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousandeyes. And | will fill them with prophetic tears.
HECTOR Peacesister, peaceCASSANDRAVirgins and boys. mid—ageand wrinkled eld, Soft
infancy, that nothing canstbut cry, Add to my clamours! let us pay betimesA moiety of that massof
moanto come.Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyeswith tears! Troy must not be, nor goodly llion
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stand: Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns usall. Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen and a woe: Cry, cry!
Troy burns, or elselet Helen go ExitHECTOR Now, youthful Troilus, do not thesehigh strains Of
divination in our sisterwork Sometouchesof remorse? or is your blood Somadly hot that no
discourseof reason.Nor fear of bad successn a bad cause Can qualify the sameTROILUS Why,
brother Hector. We may not think the justnessof eachact Suchand no other than eventdoth form it,
Nor oncedejectthe courageof our minds, BecauseCassandra'smad: her brain—sick raptures Cannot
distastethe goodnes®f a quarrel Which hath our severalhonours all engagedlo makeit gracious
For my private part. | am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons:And Joveforbid there should be
doneamongstus Suchthings as might offend the weakestspleenTo fight for and maintain! PARIS
Else might the world convinceof levity As well my undertakings asyour counsels:But | attestthe
gods.your full consentGavewingsto my propensionand cut off All fears attending on sodire a
project. For what, alas,canthesemy singlearms? What Propugnation is in oneman's valour, To
stand the push and enmity of thoseThis guarrel would excite?Yet, | protest, Were | aloneto passthe
difficulties And had asample power as| havewill, Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done,Nor
faint in the pursuit. PRIAM Paris, you speakLike onebesottedon your sweetdelights: You havethe
honeystill, but thesethe gall: Soto be valiant is no praise at all. PARISSir, | proposenot merely to
myself The pleasuressucha beauty brings with it: But | would havethe soil of her fair rape Wiped
off, in honourable keepingher. What treasonwereit to the ransack'd gueen.Disgraceto your great
worths and shameto me, Now to deliver her possessiomp On terms of basecompulsion! Canit be
That sodegeneratea strain asthis Should oncesetfooting in your generousbosoms?There's not the
meanestspirit on our party Without a heart to dare or sword to draw When Helenis defended.nor
none sonoble Whoselife wereill bestow'dor death unfamed Where Helenis the subject: then, | say,
Well may we fight for her whom, we know well, The world's large spacescannot parallel HECTOR
Paris and Troilus, you haveboth said well, And on the causeand guestionnow in hand Have glozed,
but superficially: not much Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought Unfit to hear moral
philosophy: The reasonsyou allegedo more conduceTo the hot passionof distemper'd blood Than to
make up a free determination "Twixt right and wrong. for pleasureand revengeHave earsmore deaf
than addersto the voice Of any true decision.Nature cravesAll duesbe render'd to their owners:
now, What nearer debt in all humanity Than wife is to the husband?If this law Of nature be
corrupted through affection, And that great minds, of partial indulgenceTo their benumbedwills,
resistthe same.There is a law in eachwell-order'd nation To curb thoseraging appetitesthat are
Most disobedientand refractory. If Helenthen be wife to Sparta's king, As it is known sheis, these
moral laws Of nature and of nations speakaloud To haveher back return'd: thus to persistin doing
wrong extenuatesnot wrong, But makesit much more heavy.Hector's opinion Is this in way of truth:
vet ne'ertheless My spritely brethren, | propend to you In resolution to keepHelen still, For 'tis a
causethat hath no meandependanceJpon our joint and severaldignities TROILUS Why, there you
touch'd the life of our design Were it not glory that we more affected Than the performance of our
heavingspleensl would not wish a drop of Trojan blood Spentmore in her defence But, worthy
Hector, Sheis a themeof honour and renown, A spur to valiant and magnanimousdeeds Whose
presentcouragemay beatdown our foes.And famein time to comecanonizeus: For, | presume,
brave Hector would not loseSaorich advantageof a promised glory As smilesupon the forehead of
this action For the wide world's revenueHECTOR | am yours, You valiant offspring of great
Priamus. | havea roisting challengesentamongstThe dun and factious noblesof the Greeks Will
strike amazementto their drowsy spirits: | wasadvertisedtheir great generalslept, Whilst emulation
in the army crept: This, | presume.will wake him.ExeuntAct 2, Scene3The Grecian camp. Before
Achilles' tent.Enter THERSITES. solusSTHERSITESHow now, Thersites! what lost in the labyrinth

of thy fury! Shall the elephantAjax carry it thus? He beatsme,and | rail at him: O, worthy
satisfaction! would it were otherwise;that | could beathim, whilst he railed at me.'Sfoot, I'll learn to

Xiii



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

Table of Contents

conjure and raise devils, but I'll seesomeissueof my spiteful execrations.Then there's Achilles, a
rare enginer! If Troy be not takentill thesetwo undermine it, the walls will standtill they fall of
themselvesO thou great thunder—darter of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove.the king of godsand,
Mercury, loseall the serpentinecraft of thy caduceusif ye take not that little , little lessthan little wit
from them that they have!which short—armed ignoranceitself knows is soabundant scarce.it will
not in circumvention deliver afly from a spider, without drawing their massyirons and cutting the
web. After this, the vengeanceon the whole camp! or rather, the bone—achelfor that, methinks, is the
cursedependenton thosethat war for a placket | havesaid my prayers and devil Envy sayAmen.
What ho! my Lord Achilles!'Enter PATROCLUSPATROCLUSWha's there? Thersites! Good
Thersites.comein and rail. THERSITESIf | could haveremembereda gilt counterfeit, thou wouldst
not haveslipped out of my contemplation: but it is no matter: thyself upon thyself! The common
curse of mankind, folly and ignorance,bethine in great revenue!heavenblesstheefrom atutor, and
discipline comenot near thee! Let thy blood bethy direction till thy death! then if shethat laysthee
out saysthou art afair corse.l'll_be sworn and sworn upon't shenever shroudedany but lazars.
Amen. Where's Achilles?PATROCLUSWhat, art thou devout?wastthou in prayer?THERSITESAy:
the heavenshear melEnter ACHILLES ACHILLES Who's there?PPATROCLUSThersites, my lord.
ACHILLES Where, where?Art thou come?why, my cheesemy digestion,why hastthou not served
thyself in to my table somany meals?Come.what's AgamemnonTHERSITESThy commander,
Achilles. Then tell me, Patroclus, what's Achilles?PATROCLUSThy lord, Thersites:then tell me. |
pray thee,what's thyself?THERSITESThy knower, Patroclus: then tell me, Patroclus, what art thou?
PATROCLUSThou maysttell that knowestACHILLES O. tell, tel. THERSITESI'Il declinethe whole
guestion. AgamemnoncommandsAchilles: Achilles is my lord: | am Patroclus' knower, and
Patroclusis a fool.PATROCLUSYou rascal THERSITESPeacefool! | havenot doneACHILLES He

is a privileged man. Proceed.ThersitesTHERSITES Agamemnonis a fool: Achilles is a fool:
Thersitesis a fool. and. asaforesaid.Patroclusis a fool ACHILLES Derive this; comeTHERSITES
Agamemnonis a fool to offer to commandAchilles: Achilles is a fool to be commandedof
Agamemnon: Thersitesis a fool to servesucha fool, and Patroclus is a fool positive PATROCLUS
Why am | afool?THERSITESMake that demandof the prover. It sufficesmethou art. Look you,
who comeshere?ACHILLES Patroclus, I'll speakwith nobody. Comein with me, ThersitesExit
THERSITESHere is suchpatchery, suchjuggling and suchknavery! all the argument is a cuckold
and a whore: a goodquarrel to draw emulousfactions and bleedto death upon. Now, the dry serpigo
on the subject! and war and lechery confound all' ExitEnter AGAMEMNON, ULYSSES.NESTOR,
DIOMEDES. and AJAXAGAMEMNON Where is Achilles?PATROCLUSWithin his tent; but ill
disposedmy lord. AGAMEMNON Let it be known to him that we are here. He shentour messengers;
and we lay by Our_appertainments, visiting of him: Let him betold so: lest perchancehe think We
dare not movethe question of our place.Or know not what we are PATROCLUSI| shall saysoto him.
ExitULYSSESWe sawhim at the openingof his tent: He is not sick AJAX Yes, lion—sick, sick of proud
heart: you may call it melancholy.if you will favour the man: but, by my head.,'tis pride: but why,
why? let him showusthe cause A word, my lord. TakesAGAMEMNON asideNESTORWhat moves
Ajax thus to bay at him?ULYSSESAchilles hath inveigled his fool from him.NESTORWho,
Thersites2JLYSSESHe NESTORThen will Ajax lack matter, if he havelost his argumentULYSSES
No. you see heis his argument that hashis argument, AchillesNESTORAII the better: their fraction
is more our wish than their faction: but it wasa strong composurea fool could disunite ULYSSES
The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may easilyuntie. Here comesPatroclus Re—enter
PATROCLUSNESTORNG Achilles with him.ULYSSESThe elephanthath joints, but nonefor
courtesy: his legsare legsfor necessitynot for flexure. PATROCLUSAchilles bids me say.heis much
sorry, If any thing more than your sport and pleasureDid moveyour greatnessand this noble state
To call upon him: he hopesit is no other But for your health and your digestionsake . And
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after—dinner's breath AGAMEMNON Hear you, Patroclus: We are too well acquaintedwith these
answers:But his evasion.wing'd thus swift with scorn, Cannot outfly our apprehensionsMuch
attribute he hath, and much the reasonWhy we ascribeit to him: yet all his virtues, Not virtuously on
his own part beheld.Do in our eyesbeginto losetheir gloss.Yea. like fair fruit in an unwholesome
dish, Are like to rot untasted.Go and tell him, We cometo speakwith him: and you shall not sin, If
you do saywe think him over—proud And under—honest.in self-assumptiongreater Than in the note
of judgment: and worthier than himself Here tend the savagestrangenesde puts on, Disguisethe
holy strength of their command,And underwrite in an observingkind His humorous predominance;
yea,watch His pettish lunes his ebbs.his flows, asif The passageand whole carriage of this action
Rodeon his tide. Go tell him this, and add. That if he overhold his price somuch, We'll noneof him:
but let him, like an engineNot portable, lie under this report: 'Bring action hither, this cannotgoto
war: A stirring dwarf we do allowancegive Before a sleepinggiant.' Tell him soPATROCLUSI shall:
and bring his answerpresently Exit AGAMEMNON In secondvoicewe'll not be satisfied: We cometo
speakwith him. Ulyssesenter you Exit ULYSSESAJAX What is he more than another?
AGAMEMNON No more than what he thinks heis AJAX Is he somuch? Do you not think he thinks
himself a better man than | am?AGAMEMNON No guestionAJAX Will you subscribehis thought,
and sayhe is?AGAMEMNON No, noble Ajax: you are asstrong. asvaliant, aswise.no lessnoble,
much more gentle and altogether more tractable AJAX Why should a man be proud? How doth
pride grow? | know not what pride isAGAMEMNON Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your
virtues the fairer. He that is proud eatsup himself: pride is his own glass.his own trumpet, his own
chronicle; and whatever praisesitself but in the deed.devoursthe deedin the praise AJAX | do hatea
proud man,. asl hate the engenderingof toadsNESTORYet he loveshimself: is't not strange?Aside
Re—-enterULYSSESUJLYSSESAchilles will not to the field to—-morrow. AGAMEMNON What's his
excuse®LYSSESHe doth rely on none,But carries on the stream of his disposeWithout observance
or respectof any. In will peculiar and in self-admissionAGAMEMNON Why will he not upon our
fair requestUntent his personand sharethe air with usULYSSESThings small asnothing, for
request'ssakeonly, He makesimportant: possessd heis with greatnessAnd speaksnot to himself
but with a pride That quarrels at self-breath: imagined worth Holds in his blood suchswoln and hot
discourseThat 'twixt his mental and his active parts Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion ragesAnd
batters down himself: what should | say?He is soplaguy proud that the death—tokensof it Cry 'No
recovery. AGAMEMNON Let Ajax goto him. Dearlord, goyou and greethim in his tent: 'Tis said he
holds you well, and will beled At your requesta little from himself ULYSSESO Agamemnon.let it
not be so! We'll consecratethe stepsthat Ajax makesWhen they go from Achilles: shall the proud
lord That basteshis arrogancewith his own seamAnd never suffers matter of the world Enter his
thoughts, savesuchasdo revolve And ruminate himself, shall he be worshipp'd Of that we hold an
idol more than he?No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord Must not sostale his palm. nobly
acquired: Nor, by my will, assubjugatehis merit, As amply titled asAchilles is. By goingto Achilles:
That wereto enlard his fat already pride And add more coalsto Cancerwhen he burns With
entertaining great Hyperion. This lord goto him! Jupiter forbid. And sayin thunder 'Achilles goto
him.'"NESTOR[Aside to DIOMEDES] O, this is well: he rubs the vein of him. DIOMEDES[Aside to
NESTOR] And how his silencedrinks up this applause AJAXIf | goto him. with my armed fist I'll
pashhim o'er the face AGAMEMNON O, no, you shall not go AJAX An a' be proud with me, l'll
pheezehis pride: Let megoto him.ULYSSESNot for the worth that hangsupon our guarrel AJAX A
paltry, insolentfellow!NESTORHow he describeshimselflAJAX Can he not be sociablePLYSSES
The raven chidesblacknessAJAX I'll let his humours blood AGAMEMNON He will be the physician
that should be the patient. AJAX An all menwere o' my mind.——ULYSSESWit would be out of
fashion AJAX A' should not bear it so,a' should eat swordsfirst: shall pride carry it?NESTORAN
‘twould, you'ld carry half. ULYSSESA' would haveten sharesAJAX | will knead him: I'llmake him
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suppleNESTORHe's not vet through warm: force him with praises:pour in, pour in; his ambition is
dry.ULYSSESTo AGAMEMNON] My lord. vou feedtoo much on this dislike. NESTOROur noble
general do not do soDIOMEDES You must prepare to fight without Achilles.ULYSSESWhy, 'tis this
naming of him doeshim harm. Here is a man——but 'tis before his face: | will be silent NESTOR
Wherefore should you so?He is not emulous asAchilles is.ULYSSESKnow the whole world, heis as
valiant. AJAX A whoresondog. that shall pelter thus with us! Would he were a Trojan INESTORWhat
avicewereit in Ajax now,——ULYSSESf hewere proud,——DIOMEDES Or_covetousof praise,——
ULYSSESAy. or surly borne,——DIOMEDES Or strange or self-affectedULYSSESThank the
heavenslord, thou art of sweetcomposure:Praisehim that got thee,shethat gavetheesuck: Famed
be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature Thrice famed, beyondall erudition: But hethat disciplined thy
arms to fight, Let Mars divide eternity in twain, And give him half: and., for thy vigour, Bull-bearing
Milo his addition yield To sinewyAjax. | will not praise thy wisdom, Which, like a bourn, a pale a
shore,confinesThy spaciousand dilated parts: here's Nestor: Instructed by the antiquary times, He
must, heis, he cannot but be wise: Put pardon, father Nestor, were your daysAs greenasAjax’ and
your brain sotemperd. You should not havethe eminenceof him, But be as Ajax. AJAX Shall | call
you father?NESTORAy, my goodsonDIOMEDES Be ruled by him, Lord Ajax.ULYSSESThere is no
tarrying here: the hart Achilles Keepsthicket. Pleaseit our great generalTo call togetherall his state
of war: Freshkings are cometo Troy: to—-morrow We must with all our main of power stand fast
And here'sa lord,.——comeknights from eastto west,And cull their flower, Ajax shall copethe best.
AGAMEMNON Go weto council. Let Achilles sleep:Light boatssail swift, though greater hulks draw
deepExeuntAct 3, ScenelTroy. Priam's palaceEnter a Servantand PANDARUSPANDARUSFriend
. you! pray you, aword: do not you follow the young Lord Paris?ServantAy, sir. when he goesbefore
me PANDARUSYou dependupon him, | mear?ServantSir, | do dependupon the lord. PANDARUS
You dependupon a noble gentleman:| must needspraise him.ServantThe lord be praised!
PANDARUSYou know me. do you not?ServantFaith. sir, superficially. PANDARUSFriend, know me
better: | am the Lord PandarusServantl hopel shall know your honour better. PANDARUSI do
desireit. ServantYou are in the state of grace PANDARUSGrace! not so.friend: honour and lordship
are my titles.Music within What musicis this?Servantl do but partly know, sir: it is musicin parts.
PANDARUSKnow you the musiciansBervantWholly, sir. PANDARUSWho play they to?ServantTo
the hearers,sir. PANDARUSAt whosepleasure. friend ServantAt mine, sir, and theirs that love music.
PANDARUSCommand. | mean friend.ServantWho shalll command.sir?PANDARUSFriend. we
understand not oneanother: | am too courtly and thou art too cunning. At whoserequestdo these
men play?ServantThat's to 't indeed, sir: marry, sir, at the requestof Paris my lord, whao's there in
person:with him, the mortal Venus.the heart—blood of beauty. love'sinvisible soul,.——PANDARUS
Who. my cousinCressida®BervantNo. sir, Helen: could you not find out that by her attributes?
PANDARUSIt shouldseem fellow, that thou hastnot seenthe Lady Cressida.l cometo speakwith
Paris from the Prince Troilus: | will make a complimental assaultupon him, for my businessseethes.
ServantSoddenbusinesslthere's a stewedphraseindeed Enter PARIS and HELEN, attended
PANDARUSFair beto you, my lord, and to all this fair company!fair desires.in all fair measure
fairly guide them! especiallyto you, fair queen!fair thoughts be your fair pillow! HELEN Dear lord,
you are full of fair words PANDARUSYou speakyour fair pleasure ,sweetqueen.Fair prince, hereis
goodbroken musicPARISYou havebroke it, cousin: and, by my life, you shall make it whole again:
you shall pieceit out with a pieceof your performance. Nell, heis full of harmony.PANDARUSTruly,
lady. noHELEN O, sir,——PANDARUSRude. in sooth in goodsooth.very rude.PARISWell said.m
lord! well, you saysoin fits. PANDARUSI havebusinessto my lord, dear gueen.My lord, will you
vouchsafeme a word?HELEN Nay, this shall not hedgeus out: we'll hear you sing. certainly.
PANDARUSWell, sweetqueen.you are pleasantwith me.But. marry, thus. my lord: my dear lord
and most esteemedriend, your brother Troilus,.——HELEN My Lord Pandarus: honey-sweetord.,——
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PANDARUSGoO to. sweetqueen.to go:——commendshimself most affectionately to you,——HELEN You
shall not bob us out of our melody: if you do, our melancholyupon your headPANDARUSSweet
gueen.sweetqueen!that's a sweetqueen.i' faith. HELEN And to make a sweetlady sadis a sour
offencePANDARUSNay. that shall not serveyour turn: that shall not, in truth, la. Nay, | care not for
suchwords: no. no. And, my lord, he desiresyou, that if the king call for him at supper. you will
make his excuseHHELEN My Lord Pandarus.—-PANDARUSWhat saysmy sweetqueen.my very very
sweetqueenPARISWhat exploit's in hand? where supshe to—night?HELEN Nay. but, my lord,——
PANDARUSWhat saysmy sweetqueen?My cousinwill fall out with you. You must not know where
he supsPARISI'Il lay my life, with my disposerCressidaPANDARUSNOo. no. ho suchmatter: you are
wide: come.your disposeris sick PARISWell, I'll make excusePANDARUSAY, goodmy lord. Why
should you say Cressida?no, your poor disposer'ssick PARIS| spyPANDARUSYou spy! what do
you spy? Come, give me an instrument. Now, sweetqueenHELEN Why. this is kindly done.
PANDARUSMy nieceis horribly in love with athing you have,sweetqueenHELEN Sheshall haveit,
my lord, if it be not my lord Paris PANDARUSHe! no. she'll noneof him: they two are twain. HELEN
Falling in. after falling out, may make them three PANDARUSCome,come.l'll hear no more of this:
I'l_singyou a songnow HELEN Ay, ay, prithee now. By my troth, sweetlord, thou hasta fine
forehead PANDARUSAY, vou may. you may.HELEN Let thy songbe love: this love will undo usall.
O Cupid. Cupid, Cupid!PANDARUSLove! ay. that it shall,i' faith. PARISAy, goodnow, love, love,

nothing but love PANDARUSINn goodtroth, it beginssoSingsLove, love, nothing but love, still more!
For. O. love'sbow Shootsbuck and doe: The shaft confounds . Not that it wounds.But tickles still the

sore.Theselovers cry Oh! oh! they die! Yet that which seemshe wound to kill. Doth turn oh! oh! to
hal ha! he! Sodying love lives still: Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha! ha! Oh! oh! groansout for ha! hal! hal

Heigh—-hoHELEN In love.i' faith, to the very tip of the nosePARISHe eatsnothing but doves.love,
and that breedshot blood. and hot blood begetshot thoughts, and hot thoughts begethot deeds.and
hot deedsis love PANDARUSIs this the generationof love?hot blood, hot thoughts, and hot deeds?
Why, they are vipers: is love a generation of vipers? Sweetlord, who's a—field to—day?PARISHector,
Deiphobus.Helenus.Antenor. and all the gallantry of Troy: | would fain havearmed to—day, but my
Nell would not haveit so.How chancemy brother Troilus went not?HELEN He hangsthe lip at
something:you know all, Lord PandarusPANDARUSNOot |, honey—sweegueen.| long to hear how
they spedto—day. You'll rememberyour brother's excusePARISTo a hair. PANDARUSFarewell,
sweetqueenHELEN Commendmeto your niecePANDARUSI will, sweetqueenEXxitA retreat
sounded®ARISThey're comefrom field: let usto Priam's hall, To greetthe warriors. SweetHelen, |
must woo you To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles, With theseyour white enchanting
fingers touch'd, Shall more obeythan to the edgeof steelOr force of Greekish sinews:you shall do
more Than all the island kings.——disarm great Hector. HELEN "Twill make us proud to be his
servant, Paris: Yea,what he shall receiveof usin duty Givesus more palm in beautythan we have,
Yea.overshinesourself PARISSweet.abovethought | love theeExeuntAct 3. Scene2The same.
Pandarus'orchard.Enter PANDARUS and Troilus's Boy, meetinfPANDARUSHow now! where'sthy
master?at my cousinCressida'sBoyNo. sir; he staysfor you to conducthim thither. PANDARUSO,
here he comesEnter TROILUS How now. how now!TROILUS Sirrah, walk off.Exit BoyPANDARUS
Have you seenmy cousin?ZTROILUS No, Pandarus: | stalk about her door, Like a strangesoulupon
the Stygian banks Staying for waftage O. bethou my Charon, And give me swift transportance to
thosefields Where | may wallow in the lily—beds Proposedfor the deserver!O gentle Pandarus,From
Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings And fly with meto CressidPANDARUSWalk herei' the
orchard. I'll_bring her straight.Exit TROILUS | am giddy: expectationwhirls me round. The
imaginary relish is sosweetThat it enchantsmy sensewhat will it be, When that the watery palate
tastesindeedlLove's thrice repured nectar? death, | fear me, Swooningdestruction, or somejoy too
fine, Too subtle—potent.tuned too sharp in sweetnesskor the capacity of my ruder powers:| fear it
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much: and | do fear besides.That | shall losedistinction in my joys: As doth a battle, whenthey
chargeon heapsThe enemyflying. Re—enter PANDARUSPANDARUSShe'smaking her ready. she'll
comestraight: you must be witty now. Shedoessablush, and fetchesher wind soshort. asif shewere
frayed with a sprite: I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain : shefetchesher breath asshort asa
new-ta'ensparrow.Exit TROILUS Even sucha passiondoth embracemy bosom My heart beats
thicker than a feverouspulse: And all my powersdo their bestowinglose.Like vassalageat unawares
encountering The eyeof majestyRe—-enterPANDARUS with CRESSIDAPANDARUSCome, come,
what needyou blush? shameés a baby. Here sheis now: swearthe oathsnow to her that you have
sworn to me. What, are you goneagain?you must be watchedere you be madetame, must you?
Comeyour ways,comeyour ways: an you draw backward, we'll put you i' the fills. Why do you not
speakto her? Come,draw this curtain, and let's seeyour picture. Alas the day, how loath you are to
offend daylight! an 'twere dark. you'ld closesooner.So.s0:rub on, and kissthe mistress How now! a
kissin fee—farm! build there, carpenter: the air is sweet.Nay. you shall fight your heartsout ere |l
part you. The falcon asthe tercel, for all the ducksi' the river: goto, goto.TROILUS You havebereft
me of all words, lady.PANDARUSWords pay no debts,give her deeds:but she'll bereaveyou o' the
deedstoo. if shecall your activity in guestion.What, billing again?Here's'In withesswhereofthe
parties interchangeably'-— Comein, comein: I'll gogeta fire. Exit CRESSIDAWiIll you walk in, my
lord?TROILUS O Cressida.how often havel wishedme thus!CRESSIDAWished, my lord! The gods
grant,——0 my lord! TROILUS What should they grant? what makesthis pretty abruption? What too
curious dreg espiesmy sweetlady in the fountain of our loveZCRESSIDAMore dregsthan water, if
my fears have eyesTROILUS Fears make devils of cherubims: they never seetruly. CRESSIDABIind
fear, that seeingreasonleads.finds saferfooting than blind reasonstumbling without fear: to fear the
worst oft curesthe worseTROILUS O, let my lady apprehendno fear: in all Cupid's pageantthere is
presentedno monster CRESSIDANor nothing monstrousneither?TROILUS Nothing. but our
undertakings: when we vow to weepseaslive in fire, eatrocks, tametigers: thinking it harder for
our mistressto deviseimposition enoughthan for usto undergo any difficulty imposed.This is the
monstruosity in love, lady, that the will is infinite and the executionconfined. that the desireis
boundlessand the act a slaveto limit. CRESSIDAThey sayall lovers swearmore performance than
they are able and yet reservean ability that they never perform, vowing more than the perfection of
ten and discharging lessthan the tenth part of one. They that havethe voice of lions and the act of
hares.are they not monstersTROILUS Are there such?suchare not we: praise us aswe are tasted,
allow us aswe prove: our headshall gobare till merit crown it: no perfectionin reversion shall have
a praisein present: we will not namedesertbefore his birth, and, beingborn, his addition shall be
humble. Few words to fair faith: Troilus shall be suchto Cressidaswhat envy can sayworst shall be
a mock for his truth, and what truth can speaktruest not truer than Troilus. CRESSIDAWIll you
walk in, my lord?Re—enter PANDARUSPANDARUSWhat, blushing still? haveyou not donetalking
yet?CRESSIDAWEell, uncle, what folly | commit, | dedicateto youPANDARUSI thank you for that:
if my lord geta boy of you, you'll give him me.Betrue to my lord: if heflinch, chide mefor it.
TROILUS You know now your hostagesyour uncle'sword and my firm faith. PANDARUSNay, I'll
give my word for her too: our kindred. though they be long ere they are wooed.they are constant
beingwon: they are burs, | cantell you: they'll stick where they are thrown. CRESSIDABoldness
comesto me now, and brings me heart. Prince Troilus, | haveloved you night and day For many
weary months TROILUS Why wasmy Cressidthen sohard to win?CRESSIDAHard to seemwon:
but | waswon, my lord. With the first glancethat ever——pardonme——If | confessmuch, you will
play the tyrant. | love you now: but not, till how, somuch But | might masterit: in faith, | lie; My
thoughts were like unbridled children. grown Too headstrongfor their mother. See we fools! Why
havel blabb'd? who shall be true to us, When we are sounsecretto ourselves?But, though | loved
you well, | woo'd you not; And vet, goodfaith. | wish'd myselfa man, Or that we womenhad men's
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privilege Of speakingfirst. Sweet,bid me hold my tongue, For in this rapture | shall surely speakThe
thing | shall repent. See see your silence.Cunning in dumbnessfrom my weaknesgdraws My very
soul of counsel!stop my mouth. TROILUS And shall, albeit sweetmusicissueshencePANDARUS
Pretty. i' faith. CRESSIDAMYy lord. | do beseechyou. pardon me; 'Twas not my purpose.thus to bega
kiss: | am ashamed.O heavensiwhat havel done?For this time will | take my leave.my lord.
TROILUS Your leave,sweetCressidPANDARUSL eave! an you take leavetill to—morrow
morning,——CRESSIDAPray you, contentyou. TROILUS What offendsyou, lady?CRESSIDASIr,
mine own companyTROILUS You cannotshun Yourself. CRESSIDALet megoand try: | haveakind
of selfresideswith you: But an unkind self, that itself will leave,To be another's fool. | would be
gone:Where is my wit? | know not what | speakTROILUS Well know they what they speakthat
speaksowisely CRESSIDAPerchancemy lord, | showmore craft than love: And fell soroundly to a
large confession.To anglefor your thoughts: but you are wise,Or elseyou love not, for to be wiseand
love Exceedsman's might: that dwells with godsaboveTROILUS O that | thought it could bein a
woman——As. if it can.| will presumein you——To feedfor ayeher ramp and flamesof love: To keep
her constancyin plight and youth, Outliving beauty's outward. with a mind That doth renew swifter
than blood decays!Or that persuasioncould but thus convinceme, That my integrity and truth to
you Might be affronted with the match and weight Of sucha winnow'd purity in love; How were |
then uplifted! but, alas!l am astrue astruth's simplicity And simpler than the infancy of truth.
CRESSIDAIN that I'l war with you.TROILUS O virtuous fight, When right with right wars who shall
be mostright! True swainsin love shall in the world to comeApprove their truths by Troilus: when
their rhymes, Full of protest, of oath and big compare Want similes. truth tired with iteration, As
true assteel.asplantageto the moon. As sunto day. asturtle to her mate, As iron to adamant, as
earth to the centre, Yet, after all comparisonsof truth, As truth's authentic author to be cited. 'As
true asTroilus' shall crown up the verse.And sanctify the numbers CRESSIDAProphet may vou be!
If | befalse or swervea hair from truth, When time is old and hath forgot itself, When waterdrops
haveworn the stonesof Troy, And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. And mighty statescharacterless
are grated To dusty nothing, vet let memory, From falseto false,amongfalsemaidsin love, Upbraid
my falsehood!whenthey've said'as false As air. aswater, wind, or sandyearth, As fox to lamb. as
wolf to heifer's calf, Pard to the hind, or stepdameto her son.''Yea.' let them say.to stick the heart of
falsehood.'As falseas Cressid. PANDARUSGO to. a bargain made: sealit, sealit; I'll be the withess.
Here | hold your hand, here my cousin's.If everyou prove falseoneto another, sincel havetaken
suchpainsto bring vou together, let all pitiful goers—betweerbe calledto the world's end after my
name:; call them all Pandars:let all constantmen be Troiluses. all falsewomenCressids.and all
brokers—betweenPandars! say,amenTROILUS Amen.CRESSIDAAMen.PANDARUSAmen.
Whereupon | will showyou a chamberwith a bed: which bed. becausét shall not speakof your
pretty encounters.pressit to death: away! And Cupid grant all tongue-tiedmaidenshere Bed,
chamber, Pandar to provide this gear ExeuntAct 3, Scene3The Grecian camp. Before Achilles' tent.
Enter AGAMEMNON., ULYSSES.DIOMEDES., NESTOR. AJAX, MENELAUS. and CALCHAS
CALCHAS Now, princes.for the servicel havedoneyou, The advantageof the time prompts me
aloud To call for recompenseAppear it to your mind That, through the sight | bear in things to love,
| haveabandon'd Troy, left my possessionlncurr'd atraitor's name:exposedmyself. From certain
and possesd conveniencesTo doubtful fortunes: sequesteringfrom me all That time, acquaintance,
customand condition Made tame and mostfamiliar to my nature, And here. to do you service.am
becomeAs newinto the world. strange unacquainted: | do beseechyou, asin way of taste To give
me now a little benefit, Out of thosemany register'd in promise, Which. you say.live to comein my
behalf AGAMEMNON What wouldst thou of us, Trojan ? make demandCALCHAS You havea
Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, Yesterdaytook: Troy holds him very dear. Oft have you——often
haveyou thanks therefore—— Desiredmy Cressidin right great exchangeWhom Troy hath still
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denied: but this Antenor, | know, is suchawrest in their affairs That their negotiationsall must slack
. Wanting his manage and they will almost Give us a prince of blood. a sonof Priam, In changeof
him: let him be sent.great princes. And he shall buy my daughter: and her presenceShall quite
strike off all servicel havedone,In mostacceptedpain AGAMEMNON Let Diomedesbear him, And
bring us Cressidhither: Calchasshall haveWhat he requestsof us. Good Diomed, Furnish you fairly
for this interchange: Withal bring word if Hector will to—morrow Be answetd in his challenge:Ajax
is ready DIOMEDES This shall | undertake: and 'tis a burden Which | am proud to bear Exeunt
DIOMEDES and CALCHAS Enter ACHILLES and PATROCILUS. beforetheir tentULYSSES
Achilles standsi' the entrance of his tent: Pleaseit our generalto passstrangely by him, As if he were
forgot: and, princesall, Lay negligentand looseregard upon him: | will comelast. 'Tis like he'll
guestionme Why suchunplausiveeyesare bent on him: If so.l havederision medicinable,To use
betweenyour strangenessand his pride, Which his own will shall havedesireto drink: It may be
good: pride hath no other glassTo showitself but pride, for supplekneesFeedarroganceand are the
proud man's feesAGAMEMNON We'll executeyour purpose.and put on A form of strangenessas
we passalong: Sodo eachlord, and either greethim not, Or _elsedisdainfully, which shall shakehim
more Than if not look'd on. | will leadthe way ACHILLES What, comesthe generalto speakwith
me?You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Troy. AGAMEMNON What saysAchilles? would
he aught with usNESTORWould you, my lord, aught with the generaPACHILLES No.NESTOR
Nothing, my lord. AGAMEMNON The better.Exeunt AGAMEMNON and NESTORACHILLES Good
day. goodday MENELAUS How do you? how do youZExitACHILLES What, doesthe cuckold scorn
me?AJAX How now, Patroclus!ACHILLES Good morrow, Ajax. AJAX Ha?ACHILLES Good morrow.
AJAX Ay, and goodnext day too Exit ACHILLES What meanthesefellows? Know they not Achilles?
PATROCLUSThey passby strangely: they were usedto bend To sendtheir smilesbefore them to
Achilles: To comeashumbly asthey usedto creepTo holy altars ACHILLES What, am | poor of
late? 'Tis certain, greatnessoncefall'n out with fortune, Must fall out with mentoo: what the
declinedis He shall assoonread in the eyesof others As feelin his own fall: for men.like butterflies,
Shownot their mealy wings but to the summer, And not a man, for being simply man. Hath any
honour, but honour for thosehonours That are without him, asplace.riches, favour, Prizes of
accidentasoft asmerit: Which whenthey fall. asbeingslippery standers,.The love that lean'd on
them asslippery too. Do onepluck down another and together Die in the fall. But 'tis not sowith me:
Fortune and | are friends: | do enjoy At ample point all that | did possessSavethesemen'slooks:
who do. methinks, find out Somethingnot worth in me suchrich beholding As they have often given.
Here is Ulysses:l'll interrupt his reading. How now UlyssesULYSSESNow, great Thetis' son!
ACHILLES What are you reading?2ULYSSESA strangefellow here Writes me: 'That man, how dearly
ever parted, How much in having. or without or in, Cannot make boastto havethat which he hath,
Nor feelsnot what he owes but by reflection: As when his virtues shining upon others Heat them and
they retort that heatagain To the first giver.'ACHILLES This is not strange Ulysses.The beauty that
is borne herein the face The bearer knows not, but commendsitself To others' eyes:nor doth the eye
itself, That most pure spirit of sensebeholditself, Not going from itself; but eyeto eyeopposed
Saluteseachother with eachother's form: For speculationturns not to itself, Till it hath travell'd and
is mirror'd there Where it may seeitself. This is not strangeat al. ULYSSES do not strain at the
position,—— 1t is familiar ,——but at the author's drift: Who. in his circumstance expresslyprovesThat
no man is the lord of any thing. Though in and of him there be much consisting. Till he communicate
his parts to others: Nor doth he of himself know them for aught Till he beholdthem form'd in the
applauseWhere they're extended:who, like an arch, reverberatesThe voiceagain, or, like a gate of
steelFronting the sun, receivesand renders back His figure and his heat | wasmuch wrapt in this:
And apprehendedhere immediately The unknown Ajax. Heavenswhat a man is there! a very horse,
That hashe knows not what. Nature, what things there are Most abject in regard and dear in usd
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What things again mostdear in the esteemAnd poor in worth! Now shall we seeto—morrow—— An
act that very chancedoth throw upon him—— Ajax renown'd. O heavenswhat somemendo, While
somemen leaveto do! How somemen creepin skittish fortune's hall, Whiles others play the idiots in
her eyes!'How oneman eatsinto another's pride, While pride is fasting in _his wantonness!To see
theseGrecian lords!-—why, evenalready They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder, As if his foot
were on brave Hector's breast And great Troy shrieking ACHILLES | do believeit: for they passd
by me As misersdo by beggars.neither gaveto me Good word nor look: what, are my deedsforgot?
ULYSSESTime hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, Wherein he puts almsfor oblivion, A great-sized
monster of ingratitudes: Thosescrapsare gooddeedspast: which are devour'd As fast asthey are
made.forgot assoonAs done: perseverancedear my lord, Keepshonour bright: to havedoneis to
hang Quite out of fashion. like a rusty mail In monumental mockery. Take the instant way: For
honour travels in a strait sonarrow, Where onebut goesabreast: keepthen the path: For emulation
hath a thousandsonsThat oneby onepursue: if you give way, Or hedgeasidefrom the direct
forthright . Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by And leaveyou hindmost: Or like a gallant horse
fall'n in first rank. Lie there for pavementto the abject rear, O'er—run and trampled on: then what
they do in present, Though lessthan yours in past, must o'ertop yours: For time is like a fashionable
host That slightly shakeshis parting guestby the hand. And with his arms outstretch'd, ashe would
fly, Graspsin the comer: welcomeever smiles.And farewell goesout sighing. O, let not virtue seek
Remuneration for the thing it was: For beauty, wit, High birth, vigour of bone.desertin service,
Love, friendship. charity, are subjectsall To enviousand calumniating time. One touch of nature
makesthe whole world kin, That all with one consentpraise new—born gawds.Though they are made
and moulded of things past. And giveto dust that is a little gilt More laud than gilt o'er—dusted.The
presenteyepraisesthe presentobject. Then marvel not, thou great and completeman, That all the
Greeksbeqinto worship Ajax: Sincethings in motion soonercatch the eyeThan what not stirs. The
cry went onceon thee, And still it might, and yet it may again, If thou wouldst not entomb thyself
alive And casethy reputation in thy tent; Whoseglorious deeds but in thesefields of late, Made
emulousmissions'mongst the godsthemselvesAnd drave great Mars to faction ACHILLES Of this
my privacy | havestrong reasonsULYSSESBut 'gainst your privacy The reasonsare more potent
and heroical: 'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love With oneof Priam's daughtersACHILLES
Ha! known!ULYSSESs that a wonder? The providencethat's in a watchful state Knows almostevery
grain of Plutus' gold. Finds bottom in the uncomprehensivedeeps Keepsplacewith thought and
almost, like the gods.Doesthoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. There is a mystery——with whom
relation Durst never meddle——inthe soul of state Which hath an operation more divine Than breath
or pen can give expressureto: All the commercethat you have had with Troy As perfectly is ours as
yours, my lord: And better would it fit Achilles much To throw down Hector than Polyxena: But it
must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home When fame shall in our islandssoundher trump. And all
the Greekish girls shall tripping sing.'Great Hector's sisterdid Achilles win, But our great Ajax
bravely beatdown him.' Farewell. my lord: | asyour lover speak:The fool slideso'er the ice that you
should break ExitPATROCLUSTo this effect, Achilles, havel movedyou: A woman impudent and
mannish grown Is not more loathed than an effeminateman In time of action. | stand condemn'd for
this: They think my little stomachto the war And your greatloveto me restrains you thus: Sweet,
rouseyourself: and the weak wanton Cupid Shall from your neck unloosehis amorousfold, And, like
a dew—drop from the lion's mane,Be shookto air. ACHILLES Shall Ajax fight with Hector?
PATROCLUSAYy. and perhapsreceivemuch honour by him. ACHILLES | seemy reputation is at
stake My fame s shrewdly gored PATROCLUSO, then, beware: Thosewoundshealill that mendo
give themselves:Omissionto do what is necessarySealsa commissionto a blank of danger. And
danger, like an ague,subtly taints Eventhen whenwesit idly in the sunACHILLES Go call Thersites
hither, sweetPatroclus: I'llsendthe fool to Ajax and desirehim To invite the Trojan lords after the
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combat To seeus hereunarm'd: | havea woman'slonging. An appetite that | am sick withal, To see
great Hector in his weedsof peace.To talk with him and to behold his visage.Evento my full of view.
Enter THERSITES A labour savedTHERSITESA wonder!ACHILLES What?THERSITESAjax goes
up and down the field, asking for himself ACHILLES How soTHERSITESHe must fight singly
to—morrow with Hector, and is soprophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling that he ravesin
sayingnothing ACHILLES How canthat be?THERSITESWhy, he stalks up and down like a
peacock,——astride and a stand: ruminates like an hostesghat hath no arithmetic but her brain to set
down her reckoning: bites his lip with a politic regard, aswho should say'There were wit in this
head.an 'twould out:' and sothere is, but it liesascoldly in him asfire in aflint. which will not show
without knocking. The man's undoneforever: for if Hector break not his necki' the combat, he'll
break 't himselfin vain—glory. He knows not me: | said'Good morrow, Ajax:'" and hereplies
‘Thanks, Agamemnon.'What think you of this man that takesme for the general? He's grown a very
land—fish, language-lessa monster. A plague of opinion! a man may wear it on both sides like a
leather jerkin. ACHILLES Thou must be my ambassadorto him, ThersitesTHERSITESWho, 1? why,
he'll answernobody: he professesnot answering: speakingis for beggars:he wearshis tonguein's
arms. | will put on his presence let Patroclus make demandsto me, you shall seethe pageantof Ajax.
ACHILLES To him, Patroclus: tell him | humbly desirethe valiant Ajax to invite the mostvalorous
Hector to comeunarmed to my tent, and to procure safe—conductfor his personof the magnanimous
and mostillustrious six—or—seven-times—honoureaaptain—generalof the Grecian army.
Agamemnon.et cetera. Do this. PATROCLUS Jove blessgreat Ajax! THERSITESHuUm! PATROCLUS
| comefrom the worthy Achilles,——THERSITESHa!PATROCLUSWho mosthumbly desiresyou to
invite Hector to his tent,——THERSITESHum!PATROCLUSANd to procure safe—conductfrom
AgamemnonTHERSITESAgamemnonPATROCLUSAy, my lord. THERSITESHa!PATROCLUS
What sayyou to't? THERSITES God b' wi' you, with all my heart PATROCLUSYour answer, Sir.
THERSITESIf to—-morrow be a fair day. by eleveno'clock it will go oneway or other: howsoeverhe
shall pay for me ere he hasme PATROCLUSYour answer, sir. THERSITESFare you well, with all
my heart ACHILLES Why, but heis not in this tune, is he?THERSITESNo, but he'sout o' tune thus.
What musicwill bein him when Hector hasknocked out his brains. | know not; but, | am sure,none,
unlessthe fiddler Apollo gethis sinewsto make catlings on ACHILLES Come,thou shalt bear a letter
to him straight. THERSITESL et me bear another to his horse: for that's the more capablecreature.
ACHILLES My mind is troubled. like a fountain stirr'd: And | myselfseenot the bottom of it. Exeunt
ACHILLES and PATROCLUSTHERSITESWould the fountain of your mind were clear again. that

| might water an assat it! | had rather beatick in a sheepthan sucha valiant ignoranceExitAct 4,
ScenelTroy. A streetEnter, from oneside, AENEAS, and Servantwith atorch: from the other,
PARIS. DEIPHOBUS. ANTENOR. DIOMEDES. and others.with torchesPARISSee ho! who is that
there?DEIPHOBUSIt is the Lord AEneasAENEASIs the prince there in person?Had | sogood
occasionto lie long As vou, prince Paris, nothing but heavenlybusinessShould rob my bed-mateof
my companyDIOMEDES That's my mind too. Good morrow, Lord AEneasPARISA valiant Greek,
AEneas,——takehis hand,—— Witnessthe processof your speechwherein You told how Diomed. a
whole weekby days,Did haunt you in the field. AENEASHealth to you, valiant sir, During all
guestionof the gentletruce: But when| meetyou arm'd, asblack defianceAs heart canthink or
courageexecuteDIOMEDES The oneand other Diomed embraces.Our bloodsare now in calm; and,
solong, health! But when contention and occasionmeet, By Jove,I'll play the hunter for thy life With
all my force, pursuit and policy. AENEASANd thou shalt hunt alion, that will fly With his face
backward. In humanegentlenessWelcometo Troy! now, by Anchises'life, Welcome.indeed! By
Venus'hand | swear No man alive canlovein sucha sort The thing he meansto kill more
excellentlyDIOMEDES We sympathize:Jove,let AEneaslive, If to my sword his fate be not the
glory. A thousandcompletecoursesof the sun! But, in mine emuloushonour, let him die, With every
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joint a wound, and that to—-morrow! AENEASWe know eachother well. DIOMEDES We do: and long
to know eachother worse PARISThis is the most despiteful gentle greeting. The noblesthateful love,
that e'er | heard of. What businesslord, soearly?AENEASI| wassentfor to the king: but why, |
know not.PARISHis purpose meetsyou: 'twas to bring this Greek To Calchas'house.and there to
render him, For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid: Let's haveyour company,or, if you please,
Hastethere before us: | constantly do think—=— Or rather. call my thought a certain knowledge——My
brother Troilus lodgesthere to—night: Rousehim and give him note of our approach. With the whole
guality wherefore: | fear We shall be much unwelcomeAENEASThat | assureyou: Troilus had
rather Troy were borne to GreeceThan Cressidborne from Troy.PARISThere is no help: The bitter
dispaosition of the time Will haveit so.On. lord: we'll follow you AENEASGood morrow, all.Exit with
ServantPARISANd tell me. noble Diomed. faith. tell metrue. Evenin the soul of sound
good-fellowship.Who. in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, Myself or MenelausDIOMEDES
Both alike: He merits well to haveher, that doth seekher, Not making any scruple of her soilure,
With sucha hell of pain and world of charge.And you aswell to keepher, that defendher, Not
palating the taste of her dishonour, With sucha costlylossof wealth and friends: He. like a puling
cuckold. would drink up The leesand dregsof a flat tamed piece:You, like alecher, out of whorish
loins Are pleasedto breed out your inheritors: Both merits poised.eachweighsnor lessnor more:
But he ashe, the heavierfor a whore PARISYou are too bitter to your countrywoman DIOMEDES
She'shitter to her country: hear me, Paris: For everyfalsedrop in her bawdy veinsA Grecian's life
hath sunk: for every scruple Of her contaminatedcarrion weight, A Trojan hath beenslain: sinceshe
could speak.Shehath not given somany goodwaords breath As for her Greeksand Trojans suffer'd
deathPARISFair Diomed. you do aschapmendo, Dispraisethe thing that you desireto buy: But we
in silencehold this virtue well, We'll but commendwhat we intend to sell. Here lies our way Exeunt
Act 4. Scene2The same.Court of Pandarus'houseEnter TROILUS and CRESSIDATROILUS Dear
trouble not yourself: the morn is cold CRESSIDAThen, sweetmy lord, I'll call mine uncle down: He
shall unbolt the gatesTROILUS Trouble him not: To bed.to bed: sleepkill thosepretty eyes.And
give assoft attachmentto thy senseghs infants' empty of all thought! CRESSIDAGood morrow, then.
TROILUS | prithee now, to bed CRESSIDAAre you a-weary of me?TROILUS O Cressida!but that
the busy day, Waked by the lark, hath rousedthe ribald crows.And dreaming night will hide our
joys no longer, | would not from thee CRESSIDANight hath beentoo brief. TROILUS Beshrewthe
witch! with venomouswights shestaysAs tediously ashell, but flies the graspsof love With wings
more momentary—swift than thought. You will catch cold, and curse me CRESSIDAPrithee, tarry:
You menwill nevertarry. O foolish Cressid!l might havestill held off, And then you would have
tarried. Hark! there's oneup.PANDARUS[Within] What, 's all the doorsopenhere?TROILUS It is
your uncle CRESSIDAA pestilenceon him! now will he be mocking: | shall havesucha life! Enter
PANDARUSPANDARUSHow now, how now! how go maidenheadsHere, you maid! where's my
cousin CressidZCRESSIDAGo hang yourself, you haughty mocking uncle! You bring meto do, and
then you flout metoo PANDARUSTo do what? to do what? let her saywhat: what havel brought
you to do?CRESSIDACome, come.beshrewyour heart! you'll ne'er be good. Nor suffer others.
PANDARUSHa! ha! Alas, poor wretch! ah, poor capocchid hastnot sleptto—night? would he not, a
naughty man, let it sleep?a bugbeartake him! CRESSIDADId not | tell you? Would he were knock'd
i' the headKnocking within Who's that at door? gooduncle, go and see My lord. comeyou again
into my chamber. You smile and mock me, asif | meantnaughtily. TROILUS Ha. ha!lCRESSIDA
Come, you are deceived. think of no suchthing.Knocking within How earnestlythey knock! Pray
you, comein: | would not for_half Troy haveyou seenhere Exeunt TROILUS and CRESSIDA
PANDARUSWhG's there? what's the matter? will you beatdown the door? How now! what's the
matter?Enter AENEASAENEASGood morrow, lord, good morrow. PANDARUSWhGo's there? my
Lord AEneas!By my troth, | knew you not: what newswith you soearly?AENEASIs not Prince
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Troilus here PANDARUSHere! what should he do here?AENEASCome, he is here. my lord: do not
denyhim: It doth import him much to speakwith me PANDARUSIs he here, sayyou?'tis more than
| know, I'll be sworn: for my own part, | camein late. What should he do here?2AENEASWho!——nay,
then: come,come,you'll do him wrong ereyou're ware: you'll be sotrue to him, to befalseto him: do
not you know of him, but yet gofetch him hither; goRe—enterTROILUS TROILUS How now! what's
the matter?AENEASMYy lord. | scarcehaveleisureto saluteyou, My matter is sorash: there is at
hand Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,The Grecian Diomed. and our Antenor Deliver'd to us: and
for him forthwith, Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, We must give up to Diomedes'hand The
Lady CressidaTROILUS Is it soconcludedAENEASBY Priam and the generalstate of Troy: They
are at hand and ready to effectit. TROILUS How my achievementanock me! | will go meetthem:
and. my Lord AEneas.We met by chance:you did not find me here AENEASGood. good.my lord:
the secretsof nature Have not more gift in taciturnity. Exeunt TROILUS and AENEASPANDARUS
Is't possible?no soonergot but lost? The devil take Antenor! the young prince will gomad: a plague
upon Antenor! | would they had broke 's neck!Re—enter CRESSIDACRESSIDAHow now! what's the
matter? who washere PANDARUSAh, ah!CRESSIDAWhy sigh yvou soprofoundly? where'smy
lord? gone!Tell me, sweetuncle, what's the matter?PANDARUSWould | were asdeepunder the
earth as|l am above CRESSIDAO the gods!what's the matter?PANDARUSPrithee, gettheein:
would thou hadstne'er beenborn! | knew thou wouldst be his death. O, poor gentleman!A plague
upon Antenor! CRESSIDAGood uncle. | beseectyou, on my knees!beseechyou, what's the matter?
PANDARUSThou must be gone,wench.thou must be gone:thou art changedfor Antenor: thou must
to thy father, and be gonefrom Troilus: 'twill be his death: 'twill be his bane: he cannotbear it.
CRESSIDAO you immortal gods!l will not goPANDARUSThou must.CRESSIDAI will not, uncle: |
haveforgot my father: | know no touch of consanguinity: No kin no love, no blood. no soulsonear
me As the sweetTroilus. O you godsdivine! Make Cressid'snamethe very crown of falsehood.If
eversheleaveTroilus! Time, force, and death, Do to this body what extremesyou can: But the strong
baseand building of my love Is asthe very centre of the earth, Drawing all thingsto it. I'll goin and
weep,—PANDARUSDo. do.CRESSIDATear my bright hair and scratch my praised cheeks Crack
my clear voicewith sobsand break my heart With sounding Troilus. | will not go from Troy.Exeunt
Act 4. Scene3The same.Streetbefore Pandarus' houseEnter PARIS, TROILUS., AENEAS
DEIPHOBUS., ANTENOR., and DIOMEDESPARISIt is great morning, and the hour prefix'd Of her
delivery to this valiant Greek Comesfast upon. Good my brother Troilus, Tell you the lady what she
is to do, And hasteher to the purposeTROILUS Walk into her house:l'll bring her to the Grecian
presently: And to his hand when | deliver her, Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilus A priest
there offering to it his own heart.ExitPARISI know what 'tis to love: And would, as| shall pity, |
could help! Pleaseyou walk in, my lords.ExeuntAct 4, ScenedThe same.Pandarus' houseEnter
PANDARUS and CRESSIDAPANDARUSBe moderate,be moderate CRESSIDAWhy tell you me of
moderation? The grief is fine, full, perfect, that | taste And violenteth in a senseasstrong As that
which causethit: how can| moderateit? If | could temporize with my affection. Or brew it to a weak
and colder palate, The like allayment could | give my grief. My love admits no qualifying dross:No
more my grief, in sucha preciouslossPANDARUSHere, here, here he comesEnter TROILUS Ah,
sweetducks!CRESSIDAO Troilus! Troilus! Embracing himPANDARUSWhat a pair of spectacless
here! Let me embracetoo. 'O heart,' asthe goodly sayingis. '=—0 heart, heavyheart, Why sigh'st
thou without breaking? where he answersagain, 'Becausethou canstnot easethy smart By
friendship nor by speaking.' There wasnevera truer rhyme. Let us castaway nothing, for we may
live to have needof sucha verse:;we seeit, we seeit. How now. lambs?TROILUS Cressid.| love thee
in sostrain'd a purity, That the bless'dgods.asangry with my fancy. More bright in zealthan the
devotionwhich Cold lips blow to their deities.take theefrom me CRESSIDAHave the godsenvy?
PANDARUSAY, ay, ay. ay: 'tis too plain a caseCRESSIDAAN isit true that | mustgofrom Troy?
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TROILUS A hateful truth. CRESSIDAWhat. and from Troilus too?TROILUS From Troy and Troilus.
CRESSIDAIs it possibleTROILUS And suddenly. whereinjury of chancePuts back leave-taking,
justles roughly by All time of pause rudely beguilesour lips Of all rejoindure, forcibly preventsOur
lock'd embrasures .stranglesour dear vowsEvenin the birth of our own labouring breath: We two,
that with somany thousandsighsDid buy eachother, must poorly sell ourselvesWith the rude
brevity and dischargeof one.Injurious time now with arobber's hasteCrams his rich thievery up. he
knows not how: As many farewells asbe starsin heaven With distinct breath and consigrd kissesto
them, He fumbles up into aloseadieu, And scantsuswith a singlefamish'd kiss, Distastedwith the
salt of broken tears AENEAS[Within] My lord. is the lady ready?TROILUS Hark! you are call'd:
somesaythe GeniussoCries 'come' to him that instantly must die. Bid them have patience;sheshall
comeanonPANDARUSWhere are my tears?rain, to lay this wind. or my heart will be blown up by
the root.Exit CRESSIDAI must then to the GreciansTROILUS No remedy CRESSIDAA woful
Cressid'mongst the merry Greeks! When shall we seeagain?ZTROILUS Hear me, my love: bethou
but true of heart,——CRESSIDAI true! how now! what wicked deemis this?TROILUS Nay. we must
useexpostulationkindly , For it is parting from us: | speaknot 'be thou true,' asfearing thee,For |
will throw my gloveto Death himself, That there's no maculation in thy heart: But 'be thou true,' say
|, to fashionin My sequentprotestation: be thou true, And | will seethee CRESSIDAO. you shall be
exposedmy lord, to dangersAs infinite asimminent! but I'll betrue. TROILUS And I'll grow friend
with danger. Wear this sleeveCRESSIDAANd vou this glove.When shall | seeyou?TROILUS | will
corrupt the Grecian sentinels.To givetheenightly visitation. But yet be true. CRESSIDAO heavens!
'be true' againTROILUS Hear while | speakit, love: The Grecian youths are full of quality: They're
loving, well composedwith gifts of nature. Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and exercise How
novelty may move.and parts with person.Alas. akind of godly jealousy——Which. | beseechvou. call
avirtuous sin—— Makes me afeard CRESSIDAO heavenslyou love me not. TROILUS Die | avillain,
then! In this | do not call your faith in questionSomainly asmy merit: | cannotsing. Nor heelthe
high lavolt, nor sweetentalk, Nor play at subtle games:fair virtues all. To which the Greciansare
most prompt and pregnant But | cantell that in eachgraceof theseThere lurks astill and
dumb-discoursivedevil That tempts most cunningly: but be not tempted CRESSIDADo you think |
will2TROILUS No. But somethingmay be donethat we will not: And sometimeswe are devilsto
ourselves When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, Presumingon their changefulpotency.
AENEAS[Within] Nay. goodmy lord.——TROILUS Come.kiss: and let us part. PARIS[Within

Brother Troilus! TROILUS Good brother, comeyou hither: And bring AEneasand the Grecian with
you.CRESSIDAMy lord, will you betrue?TROILUS Who. I? alas.it is my vice my fault: Whiles
othersfish with craft for great opinion, | with greattruth catch mere simplicity: Whilst somewith
cunning gild their coppercrowns, With truth and plainnessl do wear mine bare. Fear not my truth:
the moral of my wit Is 'plain and true:' there's all the reach of it. Enter AENEAS, PARIS,
ANTENOR, DEIPHOBUS, and DIOMEDES Welcome,Sir Diomed! hereis the lady Which for
Antenor we deliver you: At the port, lord. I'll give her to thy hand. And by the way possessheewhat
sheis. Entreat her fair; and. by my soul. fair Greek, If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword, Name
Cressidaand thy life shall be assafeAs Priam is in llion. DIOMEDES Fair Lady Cressid,Soplease
you, savethe thanks this prince expects:The lustre in your eye heavenin your cheek,Pleadsyour
fair usage:and to Diomed You shall be mistress and commandhim wholly. TROILUS Grecian, thou
dost not useme courteously, To shamethe zealof my petition to theeln praising her: | tell thee.lord
of Greece.Sheis asfar high—soaringo'er thy praisesAs thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. |
chargetheeuseher well, evenfor my charge: For, by the dreadful Pluto., if thou dostnot, Though the
great bulk Achilles be thy guard. I'll cut thy throat. DIOMEDES O. be not moved, Prince Troilus: Let
me be privileged by my placeand messageTo be a speakerfree: whenl| am hencel'll answerto my
lust: and know vou, lord, I'll nothing do on charge:to her own worth Sheshall be prized: but that
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you say'be't so.'I'll_speakit in my spirit and honour. 'no.'TROILUS Come,to the port. I'll tell thee,
Diomed, This brave shall oft make theeto hide thy head.Lady, give me your hand, and. aswe walk,
To our own selvesbend we our needfultalk. Exeunt TROILUS. CRESSIDA. and DIOMEDES
Trumpet within PARISHark! Hector's trumpet. AENEASHow havewe spentthis morning! The prince
must think metardy and remiss, That soreto ride before him to the field.PARIS'Tis Troilus' fault:
come.come.to field with him.DEIPHOBUSL et us make ready straight AENEASYea, with a
bridegroom's fresh alacrity, Let us addressto tend on Hector's heels:The glory of our Troy doth this
day lie On his fair worth and singlechivalry. ExeuntAct 4, Scene5The Grecian camp. Lists setout.
Enter AJAX, armed; AGAMEMNON. ACHILLES, PATROCLUS., MENEILAUS., ULYSSES,
NESTOR. and othersAGAMEMNON Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair. Anticipating time
with starting courage.Give with thy trumpet aloud noteto Troy. Thou dreadful Ajax; that the
appalled air May pierce the head of the great combatant And hale him hither. AJAX Thou, trumpet,
there's my purse. Now crack thy lungs. and split thy brazen pipe: Blow, villain, till thy spheredbias
cheekOutswell the colic of puff'd Aquilon: Come,stretch thy chestand let thy eyesspoutblood:
Thou blow'st for Hector.Trumpet sound4JLYSSESNo trumpet answersACHILLES 'Tis but early
daysAGAMEMNON Is not yond Diomed. with Calchas'daughterJLYSSESTis he.| ken the
manner of his gait: He riseson the toe: that spirit of his In aspiration lifts him from the earth.Enter
DIOMEDES, with CRESSIDAAGAMEMNON Is this the Lady Cressid DIOMEDES Even she.
AGAMEMNON Most dearly welcometo the Greeks,sweetlady.NESTOROur generaldoth saluteyou
with a kissULYSSESYet is the kindnessbut particular. 'Twere better shewerekiss'd in general
NESTORAN very courtly counsel:I'll begin. Somuch for NestorACHILLES I'll take what winter
from your lips, fair lady: Achilles bids you welcomeMENELAUS | had goodargument for kissing
oncePATROCLUSBUt that's no argument for kissing now: For this popp'd Paris in his hardiment,
And parted thus you and your argumentULYSSESO deadly gall. and theme of all our scorns!For
which we loseour headsto gild his horns PATROCLUSThe first wasMenelaus'kiss: this, mine:
Patroclus kissesyou MENELAUS O, this is trim! PATROCLUSParis and | kiss evermorefor him.
MENELAUS I'llhavemy kiss, sir. Lady. by vour leaveCRESSIDAINn kissing. do you render or
receive PATROCLUSBoth take and give CRESSIDAI'll make my match to live, The kiss you take is
better than you give: Therefore no kissMENELAUS I'll give you boot, I'll_give you three for one.
CRESSIDAYou're an odd man; give evenor give noneMENELAUS An odd man, lady! everyman is
0dd.CRESSIDANO, Paris is not: for you know 'tis true, That you are odd, and he is evenwith you.
MENELAUS You fillip meo' the head CRESSIDANOo. I'll be sworn.ULYSSESt were no match, your
nail againsthis horn. May |. sweetlady, bega kiss of you?2CRESSIDAYou may.ULYSSES do desire
it. CRESSIDAWhy, beq.thenULYSSESWhy then for Venus' sake.give me a kiss, When Helenis a
maid again, and his.CRESSIDAI am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due ULYSSESNever's my day,
and then a kiss of you DIOMEDES Lady. aword: I'll bring you to vour father.Exit with CRESSIDA
NESTORA woman of quick sensdJLYSSESFie, fie upon her! There's languagein her eye her cheek,
her lip. Nay. her foot speaks:her wanton spirits 0ok out At everyjoint and motive of her body. O.
theseencounterers,soglib of tongue, That give accostingwelcomeere it comes.And wide unclaspthe
tablesof their thoughts To everyticklish reader! setthem down For sluttish spoils of opportunity
And daughtersof the gameTrumpet within ALL The Trojans' trumpet. AGAMEMNON Yonder
comesthe troop.Enter HECTOR, armed: AENEAS. TROILUS, and other Trojans. with Attendants
AENEASHail, all you state of Greece!what shall be doneTo him that victory commands?or do you
purposeA victor shall be known? will you the knights Shall to the edgeof all extremity Pursueeach
other, or shall be divided By any voiceor order of the field? Hector badeask AGAMEMNON Which
way would Hector haveit? AENEASHe caresnot; he'll obeyconditionsACHILLES 'Tis donelike
Hector: but securelydone. A little proudly. and great deal misprizing The knight opposedAENEASIf
not Achilles. sir, What is your nameACHILLES If not Achilles, nothing. AENEASTherefore Achilles:
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but, whate'er, know this: In the extremity of great and little . Valour and pride excelthemselvesn
Hector: The onealmostasinfinite asall. The other blank asnothing. Weigh him well, And that which
looks like pride is courtesy. This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood: In love whereof, half Hector
staysat home Half heart, half hand. half Hector comesto seekThis blendedknight. half Trojan and
half Greek ACHILLES A maidenbattle, then? O. | perceiveyou.Re—enterDIOMEDES
AGAMEMNON Here is Sir Diomed. Go, gentleknight, Stand by our Ajax: asyou and Lord AEneas
Consentupon the order of their fight, Sobe it: either to the uttermost, Or elsea breath: the
combatantsbeingkin Half stints their strife beforetheir strokesbegin AJAX and HECTOR enter the
listsULYSSESThey are opposedalready AGAMEMNON What Trojan is that samethat looks so
heavyJLYSSESThe youngestsonof Priam, atrue knight, Not vet mature, yet matchlessfirm of
word, Speakingin deedsand deedlessn his tongue: Not soonprovoked nor being provoked soon
calmd: His heart and hand both openand both free: For what he hashe gives.what thinks he shows;
Yet giveshe not till judgment guide his bounty, Nor dignifies an impure thought with breath: Manly
asHector, but more dangerous:For Hector in his blaze of wrath subscribesTo tender objects.but he
in heatof action Is more vindicative than jealouslove: They call him Troilus, and on him erectA
secondhope.asfairly built asHector. Thus saysAEneas:;onethat knows the youth Evento his
inches.and with private soulDid in great Ilion thus translate him to me Alarum. Hector and Ajax
fight AGAMEMNON They are in action NESTORNow, Ajax. hold thine own!TROILUS Hector, thou
sleep'st; Awake thee AGAMEMNON His blows are well disposed:there, Ajax! DIOMEDES You must
no more Trumpets ceas@ENEASPrinces, enough.sopleaseyou AJAX | am not warm vet: let usfight
again DIOMEDES As Hector pleasesdECTOR Why, then will | ho more: Thou art, greatlord, my
father's sister'sson.A cousin—germanto great Priam's seed:The obligation of our blood forbids A
gory emulation 'twixt ustwain: Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan soThat thou couldstsay
‘This hand is Grecian all. And this is Trojan ; the sinewsof this leg All Greek, and this all Troy: my
mother's blood Runs on the dexter cheek.and this sinister Boundsin my father's:' by Jove
multipotent, Thou shouldstnot bear from me a Greekish member Wherein my sword had not
impressure made Of our rank feud: but the just godsgainsayThat any drop thou borrow'dst from
thy mother, My sacredaunt, should by my mortal sword Bedrain'd! Let me embracethee,Ajax: By
him that thunders, thou hastlusty arms: Hector would havethem fall upon him thus: Cousin. all
honour to thee!AJAX | thank thee,Hector Thou art too gentleand too free aman: | cameto Kill thee,
cousin,and bear henceA great addition earnedin thy deathHECTOR Not Neoptolemussomirable,
On whosebright crest Famewith her loud'st OyesCries 'This is he.' could promise to himself A
thought of addedhonour torn from Hector AENEASThere is expectancehere from both the sides,
What further you will do HECTORWe'll answerit; The issueis embracement:Ajax, farewell AJAX
If | might in entreatiesfind success—-As seldl havethe chance——Iwould desire My famouscousinto
our Grecian tentsDIOMEDES 'Tis Agamemnon'swish, and great Achilles Doth long to seeunarm'd
the valiant Hector HECTOR AEneas.call my brother Troilus to me. And signify this loving interview
To the expectersof our Trojan part: Desirethem home Give methy hand, my cousin: | will goeat
with theeand seeyour knights AJAX Great Agamemnoncomesto meetus here HECTOR The
worthiest of them tell me nameby name; But for Achilles, mine own searchingeyesShall find him by
his large and portly size AGAMEMNON Worthy of arms! aswelcomeasto one That would be rid of
suchan enemy: But that's no welcome:understand more clear, What's pastand what's to comeis
strew'd with husks And formlessruin of oblivion; But in this extant moment. faith and troth. Strain'd
purely from all hollow bias—drawing, Bids thee,with mostdivine integrity, From heart of very heart,
great Hector, welcomeHECTORI thank thee,mostimperious AgamemnonAGAMEMNON [To
TROILUS] My well-famedlord of Troy. nolessto youMENELAUS L et me confirm my princel
brother's greeting: You brace of warlike brothers, welcomehither. HECTOR Who must we answer?
AENEASThe noble MenelausHECTOR O, you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks! Mock not,
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that | affect the untraded oath: Your quondam wife swearsstill by Venus'glove: She'swell, but bade
me not commendher to you MENELAUS Name her not now, sir; she'sa deadlythemeHECTORO,
pardon: | offend NESTORI have,thou gallant Trojan ., seentheeoft Labouring for destiny make
cruel way Through ranks of Greekishyouth, and | haveseenthee.As hot asPerseusspur thy
Phrygian steed.Despisingmany forfeits and subduements When thou hasthung thy advancedsword
i' the air, Not letting it declineon the declined That | havesaidto somemy standersby 'Lo. Jupiter
is yonder. dealinglife!" And | haveseenthee pauseand take thy breath, When that a ring of Greeks
havehemm'd theein, Like an Olympian wrestling: this havel seen But this thy countenance still
lock'd in steel.l neversawtill now. | knew thy grandsire, And oncefought with him: he wasa soldier
good: But, by great Mars, the captain of us all. Neversawlike thee.Let an old man embracethee;
And. worthy warrior, welcometo our tents AENEAS'Tis the old NestorHECTOR Let me embrace
thee,goodold chronicle, That hastsolong walk'd hand in hand with time: Most reverend Nestor, |
am glad to clasptheeNESTORI would my arms could match theein contention, As they contend
with theein courtesyHECTOR | would they could NESTORHa! By this white beard, I'ld fight with
theeto—morrow. Well, welcome welcome!l haveseenthe time.ULYSSES wonder now how yonder
city standsWhen we havehere her baseand pillar by usHECTOR| know your favour, Lord Ulysses,
well. Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead.Sincefirst | sawyourself and Diomed In llion,
on your Greekish embassWLYSSESSir, | foretold you then what would ensue:My prophecy is but
half his journey vet: For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, Yond towers, whosewanton tops
do bussthe clouds, Must kisstheir own feetHECTOR| must not believeyou: There they stand vet,
and modestlyl think, The fall of every Phrygian stonewill costA drop of Grecian blood: the end
crownsall, And that old commonarbitrator, Time, Will oneday endit. ULYSSESSoto him we leave
it. Most gentleand mostvaliant Hector, welcome:After the general | beseechyou next To feastwith
me and seeme at my tent. ACHILLES | shall forestall thee,Lord Ulyssesthou! Now, Hector, | have
fed mine eyeson thee: | havewith exactview perusedthee,Hector, And quoted joint by joint.
HECTORIs this Achilles?ACHILLES | am AchillesHECTOR Stand fair, | pray thee:let melook on
thee ACHILLES Beholdthy fil. HECTOR Nay, | havedonealready ACHILLES Thou art too brief: |
will the secondtime, As | would buy thee,view theelimb by limb.HECTOR O, like a book of sport
thou'lt read me o'er; But there's more in me than thou understand'st. Why dostthou sooppressme
with thine eye?ACHILLES Tell me,you heavensin which part of his body Shall | destroy him?
whether there, or there, or there? That | may give the local wound a name And make distinct the
very breach whereout Hector's great spirit flew: answerme, heavensHECTOR It would discredit the
blestgods.proud man, To answersucha guestion: stand again: Think'st thou to catch my life so
pleasantlyAs to prenominate in nice conjecture Where thou wilt hit me dead? ACHILLES | tell thee,
yeaHECTORWert thou an oracleto tell me so.l'd not believethee.Henceforth guard theewell: For
Il not kill theethere, nor there, nor there: But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm, I'll Kill thee
everywhere, yea,o'er and o'er. You wisestGrecians, pardon methis brag: His insolencedraws folly
from my lips: But I'll endeavourdeedsto match thesewords, Or may | hever——AJAX Do not chafe
thee,cousin: And you, Achilles, let thesethreats alone, Till accidentor purposebring youto't: You
may have every day enoughof Hector If you havestomach the generalstate | fear, Can scarce
entreat you to be odd with him.HECTORI pray vou, let us seeyou in the field: We have had pelting
wars, sinceyou refused The Grecians' causeACHILLES Dostthou entreat me, Hector? To—morrow
do | meetthee.fell asdeath; To—night all friends. HECTOR Thy hand upon that match.
AGAMEMNON First, all you peersof Greece.goto my tent: There in the full convivewe: afterwards,
As Hector's leisure and your bountiesshall Concur together, severallyentreat him. Beatloud the
tabourines, let the trumpets blow, That this great soldier may his welcomeknow.Exeunt all except
TROILUS and ULYSSESTROILUS My Lord Ulyssestell me. | beseectyou, In what placeof the
field doth Calchaskeeg?ULYSSESAt Menelaus'tent, mostprincely Troilus: There Diomeddoth
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feastwith him to—night: Who neither looks upon the heavennor earth, But givesall gazeand bent of
amorousview On the fair CressidTROILUS Shall sweetlord, be bound to you somuch, After we part
from Agamemnon'stent, To bring me thither? ULYSSESYou shall commandme, sir. As gentletell
me. of what honour was This Cressidain Troy? Had sheno lover there That wails her absence?
TROILUS O, sir, to suchasboastingshowtheir scarsA mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord? She
wasbeloved.sheloved: sheis. and doth: But still sweetlove is food for fortune's tooth.ExeuntAct 5
ScenelThe Grecian camp. Before Achilles' tent.Enter ACHILLES and PATROCLUSACHILLES I'll
heat his blood with Greekishwine to—night, Which with my scimitar I'll coolto—morrow. Patroclus,
let us feasthim to the height PATROCLUSHere comesThersitesEnter THERSITESACHILLES
How now, thou core of envy! Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the newsTHERSITESWhy, thou
picture of what thou seemestand idol of idiot worshippers. here'sa letter for thee ACHILLES From
whence fragment?THERSITESWhy. thou full dish of fool, from Troy.PATROCLUSWho keepsthe
tent now?THERSITES The surgeon'sbox. or the patient's wound.PATROCLUSWell said, adversity!
and what needthesetricks? THERSITESPrithee, be silent, boy: | profit not by thy talk: thou art
thought to be Achilles' male varlet. PATROCLUSMale varlet, you rogue! what's that?THERSITES
Why, his masculinewhore. Now, the rotten disease®f the south, the guts—qriping. ruptures, catarrhs,
loadso' graveli' the back, lethargies,cold palsies.raw eyesdirt-rotten livers, wheezinglungs,
bladdersfull of imposthume,sciaticas limekilns i' the palm, incurable bone—acheand the rivelled
fee—simpleof the tetter, take and take again such preposterousdiscoveriessPATROCLUSWhy thou
damnablebox of envy, thou, what meanestthou to cursethus?THERSITESDo | cursethee?
PATROCLUSWhy no, you ruinous butt, you whoresonindistinguishable cur, no. THERSITESNQ!
why art thou then exasperatethou idle immaterial skein of sleave-silk.thou greensarcenetflap for a
soreeye thou tasselof a prodigal's purse. thou? Ah, how the poor world is pesteredwith such
waterflies, diminutives of nature! PATROCLUSOut, galllTHERSITESFinch—-eggACHILLES My
sweetPatroclus, | am thwarted quite From my great purposein to—morrow's battle. Here is a letter
from QueenHecuba A token from her daughter, my fair love, Both taxing me and gagingme to keep
An oath that | havesworn. | will not break it: Fall Greeks: fail fame: honour or goor stay: My major
vow lies here. this I'll obey.Come,come,Thersites. help to trim my tent: This night in banqueting
must all be spent.Away, Patroclus!Exeunt ACHILLES and PATROCLUSTHERSITESWith too
much blood and too little brain, thesetwo may run mad;: but, if with too much brain and too little
blood they do. I'll be a curer of madmen.Here's Agamemnon.an honestfellow enoughand onethat
lovesquails: but he hasnot somuch brain asearwax: and the goodly transformation of Jupiter there,
his brother, the bull,.——the primitive statue and obligue memorial of cuckolds: a thrifty
shoeing—hornin a chain, hanging at his brother's leg.——towhat form but that heis. should wit larded
with malice and malice forced with wit turn him to? To an ass.were nothing: heis both assand ox: to
an ox, were nothing: heis both ox and ass.To be a dog.a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an
owl, a puttock, or a herring without aroe, | would not care: but to be Menelaus.l would conspire
againstdestiny. Ask me not, what | would be. if | were not Thersites:for | care not to be the louseof
alazar, sol were not Menelaus!Hey—day! spirits and fires!Enter HECTOR, TROILUS, AJAX,
AGAMEMNON, ULYSSES.NESTOR. MENELAUS. and DIOMEDES, with lightsAGAMEMNON
We gowrong, we gowrong AJAX No, yonder 'tis; There, where we seethe lights HECTORI trouble
you AJAX No, not a whit. ULYSSESHere comeshimself to guide youRe-enterACHILLES
ACHILLES Welcome,brave Hector: welcome princes al. AGAMEMNON Sonow, fair prince of Troy,
| bid goodnight. Ajax commandsthe guard to tend on youHECTOR Thanks and goodnight to the
Greeks'generalMENELAUS Good night, my lord. HECTOR Good night, sweetlord Menelaus.
THERSITES Sweetdraught: 'sweet'quoth 'a! sweetsink, sweetsewerACHILLES Good night and
welcome both at once to thoseThat goor tarry. AGAMEMNON Good night.Exeunt AGAMEMNON
and MENELAUS ACHILLES Old Nestortarries: and you too. Diomed, Keep Hector companyan
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hour or two.DIOMEDESI| cannot.lord: | haveimportant businessThe tide whereofis now. Good
night, great Hector HECTOR Give me your hand ULYSSEJAside to TROILUS] Follow his torch: he
goesto Calchas'tent: I'll keepyou companyTROILUS Sweetsir, you honour me HECTOR And so,
goodnight.Exit DIOMEDES: ULYSSESand TROILUS followingACHILLES Come,come.enter my
tent.Exeunt ACHILLES., HECTOR., AJAX, and NESTORTHERSITESThat sameDiomed'sa
false—heartedrogue, a mostunjust knave: | will no more trust him when he leersthan | will a serpent
when he hisses:he will spendhis mouth, and promise, like Brabbler the hound: but when he
performs, astronomersforetell it; it is prodigious, there will comesomechange:the sun borrows of
the moon, when Diomed keepshis word. | will rather leaveto seeHector. than not to dog him: they
sayhekeepsa Trojan drab. and usesthe traitor Calchas'tent: I'll after. Nothing but lechery! all
incontinent varlets!ExitAct 5. Scene2The same.Before Calchas'tent.Enter DIOMEDESDIOMEDES
What. are you up here. ho? speakCALCHAS [Within] Who calls™DIOMEDES Calchas.| think.
Where's your daughter?CALCHAS [Within] Shecomesto you Enter TROILUS and ULYSSES.ata
distance:after them, THERSITESULYSSESStand where the torch may not discoverusEnter
CRESSIDATROILUS Cressid comesforth to him.DIOMEDES How now. my charge!lCRESSIDA
Now, my sweetguardian! Hark, a word with youWhispersTROILUS Yea, sofamiliar 'ULYSSESShe
will singany man at first sight THERSITESAnd any man may sing her, if he cantake her cliff; she's
noted DIOMEDESWill you remember?CRESSIDARemembet yesDIOMEDES Nay, but do, then:
And let your mind be coupledwith your words TROILUS What should sheremember?ULYSSES. ist
.CRESSIDASweethoney Greek, tempt me no more to folly. THERSITESRoguery!DIOMEDES Nay,
then,——CRESSIDAI'l tell you what.——DIOMEDES Foh. foh! come.tell a pin: you are forsworn.
CRESSIDAIN faith, | cannot: what would you have me do?THERSITESA juggling trick ,——to be
secretlyopenDIOMEDES What did you swearyou would bestowon me2ZCRESSIDAI prithee, do not
hold me to mine oath: Bid me do any thing but that, sweetGreek. DIOMEDES Good night. TROILUS
Hold, patience ULYSSESHow now, Trojan !CRESSIDADiomed,—-DIOMEDES No. ho. goodnight:
I'll_beyour fool no more. TROILUS Thy better must CRESSIDAHark. oneword in your eatr.
TROILUS O plagueand madnessULYSSESYou are moved, prince; let usdepart, | pray vou, Lest
your displeasureshould enlargeitself To wrathful terms: this placeis dangerous:The time right
deadly: | beseechyou. goTROILUS Behold. | pray you!lULYSSESNay. goodmy lord. go off: You
flow to great distraction: come.my lord. TROILUS | pray thee,stayULYSSESYou havenot patience;
comeTROILUS | pray you, stay: by hell and all hell's torments | will not speaka word!DIOMEDES
And so.goodnight. CRESSIDANay, but you part in angerTROILUS Doth that grieve thee?0O
wither'd truth! ULYSSESWhy, how now, lord! TROILUS By Jove,| will be patient. CRESSIDA
Guardian!-—why, Greekl DIOMEDES Foh, foh! adieu: you palter. CRESSIDAIn faith, | do not: come
hither onceagain ULYSSESYou shake.my lord, at something:will you go?You will break out.
TROILUS Shestrokeshis cheekULYSSESCome, comeTROILUS Nay, stay: by Jove, | will not speak
aword: There is betweenmy will and all offencesA guard of patience:stay a little while.
THERSITESHow the devil Luxury , with his fat rump and potato—finger, tickles thesetogether! Fry,
lechery. fry! DIOMEDES But will you, then?ZCRESSIDAIN faith, | will, 1a; nevertrust me else.
DIOMEDES Give me sometoken for the surety of it. CRESSIDAI'll fetch you oneExitULYSSESYou
have sworn patienceTROILUS Fear me not, sweetlord: | will not be myself. nor have cognition Of
what | feel: | am all patienceRe—enter CRESSIDATHERSITES Now the pledge;:now, now, how!
CRESSIDAHere, Diomed. keepthis sleevelTROILUS O beauty! where s thy faith? ULYSSESMy
lord.——TROILUS | will be patient: outwardly | will. CRESSIDAYou look upon that sleeve:beholdit
well. He loved me——0 falsewench!--Give't me again DIOMEDES Whosewas't?CRESSIDAIt is no
matter, now | have't again.| will not meetwith you to—morrow night: | prithee, Diomed. visit me no
more THERSITESNow shesharpens:well said. whetstoneDIOMEDES | shall haveit. CRESSIDA
What, this?DIOMEDES Ay, that. CRESSIDAOQ. all you gods!O pretty, pretty pledge! Thy master now
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liesthinking in his bed Of theeand me. and sighs.and takesmy glove, And givesmemorial dainty
kissesto it, As| kissthee.Nay, do not snatchit from me: He that takesthat doth take my heart
withal. DIOMEDES | had your heart before, this follows it. TROILUS | did swearpatienceCRESSIDA
You shall not haveit, Diomed: faith, you shall not; I'll give you somethingelseDIOMEDESI| will have
this: whosewasit? CRESSIDAIt is no matter. DIOMEDES Come.tell me whoseit wasCRESSIDA
"Twas one'sthat loved me better than you will. But, now you haveit, take it. DIOMEDES Whosewas
it?CRESSIDABY all Diana's waiting—womenyond, And by herself, | will not tell you whose.
DIOMEDES To-morrow will | wear it on my helm, And grieve his spirit that daresnot challengeit.
TROILUS Wert thou the devil, and worestit on thy horn, It should be challengedCRESSIDAWEell,
well, 'tis done,'tis past: and yet it is not: | will not keepmy word.DIOMEDES Why, then, farewell:
Thou never shalt mock Diomed again CRESSIDAYou shall not go: one cannot speaka word, But it
straight starts you DIOMEDES| do not like this fooling. THERSITESNor |, by Pluto: but that that
likes not you pleasesne bestDIOMEDES What, shalll come?the hour?CRESSIDAAyY, come:——0
Jove!-—docome:——I| shall be plagued DIOMEDES Farewell till then.CRESSIDAGo0od night: |
prithee, comeExit DIOMEDES Troilus, farewell! oneeyevet looks on thee But with my heart the
other eyedoth see. Ah, poor our sex!this fault in us| find, The error of our eyedirects our mind:
What error leadsmusterr: O, then concludeMinds swayd by eyesare full of turpitude. Exit
THERSITESA proof of strength shecould not publish more, Unlessshesaid' My mind is now turn'd
whore.'ULYSSESAIl's done.my lord. TROILUS It isULYSSESWhy staywe, then?TROILUS To
make a recordation to my soul Of every syllable that here wasspoke.But if | tell how thesetwo did
co—act,Shall | not lie in publishing a truth? Sith yetthere is a credencein my heart, An esperanceso
obstinately strong, That doth invert the attest of eyesand ears,As if thoseorganshad deceptious
functions. Created only to calumniate. Was CressidhereAJLYSSES cannotconjure, Trojan.
TROILUS Shewasnot, sure ULYSSESMost sure shewasTROILUS Why, my negationhath no taste
of madnesdJLYSSESNor mine, my lord: Cressidwashere but now.TROILUS Let it not be believed
for womanhood! Think, we had mothers: do not give advantageTo stubborn critics, apt, without a
theme, For depravation, to squarethe generalsexBy Cressid'srule: rather think this not Cressid.
ULYSSESWhat hath shedone, prince, that can soil our mothers?TROILUS Nothing at all. unlessthat
this were sheTHERSITESWill he swaggerhimself out on's own eyesTROILUS This she?no, this is
Diomed's Cressida:If beauty havea soul. this is not she:If soulsguide vows.if vowsbe sanctimonies,
If sanctimonybethe gods'delight, If there berule in unity itself, This is not she.O madnessof
discourse That causesetsup with and againstitself! Bi—fold authority! where reasoncan revolt
Without perdition, and lossassumeall reasonWithout revolt: this is, and is not, Cressid.Within my
soulthere doth conducea fight Of this strange nature that a thing inseparateDivides more wider
than the sky and earth, And yet the spaciousbreadth of this division Admits no orifex for a point as
subtle As Ariachne's broken woof to enter. Instance O instance strong asPluto's gates:Cressidis
mine, tied with the bondsof heaven:Iinstance O instancé strong asheavenitself: The bondsof
heavenare slipp'd. dissolved.and loosed:And with another knot, five—finger—tied, The fractions of
her faith, orts of her love, The fragments, scraps.the bits and greasyrelics Of her o'er—eatenfaith,
are bound to DiomedULYSSESMay worthy Troilus be half attach'd With that which here his
passiondoth expres®TROILUS Ay, Greek: and that shall be divulged well In charactersasred as
Mars his heart Inflamed with Venus: neverdid young man fancy With soeternal and sofix'd a soul.
Hark. Greek: asmuch asl do Cressidlove, Somuch by weight hate | her Diomed: That sleevels
mine that he'll bear on his helm:; Were it a casquecomposedby Vulcan's skill, My sword should bite
it: not the dreadful spoutWhich shipmendo the hurricano call. Constringedin massby the almighty
sun, Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune'sear In his descentthan shall my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed THERSITESHe!'ll tickle it for his concupyTROILUS O Cressid! O false Cressid!
false.false.false! Let all untruths stand by thy stainedname.And they'll seemglorious ULYSSESO,
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contain yourself Your passiondraws earshither.Enter AENEASAENEASI havebeenseekingyou
this hour, my lord: Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy: Ajax. your guard, staysto conductyou
homeTROILUS Have with you, prince. My courteouslord. adieu. Farewell, revolted fair! and,
Diomed, Stand fast, and wear a castleon thy headlULYSSES'll bring you to the gatesTROILUS
Acceptdistracted thanks Exeunt TROILUS, AENEAS. and ULYSSESTHERSITESWould | could
meetthat rogue Diomed! | would croak like araven: | would bode.| would bode.Patroclus will give
me any thing for the intelligence of this whore: the parrot will not do more for an almond than he for
a commodiousdrab. Lechery, lechery: still. wars and lechery: nothing elseholds fashion: a burning
devil take them!ExitAct 5, Scene3Troy. Before Priam's palaceEnter HECTOR and
ANDROMACHE ANDROMACHE When wasmy lord somuch ungently temperd. To stop his ears
againstadmonishment?Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to—dayHECTOR You train meto offend
you: getyou in: By all the everlastinggods.!'ll go!/ANDROMACHE My dreamswill, sure, prove
ominousto the dayHECTOR No more, | sayEnter CASSANDRACASSANDRAWhere is my brother
Hector?’ANDROMACHE Here, sister: arm'd, and bloody in intent. Consort with mein loud and dear
petition, Pursuewe him on knees:for | havedream'd Of bloody turbulence. and this whole night
Hath nothing beenbut shapesand forms of slaughter CASSANDRAO. 'tis true. HECTOR Ho! bid my
trumpet soundiICASSANDRANO notesof sally, for the heavens sweetbrother. HECTOR Be gone.|
say: the godshave heard me swearCASSANDRAThe godsare deafto hot and peevishvows: They
are polluted offerings. more abhorr'd Than spottedlivers in the sacrifice ANDROMACHE O, be
persuaded!do not count it holy To hurt by beingjust: it is aslawful, For we would give much, to use
violent thefts, And rob in the behalf of charity. CASSANDRAIt is the purposethat makesstrong the
vow: But vowsto every purpose must not hold: Unarm, sweetHector HECTOR Hold you still, | say;
Mine honour keepsthe weather of my fate: Lie every man holds dear: but the brave man Holds
honour far more precious—dearthan life.Enter TROILUS How now, young man! mearist thou to
fight to—day?ANDROMACHE Cassandra.call my father to persuadeExit CASSANDRAHECTOR
No. faith, young Troilus: doff thy harness.youth: | amto—dayi' the vein of chivalry: Let grow thy
sinewstill their knots be strong. And tempt not vet the brushesof the war. Unarm thee,go. and doubt
thou not, brave boy, I'll_standto—day for theeand me and Troy. TROILUS Brother, you havea vice of
mercy in you, Which better fits a lion than a man HECTOR What viceis that, good Troilus? chide me
for it. TROILUS When many times the captive Grecian falls, Evenin the fan and wind of your fair
sword, You bid them rise, and live. HECTOR O.'tis fair play.TROILUS Fool's play. by heaven.Hector.
HECTOR How now! how now!TROILUS For the love of all the gods.Let's leavethe hermit pity with
our mothers, And when we have our armours buckled on, The venom'd vengeanceide upon our
swords, Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. HECTOR Fie, savagefie! TROILUS Hector,
then 'tis wars HECTOR Troilus, | would not haveyou fight to—day.TROILUS Who should withhold
me? Not fate, obediencenor the hand of Mars Beckoningwith fiery truncheon my retire: Not
Priamus and Hecubaon knees.Their eyeso'ergalled with recourseof tears: Not you, my brother,
with your true sword drawn, Opposedto hinder me, should stop my way, But by my ruin. Re—enter
CASSANDRA, with PRIAM CASSANDRALay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast He is thy
crutch: now if thou losethy stay, Thou on him leaning.and all Troy on thee, Fall all togetherPRIAM
Come, Hector, come,go back: Thy wife hath dream'd: thy mother hath had visions: Cassandradoth
foresee:and | myself Am like a prophet suddenlyenrapt To tell theethat this day is ominous:
Therefore, comeback HECTOR AEneasis a—field: And | do stand engagedo many Greeks.Evenin
the faith of valour, to appear This morning to them.PRIAM Ay, but thou shalt not goHECTORI
must not break my faith. You know me dutiful: therefore, dear sir, Let me not shamerespect but
give me leaveTo take that courseby your consentand voice, Which you do here forbid me, royal
Priam.CASSANDRAQ Priam, vield not to him! ANDROMACHE Do not, dear father. HECTOR
Andromache. | am offendedwith you: Upon the love you bear me, getyou in.Exit ANDROMACHE
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TROILUS This foolish, dreaming, superstitiousgirl Makes all thesebodementsCASSANDRAO.
farewell, dear Hector! Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eyeturns palel Look, how thy woundsdo
bleedat many vents! Hark, how Troy roars! how Hecubacries out! How poor Andromache shrills
her dolours forth! Behold. distraction, frenzy and amazementlike witlessantics, oneanother meet,
And all cry, Hector! Hector's dead! O Hector! TROILUS Away! away!CASSANDRAFarewell: yet,
soft! Hector! take my leave: Thou dostthyself and all our Troy deceiveExitHECTOR You are
amazed.my liege.at her exclaim: Go in and cheerthe town: we'll forth and fight, Do deedsworth
praise and tell you them at night.PRIAM Farewell: the godswith safetystand about thee Exeunt
severallyPRIAM and HECTOR. AlarumsTROILUS They are at it. hark! Proud Diomed. believe.|
cometo losemy arm, or win my sleeveEnter PANDARUSPANDARUSDo you hear, my lord? do you
hear?TROILUS What now?PANDARUSHere's a letter comefrom yond poor girl. TROILUS Let me
read PANDARUSA whoresontisick, a whoresonrascally tisick sotroubles me, and the foolish
fortune of this girl: and what onething, what another, that | shall leaveyou oneo' thesedays: and |
havea rheum in mine eyestoo, and suchan achein my bonesthat, unlessa man were cursed. |
cannottell what to think on't. What saysshethere?TROILUS Words. words, mere words, no matter
from the heart: The effectdoth operateanother way.Tearing the letter Go, wind, to wind, there turn
and changetogether. My love with words and errors still shefeeds:But edifiesanother with her
deedsExeunt severallyAct 5, ScenedPlains betweenTroy and the Grecian campAlarums:
excursions.Enter THERSITESTHERSITES Now they are clapper—clawing oneanother: I'll golook
on. That dissemblingabominablevarlets Diomed. hasgot that samescurvy doting foolish young
knave's sleeveof Troy there in his helm: | would fain seethem meet: that that sameyoung Trojan
ass that lovesthe whore there, might sendthat Greekish whore—-masterly villain, with the sleeve,
back to the dissemblingluxurious drab, of a sleevelesgrrand. O' the t'other side,the policy of those
crafty swearingrascals.that stale old mouse—eaterdry cheeseNestor, and that samedog—fox,
Ulyssesis not proved worthy a blackberry: they setme up. in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax. against
that dog of asbad a kind, Achilles: and now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and will
not arm to—day: whereuponthe Greciansbeginto proclaim barbarism, and policy grows into aniill
opinion. Soft! here comessleeveand t'other. Enter DIOMEDES, TROILUS followingTROILUS Fly
not: for shouldstthou take the river Styx, | would swim after. DIOMEDES Thou dost miscall retire: |
do not fly. but advantageouscare Withdrew me from the odds of multitude: Have at thee!

THERSITESHold thy whore, Grecian!-—now for thy whore, Trojan !-—now the sleeve now the
sleeveExeunt TROILUS and DIOMEDES, fightingEnter HECTORHECTORWhat art thou, Greek?
art thou for Hector's match? Art thou of blood and honour?THERSITESNo. no.|l amarascal a
scurvy railing knave: avery filthy rogueHECTORI do believethee: live.ExitTHERSITES
God-a-mercy.that thou wilt believeme: but a plaguebreak thy neckfor frightening me! What's
becomeof the wenchingrogues?! think they have swallowedoneanother: | would laugh at that
miracle: vet, in asort, lechery eatsitself. I'll_seekthem ExitAct 5. Scene5Another part of the plains.
Enter DIOMEDES and a ServanDIOMEDES Go, go. my servant, take thou Troilus' horse: Present
the fair steedto my lady Cressid: Fellow, commendmy serviceto her beauty: Tell her | have
chastisedthe amorousTrojan . And am her knight by proof.Servantl go. my lord.Exit Enter
AGAMEMNON AGAMEMNON Renew,renew! The fierce PolydamasHath beatdown Menon:
bastard Margarelon Hath Doreusprisoner, And standscolossus—wisewaving his beam,Upon the
pashedcorsesof the kings Epistrophus and Cedius: Polyxenesis slain, Amphimachus and Thoas
deadly hurt, Patroclusta'en or slain, and PalamedesSorehurt and bruised: the dreadful Saqittary
Appals our nhumbers: hastewe, Diomed, To reinforcement. or we perish all. Enter NESTORNESTOR
Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles: And bid the snail-pacedAjax arm for shame Thereis a
thousandHectorsin the field: Now here he fights on Galathe his horse.And there lacks work: anon
he'sthere afoot, And there they fly or die, like scaledscullsBefore the belchingwhale: then is he
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yonder, And there the strawy Greeks.ripe for his edge.Fall down before him. like the mower's swath
: Here, there, and everywhere, he leavesand takes, Dexterity soobeyingappetite That what hewill he
does.and doessomuch That proof is call'd impossibility.Enter ULYSSESULYSSESO. courage,
courage.princes! great Achilles Is arming, weeping.cursing, vowing vengeancePatroclus' wounds
haverousedhis drowsy blood, Togetherwith his mangled Myrmidons. That noselesshandless.hack
'd and chipp'd. cometo him. Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend And foamsat mouth, and heis
arm'd and at it. Roaring for Troilus, who hath doneto—day Mad and fantastic execution,Engaging
and redeemingof himself With sucha carelessforce and forcelesscare As if that luck, in very spite of
cunning, Bade him win all.Enter AJAX AJAX Troilus! thou coward Troilus! ExitDIOMEDES Ay,
there, there NESTORSo0, so,we draw togetherEnter ACHILLES ACHILLES Where is this Hector?
Come,come.thou boy—queller, showthy face: Know what it is to meetAchilles angry: Hector?
where'sHector? | will nonebut Hector.ExeuntAct 5, Scene6Another part of the plains Enter AJAX
AJAX Troilus. thou coward Troilus, showthy headEnter DIOMEDES DIOMEDES Troilus, | say!
where's Troilus? AJAX What wouldst thou?DIOMEDES | would correct him.AJAX Were | the general
. thou shouldsthavemy office Ere that correction. Troilus, | say!what, Troilus! Enter TROILUS
TROILUS O traitor Diomed! turn thy falseface.thou traitor, And pay thy life thou owestme for my
horse DIOMEDES Ha, art thou there?AJAX I'll fight with him alone: stand,. Diomed DIOMEDES He
is my prize: | will not look upon.TROILUS Come, both you coggingGreeks: haveat you both!Exeunt,
fightingEnter HECTORHECTOR Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my youngestbrother! Enter
ACHILLES ACHILLES Now do | seethee.ha! haveat thee,Hector'HECTOR Pause.if thou wilt.
ACHILLES | dodisdain thy courtesy.proud Trojan : Be happy that my arms are out of use My rest
and negligencebefriends thee now, But thou anon shalt hear of me again: Till when, go seekthy
fortune.ExitHECTOR Fare theewell: | would havebeenmuch more a fresher man, Had | expected
thee.How now, my brother! Re—enter TROILUS TROILUS Ajax hath ta'en AEneas:shall it be?No,
by the flame of yonder glorious heaven . He shall not carry him: I'll beta'en too. Or bring him off:
fate, hear mewhat | say!l reck not though | end my life to—day ExitEnter onein sumptuousarmour
HECTOR Stand. stand. thou Greek: thou art a goodly mark: No?wilt thou not? | like thy armour
well: I'll frush it and unlock the rivets all. But I'll be master of it: wilt thou not, beast.abide? Why,
then fly on, I'll hunt theefor thy hide ExeuntAct 5, Scene/Another part of the plains.Enter
ACHILLES. with MyrmidonsACHILLES Come here about me, you my Myrmidons: Mark what |
say.Attend mewhere | wheel: Strike not a stroke, but keepyourselvesin breath: And whenl| have
the bloody Hector found, Empale him with your weaponsround about: In fellestmanner execute
your aims. Follow me, sirs, and my proceedingseye It is decreedHector the great must die Exeunt
Enter MENELAUS and PARIS, fighting: then THERSITESTHERSITESThe cuckold and the
cuckold—maker are at it. Now, bull' now, dog!'Loo. Paris, 'loo! now my double—hennedsparrow!
'loo, Paris, 'loo! The bull hasthe game:ware horns. ho!Exeunt PARIS and MENELAUS Enter
MARGARELON MARGARELON Turn, slave and fight. THERSITESWhat art thou?
MARGAREL ON A bastard sonof Priam's. THERSITESI| am a bastard too; | love bastards:| ama
bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind. bastard in valour, in everything illegitimate. One
bear will not bite another, and wherefore should one bastard? Take heed.the quarrel's most ominous
to us: if the sonof a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgment: farewell, bastard.Exit
MARGARELON The devil take thee,coward!ExitAct 5, SceneBAnother part of the plains.Enter
HECTORHECTOR Most putrefied core, sofair without, Thy goodly armour thus hath costthy life.
Now is my day's work done:l'll take goodbreath: Rest,sword: thou hastthy fill of blood and death.
Puts off his helmetand hangshis shield behind himEnter ACHILLES and MyrmidonsACHILLES
Look, Hector, how the sun beginsto set: How ugly night comesbreathing at his heels:Evenwith the
vail and darking of the sun, To closethe day up. Hector's life is doneHECTORI| am unarm'd: forego
this vantage Greek ACHILLES Strike, fellows, strike: this is the man | seekHECTOR falls So.llion,
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fall thou next! now, Troy, sink down! Here liesthy heart, thy sinews.and thy bone.On, Myrmidons,
and cry vou all amain, 'Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.'A retreat soundedHark! a retire upon
our Grecian part. MYRMIDONS The Trojan trumpets soundthe like, my lord. ACHILLES The
dragon wing of night o'erspreadsthe earth, And, stickler—like, the armies separatesMy half-supp'd
sword, that frankly would havefed, Pleasedwith this dainty bait, thus goesto bed Sheatheshis sword
Come tie his body to my horse'stail: Along the field | will the Trojan trail. ExeuntAct 5, Scene9
Another part of the plains.Enter AGAMEMNON, AJAX, MENELAUS, NESTOR, DIOMEDES, and
others, marching. Shoutswithin AGAMEMNON Hark! hark! what shoutis that?NESTORPeace,
drums!Within Achilles! Achilles! Hector's slain! Achilles. DIOMEDES The bruit is. Hector's slain, and
by Achilles AJAXIf it be so.yet braglesslet it be: Great Hector wasa man asgoodashe.
AGAMEMNON March patiently along: let onebe sentTo pray Achilles seeus at our tent. If in his
death the godshaveus befriended. Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are endedExeunt,
marchingAct 5. ScenelGAnother part of the plains.Enter AENEAS and TrojansAENEASStand. ho!
yet are we mastersof the field: Nevergohome here starve we out the night.Enter TROILUS
TROILUS Hector is slain ALL Hector! the godsforbid 'TROILUS He's dead: and at the murderer's
horse'stail. In beastlysort, dragg'd through the shamefulfield. Frown on, you heavens effectyour
rage with speed Sit. gods.upon your thrones. and smile at Troy! | say.at oncelet your brief plagues
be mercy. And linger not our sure destructionson!AENEASMy lord, you do discomfort all the host!
TROILUS You understand me not that tell me so:| do not speakof flight, of fear, of death, But dare
all imminencethat godsand men Addresstheir dangersin. Hector is gone:Who shall tell Priam so,
or Hecuba?l et him that will a screech—owlayebe call'd, Goin to Troy, and saythere, Hector's
dead: There is aword will Priam turn to stone;Make wells and Niobesof the maids and wives. Cold
statuesof the youth, and. in a word, ScareTroy out of itself. But, march away: Hector is dead: there
is no more to say. Stay yet. You vile abominabletents, Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains,
Let Titan rise asearly ashedare, I'll through and through you! and, thou great-sizedcoward, No
spaceof earth shall sunderour two hates:I'll_haunt theelike a wicked consciencestill, That mouldeth
goblins swift asfrenzy's thoughts. Strike a free march to Troy! with comfort go: Hope of revenge
shall hide our inward woeExeunt AENEAS and TrojansAs TROILUS is going out. enter, from the
other side, PANDARUSPANDARUSBuUt hear you, hear you!TROILUS Hence broker—lackey!
ignomy and shamePursuethy life, and live ayewith thy name!ExitPANDARUSA goodly medicine
for my aching bones!O world! world! world! thus is the poor agentdespised!O traitors and bawds,
how earnestlyare you seta—work, and how ill requited! why should our endeavourbe soloved and
the performance soloathed?what versefor it? what instancefor it? Let me see:Full merrily the
humble—beedoth sing. Till he hath lost his honeyand his sting: And being oncesubduedin armed
tail, Sweethoneyand sweetnotestogetherfail. Goodtraders in the flesh, setthis in your painted
cloths. As many asbe here of pander's hall, Your eyes half out. weepout at Pandar's fall: Or if you
cannotweep.yet give somegroans, Though not for me. yet for your aching bones.Brethren and
sistersof the hold—door trade. Sometwo months hencemy will shall here be made: It should be now,
but that my fear is this, Somegalled gooseof Winchesterwould hiss: Till then I'll sweatand seek
about for easesAnd at that time bequeatheyou my disease€EXit............ccoeeeeeeii .
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As You Like It
Act 1, Scene 1

Orchard of Oliver's house.

Enter ORLANDO and ADAM

ORLANDO

ADAM

As | remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion
bequeathed me by will but poor a thousand crowns,
and, as thou sayest, charged my brother, on his
blessing, to breed me well: and there begins my
sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and
report speaks goldenly of his profit: for my part,

he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak more
properly, stays me here at home unkept; for call you
that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that

differs not from the stalling of an ox? His horses

are bred better; for, besides that they are fair

with their feeding, they are taught their manage,
and to that end riders dearly hired: but I, his
brother, gain nothing under him but growth; for the
which his animals on his dunghills are as much
bound to him as I. Besides this nothing that he so
plentifully gives me, the something that nature gave
me his countenance seems to take from me: he lets
me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a
brother, and, as much as in him lies, mines my
gentility with my education. This is it, Adam, that
grieves me; and the spirit of my father, which |

think is within me, begins to mutiny against this
servitude: | will no longer endure it, though yet |
know no wise remedy how to avoid it.

Yonder comes my master, your brother.

ORLANDO

Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he will
shake me up.

Enter OLIVER
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OLIVER
Now, sirl what make you here?
ORLANDO
Nothing: | am not taught to make any thing.
OLIVER
What mar you then, sir?
ORLANDO
Marry, sir, | am helping you to mar that which God
made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idleness.
OLIVER
Marry, sir, be better employed, and be naught awhile.
ORLANDO
Shall | keep your hogs and eat husks with them?
What prodigal portion have | spent, that | should
come to such penury?
OLIVER
Know you where your are, sir?
ORLANDO
O, sir, very well; here in your orchard.
OLIVER
Know you before whom, sir?
ORLANDO
Ay, better than him | am before knows me. | know
you are my eldest brother; and, in the gentle
condition of blood, you should so know me. The
courtesy of nations allows you my better, in that
you are the first-born; but the same tradition
takes not away my blood, were there twenty brothers
betwixt us: | have as much of my father in me as

you; albeit, | confess, your coming before me is
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nearer to his reverence.

OLIVER
What, boy!
ORLANDO
Come, come, elder brother, you are too young in this.
OLIVER
Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?
ORLANDO

I am no villain; | am the youngest son of Sir
Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and he is thrice
a villain that says such a father begot villains.

Wert thou not my brother, | would not take this hand
from thy throat till this other had pulled out thy
tongue for saying so: thou hast railed on thyself.

ADAM

Sweet masters, be patient: for your father's
remembrance, be at accord.

OLIVER
Let me go, | say.
ORLANDO

I will not, till I please: you shall hear me. My

father charged you in his will to give me good
education: you have trained me like a peasant,
obscuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like
gualities. The spirit of my father grows strong in

me, and | will no longer endure it: therefore allow
me such exercises as may become a gentleman, or
give me the poor allottery my father left me by
testament; with that | will go buy my fortunes.

OLIVER
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And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is spent?
Well, sir, get you in: | will not long be troubled
with you; you shall have some part of your will: |
pray you, leave me.
ORLANDO
I will no further offend you than becomes me for my good.
OLIVER
Get you with him, you old dog.
ADAM
Is 'old dog' my reward? Most true, | have lost my
teeth in your service. God be with my old master!
he would not have spoke such a word.
Exeunt ORLANDO and ADAM
OLIVER
Is it even so? begin you to grow upon me? | will
physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand
crowns neither. Holla, Dennis!
Enter DENNIS
DENNIS
Calls your worship?
OLIVER
Was not Charles, the duke's wrestler, here to speak with me?
DENNIS
So please you, he is here at the door and importunes
access to you.
OLIVER
Call him in.

Exit DENNIS

As You Like It



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

"Twill be a good way; and to—morrow the wrestling is.

Enter CHARLES
CHARLES

Good morrow to your worship.
OLIVER

Good Monsieur Charles, what's the new news at the
new court?

CHARLES

There's no news at the court, sir, but the old news:
that is, the old duke is banished by his younger
brother the new duke; and three or four loving lords
have put themselves into voluntary exile with him,
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke;
therefore he gives them good leave to wander.

OLIVER
Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke's daughter, be
banished with her father?

CHARLES
O, no; for the duke's daughter, her cousin, so loves
her, being ever from their cradles bred together,
that she would have followed her exile, or have died
to stay behind her. She is at the court, and no
less beloved of her uncle than his own daughter; and
never two ladies loved as they do.

OLIVER
Where will the old duke live?

CHARLES
They say he is already in the forest of Arden, and
a many merry men with him; and there they live like
the old Robin Hood of England: they say many young

gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the time
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carelessly, as they did in the golden world.

OLIVER
What, you wrestle to—morrow before the new duke?
CHARLES

Marry, do I, sir; and | came to acquaint you with a
matter. | am given, sir, secretly to understand

that your younger brother Orlando hath a disposition
to come in disguised against me to try a fall.
To-morrow, sir, | wrestle for my credit; and he that
escapes me without some broken limb shall acquit him
well. Your brother is but young and tender; and,

for your love, | would be loath to foil him, as |

must, for my own honour, if he come in: therefore,
out of my love to you, | came hither to acquaint you
withal, that either you might stay him from his
intendment or brook such disgrace well as he shall
run into, in that it is a thing of his own search

and altogether against my will.

OLIVER

Charles, | thank thee for thy love to me, which

thou shalt find | will most kindly requite. | had
myself notice of my brother's purpose herein and
have by underhand means laboured to dissuade him from
it, but he is resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles:

it is the stubbornest young fellow of France, full

of ambition, an envious emulator of every man's
good parts, a secret and villanous contriver against
me his natural brother: therefore use thy
discretion; | had as lief thou didst break his neck
as his finger. And thou wert best look to't; for if
thou dost him any slight disgrace or if he do not
mightily grace himself on thee, he will practise
against thee by poison, entrap thee by some
treacherous device and never leave thee till he
hath ta'en thy life by some indirect means or other;
for, | assure thee, and almost with tears | speak

it, there is not one so young and so villanous this
day living. | speak but brotherly of him; but

should | anatomize him to thee as he is, | must
blush and weep and thou must look pale and wonder.

CHARLES
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I am heartily glad | came hither to you. If he come
to—morrow, I'll give him his payment: if ever he go
alone again, I'll never wrestle for prize more: and
so God keep your worship!

OLIVER
Farewell, good Charles.
Exit CHARLES

Now will | stir this gamester: | hope | shall see

an end of him; for my soul, yet | know not why,
hates nothing more than he. Yet he's gentle, never
schooled and yet learned, full of noble device, of
all sorts enchantingly beloved, and indeed so much
in the heart of the world, and especially of my own
people, who best know him, that | am altogether
misprised: but it shall not be so long; this

wrestler shall clear all: nothing remains but that

| kindle the boy thither; which now I'll go about.

Exit
Act 1, Scene 2

Lawn before the Duke's palace.
Enter CELIA and ROSALIND
CELIA
| pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry.
ROSALIND
Dear Celia, | show more mirth than | am mistress of;
and would you yet | were merrier? Unless you could
teach me to forget a banished father, you must not
learn me how to remember any extraordinary pleasure.
CELIA
Herein | see thou lovest me not with the full weight
that | love thee. If my uncle, thy banished father,

had banished thy uncle, the duke my father, so thou
hadst been still with me, | could have taught my
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love to take thy father for mine: so wouldst thou,
if the truth of thy love to me were so righteously
tempered as mine is to thee.

ROSALIND
Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, to
rejoice in yours.
CELIA
You know my father hath no child but I, nor none is
like to have: and, truly, when he dies, thou shalt
be his heir, for what he hath taken away from thy
father perforce, | will render thee again in
affection; by mine honour, | will; and when | break
that oath, let me turn monster: therefore, my
sweet Rose, my dear Rose, be merry.
ROSALIND
From henceforth | will, coz, and devise sports. Let
me see; what think you of falling in love?
CELIA
Marry, | prithee, do, to make sport withal: but
love no man in good earnest; nor no further in sport
neither than with safety of a pure blush thou mayst
in honour come off again.
ROSALIND
What shall be our sport, then?
CELIA
Let us sit and mock the good housewife Fortune from
her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be bestowed equally.
ROSALIND
| would we could do so, for her benefits are
mightily misplaced, and the bountiful blind woman

doth most mistake in her gifts to women.
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CELIA
'Tis true; for those that she makes fair she scarce
makes honest, and those that she makes honest she
makes very ill-favouredly.

ROSALIND
Nay, now thou goest from Fortune's office to
Nature's: Fortune reigns in gifts of the world,
not in the lineaments of Nature.
Enter TOUCHSTONE

CELIA
No? when Nature hath made a fair creature, may she
not by Fortune fall into the fire? Though Nature
hath given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not
Fortune sent in this fool to cut off the argument?

ROSALIND
Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature, when
Fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter—off of
Nature's wit.

CELIA
Peradventure this is not Fortune's work neither, but
Nature's; who perceiveth our natural wits too dull
to reason of such goddesses and hath sent this
natural for our whetstone; for always the dulness of
the fool is the whetstone of the wits. How now,
wit! whither wander you?

TOUCHSTONE
Mistress, you must come away to your father.

CELIA

Were you made the messenger?

Act 1, Scene 2
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TOUCHSTONE
No, by mine honour, but | was bid to come for you.
ROSALIND
Where learned you that oath, fool?
TOUCHSTONE
Of a certain knight that swore by his honour they
were good pancakes and swore by his honour the
mustard was naught: now I'll stand to it, the
pancakes were naught and the mustard was good, and
yet was not the knight forsworn.
CELIA
How prove you that, in the great heap of your
knowledge?
ROSALIND
Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom.
TOUCHSTONE
Stand you both forth now: stroke your chins, and
swear by your beards that | am a knave.
CELIA
By our beards, if we had them, thou art.
TOUCHSTONE
By my knavery, if | had it, then | were; but if you
swear by that that is not, you are not forsworn: no
more was this knight swearing by his honour, for he
never had any; or if he had, he had sworn it away
before ever he saw those pancakes or that mustard.
CELIA
Prithee, who is't that thou meanest?

TOUCHSTONE

Act 1, Scene 2

11



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

One that old Frederick, your father, loves.
CELIA
My father's love is enough to honour him: enough!
speak no more of him; you'll be whipped for taxation
one of these days.
TOUCHSTONE
The more pity, that fools may not speak wisely what
wise men do foolishly.
CELIA
By my troth, thou sayest true; for since the little
wit that fools have was silenced, the little foolery
that wise men have makes a great show. Here comes
Monsieur Le Beau.
ROSALIND
With his mouth full of news.
CELIA
Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their young.
ROSALIND
Then shall we be news—-crammed.
CELIA
All the better; we shall be the more marketable.

Enter LE BEAU

Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau: what's the news?

LE BEAU

Fair princess, you have lost much good sport.
CELIA

Sport! of what colour?

Act 1, Scene 2
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LE BEAU
What colour, madam! how shall | answer you?
ROSALIND
As wit and fortune will.
TOUCHSTONE
Or as the Destinies decree.
CELIA
Well said: that was laid on with a trowel.
TOUCHSTONE
Nay, if | keep not my rank,——
ROSALIND
Thou losest thy old smell.
LE BEAU
You amaze me, ladies: | would have told you of good
wrestling, which you have lost the sight of.
ROSALIND
You tell us the manner of the wrestling.
LE BEAU
I will tell you the beginning; and, if it please
your ladyships, you may see the end; for the best is
yet to do; and here, where you are, they are coming
to perform it.
CELIA
Well, the beginning, that is dead and buried.
LE BEAU
There comes an old man and his three sons,——

CELIA
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| could match this beginning with an old tale.
LE BEAU
Three proper young men, of excellent growth and presence.
ROSALIND
With bills on their necks, 'Be it known unto all men
by these presents.'
LE BEAU
The eldest of the three wrestled with Charles, the
duke's wrestler; which Charles in a moment threw him
and broke three of his ribs, that there is little
hope of life in him: so he served the second, and
so the third. Yonder they lie; the poor old man,
their father, making such pitiful dole over them
that all the beholders take his part with weeping.
ROSALIND
Alas!
TOUCHSTONE
But what is the sport, monsieur, that the ladies
have lost?
LE BEAU
Why, this that | speak of.
TOUCHSTONE
Thus men may grow wiser every day: it is the first
time that ever | heard breaking of ribs was sport
for ladies.
CELIA

Or |, | promise thee.

ROSALIND
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But is there any else longs to see this broken music
in his sides? is there yet another dotes upon
rib—breaking? Shall we see this wrestling, cousin?
LE BEAU
You must, if you stay here; for here is the place
appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready to
perform it.
CELIA
Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us now stay and see it.
Flourish. Enter DUKE FREDERICK, Lords, ORLANDO, CHARLES, and Attendants
DUKE FREDERICK
Come on: since the youth will not be entreated, his
own peril on his forwardness.
ROSALIND
Is yonder the man?
LE BEAU
Even he, madam.
CELIA
Alas, he is too young! yet he looks successfully.
DUKE FREDERICK
How now, daughter and cousin! are you crept hither
to see the wrestling?
ROSALIND
Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave.
DUKE FREDERICK
You will take little delight in it, | can tell you;
there is such odds in the man. In pity of the

challenger's youth | would fain dissuade him, but he
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will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies; see if
you can move him.
CELIA
Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau.
DUKE FREDERICK
Do so: I'll not be by.
LE BEAU
Monsieur the challenger, the princesses call for you.
ORLANDO
| attend them with all respect and duty.
ROSALIND
Young man, have you challenged Charles the wrestler?
ORLANDO
No, fair princess; he is the general challenger: |
come but in, as others do, to try with him the
strength of my youth.
CELIA
Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for your
years. You have seen cruel proof of this man's
strength: if you saw yourself with your eyes or
knew yourself with your judgment, the fear of your
adventure would counsel you to a more equal
enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to
embrace your own safety and give over this attempt.
ROSALIND
Do, young sir; your reputation shall not therefore

be misprised: we will make it our suit to the duke
that the wrestling might not go forward.

ORLANDO
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| beseech you, punish me not with your hard
thoughts; wherein | confess me much guilty, to deny
so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let

your fair eyes and gentle wishes go with me to my
trial: wherein if | be foiled, there is but one

shamed that was never gracious; if killed, but one
dead that was willing to be so: | shall do my

friends no wrong, for | have none to lament me, the
world no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in

the world | fill up a place, which may be better
supplied when | have made it empty.

ROSALIND

The little strength that | have, | would it were with you.
CELIA

And mine, to eke out hers.
ROSALIND

Fare you well: pray heaven | be deceived in you!
CELIA

Your heart's desires be with you!
CHARLES

Come, where is this young gallant that is so

desirous to lie with his mother earth?

ORLANDO

Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more modest working.

DUKE FREDERICK
You shall try but one fall.

CHARLES
No, | warrant your grace, you shall not entreat him
to a second, that have so mightily persuaded him
from a first.

ORLANDO
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An you mean to mock me after, you should not have
mocked me before: but come your ways.
ROSALIND
Now Hercules be thy speed, young man!
CELIA
I would | were invisible, to catch the strong
fellow by the leg.
They wrestle
ROSALIND
O excellent young man!
CELIA
If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, | can tell who
should down.
Shout. CHARLES is thrown
DUKE FREDERICK
No more, no more.
ORLANDO
Yes, | beseech your grace: | am not yet well breathed.
DUKE FREDERICK
How dost thou, Charles?
LE BEAU
He cannot speak, my lord.
DUKE FREDERICK
Bear him away. What is thy name, young man?

ORLANDO

Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of Sir Rowland de Boys.
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DUKE FREDERICK

| would thou hadst been son to some man else:

The world esteem'd thy father honourable,

But I did find him still mine enemy:

Thou shouldst have better pleased me with this deed,
Hadst thou descended from another house.

But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth:

| would thou hadst told me of another father.

Exeunt DUKE FREDERICK, train, and LE BEAU
CELIA
Were | my father, coz, would | do this?
ORLANDO
I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's son,
His youngest son; and would not change that calling,
To be adopted heir to Frederick.
ROSALIND
My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul,
And all the world was of my father's mind:
Had | before known this young man his son,
| should have given him tears unto entreaties,
Ere he should thus have ventured.
CELIA
Gentle cousin,
Let us go thank him and encourage him:
My father's rough and envious disposition
Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deserved:
If you do keep your promises in love
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise,
Your mistress shall be happy.
ROSALIND

Gentleman,

Giving him a chain from her neck
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Weatr this for me, one out of suits with fortune,
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means.
Shall we go, coz?
CELIA
Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman.
ORLANDO
Can | not say, | thank you? My better parts
Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.
ROSALIND
He calls us back: my pride fell with my fortunes;
I'll ask him what he would. Did you call, sir?
Sir, you have wrestled well and overthrown
More than your enemies.
CELIA
Will you go, coz?
ROSALIND
Have with you. Fare you well.
Exeunt ROSALIND and CELIA
ORLANDO
What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue?
| cannot speak to her, yet she urged conference.

O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown!
Or Charles or something weaker masters thee.

Re-enter LE BEAU
LE BEAU

Good sir, | do in friendship counsel you

To leave this place. Albeit you have deserved
High commendation, true applause and love,
Yet such is now the duke's condition

That he misconstrues all that you have done.
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The duke is humorous; what he is indeed,
More suits you to conceive than | to speak of.

ORLANDO

| thank you, sir: and, pray you, tell me this:
Which of the two was daughter of the duke
That here was at the wrestling?

LE BEAU

Neither his daughter, if we judge by manners;
But yet indeed the lesser is his daughter

The other is daughter to the banish'd duke,
And here detain'd by her usurping uncle,

To keep his daughter company; whose loves
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters.
But | can tell you that of late this duke

Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece,
Grounded upon no other argument

But that the people praise her for her virtues
And pity her for her good father's sake;

And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady
Will suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well:
Hereafter, in a better world than this,

| shall desire more love and knowledge of you.

ORLANDO
| rest much bounden to you: fare you well.
Exit LE BEAU
Thus must | from the smoke into the smother;

From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother:
But heavenly Rosalind!

Exit

Act 1, Scene 3

A room in the palace.
Enter CELIA and ROSALIND

CELIA
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Why, cousin! why, Rosalind! Cupid have mercy! not a word?
ROSALIND
Not one to throw at a dog.
CELIA
No, thy words are too precious to be cast away upon
curs; throw some of them at me; come, lame me with reasons.
ROSALIND
Then there were two cousins laid up; when the one
should be lamed with reasons and the other mad
without any.
CELIA
But is all this for your father?
ROSALIND
No, some of it is for my child's father. O, how
full of briers is this working—day world!
CELIA
They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in
holiday foolery: if we walk not in the trodden
paths our very petticoats will catch them.
ROSALIND
| could shake them off my coat: these burs are in my heart.
CELIA
Hem them away.
ROSALIND
I would try, if | could cry 'hem' and have him.
CELIA

Come, come, wrestle with thy affections.
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ROSALIND
O, they take the part of a better wrestler than myself!
CELIA
O, a good wish upon you! you will try in time, in
despite of a fall. But, turning these jests out of
service, let us talk in good earnest: is it
possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so
strong a liking with old Sir Rowland's youngest son?
ROSALIND
The duke my father loved his father dearly.
CELIA
Doth it therefore ensue that you should love his son
dearly? By this kind of chase, | should hate him,
for my father hated his father dearly; yet | hate
not Orlando.
ROSALIND
No, faith, hate him not, for my sake.
CELIA
Why should | not? doth he not deserve well?
ROSALIND
Let me love him for that, and do you love him
because | do. Look, here comes the duke.
CELIA
With his eyes full of anger.
Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with Lords

DUKE FREDERICK

Mistress, dispatch you with your safest haste
And get you from our court.
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ROSALIND
Me, uncle?
DUKE FREDERICK

You, cousin

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found
So near our public court as twenty miles,
Thou diest for it.

ROSALIND

| do beseech your grace,

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me:
If with myself | hold intelligence

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires,
If that | do not dream or be not frantic,——

As | do trust | am not——then, dear uncle,

Never so much as in a thought unborn

Did | offend your highness.

DUKE FREDERICK

Thus do all traitors:

If their purgation did consist in words,
They are as innocent as grace itself:
Let it suffice thee that | trust thee not.

ROSALIND

Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor:
Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.

DUKE FREDERICK
Thou art thy father's daughter; there's enough.
ROSALIND

So was | when your highness took his dukedom;
So was | when your highness banish'd him:
Treason is not inherited, my lord;

Or, if we did derive it from our friends,

What's that to me? my father was no traitor:
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much
To think my poverty is treacherous.
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CELIA
Dear sovereign, hear me speak.
DUKE FREDERICK

Ay, Celia; we stay'd her for your sake,
Else had she with her father ranged along.

CELIA

| did not then entreat to have her stay;

It was your pleasure and your own remorse:

| was too young that time to value her;

But now I know her: if she be a traitor,

Why so am [; we still have slept together,

Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together,
And wheresoever we went, like Juno's swans,
Still we went coupled and inseparable.

DUKE FREDERICK

She is too subtle for thee; and her smoothness,

Her very silence and her patience

Speak to the people, and they pity her.

Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name;

And thou wilt show more bright and seem more virtuous
When she is gone. Then open not thy lips:

Firm and irrevocable is my doom

Which | have pass'd upon her; she is banish'd.

CELIA

Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege:
| cannot live out of her company.

DUKE FREDERICK

You are a fool. You, niece, provide yourself:
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour,
And in the greatness of my word, you die.

Exeunt DUKE FREDERICK and Lords
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CELIA
O my poor Rosalind, whither wilt thou go?

Wilt thou change fathers? | will give thee mine.
| charge thee, be not thou more grieved than | am.

ROSALIND

| have more cause.
CELIA

Thou hast not, cousin;

Prithee be cheerful; know'st thou not, the duke
Hath banish'd me, his daughter?

ROSALIND
That he hath not.
CELIA

No, hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love
Which teacheth thee that thou and | am one:
Shall we be sunder'd? shall we part, sweet girl?
No: let my father seek another heir.

Therefore devise with me how we may fly,
Whither to go and what to bear with us;

And do not seek to take your change upon you,
To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out;
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale,
Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee.

ROSALIND

Why, whither shall we go?
CELIA

To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden.
ROSALIND

Alas, what danger will it be to us,

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far!
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.
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CELIA

I'll put myself in poor and mean attire
And with a kind of umber smirch my face;
The like do you: so shall we pass along
And never stir assailants.

ROSALIND

Were it not better,

Because that | am more than common tall,

That I did suit me all points like a man?

A gallant curtle—axe upon my thigh,

A boar-spear in my hand; and——in my heart
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will-—
We'll have a swashing and a martial outside,
As many other mannish cowards have

That do outface it with their semblances.

CELIA
What shall | call thee when thou art a man?
ROSALIND
I'll have no worse a hame than Jove's own page;
And therefore look you call me Ganymede.
But what will you be call'd?
CELIA
Something that hath a reference to my state
No longer Celia, but Aliena.
ROSALIND
But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal
The clownish fool out of your father's court?
Would he not be a comfort to our travel?
CELIA
He'll go along o'er the wide world with me;
Leave me alone to woo him. Let's away,
And get our jewels and our wealth together,

Devise the fittest time and safest way
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To hide us from pursuit that will be made
After my flight. Now go we in content
To liberty and not to banishment.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 1

The Forest of Arden.
Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, and two or three Lords, like foresters
DUKE SENIOR

Now, my co—mates and brothers in exile,

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these woods
More free from peril than the envious court?
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,

The seasons' difference, as the icy fang

And churlish chiding of the winter's wind,

Which, when it bites and blows upon my body,
Even till | shrink with cold, | smile and say

"This is no flattery: these are counsellors

That feelingly persuade me what | am.’

Sweet are the uses of adversity,

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head;

And this our life exempt from public haunt

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones and good in every thing.

| would not change it.

AMIENS

Happy is your grace,
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune
Into so quiet and so sweet a style.

DUKE SENIOR

Come, shall we go and Kill us venison?

And yet it irks me the poor dappled fools,
Being native burghers of this desert city,
Should in their own confines with forked heads
Have their round haunches gored.
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First Lord

Indeed, my lord,

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that,

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp
Than doth your brother that hath banish'd you.
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself

Did steal behind him as he lay along

Under an oak whose antique root peeps out
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood:

To the which place a poor sequester'd stag,
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt,

Did come to languish, and indeed, my lord,

The wretched animal heaved forth such groans
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat
Almost to bursting, and the big round tears
Coursed one another down his innocent nose
In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook,
Augmenting it with tears.

DUKE SENIOR

But what said Jaques?
Did he not moralize this spectacle?

First Lord

O, yes, into a thousand similes.

First, for his weeping into the needless stream;
'Poor deer,' quoth he, 'thou makest a testament
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more

To that which had too much:' then, being there alone,
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends,

"Tis right:' quoth he; 'thus misery doth part

The flux of company:' anon a careless herd,

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him

And never stays to greet him; 'Ay' quoth Jaques,
'Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens;

'Tis just the fashion: wherefore do you look
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?'
Thus most invectively he pierceth through

The body of the country, city, court,

Yea, and of this our life, swearing that we

Are mere usurpers, tyrants and what's worse,
To fright the animals and to kill them up

In their assign'd and native dwelling—place.
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DUKE SENIOR
And did you leave him in this contemplation?
Second Lord
We did, my lord, weeping and commenting
Upon the sobbing deer.
DUKE SENIOR
Show me the place:
I love to cope him in these sullen fits,
For then he's full of matter.
First Lord
I'll bring you to him straight.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 2

A room in the palace.
Enter DUKE FREDERICK, with Lords
DUKE FREDERICK
Can it be possible that no man saw them?
It cannot be: some villains of my court
Are of consent and sufferance in this.
First Lord
| cannot hear of any that did see her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber,
Saw her abed, and in the morning early

They found the bed untreasured of their mistress.

Second Lord

My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so oft
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing.
Hisperia, the princess' gentlewoman,
Confesses that she secretly o'erheard
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Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrestler

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles;

And she believes, wherever they are gone,
That youth is surely in their company.

DUKE FREDERICK

Send to his brother; fetch that gallant hither;
If he be absent, bring his brother to me;
I'll make him find him: do this suddenly,
And let not search and inquisition quail
To bring again these foolish runaways.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 3

Before OLIVER'S house.

Enter ORLANDO and ADAM, meeting
ORLANDO

Who's there?
ADAM

What, my young master? O, my gentle master!
O my sweet master! O you memory

Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous? why do people love you?
And wherefore are you gentle, strong and valiant?
Why would you be so fond to overcome

The bonny priser of the humorous duke?

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men
Their graces serve them but as enemies?

No more do yours: your virtues, gentle master,
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you.

O, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it!

ORLANDO

Why, what's the matter?
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ADAM

O unhappy youth!

Come not within these doors; within this roof
The enemy of all your graces lives:

Your brother—-—no, no brother; yet the son—-
Yet not the son, | will not call him son

Of him | was about to call his father——

Hath heard your praises, and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lie

And you within it: if he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you off.

| overheard him and his practises.

This is no place; this house is but a butchery:
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

ORLANDO

Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go?
ADAM

No matter whither, so you come not here.
ORLANDO

What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food?
Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce

A thievish living on the common road?

This | must do, or know not what to do:

Yet this | will not do, do how | can;

| rather will subject me to the malice

Of a diverted blood and bloody brother.

ADAM

But do not so. | have five hundred crowns,
The thrifty hire | saved under your father,
Which | did store to be my foster-nurse
When service should in my old limbs lie lame
And unregarded age in corners thrown:

Take that, and He that doth the ravens feed,
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow,

Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold;

And all this | give you. Let me be your servant:
Though I look old, yet | am strong and lusty;
For in my youth | never did apply

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood,

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo
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The means of weakness and debility;
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,
Frosty, but kindly: let me go with you;
I'll do the service of a younger man

In all your business and necessities.

ORLANDO

O good old man, how well in thee appears
The constant service of the antique world,
When service sweat for duty, not for meed!
Thou art not for the fashion of these times,
Where none will sweat but for promotion,
And having that, do choke their service up
Even with the having: it is not so with thee.
But, poor old man, thou prunest a rotten tree,
That cannot so much as a blossom yield

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry

But come thy ways; well go along together,
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent,
We'll light upon some settled low content.

ADAM
Master, go on, and | will follow thee,
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore
Here lived I, but now live here no more.
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek;
But at fourscore it is too late a week:

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better
Than to die well and not my master's debtor.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 4
The Forest of Arden.

Enter ROSALIND for Ganymede, CELIA for Aliena, and TOUCHSTONE
ROSALIND

O Jupiter, how weary are my spirits!

TOUCHSTONE
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| care not for my spirits, if my legs were not weary.
ROSALIND
| could find in my heart to disgrace my man's
apparel and to cry like a woman; but | must comfort
the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought to show
itself courageous to petticoat: therefore courage,
good Aliena!
CELIA
| pray you, bear with me; | cannot go no further.
TOUCHSTONE
For my part, | had rather bear with you than bear
you; yet | should bear no cross if | did bear you,
for | think you have no money in your purse.
ROSALIND
Well, this is the forest of Arden.
TOUCHSTONE
Ay, now am | in Arden; the more fool I; when | was
at home, | was in a better place: but travellers
must be content.
ROSALIND
Ay, be so, good Touchstone.
Enter CORIN and SILVIUS
Look you, who comes here; a young man and an old in
solemn talk.
CORIN
That is the way to make her scorn you still.

SILVIUS

O Corin, that thou knew'st how | do love her!
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CORIN
| partly guess; for | have loved ere now.
SILVIUS

No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess,
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow:

But if thy love were ever like to mine——

As sure | think did never man love so——

How many actions most ridiculous

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy?

CORIN
Into a thousand that | have forgotten.
SILVIUS

O, thou didst then ne'er love so heatrtily!
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly
That ever love did make thee run into,
Thou hast not loved:

Or if thou hast not sat as | do now,
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise,
Thou hast not loved:

Or if thou hast not broke from company
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me,
Thou hast not loved.

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe!

Exit
ROSALIND

Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy wound,
| have by hard adventure found mine own.

TOUCHSTONE

And | mine. | remember, when | was in love | broke
my sword upon a stone and bid him take that for
coming a—night to Jane Smile; and | remember the
kissing of her batlet and the cow's dugs that her
pretty chopt hands had milked; and | remember the
wooing of a peascod instead of her, from whom | took
two cods and, giving her them again, said with
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weeping tears 'Wear these for my sake.' We that are
true lovers run into strange capers; but as all is

mortal in nature, so is all nature in love mortal in folly.

ROSALIND
Thou speakest wiser than thou art ware of.
TOUCHSTONE
Nay, | shall ne'er be ware of mine own wit till |
break my shins against it.
ROSALIND
Jove, Jove! this shepherd's passion
Is much upon my fashion.
TOUCHSTONE
And mine; but it grows something stale with me.
CELIA
| pray you, one of you question yond man
If he for gold will give us any food:
| faint almost to death.
TOUCHSTONE
Holla, you clown!
ROSALIND
Peace, fool: he's not thy kinsman.
CORIN
Who calls?
TOUCHSTONE
Your betters, sir.
CORIN
Else are they very wretched.
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ROSALIND

Peace, | say. Good even to you, friend.
CORIN

And to you, gentle sir, and to you all.
ROSALIND

| prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold

Can in this desert place buy entertainment,
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed:
Here's a young maid with travel much oppress'd
And faints for succor.

CORIN

Fair sir, | pity her

And wish, for her sake more than for mine own,
My fortunes were more able to relieve her;

But | am shepherd to another man

And do not shear the fleeces that | graze:

My master is of churlish disposition

And little recks to find the way to heaven

By doing deeds of hospitality:

Besides, his cote, his flocks and bounds of feed
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now,
By reason of his absence, there is nothing
That you will feed on; but what is, come see.
And in my voice most welcome shall you be.

ROSALIND

What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture?

CORIN
That young swain that you saw here but erewhile,
That little cares for buying any thing.

ROSALIND
| pray thee, if it stand with honesty,

Buy thou the cottage, pasture and the flock,
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us.
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CELIA

And we will mend thy wages. | like this place.

And willingly could waste my time in it.
CORIN

Assuredly the thing is to be sold:

Go with me: if you like upon report

The soil, the profit and this kind of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be
And buy it with your gold right suddenly.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 5

The Forest.

Enter AMIENS, JAQUES, and others

SONG.
AMIENS

Under the greenwood tree

Who loves to lie with me,

And turn his merry note

Unto the sweet bird's throat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see No enemy

But winter and rough weather.

JAQUES

More, more, | prithee, more.
AMIENS

It will make you melancholy, Monsieur Jaques.
JAQUES

| thank it. More, | prithee, more. | can suck

melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs.
More, | prithee, more.
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AMIENS

My voice is ragged: | know | cannot please you.

JAQUES

I do not desire you to please me; | do desire you to
sing. Come, more; another stanzo: call you 'em stanzos?

AMIENS

What you will, Monsieur Jaques.

JAQUES

Nay, | care not for their names; they owe me
nothing. Will you sing?

AMIENS

More at your request than to please myself.

JAQUES

Well then, if ever | thank any man, I'll thank you;

but that they call compliment is like the encounter

of two dog—apes, and when a man thanks me heatrtily,
methinks | have given him a penny and he renders me
the beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you that will

not, hold your tongues.

AMIENS
Well, I'll end the song. Sirs, cover the while; the
duke will drink under this tree. He hath been all
this day to look you.
JAQUES
And | have been all this day to avoid him. He is
too disputable for my company: | think of as many
matters as he, but | give heaven thanks and make no
boast of them. Come, warble, come.

SONG.
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Who doth ambition shun

All together here

And loves to live i' the sun,

Seeking the food he eats

And pleased with what he gets,

Come hither, come hither, come hither:
Here shall he see No enemy

But winter and rough weather.

JAQUES

I'll give you a verse to this note that | made
yesterday in despite of my invention.

AMIENS

And I'll sing it.
JAQUES

Thus it goes:——

If it do come to pass

That any man turn ass,
Leaving his wealth and ease,
A stubborn will to please,
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame:
Here shall he see

Gross fools as he,

An if he will come to me.

AMIENS
What's that 'ducdame'?
JAQUES
'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a

circle. I'll go sleep, if | can; if | cannot, I'll
rail against all the first—born of Egypt.

AMIENS

And I'll go seek the duke: his banquet is prepared.

Act 2, Scene 5

40



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

Exeunt severally

Act 2, Scene 6

The forest.
Enter ORLANDO and ADAM
ADAM

Dear master, | can go no further. O, | die for food!
Here lie | down, and measure out my grave. Farewell,
kind master.

ORLANDO

Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in thee? Live
a little; comfort a little; cheer thyself a little.

If this uncouth forest yield any thing savage, |

will either be food for it or bring it for food to

thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers.
For my sake be comfortable; hold death awhile at
the arm's end: | will here be with thee presently;
and if | bring thee not something to eat, | will

give thee leave to die: but if thou diest before |
come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said!
thou lookest cheerly, and I'll be with thee quickly.
Yet thou liest in the bleak air: come, | will bear
thee to some shelter; and thou shalt not die for
lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in this
desert. Cheerly, good Adam!

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 7

The forest.

A table set out. Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, and Lords like outlaws
DUKE SENIOR

| think he be transform'd into a beast;

For | can no where find him like a man.

First Lord
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My lord, he is but even now gone hence:
Here was he merry, hearing of a song.

DUKE SENIOR

If he, compact of jars, grow musical,
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres.
Go, seek him: tell him I would speak with him.

Enter JAQUES
First Lord

He saves my labour by his own approach.
DUKE SENIOR

Why, how now, monsieur! what a life is this,
That your poor friends must woo your company?
What, you look merrily!

JAQUES

A fool, a fool! | met a fool i' the forest,

A motley fool; a miserable world!

As | do live by food, | met a fool

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun,
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good set terms and yet a motley fool.

'‘Good morrow, fool,' quoth 1. 'No, sir,' quoth he,
‘Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me fortune:’
And then he drew a dial from his poke,

And, looking on it with lack—lustre eye,

Says very wisely, 'lt is ten o'clock:

Thus we may see,' quoth he, 'how the world wags:

"Tis but an hour ago since it was nine,

And after one hour more 'twill be eleven;
And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe,
And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot;
And thereby hangs a tale.' When | did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time,

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer,
That fools should be so deep—contemplative,
And | did laugh sans intermission

An hour by his dial. O noble fool!

A worthy fool! Motley's the only wear.
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DUKE SENIOR
What fool is this?
JAQUES

O worthy fool! One that hath been a courtier,
And says, if ladies be but young and fair,

They have the gift to know it: and in his brain,
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit

After a voyage, he hath strange places cramm'd
With observation, the which he vents

In mangled forms. O that | were a fool!

| am ambitious for a motley coat.

DUKE SENIOR
Thou shalt have one.
JAQUES

It is my only suit;

Provided that you weed your better judgments

Of all opinion that grows rank in them

That | am wise. | must have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind,

To blow on whom | please; for so fools have;

And they that are most galled with my folly,

They most must laugh. And why, sir, must they so?
The 'why' is plain as way to parish church:

He that a fool doth very wisely hit

Doth very foolishly, although he smart,

Not to seem senseless of the bob: if not,

The wise man's folly is anatomized

Even by the squandering glances of the fool.
Invest me in my motley; give me leave

To speak my mind, and | will through and through
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world,

If they will patiently receive my medicine.

DUKE SENIOR

Fie on thee! | can tell what thou wouldst do.
JAQUES

What, for a counter, would | do but good?

DUKE SENIOR
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Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin:

For thou thyself hast been a libertine,

As sensual as the brutish sting itself;

And all the embossed sores and headed evils,
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught,
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world.

JAQUES

Why, who cries out on pride,

That can therein tax any private party?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea,

Till that the weary very means do ebb?

What woman in the city do | name,

When that | say the city-woman bears

The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders?
Who can come in and say that | mean her,
When such a one as she such is her neighbour?
Or what is he of basest function

That says his bravery is not of my cost,

Thinking that | mean him, but therein suits

His folly to the mettle of my speech?

There then; how then? what then? Let me see wherein
My tongue hath wrong'd him: if it do him right,
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free,
Why then my taxing like a wild—goose flies,
Unclaim'd of any man. But who comes here?

Enter ORLANDO, with his sword drawn
ORLANDO

Forbear, and eat no more.
JAQUES

Why, | have eat none yet.
ORLANDO

Nor shalt not, till necessity be served.
JAQUES

Of what kind should this cock come of?

DUKE SENIOR
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Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy distress,
Or else a rude despiser of good manners,
That in civility thou seem'st so empty?

ORLANDO

You touch'd my vein at first: the thorny point
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show
Of smooth civility: yet am | inland bred

And know some nurture. But forbear, | say:
He dies that touches any of this fruit

Till I and my affairs are answered.

JAQUES
An you will not be answered with reason, | must die.
DUKE SENIOR

What would you have? Your gentleness shall force
More than your force move us to gentleness.

ORLANDO

| almost die for food; and let me have it.
DUKE SENIOR

Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table.
ORLANDO

Speak you so gently? Pardon me, | pray you:

| thought that all things had been savage here;
And therefore put | on the countenance

Of stern commandment. But whate'er you are
That in this desert inaccessible,

Under the shade of melancholy boughs,

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time

If ever you have look'd on better days,

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church,
If ever sat at any good man's feast,

If ever from your eyelids wiped a tear

And know what 'tis to pity and be pitied,

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be:

In the which hope | blush, and hide my sword.
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DUKE SENIOR

True is it that we have seen better days,

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church
And sat at good men's feasts and wiped our eyes
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd:

And therefore sit you down in gentleness

And take upon command what help we have
That to your wanting may be minister'd.

ORLANDO

Then but forbear your food a little while,
Whiles, like a doe, | go to find my fawn

And give it food. There is an old poor man,
Who after me hath many a weary step

Limp'd in pure love: till he be first sufficed,
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger,
I will not touch a bit.

DUKE SENIOR

Go find him out,
And we will nothing waste till you return.

ORLANDO
| thank ye; and be blest for your good comfort!
Exit

DUKE SENIOR

Thou seest we are not all alone unhappy:

This wide and universal theatre

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene
Wherein we play in.

JAQUES

All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
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And shining morning face, creeping like snalil
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

Re-enter ORLANDO, with ADAM
DUKE SENIOR
Welcome. Set down your venerable burthen,
And let him feed.
ORLANDO
| thank you most for him.
ADAM
So had you need:
| scarce can speak to thank you for myself.
DUKE SENIOR
Welcome; fall to: | will not trouble you
As yet, to question you about your fortunes.
Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing.
SONG.

AMIENS
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Blow, blow, thou winter wind.

Thou art not so unkind

As man's ingratitude;

Thy tooth is not so keen,

Because thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh—-ho! sing, heigh—ho! unto the green holly:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly:
Then, heigh—-ho, the holly!

This life is most jolly.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,

That dost not bite so nigh

As benefits forgot:

Though thou the waters warp,

Thy sting is not so sharp

As friend remember'd not.

Heigh-ho! sing,

DUKE SENIOR

If that you were the good Sir Rowland's son,

As you have whisper'd faithfully you were,

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness

Most truly limn'd and living in your face,

Be truly welcome hither: | am the duke

That loved your father: the residue of your fortune,
Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man,

Thou art right welcome as thy master is.

Support him by the arm. Give me your hand,

And let me all your fortunes understand.

Exeunt

Act 3, Scene 1

A room in the palace.
Enter DUKE FREDERICK, Lords, and OLIVER
DUKE FREDERICK

Not see him since? Sir, sir, that cannot be:
But were | not the better part made mercy,

| should not seek an absent argument

Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it:
Find out thy brother, wheresoe'er he is;

Seek him with candle; bring him dead or living
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more
To seek a living in our territory.
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Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine
Worth seizure do we seize into our hands,

Till thou canst quit thee by thy brothers mouth
Of what we think against thee.

OLIVER
O that your highness knew my heart in this!
| never loved my brother in my life.
DUKE FREDERICK
More villain thou. Well, push him out of doors;
And let my officers of such a nature

Make an extent upon his house and lands:
Do this expediently and turn him going.

Exeunt

Act 3, Scene 2

The forest.
Enter ORLANDO, with a paper
ORLANDO

Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love:
And thou, thrice—crowned queen of night, survey
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above,
Thy huntress' name that my full life doth sway.

O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character;
That every eye which in this forest looks

Shall see thy virtue witness'd every where.

Run, run, Orlando; carve on every tree

The fair, the chaste and unexpressive she.

Exit
Enter CORIN and TOUCHSTONE
CORIN

And how like you this shepherd's life, Master Touchstone?
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TOUCHSTONE

Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a good

life, but in respect that it is a shepherd's life,

it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, |

like it very well; but in respect that it is

private, it is a very vile life. Now, in respect it

is in the fields, it pleaseth me well; but in

respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. As

is it a spare life, look you, it fits my humour well;

but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much

against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in thee, shepherd?

CORIN
No more but that | know the more one sickens the
worse at ease he is; and that he that wants money,
means and content is without three good friends;
that the property of rain is to wet and fire to
burn; that good pasture makes fat sheep, and that a
great cause of the night is lack of the sun; that
he that hath learned no wit by nature nor art may
complain of good breeding or comes of a very dull kindred.
TOUCHSTONE
Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast ever in
court, shepherd?
CORIN
No, truly.
TOUCHSTONE
Then thou art damned.
CORIN
Nay, | hope.
TOUCHSTONE
Truly, thou art damned like an ill-roasted egg, all
on one side.

CORIN
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For not being at court? Your reason.
TOUCHSTONE

Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never sawest
good manners; if thou never sawest good manners,
then thy manners must be wicked; and wickedness is
sin, and sin is damnation. Thou art in a parlous

state, shepherd.

CORIN
Not a whit, Touchstone: those that are good manners
at the court are as ridiculous in the country as the
behavior of the country is most mockable at the
court. You told me you salute not at the court, but
you kiss your hands: that courtesy would be
uncleanly, if courtiers were shepherds.

TOUCHSTONE
Instance, briefly; come, instance.

CORIN
Why, we are still handling our ewes, and their
fells, you know, are greasy.

TOUCHSTONE

Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat? and is not
the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the sweat of

a man? Shallow, shallow. A better instance, | say; come.

CORIN
Besides, our hands are hard.
TOUCHSTONE

Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shallow again.
A more sounder instance, come.

CORIN
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And they are often tarred over with the surgery of
our sheep: and would you have us kiss tar? The
courtier's hands are perfumed with civet.

TOUCHSTONE

Most shallow man! thou worms—meat, in respect of a
good piece of flesh indeed! Learn of the wise, and
perpend: civet is of a baser birth than tar, the

very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the instance, shepherd.

CORIN
You have too courtly a wit for me: I'll rest.
TOUCHSTONE

Wilt thou rest damned? God help thee, shallow man!
God make incision in thee! thou art raw.

CORIN

Sir, | am a true labourer: | earn that | eat, get

that | wear, owe no man hate, envy no man's
happiness, glad of other men's good, content with my
harm, and the greatest of my pride is to see my ewes
graze and my lambs suck.

TOUCHSTONE

That is another simple sin in you, to bring the ewes
and the rams together and to offer to get your

living by the copulation of cattle; to be bawd to a
bell-wether, and to betray a she—-lamb of a
twelvemonth to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram,
out of all reasonable match. If thou beest not
damned for this, the devil himself will have no
shepherds; | cannot see else how thou shouldst
'scape.

CORIN
Here comes young Master Ganymede, my new mistress's brother.

Enter ROSALIND, with a paper, reading
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ROSALIND

From the east to western Ind,

No jewel is like Rosalind.

Her worth, being mounted on the wind,
Through all the world bears Rosalind.
All the pictures fairest lined

Are but black to Rosalind.

Let no fair be kept in mind

But the fair of Rosalind.

TOUCHSTONE

I'll rhyme you so eight years together, dinners and
suppers and sleeping—hours excepted: it is the
right butter-women's rank to market.

ROSALIND
Out, fooll!
TOUCHSTONE

For a taste:

If a hart do lack a hind,

Let him seek out Rosalind.

If the cat will after kind,

So be sure will Rosalind.

Winter garments must be lined,

So must slender Rosalind.

They that reap must sheaf and bind;
Then to cart with Rosalind.
Sweetest nut hath sourest rind,
Such a nut is Rosalind.

He that sweetest rose will find

Must find love's prick and Rosalind.
This is the very false gallop of verses: why do you
infect yourself with them?

ROSALIND

Peace, you dull fool! | found them on a tree.
TOUCHSTONE

Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

ROSALIND
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I'll graff it with you, and then | shall graff it

with a medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit

i' the country; for you'll be rotten ere you be half
ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar.

TOUCHSTONE

You have said; but whether wisely or no, let the
forest judge.

Enter CELIA, with a writing
ROSALIND

Peace! Here comes my sister, reading: stand aside.
CELIA

[Reads]

Why should this a desert be?

For it is unpeopled? No:

Tongues I'll hang on every tree,
That shall civil sayings show:
Some, how brief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage,

That the stretching of a span
Buckles in his sum of age;

Some, of violated vows

"Twixt the souls of friend and friend:
But upon the fairest boughs,

Or at every sentence end,

Will I Rosalinda write,

Teaching all that read to know
The quintessence of every sprite
Heaven would in little show.
Therefore Heaven Nature charged
That one body should be fill'd
With all graces wide—enlarged:
Nature presently distill'd

Helen's cheek, but not her heart,
Cleopatra's majesty,

Atalanta's better part,

Sad Lucretia's modesty.

Thus Rosalind of many parts

By heavenly synod was devised,
Of many faces, eyes and hearts,
To have the touches dearest prized.
Heaven would that she these gifts should have,
And | to live and die her slave.
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ROSALIND
O most gentle pulpiter! what tedious homily of love
have you wearied your parishioners withal, and never
cried 'Have patience, good people!
CELIA
How now! back, friends! Shepherd, go off a little.
Go with him, sirrah.
TOUCHSTONE
Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable retreat;
though not with bag and baggage, yet with scrip and scrippage.
Exeunt CORIN and TOUCHSTONE
CELIA
Didst thou hear these verses?
ROSALIND
O, yes, | heard them all, and more too; for some of
them had in them more feet than the verses would bear.
CELIA
That's no matter: the feet might bear the verses.
ROSALIND
Ay, but the feet were lame and could not bear
themselves without the verse and therefore stood
lamely in the verse.
CELIA
But didst thou hear without wondering how thy name
should be hanged and carved upon these trees?

ROSALIND
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| was seven of the nine days out of the wonder
before you came; for look here what | found on a
palm-tree. | was never so be-rhymed since
Pythagoras' time, that | was an Irish rat, which |
can hardly remember.

CELIA
Trow you who hath done this?

ROSALIND
Is ita man?

CELIA
And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck.
Change you colour?

ROSALIND
| prithee, who?

CELIA
O Lord, Lord! it is a hard matter for friends to
meet; but mountains may be removed with earthquakes
and so encounter.

ROSALIND
Nay, but who is it?

CELIA
Is it possible?

ROSALIND
Nay, | prithee now with most petitionary vehemence,
tell me who it is.

CELIA
O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful
wonderful! and yet again wonderful, and after that,

out of all hooping!
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ROSALIND
Good my complexion! dost thou think, though | am
caparisoned like a man, | have a doublet and hose in
my disposition? One inch of delay more is a
South-sea of discovery; | prithee, tell me who is it
quickly, and speak apace. | would thou couldst
stammer, that thou mightst pour this concealed man
out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a harrow-
mouthed bottle, either too much at once, or none at
all. | prithee, take the cork out of thy mouth that
may drink thy tidings.

CELIA
So you may put a man in your belly.

ROSALIND
Is he of God's making? What manner of man? Is his
head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard?

CELIA
Nay, he hath but a little beard.

ROSALIND
Why, God will send more, if the man will be
thankful: let me stay the growth of his beard, if
thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin.

CELIA
It is young Orlando, that tripped up the wrestler's
heels and your heart both in an instant.

ROSALIND
Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak, sad brow and
true maid.

CELIA
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I' faith, coz, 'tis he.

ROSALIND
Orlando?

CELIA
Orlando.

ROSALIND
Alas the day! what shall I do with my doublet and
hose? What did he when thou sawest him? What said
he? How looked he? Wherein went he? What makes
him here? Did he ask for me? Where remains he?
How parted he with thee? and when shalt thou see
him again? Answer me in one word.

CELIA
You must borrow me Gargantua's mouth first: 'tis a
word too great for any mouth of this age's size. To
say ay and no to these patrticulars is more than to
answer in a catechism.

ROSALIND
But doth he know that | am in this forest and in
man's apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did the
day he wrestled?

CELIA
It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve the
propositions of a lover; but take a taste of my
finding him, and relish it with good observance.
| found him under a tree, like a dropped acorn.

ROSALIND
It may well be called Jove's tree, when it drops
forth such fruit.

CELIA
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Give me audience, good madam.
ROSALIND
Proceed.
CELIA
There lay he, stretched along, like a wounded knight.
ROSALIND
Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well
becomes the ground.
CELIA
Cry 'holla’ to thy tongue, | prithee; it curvets
unseasonably. He was furnished like a hunter.
ROSALIND
O, ominous! he comes to kill my heatrt.
CELIA
I would sing my song without a burden: thou bringest
me out of tune.
ROSALIND
Do you not know | am a woman? when | think, | must
speak. Sweet, say on.
CELIA
You bring me out. Soft! comes he not here?
Enter ORLANDO and JAQUES
ROSALIND
'Tis he: slink by, and note him.

JAQUES
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| thank you for your company; but, good faith, | had
as lief have been myself alone.
ORLANDO
And so had I; but yet, for fashion sake, | thank you
too for your society.
JAQUES
God be wi' you: let's meet as little as we can.
ORLANDO
| do desire we may be better strangers.
JAQUES
| pray you, mar no more trees with writing
love—songs in their barks.
ORLANDO
| pray you, mar no more of my verses with reading
them ill-favouredly.
JAQUES
Rosalind is your love's name?
ORLANDO
Yes, just.
JAQUES
| do not like her name.
ORLANDO
There was no thought of pleasing you when she was
christened.
JAQUES
What stature is she of?
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ORLANDO
Just as high as my heart.
JAQUES
You are full of pretty answers. Have you not been
acquainted with goldsmiths' wives, and conned them
out of rings?
ORLANDO
Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth, from
whence you have studied your questions.
JAQUES
You have a nimble wit: | think ‘twas made of
Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me? and
we two will rail against our mistress the world and
all our misery.
ORLANDO
| will chide no breather in the world but myself,
against whom | know most faults.
JAQUES
The worst fault you have is to be in love.
ORLANDO
'Tis a fault I will not change for your best virtue.
| am weary of you.
JAQUES
By my troth, | was seeking for a fool when | found
you.

ORLANDO

He is drowned in the brook: look but in, and you
shall see him.
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JAQUES
There | shall see mine own figure.
ORLANDO
Which | take to be either a fool or a cipher.
JAQUES
I'll tarry no longer with you: farewell, good
Signior Love.
ORLANDO
| am glad of your departure: adieu, good Monsieur
Melancholy.
Exit JAQUES
ROSALIND
[Aside to CELIA] I will speak to him, like a saucy
lackey and under that habit play the knave with him.
Do you hear, forester?
ORLANDO
Very well: what would you?
ROSALIND
| pray you, what is't o'clock?
ORLANDO
You should ask me what time o' day: there's no clock
in the forest.
ROSALIND
Then there is no true lover in the forest; else

sighing every minute and groaning every hour would
detect the lazy foot of Time as well as a clock.
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ORLANDO
And why not the swift foot of Time? had not that
been as proper?
ROSALIND
By no means, sir: Time travels in divers paces with
divers persons. I'll tell you who Time ambles
withal, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops
withal and who he stands still withal.
ORLANDO
| prithee, who doth he trot withal?
ROSALIND
Marry, he trots hard with a young maid between the
contract of her marriage and the day it is
solemnized: if the interim be but a se'nnight,
Time's pace is so hard that it seems the length of
seven year.
ORLANDO
Who ambles Time withal?
ROSALIND
With a priest that lacks Latin and a rich man that
hath not the gout, for the one sleeps easily because
he cannot study, and the other lives merrily because
he feels no pain, the one lacking the burden of lean
and wasteful learning, the other knowing no burden
of heavy tedious penury; these Time ambles withal.
ORLANDO
Who doth he gallop withal?
ROSALIND

With a thief to the gallows, for though he go as
softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there.
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ORLANDO
Who stays it still withal?
ROSALIND
With lawyers in the vacation, for they sleep between
term and term and then they perceive not how Time moves.
ORLANDO
Where dwell you, pretty youth?
ROSALIND
With this shepherdess, my sister; here in the
skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat.
ORLANDO
Are you native of this place?
ROSALIND
As the cony that you see dwell where she is kindled.
ORLANDO
Your accent is something finer than you could
purchase in so removed a dwelling.
ROSALIND
| have been told so of many: but indeed an old
religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who was
in his youth an inland man; one that knew courtship
too well, for there he fell in love. | have heard
him read many lectures against it, and | thank God
I am not a woman, to be touched with so many
giddy offences as he hath generally taxed their
whole sex withal.
ORLANDO
Can you remember any of the principal evils that he

laid to the charge of women?
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ROSALIND

There were none principal; they were all like one
another as half-pence are, every one fault seeming
monstrous till his fellow fault came to match it.

ORLANDO
| prithee, recount some of them.
ROSALIND

No, | will not cast away my physic but on those that
are sick. There is a man haunts the forest, that

abuses our young plants with carving 'Rosalind' on
their barks; hangs odes upon hawthorns and elegies
on brambles, all, forsooth, deifying the name of
Rosalind: if | could meet that fancy—monger | would
give him some good counsel, for he seems to have the
guotidian of love upon him.

ORLANDO

| am he that is so love—shaked: | pray you tell me
your remedy.

ROSALIND

There is none of my uncle's marks upon you: he
taught me how to know a man in love; in which cage
of rushes | am sure you are not prisoner.

ORLANDO
What were his marks?
ROSALIND

A lean cheek, which you have not, a blue eye and
sunken, which you have not, an unquestionable
spirit, which you have not, a beard neglected,

which you have not; but | pardon you for that, for
simply your having in beard is a younger brother's
revenue: then your hose should be ungartered, your
bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe
untied and every thing about you demonstrating a
careless desolation; but you are no such man; you
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are rather point—device in your accoutrements as
loving yourself than seeming the lover of any other.

ORLANDO
Fair youth, | would | could make thee believe | love.
ROSALIND
Me believe it! you may as soon make her that you
love believe it; which, | warrant, she is apter to
do than to confess she does: that is one of the
points in the which women still give the lie to
their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind
is so admired?
ORLANDO
| swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of
Rosalind, | am that he, that unfortunate he.
ROSALIND
But are you so much in love as your rhymes speak?
ORLANDO
Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much.
ROSALIND
Love is merely a madness, and, | tell you, deserves
as well a dark house and a whip as madmen do: and
the reason why they are not so punished and cured
is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that the whippers
are in love too. Yet | profess curing it by counsel.
ORLANDO
Did you ever cure any so?
ROSALIND
Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to imagine me
his love, his mistress; and | set him every day to

woo me: at which time would I, being but a moonish
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youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing
and liking, proud, fantastical, apish, shallow,
inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles, for every
passion something and for no passion truly any
thing, as boys and women are for the most part
cattle of this colour; would now like him, now loathe
him; then entertain him, then forswear him; now weep
for him, then spit at him; that | drave my suitor

from his mad humour of love to a living humour of
madness; which was, to forswear the full stream of
the world, and to live in a nook merely monastic.
And thus | cured him; and this way will | take upon
me to wash your liver as clean as a sound sheep's
heart, that there shall not be one spot of love in't.

ORLANDO
| would not be cured, youth.
ROSALIND

| would cure you, if you would but call me Rosalind
and come every day to my cote and woo me.

ORLANDO

Now, by the faith of my love, | will: tell me
where it is.

ROSALIND
Go with me to it and I'll show it you and by the way
you shall tell me where in the forest you live.
Will you go?
ORLANDO
With all my heart, good youth.
ROSALIND

Nay you must call me Rosalind. Come, sister, will you go?

Exeunt
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Act 3, Scene 3

The forest.
Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY; JAQUES behind
TOUCHSTONE
Come apace, good Audrey: | will fetch up your
goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey? am | the man yet?
doth my simple feature content you?
AUDREY
Your features! Lord warrant us! what features!
TOUCHSTONE
I am here with thee and thy goats, as the most
capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Goths.
JAQUES
[Aside] O knowledge ill-inhabited, worse than Jove
in a thatched house!
TOUCHSTONE
When a man's verses cannot be understood, nor a
man's good wit seconded with the forward child
Understanding, it strikes a man more dead than a
great reckoning in a little room. Truly, | would
the gods had made thee poetical.
AUDREY
I do not know what 'poetical' is: is it honest in
deed and word? is it a true thing?
TOUCHSTONE
No, truly; for the truest poetry is the most

feigning; and lovers are given to poetry, and what
they swear in poetry may be said as lovers they do feign.
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AUDREY
Do you wish then that the gods had made me poetical?
TOUCHSTONE
| do, truly; for thou swearest to me thou art
honest: now, if thou wert a poet, | might have some
hope thou didst feign.
AUDREY
Would you not have me honest?
TOUCHSTONE
No, truly, unless thou wert hard—favoured; for
honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce to sugar.
JAQUES
[Aside] A material fool!
AUDREY
Well, I am not fair; and therefore | pray the gods
make me honest.
TOUCHSTONE
Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul slut
were to put good meat into an unclean dish.
AUDREY
| am not a slut, though | thank the gods | am foul.
TOUCHSTONE
Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness!
sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may
be, I will marry thee, and to that end | have been
with Sir Oliver Martext, the vicar of the next

village, who hath promised to meet me in this place
of the forest and to couple us.

Act 3, Scene 3

69



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

JAQUES

[Aside] | would fain see this meeting.
AUDREY

Well, the gods give us joy!
TOUCHSTONE

Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful heart,
stagger in this attempt; for here we have no temple
but the wood, no assembly but horn—beasts. But what
though? Courage! As horns are odious, they are
necessary. It is said, 'many a man knows no end of
his goods:' right; many a man has good horns, and
knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of

his wife; 'tis none of his own getting. Horns?

Even so. Poor men alone? No, no; the noblest deer
hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the single man
therefore blessed? No: as a walled town is more
worthier than a village, so is the forehead of a

married man more honourable than the bare brow of a
bachelor; and by how much defence is better than no
skill, by so much is a horn more precious than to
want. Here comes Sir Oliver.

Enter SIR OLIVER MARTEXT
Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met: will you
dispatch us here under this tree, or shall we go
with you to your chapel?
SIR OLIVER MARTEXT
Is there none here to give the woman?
TOUCHSTONE
| will not take her on gift of any man.
SIR OLIVER MARTEXT
Truly, she must be given, or the marriage is not lawful.
JAQUES

[Advancing]
Proceed, proceed I'll give her.
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TOUCHSTONE

Good even, good Master What-ye—call't: how do you,
sir? You are very well met: God 'ild you for your

last company: | am very glad to see you: even a

toy in hand here, sir: nay, pray be covered.

JAQUES
Will you be married, motley?
TOUCHSTONE

As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse his curb and
the falcon her bells, so man hath his desires; and
as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be nibbling.

JAQUES

And will you, being a man of your breeding, be

married under a bush like a beggar? Get you to

church, and have a good priest that can tell you

what marriage is: this fellow will but join you

together as they join wainscot; then one of you will
prove a shrunk panel and, like green timber, warp, warp.

TOUCHSTONE

[Aside] | am not in the mind but | were better to be
married of him than of another: for he is not like

to marry me well; and not being well married, it

will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my wife.

JAQUES
Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee.
TOUCHSTONE

'‘Come, sweet Audrey:

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry.
Farewell, good Master Oliver: not,——

O sweet Oliver,

O brave Oliver,

Leave me not behind thee: but,——
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Wind away,

Begone, | say,

I will not to wedding with thee.

Exeunt JAQUES, TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY
SIR OLIVER MARTEXT

'Tis no matter: ne'er a fantastical knave of them

all shall flout me out of my calling.

Exit

Act 3, Scene 4
The forest.

Enter ROSALIND and CELIA
ROSALIND

Never talk to me; | will weep.
CELIA

Do, | prithee; but yet have the grace to consider
that tears do not become a man.

ROSALIND
But have | not cause to weep?
CELIA
As good cause as one would desire; therefore weep.
ROSALIND
His very hair is of the dissembling colour.
CELIA
Something browner than Judas's marry, his kisses are

Judas's own children.

ROSALIND
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I' faith, his hair is of a good colour.
CELIA
An excellent colour: your chestnut was ever the only colour.
ROSALIND
And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the touch
of holy bread.
CELIA
He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana: a nun
of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously;
the very ice of chastity is in them.
ROSALIND
But why did he swear he would come this morning, and
comes not?
CELIA
Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.
ROSALIND
Do you think so?
CELIA
Yes; | think he is not a pick—purse nor a
horse-stealer, but for his verity in love, | do
think him as concave as a covered goblet or a
worm-eaten nut.
ROSALIND
Not true in love?
CELIA

Yes, when he is in; but | think he is not in.

ROSALIND
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You have heard him swear downright he was.
CELIA

'‘Was' is not 'is:' besides, the oath of a lover is

no stronger than the word of a tapster; they are
both the confirmer of false reckonings. He attends
here in the forest on the duke your father.

ROSALIND

I met the duke yesterday and had much question with
him: he asked me of what parentage | was; | told
him, of as good as he; so he laughed and let me go.
But what talk we of fathers, when there is such a
man as Orlando?

CELIA

O, that's a brave man! he writes brave verses,
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths and breaks
them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of

his lover; as a puisny tilter, that spurs his horse

but on one side, breaks his staff like a noble

goose: but all's brave that youth mounts and folly
guides. Who comes here?

Enter CORIN

CORIN
Mistress and master, you have oft inquired
After the shepherd that complain'd of love,
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf,
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess
That was his mistress.

CELIA
Well, and what of him?

CORIN
If you will see a pageant truly play'd,
Between the pale complexion of true love
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain,

Go hence a little and | shall conduct you,
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If you will mark it.

ROSALIND

O, come, let us remove:

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love.
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say
I'll prove a busy actor in their play.

Exeunt

Act 3, Scene 5

Another part of the forest.
Enter SILVIUS and PHEBE
SILVIUS

Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, Phebe;

Say that you love me not, but say not so

In bitterness. The common executioner,

Whose heart the accustom'd sight of death makes hard,
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck

But first begs pardon: will you sterner be

Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops?

Enter ROSALIND, CELIA, and CORIN, behind
PHEBE

| would not be thy executioner:

| fly thee, for | would not injure thee.

Thou tell'st me there is murder in mine eye:

'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable,

That eyes, that are the frail'st and softest things,
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers!
Now | do frown on thee with all my heart;

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee:
Now counterfeit to swoon; why now fall down;

Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame,

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers!

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee:
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush,

The cicatrice and capable impressure
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Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine eyes,
Which | have darted at thee, hurt thee not,

Nor, | am sure, there is no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

SILVIUS

O dear Phebe,

If ever,——as that ever may be near,——

You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy,
Then shall you know the wounds invisible

That love's keen arrows make.

PHEBE

But till that time

Come not thou near me: and when that time comes,
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not;

As till that time | shall not pity thee.

ROSALIND

And why, | pray you? Who might be your mother,
That you insult, exult, and all at once,

Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty,——
As, by my faith, | see no more in you

Than without candle may go dark to bed—-

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless?

Why, what means this? Why do you look on me?

| see no more in you than in the ordinary

Of nature's sale-work. 'Od's my little life,

| think she means to tangle my eyes too!

No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it:

"Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair,

Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream,
That can entame my spirits to your worship.

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her,
Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain?

You are a thousand times a properer man

Than she a woman: 'tis such fools as you

That makes the world full of ill-favour'd children:
'Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her;

And out of you she sees herself more proper
Than any of her lineaments can show her.

But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees,
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love:
For | must tell you friendly in your ear,

Sell when you can: you are not for all markets:
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Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer:

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer.

So take her to thee, shepherd: fare you well.
PHEBE

Sweet youth, | pray you, chide a year together:

| had rather hear you chide than this man woo.
ROSALIND

He's fallen in love with your foulness and she'll

fall in love with my anger. If it be so, as fast as

she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll sauce her
with bitter words. Why look you so upon me?

PHEBE
For no ill will I bear you.
ROSALIND
| pray you, do not fall in love with me,
For | am falser than vows made in wine:
Besides, | like you not. If you will know my house,
'Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by.
Will you go, sister? Shepherd, ply her hard.
Come, sister. Shepherdess, look on him better,
And be not proud: though all the world could see,
None could be so abused in sight as he.
Come, to our flock.
Exeunt ROSALIND, CELIA and CORIN
PHEBE
Dead Shepherd, now | find thy saw of might,
'‘Who ever loved that loved not at first sight?'
SILVIUS
Sweet Phebe,——
PHEBE

Ha, what say'st thou, Silvius?
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SILVIUS
Sweet Phebe, pity me.

PHEBE

Why, | am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius.

SILVIUS

Wherever sorrow is, relief would be:

If you do sorrow at my grief in love,

By giving love your sorrow and my grief
Were both extermined.

PHEBE

Thou hast my love: is not that neighbourly?
SILVIUS

| would have you.
PHEBE

Why, that were covetoushess.

Silvius, the time was that | hated thee,

And yet it is not that | bear thee love;

But since that thou canst talk of love so well,
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me,

I will endure, and I'll employ thee too:

But do not look for further recompense

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ'd.

SILVIUS
So holy and so perfect is my love,
And | in such a poverty of grace,
That | shall think it a most plenteous crop
To glean the broken ears after the man

That the main harvest reaps: loose now and then
A scatter'd smile, and that I'll live upon.

PHEBE

Know'st now the youth that spoke to me erewhile?

SILVIUS
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Not very well, but | have met him oft;
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds
That the old carlot once was master of.

PHEBE

Think not I love him, though I ask for him:

'Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talks well;

But what care | for words? yet words do well

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear.
It is a pretty youth: not very pretty:

But, sure, he's proud, and yet his pride becomes him:
He'll make a proper man: the best thing in him

Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue

Did make offence his eye did heal it up.

He is not very tall; yet for his years he's tall:

His leg is but so so; and yet 'tis well:

There was a pretty redness in his lip,

A little riper and more lusty red

Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas just the difference
Between the constant red and mingled damask.
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd him
In parcels as | did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him; but, for my part,

I love him not nor hate him not; and yet

| have more cause to hate him than to love him:

For what had he to do to chide at me?

He said mine eyes were black and my hair black:
And, now | am remember'd, scorn'd at me:

I marvel why | answer'd not again:

But that's all one; omittance is no quittance.

I'll write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou shalt bear it: wilt thou, Silvius?

SILVIUS
Phebe, with all my heart.
PHEBE
I'll write it straight;
The matter's in my head and in my heart:

| will be bitter with him and passing short.
Go with me, Silvius.

Exeunt
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Act 4, Scene 1

The forest.
Enter ROSALIND, CELIA, and JAQUES
JAQUES
| prithee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted
with thee.
ROSALIND
They say you are a melancholy fellow.
JAQUES
I am so; | do love it better than laughing.
ROSALIND
Those that are in extremity of either are abominable
fellows and betray themselves to every modern
censure worse than drunkards.
JAQUES
Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing.
ROSALIND
Why then, 'tis good to be a post.
JAQUES
| have neither the scholar's melancholy, which is
emulation, nor the musician's, which is fantastical,
nor the courtier's, which is proud, nor the
soldier's, which is ambitious, nor the lawyer's,
which is politic, nor the lady's, which is nice, nor
the lover's, which is all these: but it is a
melancholy of mine own, compounded of many simples,
extracted from many objects, and indeed the sundry's

contemplation of my travels, in which my often
rumination wraps me m a most humorous sadness.

ROSALIND
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A traveller! By my faith, you have great reason to
be sad: | fear you have sold your own lands to see
other men's; then, to have seen much and to have
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands.

JAQUES
Yes, | have gained my experience.
ROSALIND
And your experience makes you sad: | had rather have
a fool to make me merry than experience to make me
sad; and to travel for it too!
Enter ORLANDO
ORLANDO
Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind!
JAQUES
Nay, then, God be wi' you, an you talk in blank verse.
Exit
ROSALIND
Farewell, Monsieur Traveller: look you lisp and
wear strange suits, disable all the benefits of your
own country, be out of love with your nativity and
almost chide God for making you that countenance you
are, or | will scarce think you have swam in a
gondola. Why, how now, Orlando! where have you been
all this while? You a lover! An you serve me such
another trick, never come in my sight more.
ORLANDO
My fair Rosalind, | come within an hour of my promise.
ROSALIND
Break an hour's promise in love! He that will
divide a minute into a thousand parts and break but
a part of the thousandth part of a minute in the

affairs of love, it may be said of him that Cupid
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hath clapped him o' the shoulder, but I'll warrant
him heart-whole.
ORLANDO
Pardon me, dear Rosalind.
ROSALIND
Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my sight: |
had as lief be wooed of a snalil.
ORLANDO
Of a snail?
ROSALIND
Ay, of a snail; for though he comes slowly, he
carries his house on his head; a better jointure,
| think, than you make a woman: besides he brings
his destiny with him.
ORLANDO
What's that?
ROSALIND
Why, horns, which such as you are fain to be
beholding to your wives for: but he comes armed in
his fortune and prevents the slander of his wife.
ORLANDO
Virtue is no horn—-maker; and my Rosalind is virtuous.
ROSALIND
And | am your Rosalind.

CELIA

It pleases him to call you so; but he hath a
Rosalind of a better leer than you.
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ROSALIND

Come, woo me, woo me, for now | am in a holiday

humour and like enough to consent. What would you

say to me now, an | were your very very Rosalind?
ORLANDO

I would kiss before | spoke.
ROSALIND

Nay, you were better speak first, and when you were

gravelled for lack of matter, you might take

occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when they are

out, they will spit; and for lovers lacking——God

warn us!-—matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss.
ORLANDO

How if the kiss be denied?
ROSALIND

Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins new matter.
ORLANDO

Who could be out, being before his beloved mistress?
ROSALIND

Marry, that should you, if | were your mistress, or

| should think my honesty ranker than my wit.
ORLANDO

What, of my suit?
ROSALIND

Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your suit.

Am not | your Rosalind?

ORLANDO
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| take some joy to say you are, because | would be
talking of her.

ROSALIND

Well in her person | say | will not have you.
ORLANDO

Then in mine own person | die.
ROSALIND

No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is

almost six thousand years old, and in all this time
there was not any man died in his own person,
videlicit, in a love—cause. Troilus had his brains
dashed out with a Grecian club; yet he did what he
could to die before, and he is one of the patterns

of love. Leander, he would have lived many a fair
year, though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been
for a hot midsummer night; for, good youth, he went
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont and being
taken with the cramp was drowned and the foolish
coroners of that age found it was 'Hero of Sestos.'
But these are all lies: men have died from time to
time and worms have eaten them, but not for love.

ORLANDO
I would not have my right Rosalind of this mind,
for, | protest, her frown might kill me.

ROSALIND
By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But come, now
| will be your Rosalind in a more coming—-on
disposition, and ask me what you will. | will grant
it.

ORLANDO
Then love me, Rosalind.

ROSALIND

Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays and all.
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ORLANDO
And wilt thou have me?
ROSALIND
Ay, and twenty such.
ORLANDO
What sayest thou?
ROSALIND
Are you not good?
ORLANDO
| hope so.
ROSALIND
Why then, can one desire too much of a good thing?
Come, sister, you shall be the priest and marry us.
Give me your hand, Orlando. What do you say, sister?
ORLANDO
Pray thee, marry us.
CELIA
| cannot say the words.
ROSALIND
You must begin, 'Will you, Orlando—-'
CELIA
Go to. Will you, Orlando, have to wife this Rosalind?
ORLANDO
I will.
ROSALIND

Ay, but when?
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ORLANDO

Why now; as fast as she can marry us.
ROSALIND

Then you must say 'l take thee, Rosalind, for wife.'
ORLANDO

| take thee, Rosalind, for wife.
ROSALIND

I might ask you for your commission; but | do take
thee, Orlando, for my husband: there's a girl goes
before the priest; and certainly a woman's thought
runs before her actions.

ORLANDO
So do all thoughts; they are winged.
ROSALIND

Now tell me how long you would have her after you
have possessed her.

ORLANDO
For ever and a day.
ROSALIND

Say 'a day,' without the 'ever.' No, no, Orlando;

men are April when they woo, December when they wed:
maids are May when they are maids, but the sky
changes when they are wives. | will be more jealous
of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen,
more clamorous than a parrot against rain, more
new-fangled than an ape, more giddy in my desires
than a monkey: | will weep for nothing, like Diana

in the fountain, and | will do that when you are
disposed to be merry; | will laugh like a hyen, and
that when thou art inclined to sleep.

ORLANDO
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But will my Rosalind do so?
ROSALIND
By my life, she will do as | do.
ORLANDO
O, but she is wise.
ROSALIND
Or else she could not have the wit to do this: the
wiser, the waywarder: make the doors upon a woman's
wit and it will out at the casement; shut that and
‘twill out at the key—hole; stop that, twill fly
with the smoke out at the chimney.
ORLANDO
A man that had a wife with such a wit, he might say
'Wit, whither wilt?'
ROSALIND
Nay, you might keep that cheque for it till you met
your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed.
ORLANDO
And what wit could wit have to excuse that?
ROSALIND
Marry, to say she came to seek you there. You shall
never take her without her answer, unless you take
her without her tongue. O, that woman that cannot
make her fault her husband's occasion, let her
never nurse her child herself, for she will breed
it like a fool!
ORLANDO

For these two hours, Rosalind, | will leave thee.

ROSALIND
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Alas! dear love, | cannot lack thee two hours.
ORLANDO

| must attend the duke at dinner: by two o'clock |
will be with thee again.

ROSALIND

Ay, go your ways, go your ways; | knew what you
would prove: my friends told me as much, and |
thought no less: that flattering tongue of yours
won me: 'tis but one cast away, and so, come,
death! Two o'clock is your hour?

ORLANDO
Ay, sweet Rosalind.

ROSALIND
By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God mend
me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous,
if you break one jot of your promise or come one
minute behind your hour, | will think you the most
pathetical break—promise and the most hollow lover
and the most unworthy of her you call Rosalind that
may be chosen out of the gross band of the
unfaithful: therefore beware my censure and keep
your promise.

ORLANDO
With no less religion than if thou wert indeed my
Rosalind: so adieu.

ROSALIND
Well, Time is the old justice that examines all such
offenders, and let Time try: adieu.

Exit ORLANDO

CELIA

Act 4, Scene 1

88



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

You have simply misused our sex in your love—prate:
we must have your doublet and hose plucked over your
head, and show the world what the bird hath done to
her own nest.

ROSALIND
O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou
didst know how many fathom deep | am in love! But
it cannot be sounded: my affection hath an unknown
bottom, like the bay of Portugal.

CELIA
Or rather, bottomless, that as fast as you pour
affection in, it runs out.

ROSALIND
No, that same wicked bastard of Venus that was begot
of thought, conceived of spleen and born of madness,
that blind rascally boy that abuses every one's eyes
because his own are out, let him be judge how deep |
am in love. I'll tell thee, Aliena, | cannot be out
of the sight of Orlando: I'll go find a shadow and
sigh till he come.

CELIA
And I'll sleep.

Exeunt

Act 4, Scene 2

The forest.

Enter JAQUES, Lords, and Foresters
JAQUES

Which is he that killed the deer?
A Lord

Sir, it was |.
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JAQUES
Let's present him to the duke, like a Roman
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer's
horns upon his head, for a branch of victory. Have
you no song, forester, for this purpose?

Forester
Yes, sir.

JAQUES

Sing it: 'tis no matter how it be in tune, so it
make noise enough.

SONG.
Forester
What shall he have that kill'd the deer?
His leather skin and horns to weatr.
Then sing him home;
The rest shall bear this burden
Take thou no scorn to wear the horn;
It was a crest ere thou wast born:
Thy father's father wore it,
And thy father bore it:

The horn, the horn, the lusty horn
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn.

Exeunt

Act 4, Scene 3
The forest.

Enter ROSALIND and CELIA
ROSALIND

How say you now? Is it not past two o'clock? and
here much Orlando!
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CELIA

| warrant you, with pure love and troubled brain, he
hath ta'en his bow and arrows and is gone forth to
sleep. Look, who comes here.

Enter SILVIUS
SILVIUS

My errand is to you, fair youth;

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this:

I know not the contents; but, as | guess
By the stern brow and waspish action
Which she did use as she was writing of it,
It bears an angry tenor: pardon me:

| am but as a guiltless messenger.

ROSALIND

Patience herself would startle at this letter

And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all:

She says | am not fair, that | lack manners;

She calls me proud, and that she could not love me,
Were man as rare as phoenix. '‘Od's my will!

Her love is not the hare that | do hunt:

Why writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, well,
This is a letter of your own device.

SILVIUS

No, | protest, | know not the contents:
Phebe did write it.

ROSALIND

Come, come, you are a fool

And turn'd into the extremity of love.

| saw her hand: she has a leathern hand.

A freestone—colour'd hand; | verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands:
She has a huswife's hand; but that's no matter:

| say she never did invent this letter;

This is a man's invention and his hand.

SILVIUS
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Sure, it is hers.
ROSALIND

Why, 'tis a boisterous and a cruel style.

A style for—challengers; why, she defies me,

Like Turk to Christian: women's gentle brain

Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention
Such Ethiope words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance. Will you hear the letter?

SILVIUS

So please you, for | never heard it yet;
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty.

ROSALIND
She Phebes me: mark how the tyrant writes.
Reads

Art thou god to shepherd turn'd,
That a maiden's heart hath burn'd?
Can a woman rail thus?

SILVIUS
Call you this railing?
ROSALIND

[Reads]

Why, thy godhead laid apart,
Warr'st thou with a woman's heart?
Did you ever hear such railing?
Whiles the eye of man did woo me,
That could do no vengeance to me.
Meaning me a beast.

If the scorn of your bright eyne
Have power to raise such love in mine,
Alack, in me what strange effect
Would they work in mild aspect!
Whiles you chid me, | did love;
How then might your prayers move!
He that brings this love to thee
Little knows this love in me:

And by him seal up thy mind;
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Whether that thy youth and kind
Will the faithful offer take

Of me and all that | can make;
Or else by him my love deny,
And then I'll study how to die.

SILVIUS

Call you this chiding?
CELIA

Alas, poor shepherd!
ROSALIND

Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity. Wilt

thou love such a woman? What, to make thee an
instrument and play false strains upon thee! not to

be endured! Well, go your way to her, for | see

love hath made thee a tame snake, and say this to
her: that if she love me, | charge her to love

thee; if she will not, | will never have her unless

thou entreat for her. If you be a true lover,

hence, and not a word; for here comes more company.

Exit SILVIUS
Enter OLIVER
OLIVER
Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, if you know,
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands
A sheep-cote fenced about with olive trees?
CELIA
West of this place, down in the neighbour bottom:
The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream
Left on your right hand brings you to the place.

But at this hour the house doth keep itself;
There's none within.

OLIVER
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If that an eye may profit by a tongue,

Then should | know you by description;

Such garments and such years: 'The boy is fair,
Of female favour, and bestows himself

Like a ripe sister: the woman low

And browner than her brother." Are not you

The owner of the house | did inquire for?

CELIA
It is no boast, being ask'd, to say we are.
OLIVER

Orlando doth commend him to you both,
And to that youth he calls his Rosalind
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he?

ROSALIND
| am: what must we understand by this?
OLIVER

Some of my shame; if you will know of me
What man | am, and how, and why, and where
This handkercher was stain'd.

CELIA
| pray you, tell it.
OLIVER

When last the young Orlando parted from you
He left a promise to return again

Within an hour, and pacing through the forest,
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befell! he threw his eye aside,

And mark what object did present itself:

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age
And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair,
Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck

A green and gilded snake had wreathed itself,
Who with her head nimble in threats approach'd
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly,
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself,
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And with indented glides did slip away

Into a bush: under which bush's shade

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry,

Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch,
When that the sleeping man should stir; for 'tis
The royal disposition of that beast

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead:

This seen, Orlando did approach the man

And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

CELIA
O, I have heard him speak of that same brother;
And he did render him the most unnatural
That lived amongst men.
OLIVER
And well he might so do,
For well I know he was unnatural.
ROSALIND
But, to Orlando: did he leave him there,
Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness?
OLIVER
Twice did he turn his back and purposed so;
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge,
And nature, stronger than his just occasion,
Made him give battle to the lioness,
Who quickly fell before him: in which hurtling
From miserable slumber | awaked.
CELIA
Are you his brother?
ROSALIND
Wast you he rescued?
CELIA

Was't you that did so oft contrive to kill him?
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OLIVER 'Twas [; but 'tis not |

| do not shame
To tell you what | was, since my conversion
So sweetly tastes, being the thing | am.

ROSALIND
But, for the bloody napkin?
OLIVER

By and by.

When from the first to last betwixt us two

Tears our recountments had most kindly bathed,
As how | came into that desert place:——

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke,

Who gave me fresh array and entertainment,
Committing me unto my brother's love;

Who led me instantly unto his cave,

There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm
The lioness had torn some flesh away,

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted
And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind.

Brief, | recover'd him, bound up his wound;

And, after some small space, being strong at heart,
He sent me hither, stranger as | am,

To tell this story, that you might excuse

His broken promise, and to give this napkin
Dyed in his blood unto the shepherd youth

That he in sport doth call his Rosalind.

ROSALIND swoons
CELIA

Why, how now, Ganymede! sweet Ganymede!
OLIVER

Many will swoon when they do look on blood.
CELIA

There is more in it. Cousin Ganymede!
OLIVER

Look, he recovers.
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ROSALIND
| would | were at home.
CELIA
We'll lead you thither.
| pray you, will you take him by the arm?
OLIVER
Be of good cheer, youth: you a man! you lack a
man's heart.
ROSALIND
| do so, | confess it. Ah, sirrah, a body would
think this was well counterfeited! | pray you, tell
your brother how well | counterfeited. Heigh—ho!
OLIVER
This was not counterfeit: there is too great
testimony in your complexion that it was a passion
of earnest.
ROSALIND
Counterfeit, | assure you.
OLIVER
Well then, take a good heart and counterfeit to be a man.
ROSALIND
So | do: but, i* faith, | should have been a woman by right.
CELIA
Come, you look paler and paler: pray you, draw

homewards. Good sir, go with us.

OLIVER

Act 4, Scene 3

97



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

That will I, for | must bear answer back
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind.
ROSALIND
| shall devise something: but, | pray you, commend

my counterfeiting to him. Will you go?

Exeunt

Act 5, Scene 1
The forest.
Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY
TOUCHSTONE
We shall find a time, Audrey; patience, gentle Audrey.
AUDREY
Faith, the priest was good enough, for all the old
gentleman's saying.
TOUCHSTONE
A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a most vile
Martext. But, Audrey, there is a youth here in the
forest lays claim to you.
AUDREY
Ay, | know who 'tis; he hath no interest in me in
the world: here comes the man you mean.
TOUCHSTONE
It is meat and drink to me to see a clown: by my

troth, we that have good wits have much to answer
for; we shall be flouting; we cannot hold.

Enter WILLIAM
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WILLIAM
Good even, Audrey.
AUDREY
God ye good even, William.
WILLIAM
And good even to you, sir.
TOUCHSTONE
Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy head, cover thy
head; nay, prithee, be covered. How old are you, friend?
WILLIAM
Five and twenty, sir.
TOUCHSTONE
A ripe age. Is thy name William?
WILLIAM
William, sir.
TOUCHSTONE
A fair name. Wast born i' the forest here?
WILLIAM
Ay, sir, | thank God.
TOUCHSTONE
‘Thank God;' a good answer. Art rich?
WILLIAM
Faith, sir, so so.
TOUCHSTONE
'So so' is good, very good, very excellent good; and

yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou wise?
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WILLIAM
Ay, sir, | have a pretty wit.
TOUCHSTONE

Why, thou sayest well. | do now remember a saying,
"The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man
knows himself to be a fool." The heathen
philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape,
would open his lips when he put it into his mouth;
meaning thereby that grapes were made to eat and
lips to open. You do love this maid?

WILLIAM
| do, sir.
TOUCHSTONE
Give me your hand. Art thou learned?
WILLIAM
No, sir.
TOUCHSTONE

Then learn this of me: to have, is to have; for it

is a figure in rhetoric that drink, being poured out

of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty
the other; for all your writers do consent that ipse

is he: now, you are not ipse, for | am he.

WILLIAM
Which he, sir?
TOUCHSTONE

He, sir, that must marry this woman. Therefore, you
clown, abandon,——which is in the vulgar leave,——the
society,——which in the boorish is company,——of this
female,——which in the common is woman; which
together is, abandon the society of this female, or,
clown, thou perishest; or, to thy better
understanding, diest; or, to wit | kill thee, make

thee away, translate thy life into death, thy

liberty into bondage: | will deal in poison with
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thee, or in bastinado, or in steel; | will bandy
with thee in faction; | will o'errun thee with
policy; | will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways:
therefore tremble and depart.
AUDREY
Do, good William.
WILLIAM
God rest you merry, sir.
Exit
Enter CORIN
CORIN
Our master and mistress seeks you; come, away, away!
TOUCHSTONE

Trip, Audrey! trip, Audrey! | attend, | attend.

Exeunt

Act 5, Scene 2

The forest.
Enter ORLANDO and OLIVER
ORLANDO

Is't possible that on so little acquaintance you
should like her? that but seeing you should love
her? and loving woo? and, wooing, she should
grant? and will you persever to enjoy her?

OLIVER

Neither call the giddiness of it in question, the
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden
wooing, nor her sudden consenting; but say with me,
I love Aliena; say with her that she loves me;
consent with both that we may enjoy each other: it
shall be to your good; for my father's house and all
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the revenue that was old Sir Rowland's will |
estate upon you, and here live and die a shepherd.
ORLANDO
You have my consent. Let your wedding be to—morrow:
thither will I invite the duke and all's contented
followers. Go you and prepare Aliena; for look
you, here comes my Rosalind.
Enter ROSALIND
ROSALIND
God save you, brother.
OLIVER
And you, fair sister.
Exit
ROSALIND
O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see thee
wear thy heart in a scarf!
ORLANDO
Itis my arm.
ROSALIND
| thought thy heart had been wounded with the claws
of a lion.
ORLANDO
Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.
ROSALIND
Did your brother tell you how | counterfeited to
swoon when he showed me your handkerchief?

ORLANDO
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Ay, and greater wonders than that.
ROSALIND

O, | know where you are: nay, 'tis true: there was
never any thing so sudden but the fight of two rams
and Caesar's thrasonical brag of 'l came, saw, and
overcame:' for your brother and my sister no sooner
met but they looked, no sooner looked but they
loved, no sooner loved but they sighed, no sooner
sighed but they asked one another the reason, no
sooner knew the reason but they sought the remedy;
and in these degrees have they made a pair of stairs
to marriage which they will climb incontinent, or

else be incontinent before marriage: they are in

the very wrath of love and they will together; clubs
cannot part them.

ORLANDO

They shall be married to—-morrow, and | will bid the
duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a thing it

is to look into happiness through another man's
eyes! By so much the more shall | to-morrow be at
the height of heart—heaviness, by how much | shall
think my brother happy in having what he wishes for.

ROSALIND

Why then, to—-morrow | cannot serve your turn for Rosalind?
ORLANDO

| can live no longer by thinking.
ROSALIND

I will weary you then no longer with idle talking.
Know of me then, for now | speak to some purpose,
that | know you are a gentleman of good conceit: |
speak not this that you should bear a good opinion
of my knowledge, insomuch | say | know you are;
neither do | labour for a greater esteem than may in
some little measure draw a belief from you, to do
yourself good and not to grace me. Believe then, if
you please, that | can do strange things: | have,
since | was three year old, conversed with a
magician, most profound in his art and yet not
damnable. If you do love Rosalind so near the heart
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as your gesture cries it out, when your brother
marries Aliena, shall you marry her: | know into
what straits of fortune she is driven; and it is
not impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenient
to you, to set her before your eyes tomorrow human
as she is and without any danger.

ORLANDO
Speakest thou in sober meanings?

ROSALIND
By my life, | do; which | tender dearly, though |
say | am a magician. Therefore, put you in your
best array: bid your friends; for if you will be
married to—morrow, you shall, and to Rosalind, if you will.

Enter SILVIUS and PHEBE

Look, here comes a lover of mine and a lover of hers.

PHEBE

Youth, you have done me much ungentleness,

To show the letter that | writ to you.
ROSALIND

| care not if | have: it is my study

To seem despiteful and ungentle to you:

You are there followed by a faithful shepherd;

Look upon him, love him; he worships you.
PHEBE

Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love.
SILVIUS

It is to be all made of sighs and tears;

And so am | for Phebe.

PHEBE
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And | for Ganymede.
ORLANDO
And | for Rosalind.
ROSALIND
And | for no woman.
SILVIUS
It is to be all made of faith and service;
And so am | for Phebe.
PHEBE
And | for Ganymede.
ORLANDO
And | for Rosalind.
ROSALIND
And | for no woman.
SILVIUS
It is to be all made of fantasy,
All made of passion and all made of wishes,
All adoration, duty, and observance,
All humbleness, all patience and impatience,
All purity, all trial, all observance;
And so am | for Phebe.
PHEBE
And so am | for Ganymede.
ORLANDO
And so am | for Rosalind.
ROSALIND
And so am | for no woman.

PHEBE
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If this be so, why blame you me to love you?
SILVIUS

If this be so, why blame you me to love you?
ORLANDO

If this be so, why blame you me to love you?
ROSALIND

Who do you speak to, 'Why blame you me to love you?'
ORLANDO

To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.
ROSALIND

Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howling
of Irish wolves against the moon.

To SILVIUS

I will help you, if | can:

To PHEBE

I would love you, if | could. To-morrow meet me all together.

To PHEBE

I will marry you, if ever | marry woman, and I'll be
married to—morrow:

To ORLANDO

| will satisfy you, if ever | satisfied man, and you
shall be married to—-morrow:

To SILVIUS

I will content you, if what pleases you contents
you, and you shall be married to—-morrow.
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To ORLANDO

As you love Rosalind, meet:

To SILVIUS
as you love Phebe, meet: and as | love no woman,
I'll meet. So fare you well: | have left you commands.
SILVIUS
I'll not fail, if I live.
PHEBE
Nor I.
ORLANDO
Nor I.

Exeunt

Act 5, Scene 3

The forest.
Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY
TOUCHSTONE
To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; to—morrow will
we be married.
AUDREY
| do desire it with all my heart; and | hope it is
no dishonest desire to desire to be a woman of the
world. Here comes two of the banished duke's pages.
Enter two Pages
First Page

Well met, honest gentleman.
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TOUCHSTONE

By my troth, well met. Come, sit, sit, and a song.
Second Page

We are for you: sit i' the middle.
First Page

Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawking or
spitting or saying we are hoarse, which are the only
prologues to a bad voice?

Second Page

I'faith, i'faith; and both in a tune, like two
gipsies on a horse.

SONG.

It was a lover and his lass,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
That o'er the green corn—field did pass

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding:
Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino
These pretty country folks would lie,

In spring time,

This carol they began that hour,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
How that a life was but a flower

In spring time,

And therefore take the present time,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino;
For love is crowned with the prime

In spring time,

TOUCHSTONE
Truly, young gentlemen, though there was no great
matter in the ditty, yet the note was very
untuneable.

First Page

You are deceived, sir: we kept time, we lost not our time.
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TOUCHSTONE
By my troth, yes; | count it but time lost to hear

such a foolish song. God be wi' you; and God mend
your voices! Come, Audrey.

Exeunt

Act 5, Scene 4

The forest.

Enter DUKE SENIOR, AMIENS, JAQUES, ORLANDO, OLIVER, and CELIA
DUKE SENIOR

Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy

Can do all this that he hath promised?
ORLANDO

| sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not;

As those that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter ROSALIND, SILVIUS, and PHEBE
ROSALIND

Patience once more, whiles our compact is urged:

You say, if | bring in your Rosalind,

You will bestow her on Orlando here?
DUKE SENIOR

That would I, had | kingdoms to give with her.
ROSALIND

And you say, you will have her, when | bring her?
ORLANDO

That would I, were | of all kingdoms king.

ROSALIND
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You say, you'll marry me, if | be willing?
PHEBE
That will I, should | die the hour after.
ROSALIND
But if you do refuse to marry me,
You'll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd?
PHEBE
So is the bargain.
ROSALIND
You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she will?
SILVIUS
Though to have her and death were both one thing.
ROSALIND
| have promised to make all this matter even.
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter;
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter:
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me,
Or else refusing me, to wed this shepherd:
Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her.
If she refuse me: and from hence | go,
To make these doubts all even.
Exeunt ROSALIND and CELIA
DUKE SENIOR
I do remember in this shepherd boy
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.
ORLANDO
My lord, the first time that | ever saw him
Methought he was a brother to your daughter:
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born,
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments

Of many desperate studies by his uncle,

Act 5, Scene 4

110



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

Whom he reports to be a great magician,
Obscured in the circle of this forest.
Enter TOUCHSTONE and AUDREY
JAQUES
There is, sure, another flood toward, and these
couples are coming to the ark. Here comes a pair of
very strange beasts, which in all tongues are called fools.
TOUCHSTONE
Salutation and greeting to you all!
JAQUES
Good my lord, bid him welcome: this is the
motley—minded gentleman that | have so often met in
the forest: he hath been a courtier, he swears.
TOUCHSTONE
If any man doubt that, let him put me to my
purgation. | have trod a measure; | have flattered
a lady; | have been politic with my friend, smooth
with mine enemy; | have undone three tailors; | have
had four quarrels, and like to have fought one.
JAQUES
And how was that ta'en up?
TOUCHSTONE
Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was upon the
seventh cause.
JAQUES
How seventh cause? Good my lord, like this fellow.

DUKE SENIOR

I like him very well.
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TOUCHSTONE

God 'ild you, sir; | desire you of the like. |

press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country
copulatives, to swear and to forswear: according as
marriage binds and blood breaks: a poor virgin,

sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own; a poor
humour of mine, sir, to take that that no man else
will: rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a

poor house; as your pearl in your foul oyster.

DUKE SENIOR

By my faith, he is very swift and sententious.
TOUCHSTONE

According to the fool's bolt, sir, and such dulcet diseases.
JAQUES

But, for the seventh cause; how did you find the
guarrel on the seventh cause?

TOUCHSTONE

Upon a lie seven times removed:——bear your body more
seeming, Audrey:——as thus, sir. | did dislike the
cut of a certain courtier's beard: he sent me word,
if 1 said his beard was not cut well, he was in the
mind it was: this is called the Retort Courteous.

If I sent him word again 'it was not well cut,' he
would send me word, he cut it to please himself:
this is called the Quip Modest. If again 'it was

not well cut,' he disabled my judgment: this is
called the Reply Churlish. If again ‘it was not

well cut," he would answer, | spake not true: this
is called the Reproof Valiant. If again 'it was not
well cut," he would say | lied: this is called the
Counter—cheque Quarrelsome: and so to the Lie
Circumstantial and the Lie Direct.

JAQUES
And how oft did you say his beard was not well cut?

TOUCHSTONE
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| durst go no further than the Lie Circumstantial,
nor he durst not give me the Lie Direct; and so we
measured swords and parted.

JAQUES
Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the lie?
TOUCHSTONE

O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book; as you have
books for good manners: | will name you the degrees.
The first, the Retort Courteous; the second, the

Quip Modest; the third, the Reply Churlish; the

fourth, the Reproof Valiant; the fifth, the
Countercheque Quarrelsome; the sixth, the Lie with
Circumstance; the seventh, the Lie Direct. All

these you may avoid but the Lie Direct; and you may
avoid that too, with an If. | knew when seven

justices could not take up a quarrel, but when the
parties were met themselves, one of them thought but
of an If, as, 'If you said so, then | said so;' and

they shook hands and swore brothers. Your If is the
only peacemaker; much virtue in If.

JAQUES
Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's as good at
any thing and yet a fool.
DUKE SENIOR
He uses his folly like a stalking—horse and under
the presentation of that he shoots his wit.
Enter HYMEN, ROSALIND, and CELIA
Still Music
HYMEN
Then is there mirth in heaven,
When earthly things made even
Atone together.
Good duke, receive thy daughter
Hymen from heaven brought her,

Yea, brought her hither,

Act 5, Scene 4 113



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

That thou mightst join her hand with his
Whose heart within his bosom is.

ROSALIND
[To DUKE SENIOR] To you | give myself, for | am yours.
To ORLANDO

To you | give myself, for | am yours.

DUKE SENIOR

If there be truth in sight, you are my daughter.
ORLANDO

If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind.
PHEBE

If sight and shape be true,
Why then, my love adieu!

ROSALIND

I'll have no father, if you be not he:
I'll have no husband, if you be not he:
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she.

HYMEN

Peace, ho! | bar confusion:

"Tis | must make conclusion

Of these most strange events:
Here's eight that must take hands
To join in Hymen's bands,

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no cross shall part:
You and you are heart in heart
You to his love must accord,

Or have a woman to your lord:
You and you are sure together,
As the winter to foul weather.
Whiles a wedlock—hymn we sing,
Feed yourselves with questioning;
That reason wonder may diminish,
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How thus we met, and these things finish.

SONG.

Wedding is great Juno's crown:

O blessed bond of board and bed!
'Tis Hymen peoples every town;
High wedlock then be honoured:
Honour, high honour and renown,
To Hymen, god of every town!

DUKE SENIOR

O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me!
Even daughter, welcome, in no less degree.

PHEBE

I will not eat my word, now thou art mine;
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

Enter JAQUES DE BOYS
JAQUES DE BOYS

Let me have audience for a word or two:

| am the second son of old Sir Rowland,

That bring these tidings to this fair assembly.
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day
Men of great worth resorted to this forest,
Address'd a mighty power; which were on foot,
In his own conduct, purposely to take

His brother here and put him to the sword:
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came;
Where meeting with an old religious man,
After some question with him, was converted
Both from his enterprise and from the world,
His crown bequeathing to his banish'd brother,
And all their lands restored to them again
That were with him exiled. This to be true,

| do engage my life.

DUKE SENIOR
Welcome, young man;
Thou offer'st fairly to thy brothers' wedding:
To one his lands withheld, and to the other

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom.
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First, in this forest, let us do those ends

That here were well begun and well begot:

And after, every of this happy number

That have endured shrewd days and nights with us

Shall share the good of our returned fortune,

According to the measure of their states.

Meantime, forget this new—fall'n dignity

And fall into our rustic revelry.

Play, music! And you, brides and bridegrooms all,

With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall.
JAQUES

Sir, by your patience. If | heard you rightly,

The duke hath put on a religious life

And thrown into neglect the pompous court?
JAQUES DE BOYS

He hath.
JAQUES

To him will | : out of these convertites

There is much matter to be heard and learn'd.

To DUKE SENIOR

You to your former honour | bequeath;

Your patience and your virtue well deserves it:

To ORLANDO

You to a love that your true faith doth merit:

To OLIVER

You to your land and love and great allies:

To SILVIUS

You to a long and well-deserved bed:

To TOUCHSTONE
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And you to wrangling; for thy loving voyage
Is but for two months victuall'd. So, to your pleasures:
I am for other than for dancing measures.

DUKE SENIOR
Stay, Jaques, stay.
JAQUES To see no pastime |

what you would have
I'll stay to know at your abandon'd cave.

Exit
DUKE SENIOR

Proceed, proceed: we will begin these rites,
As we do trust they'll end, in true delights.

A dance

EPILOGUE

ROSALIND

It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue;

but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord

the prologue. If it be true that good wine needs

no bush, 'tis true that a good play needs no

epilogue; yet to good wine they do use good bushes,
and good plays prove the better by the help of good
epilogues. What a case am | in then, that am

neither a good epilogue nor cannot insinuate with

you in the behalf of a good play! | am not

furnished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not
become me: my way is to conjure you; and I'll begin
with the women. | charge you, O women, for the love
you bear to men, to like as much of this play as
please you: and | charge you, O men, for the love
you bear to women--as | perceive by your simpering,
none of you hates them—-that between you and the
women the play may please. If | were a woman |
would kiss as many of you as had beards that pleased
me, complexions that liked me and breaths that |
defied not: and, | am sure, as many as have good
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beards or good faces or sweet breaths will, for my
kind offer, when | make curtsy, bid me farewell.

Exeunt
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Cymbeline
Act 1, Scene 1

Britain. The garden of Cymbeline's palace.
Enter two Gentlemen

First Gentleman
You do not meet a man but frowns: our bloods
No more obey the heavens than our courtiers
Still seem as does the king.

Second Gentleman
But what's the matter?

First Gentleman
His daughter, and the heir of's kingdom, whom
He purposed to his wife's sole son——a widow
That late he married—-hath referr'd herself
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman: she's wedded;
Her husband banish'd; she imprison'd: all
Is outward sorrow; though | think the king
Be touch'd at very heart.

Second Gentleman
None but the king?

First Gentleman
He that hath lost her too; so is the queen,
That most desired the match; but not a courtier,
Although they wear their faces to the bent
Of the king's look's, hath a heart that is not
Glad at the thing they scowl at.

Second Gentleman

And why so?

First Gentleman
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He that hath miss'd the princess is a thing

Too bad for bad report: and he that hath her——

I mean, that married her, alack, good man!

And therefore banish'd——is a creature such

As, to seek through the regions of the earth

For one his like, there would be something failing
In him that should compare. | do not think

So fair an outward and such stuff within

Endows a man but he.

Second Gentleman
You speak him far.
First Gentleman

| do extend him, sir, within himself,
Crush him together rather than unfold
His measure duly.

Second Gentleman
What's his name and birth?
First Gentleman

| cannot delve him to the root: his father

Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour
Against the Romans with Cassibelan,

But had his titles by Tenantius whom

He served with glory and admired success,

So gain'd the sur—addition Leonatus;

And had, besides this gentleman in question,
Two other sons, who in the wars o' the time

Died with their swords in hand; for which

their father,

Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow
That he quit being, and his gentle lady,

Big of this gentleman our theme, deceased

As he was born. The king he takes the babe

To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonatus,
Breeds him and makes him of his bed—chamber,
Puts to him all the learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of; which he took,
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd,

And in's spring became a harvest, lived in court——
Which rare it is to do——most praised, most loved,
A sample to the youngest, to the more mature

A glass that feated them, and to the graver
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A child that guided dotards; to his mistress,
For whom he now is banish'd, her own price
Proclaims how she esteem'd him and his virtue;
By her election may be truly read
What kind of man he is.

Second Gentleman
I honour him
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me,
Is she sole child to the king?

First Gentleman
His only child.
He had two sons: if this be worth your hearing,
Mark it: the eldest of them at three years old,
I' the swathing—clothes the other, from their nursery
Were stol'n, and to this hour no guess in knowledge
Which way they went.

Second Gentleman
How long is this ago?

First Gentleman
Some twenty years.

Second Gentleman
That a king's children should be so convey'd,
So slackly guarded, and the search so slow,
That could not trace them!

First Gentleman
Howsoe'er 'tis strange,
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at,
Yet is it true, sir.

Second Gentleman
I do well believe you.

First Gentleman
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We must forbear: here comes the gentleman,
The queen, and princess.

Exeunt
Enter the QUEEN, POSTHUMUS LEONATUS, and IMOGEN
QUEEN

No, be assured you shall not find me, daughter,
After the slander of most stepmothers,
Evil-eyed unto you: you're my prisoner, but
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys

That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus,
So soon as | can win the offended king,

| will be known your advocate: marry, yet

The fire of rage is in him, and 'twere good

You lean'd unto his sentence with what patience
Your wisdom may inform you.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Please your highness,
I will from hence to—-day.

QUEEN

You know the peril.

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying

The pangs of barr'd affections, though the king
Hath charged you should not speak together.

Exit
IMOGEN

@)

Dissembling courtesy! How fine this tyrant

Can tickle where she wounds! My dearest husband,
| something fear my father's wrath; but nothing——
Always reserved my holy duty——what

His rage can do on me: you must be gone;

And | shall here abide the hourly shot

Of angry eyes, not comforted to live,

But that there is this jewel in the world

That | may see again.
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POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

My queen! my mistress!

O lady, weep no more, lest | give cause

To be suspected of more tenderness

Than doth become a man. | will remain

The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth:

My residence in Rome at one Philario's,

Who to my father was a friend, to me

Known but by letter: thither write, my queen,
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send,
Though ink be made of gall.

Re-enter QUEEN
QUEEN

Be brief, | pray you:
If the king come, | shall incur | know not
How much of his displeasure.

Aside

Yet I'll move him

To walk this way: | never do him wrong,
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends;
Pays dear for my offences.

Exit
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Should we be taking leave

As long a term as yet we have to live,
The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu!

IMOGEN

Nay, stay a little:

Were you but riding forth to air yourself,

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love;
This diamond was my mother's: take it, heart;
But keep it till you woo another wife,

When Imogen is dead.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
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How, how! another?
You gentle gods, give me but this | have,
And sear up my embracements from a next
With bonds of death!
Putting on the ring
Remain, remain thou here
While sense can keep it on. And, sweetest, fairest,
As | my poor self did exchange for you,
To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles
| still win of you: for my sake wear this;
It is a manacle of love; I'll place it
Upon this fairest prisoner.
Putting a bracelet upon her arm
IMOGEN
O the gods!
When shall we see again?
Enter CYMBELINE and Lords
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Alack, the king!
CYMBELINE
Thou basest thing, avoid! hence, from my sight!
If after this command thou fraught the court
With thy unworthiness, thou diest: away!
Thou'rt poison to my blood.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
The gods protect you!
And bless the good remainders of the court! | am gone.
Exit
IMOGEN

There cannot be a pinch in death
More sharp than this is.
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CYMBELINE
O disloyal thing,
That shouldst repair my youth, thou heap'st
A year's age on me.
IMOGEN
| beseech you, sir,
Harm not yourself with your vexation
| am senseless of your wrath; a touch more rare
Subdues all pangs, all fears.
CYMBELINE
Past grace? obedience?
IMOGEN
Past hope, and in despair; that way, past grace.
CYMBELINE
That mightst have had the sole son of my queen!
IMOGEN
O blest, that | might not! | chose an eagle,
And did avoid a puttock.
CYMBELINE
Thou took'st a beggar; wouldst have made my throne
A seat for baseness.
IMOGEN
No; | rather added
A lustre to it.

CYMBELINE

O thou vile one!
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IMOGEN
Sir,
It is your fault that | have loved Posthumus:
You bred him as my playfellow, and he is
A man worth any woman, overbuys me
Almost the sum he pays.

CYMBELINE
What, art thou mad?

IMOGEN
Almost, sir: heaven restore me! Would | were
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus
Our neighbour shepherd's son!

CYMBELINE
Thou foolish thing!
Re-enter QUEEN
They were again together: you have done
Not after our command. Away with her,
And pen her up.

QUEEN
Beseech your patience. Peace,
Dear lady daughter, peace! Sweet sovereign,
Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some comfort
Out of your best advice.

CYMBELINE
Nay, let her languish
A drop of blood a day; and, being aged,
Die of this folly!
Exeunt CYMBELINE and Lords

QUEEN

Fie!l you must give way.
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Enter PISANIO

Here is your servant. How now, sir! What news?

PISANIO
My lord your son drew on my master.
QUEEN

Ha!
No harm, | trust, is done?

PISANIO

There might have been,

But that my master rather play'd than fought
And had no help of anger: they were parted
By gentlemen at hand.

QUEEN
| am very glad on't.
IMOGEN

Your son's my father's friend; he takes his part.

To draw upon an exile! O brave sir!

| would they were in Afric both together;

Myself by with a needle, that | might prick

The goer—back. Why came you from your master?

PISANIO
On his command: he would not suffer me
To bring him to the haven; left these notes
Of what commands | should be subject to,
When 't pleased you to employ me.
QUEEN
This hath been

Your faithful servant: | dare lay mine honour
He will remain so.
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PISANIO

I humbly thank your highness.
QUEEN

Pray, walk awhile.
IMOGEN

About some half-hour hence,

| pray you, speak with me: you shall at least
Go see my lord aboard: for this time leave me.

Exeunt

Act 1, Scene 2

The same. A public place.
Enter CLOTEN and two Lords
First Lord
Sir, | would advise you to shift a shirt; the
violence of action hath made you reek as a
sacrifice: where air comes out, air comes in:
there's none abroad so wholesome as that you vent.
CLOTEN
If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it. Have | hurt him?
Second Lord
[Aside] No, 'faith; not so much as his patience.
First Lord
Hurt him! his body's a passable carcass, if he be
not hurt: it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it be not hurt.

Second Lord

[Aside] His steel was in debt; it went o' the
backside the town.
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CLOTEN
The villain would not stand me.
Second Lord
[Aside] No; but he fled forward still, toward your face.
First Lord
Stand you! You have land enough of your own: but
he added to your having; gave you some ground.
Second Lord
[Aside] As many inches as you have oceans. Puppies!
CLOTEN
| would they had not come between us.
Second Lord
[Aside] So would I, till you had measured how long
a fool you were upon the ground.
CLOTEN
And that she should love this fellow and refuse me!
Second Lord
[Aside] If it be a sin to make a true election, she
is damned.
First Lord
Sir, as | told you always, her beauty and her brain
go not together: she's a good sign, but | have seen
small reflection of her wit.
Second Lord

[Aside] She shines not upon fools, lest the
reflection should hurt her.
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CLOTEN
Come, I'll to my chamber. Would there had been some
hurt done!
Second Lord
[Aside] | wish not so; unless it had been the fall
of an ass, which is no great hurt.
CLOTEN
You'll go with us?
First Lord
I'll attend your lordship.
CLOTEN
Nay, come, let's go together.
Second Lord
Well, my lord.

Exeunt

Act 1, Scene 3

A room in Cymbeline's palace.
Enter IMOGEN and PISANIO

IMOGEN
| would thou grew'st unto the shores o' the haven,
And question'dst every sail: if he should write
And not have it, 'twere a paper lost,
As offer'd mercy is. What was the last
That he spake to thee?

PISANIO

It was his queen, his queen!

IMOGEN
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Then waved his handkerchief?
PISANIO

And kiss'd it, madam.
IMOGEN

Senseless Linen! happier therein than !
And that was all?

PISANIO

No, madam; for so long

As he could make me with this eye or ear
Distinguish him from others, he did keep

The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief,
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of 's mind
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on,
How swift his ship.

IMOGEN

Thou shouldst have made him
As little as a crow, or less, ere left
To after—eye him.

PISANIO
Madam, so | did.
IMOGEN

| would have broke mine eye-strings; crack'd them, but
To look upon him, till the diminution

Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle,

Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from

The smallness of a gnat to air, and then

Have turn'd mine eye and wept. But, good Pisanio,
When shall we hear from him?

PISANIO

Be assured, madam,
With his next vantage.

Act 1, Scene 3 131



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

IMOGEN

| did not take my leave of him, but had

Most pretty things to say: ere | could tell him

How | would think on him at certain hours

Such thoughts and such, or | could make him swear
The shes of Italy should not betray

Mine interest and his honour, or have charged him,
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight,

To encounter me with orisons, for then

I am in heaven for him; or ere | could

Give him that parting kiss which | had set

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father
And like the tyrannous breathing of the north
Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady
Lady
The queen, madam,
Desires your highness' company.
IMOGEN
Those things | bid you do, get them dispatch'd.
| will attend the queen.
PISANIO

Madam, | shall.

Exeunt

Act 1, Scene 4

Rome. Philario's house.

Enter PHILARIO, IACHIMO, a Frenchman, a Dutchman, and a Spaniard
IACHIMO

Believe it, sir, | have seen him in Britain: he was

then of a crescent note, expected to prove so worthy

as since he hath been allowed the name of; but |

could then have looked on him without the help of
admiration, though the catalogue of his endowments
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had been tabled by his side and | to peruse him by items.

PHILARIO

You speak of him when he was less furnished than now
he is with that which makes him both without and within.

Frenchman

I have seen him in France: we had very many there
could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he.

IACHIMO

This matter of marrying his king's daughter, wherein
he must be weighed rather by her value than his own,
words him, | doubt not, a great deal from the matter.

Frenchman
And then his banishment.
IACHIMO

Ay, and the approbation of those that weep this
lamentable divorce under her colours are wonderfully
to extend him; be it but to fortify her judgment,

which else an easy battery might lay flat, for

taking a beggar without less quality. But how comes
it he is to sojourn with you? How creeps
acquaintance?

PHILARIO

His father and | were soldiers together; to whom |
have been often bound for no less than my life.
Here comes the Briton: let him be so entertained
amongst you as suits, with gentlemen of your
knowing, to a stranger of his quality.

Enter POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
| beseech you all, be better known to this
gentleman; whom | commend to you as a noble friend

of mine: how worthy he is | will leave to appear
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hereafter, rather than story him in his own hearing.

Frenchman
Sir, we have known together in Orleans.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Since when | have been debtor to you for courtesies,
which | will be ever to pay and yet pay still.

Frenchman

Sir, you o'er—rate my poor kindness: | was glad |
did atone my countryman and you; it had been pity
you should have been put together with so mortal a
purpose as then each bore, upon importance of so
slight and trivial a nature.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

By your pardon, sir, | was then a young traveller;
rather shunned to go even with what | heard than in
my every action to be guided by others' experiences:
but upon my mended judgment—-if | offend not to say
it is mended——-my quarrel was not altogether slight.

Frenchman

'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of swords,
and by such two that would by all likelihood have
confounded one the other, or have fallen both.

IACHIMO
Can we, with manners, ask what was the difference?
Frenchman

Safely, | think: 'twas a contention in public,

which may, without contradiction, suffer the report.
It was much like an argument that fell out last
night, where each of us fell in praise of our
country mistresses; this gentleman at that time
vouching——and upon warrant of bloody
affirmation——his to be more fair, virtuous, wise,
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chaste, constant—qualified and less attemptable
than any the rarest of our ladies in France.
IACHIMO
That lady is not now living, or this gentleman's
opinion by this worn out.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
She holds her virtue still and | my mind.
IACHIMO
You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of Italy.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Being so far provoked as | was in France, | would
abate her nothing, though | profess myself her
adorer, not her friend.
IACHIMO
As fair and as good—-a kind of hand-in—hand
comparison——had been something too fair and too good
for any lady in Britain. If she went before others
| have seen, as that diamond of yours outlustres
many | have beheld. | could not but believe she
excelled many: but | have not seen the most
precious diamond that is, nor you the lady.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
| praised her as | rated her: so do | my stone.
IACHIMO
What do you esteem it at?
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

More than the world enjoys.

IACHIMO
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Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or she's
outprized by a trifle.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

You are mistaken: the one may be sold, or given, if
there were wealth enough for the purchase, or merit
for the qift: the other is not a thing for sale,

and only the gift of the gods.

IACHIMO
Which the gods have given you?

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Which, by their graces, | will keep.

IACHIMO
You may wear her in title yours: but, you know,
strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Your
ring may be stolen too: so your brace of unprizable
estimations; the one is but frail and the other
casual; a cunning thief, or a that way accomplished
courtier, would hazard the winning both of first and last.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Your Italy contains none so accomplished a courtier
to convince the honour of my mistress, if, in the
holding or loss of that, you term her frail. | do
nothing doubt you have store of thieves;
notwithstanding, | fear not my ring.

PHILARIO
Let us leave here, gentlemen.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior, |

thank him, makes no stranger of me; we are familiar at first.

IACHIMO
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With five times so much conversation, | should get
ground of your fair mistress, make her go back, even
to the yielding, had | admittance and opportunity to friend.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
No, no.

IACHIMO
| dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my estate to
your ring; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues it
something: but | make my wager rather against your
confidence than her reputation: and, to bar your
offence herein too, | durst attempt it against any
lady in the world.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
You are a great deal abused in too bold a
persuasion; and | doubt not you sustain what you're
worthy of by your attempt.

IACHIMO
What's that?

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
A repulse: though your attempt, as you call it,
deserve more; a punishment too.

PHILARIO
Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too suddenly;
let it die as it was born, and, | pray you, be
better acquainted.

IACHIMO
Would | had put my estate and my neighbour's on the
approbation of what | have spoke!

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
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What lady would you choose to assail?
IACHIMO

Yours; whom in constancy you think stands so safe.
I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring,

that, commend me to the court where your lady is,
with no more advantage than the opportunity of a
second conference, and | will bring from thence
that honour of hers which you imagine so reserved.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
| will wage against your gold, gold to it: my ring
I hold dear as my finger; 'tis part of it.

IACHIMO
You are afraid, and therein the wiser. If you buy
ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot
preserve it from tainting: but | see you have some
religion in you, that you fear.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
This is but a custom in your tongue; you bear a
graver purpose, | hope.

IACHIMO
| am the master of my speeches, and would undergo
what's spoken, | swear.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Will you? | shall but lend my diamond till your

return: let there be covenants drawn between's: my
mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your

unworthy thinking: | dare you to this match: here's my ring.

PHILARIO
I will have it no lay.
IACHIMO
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By the gods, it is one. If | bring you no

sufficient testimony that | have enjoyed the dearest
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats
are yours; so is your diamond too: if | come off,

and leave her in such honour as you have trust in,

she your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are

yours: provided | have your commendation for my more
free entertainment.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

| embrace these conditions; let us have articles
betwixt us. Only, thus far you shall answer: if

you make your voyage upon her and give me directly
to understand you have prevailed, | am no further
your enemy; she is not worth our debate: if she
remain unseduced, you not making it appear
otherwise, for your ill opinion and the assault you
have made to her chastity you shall answer me with
your sword.

IACHIMO
Your hand; a covenant: we will have these things set
down by lawful counsel, and straight away for
Britain, lest the bargain should catch cold and
starve: | will fetch my gold and have our two
wagers recorded.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Agreed.
Exeunt POSTHUMUS LEONATUS and IACHIMO
Frenchman
Will this hold, think you?
PHILARIO
Signior lachimo will not from it.

Pray, let us follow 'em.

Exeunt
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Act 1, Scene 5

Britain. A room in Cymbeline's palace.
Enter QUEEN, Ladies, and CORNELIUS
QUEEN

Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather those flowers;
Make haste: who has the note of them?

First Lady
I, madam.
QUEEN
Dispatch.
Exeunt Ladies

Now, master doctor, have you brought those drugs?

CORNELIUS
Pleaseth your highness, ay: here they are, madam:
Presenting a small box

But | beseech your grace, without offence,——

My conscience bids me ask——wherefore you have
Commanded of me those most poisonous compounds,
Which are the movers of a languishing death;

But though slow, deadly?

QUEEN

| wonder, doctor,

Thou ask'st me such a question. Have | not been
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn'd me how

To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so

That our great king himself doth woo me oft

For my confections? Having thus far proceeded,——
Unless thou think'st me devilish—-is't not meet
That | did amplify my judgment in

Other conclusions? | will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as
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We count not worth the hanging, but none human,
To try the vigour of them and apply

Allayments to their act, and by them gather

Their several virtues and effects.

CORNELIUS

Your highness

Shall from this practise but make hard your heart:
Besides, the seeing these effects will be

Both noisome and infectious.

QUEEN
O, content thee.
Enter PISANIO
Aside

Here comes a flattering rascal; upon him
Will I first work: he's for his master,

An enemy to my son. How now, Pisanio!
Doctor, your service for this time is ended;
Take your own way.

CORNELIUS

[Aside] | do suspect you, madam;
But you shall do no harm.

QUEEN
[To PISANIO] Hark thee, a word.
CORNELIUS

[Aside] | do not like her. She doth think she has
Strange lingering poisons: | do know her spirit,
And will not trust one of her malice with

A drug of such damn'd nature. Those she has
Will stupefy and dull the sense awhile;

Which first, perchance, she'll prove on

cats and dogs,

Then afterward up higher: but there is

No danger in what show of death it makes,
More than the locking—up the spirits a time,
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To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd
With a most false effect; and | the truer,
So to be false with her.

QUEEN

No further service, doctor,
Until | send for thee.

CORNELIUS
I humbly take my leave.
Exit

QUEEN

Weeps she still, say'st thou? Dost thou think in time
She will not quench and let instructions enter
Where folly now possesses? Do thou work:

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son,
I'll tell thee on the instant thou art then

As great as is thy master, greater, for

His fortunes all lie speechless and his name

Is at last gasp: return he cannot, nor

Continue where he is: to shift his being

Is to exchange one misery with another,

And every day that comes comes to decay

A day's work in him. What shalt thou expect,

To be depender on a thing that leans,

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends,

So much as but to prop him?

The QUEEN drops the box: PISANIO takes it up

Thou takest up

Thou know'st not what; but take it for thy labour:
Itis a thing | made, which hath the king

Five times redeem'd from death: | do not know
What is more cordial. Nay, | prethee, take it;

It is an earnest of a further good

That | mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how

The case stands with her; do't as from thyself.
Think what a chance thou changest on, but think
Thou hast thy mistress still, to boot, my son,
Who shall take notice of thee: I'll move the king
To any shape of thy preferment such

As thou'lt desire; and then myself, | chiefly,

Act 1, Scene 5 142



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women:
Think on my words.

Exit PISANIO

A sly and constant knave,

Not to be shaked; the agent for his master

And the remembrancer of her to hold

The hand-fast to her lord. | have given him that
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her

Of liegers for her sweet, and which she after,
Except she bend her humour, shall be assured
To taste of too.

Re-enter PISANIO and Ladies
So, so: well done, well done:
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses,
Bear to my closet. Fare thee well, Pisanio;
Think on my words.
Exeunt QUEEN and Ladies
PISANIO
And shall do:

But when to my good lord | prove untrue,
I'll choke myself: there's all I'll do for you.

Exit

Act 1, Scene 6

The same. Another room in the palace.
Enter IMOGEN
IMOGEN

A father cruel, and a step—dame false;

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady,

That hath her husband banish'd;——0, that husband!
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated
Vexations of it! Had | been thief-stol'n,

As my two brothers, happy! but most miserable
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Is the desire that's glorious: blest be those,
How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills,
Which seasons comfort. Who may this be? Fie!

Enter PISANIO and IACHIMO
PISANIO

Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome,
Comes from my lord with letters.

IACHIMO

Change you, madam?
The worthy Leonatus is in safety
And greets your highness dearly.

Presents a letter
IMOGEN

Thanks, good sir:
You're kindly welcome.

IACHIMO

[Aside] All of her that is out of door most rich!
If she be furnish'd with a mind so rare,

She is alone the Arabian bird, and |

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend!
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot!

Or, like the Parthian, | shall flying fight;
Rather directly fly.

IMOGEN

[Reads] 'He is one of the noblest note, to whose
kindnesses | am most infinitely tied. Reflect upon
him accordingly, as you value your trust——
LEONATUS.'

So far | read aloud:

But even the very middle of my heart

Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully.
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as |

Have words to bid you, and shall find it so

In all that | can do.
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IACHIMO

Thanks, fairest lady.

What, are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop

Of sea and land, which can distinguish "twixt

The fiery orbs above and the twinn'd stones

Upon the number'd beach? and can we not
Partition make with spectacles so precious

"Twixt fair and foul?

IMOGEN
What makes your admiration?

IACHIMO
It cannot be i' the eye, for apes and monkeys
"Twixt two such shes would chatter this way and
Contemn with mows the other; nor i' the judgment,
For idiots in this case of favour would
Be wisely definite; nor i' the appetite;
Sluttery to such neat excellence opposed
Should make desire vomit emptiness,
Not so allured to feed.

IMOGEN
What is the matter, trow?

IACHIMO
The cloyed will,
That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub
Both fill'd and running, ravening first the lamb
Longs after for the garbage.

IMOGEN
What, dear sir,
Thus raps you? Are you well?

IACHIMO

Thanks, madam; well.
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To PISANIO
Beseech you, sir, desire
My man's abode where | did leave him: he
Is strange and peevish.
PISANIO
| was going, sir,
To give him welcome.
Exit
IMOGEN
Continues well my lord? His health, beseech you?
IACHIMO
Well, madam.
IMOGEN
Is he disposed to mirth? | hope he is.
IACHIMO
Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger there
So merry and so gamesome: he is call'd
The Briton reveller.
IMOGEN
When he was here,
He did incline to sadness, and oft-times
Not knowing why.
IACHIMO
| never saw him sad.
There is a Frenchman his companion, one
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves
A Gallian girl at home; he furnaces
The thick sighs from him, whiles the jolly Briton—-
Your lord, | mean—-laughs from's free lungs, cries 'O,
Can my sides hold, to think that man, who knows

By history, report, or his own proof,
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What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose
But must be, will his free hours languish for
Assured bondage?'

IMOGEN
Will my lord say so?

IACHIMO
Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter:
It is a recreation to be by
And hear him mock the Frenchman. But, heavens know,
Some men are much to blame.

IMOGEN
Not he, | hope.

IACHIMO
Not he: but yet heaven's bounty towards him might
Be used more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much;
In you, which | account his beyond all talents,
Whilst | am bound to wonder, | am bound
To pity too.

IMOGEN
What do you pity, sir?

IACHIMO
Two creatures heartily.

IMOGEN
Am | one, sir?
You look on me: what wreck discern you in me
Deserves your pity?

IACHIMO
Lamentable! What,

To hide me from the radiant sun and solace
I' the dungeon by a snuff?
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IMOGEN

| pray you, sir,
Deliver with more openness your answers
To my demands. Why do you pity me?

IACHIMO

That others do——

| was about to say——enjoy your——But
It is an office of the gods to venge it,
Not mine to speak on 't.

IMOGEN

You do seem to know

Something of me, or what concerns me: pray you,——
Since doubling things go ill often hurts more

Than to be sure they do; for certainties

Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing,

The remedy then born——discover to me

What both you spur and stop.

IACHIMO

Had I this cheek

To bathe my lips upon; this hand, whose touch,
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul
To the oath of loyalty; this object, which

Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye,
Fixing it only here; should I, damn'd then,

Slaver with lips as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands
Made hard with hourly falsehood—-falsehood, as
With labour; then by—peeping in an eye

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light

That's fed with stinking tallow; it were fit

That all the plagues of hell should at one time
Encounter such revolt.

IMOGEN

My lord, | fear,
Has forgot Britain.

IACHIMO
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And himself. Not I,

Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce

The beggary of his change; but 'tis your graces
That from pay mutest conscience to my tongue
Charms this report out.

IMOGEN
Let me hear no more.
IACHIMO
O dearest soul! your cause doth strike my heart

With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady
So fair, and fasten'd to an empery,

Would make the great'st king double,——to be partner'd

With tomboys hired with that self-exhibition

Which your own coffers yield! with diseased ventures

That play with all infirmities for gold

Which rottenness can lend nature! such boil'd stuff

As well might poison poison! Be revenged;
Or she that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.

IMOGEN

Revenged!

How should | be revenged? If this be true,——
As | have such a heart that both mine ears
Must not in haste abuse—-if it be true,

How should | be revenged?

IACHIMO

Should he make me

Live, like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets,
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps,

In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it.
| dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure,
More noble than that runagate to your bed,
And will continue fast to your affection,

Still close as sure.

IMOGEN

What, ho, Pisanio!
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IACHIMO
Let me my service tender on your lips.
IMOGEN

Away! | do condemn mine ears that have

So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable,
Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not
For such an end thou seek'st,——as base as strange.
Thou wrong'st a gentleman, who is as far

From thy report as thou from honour, and
Solicit'st here a lady that disdains

Thee and the devil alike. What ho, Pisanio!
The king my father shall be made acquainted
Of thy assault: if he shall think it fit,

A saucy stranger in his court to mart

As in a Romish stew and to expound

His beastly mind to us, he hath a court

He little cares for and a daughter who

He not respects at all. What, ho, Pisanio!

IACHIMO

O happy Leonatus! | may say

The credit that thy lady hath of thee

Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfect goodness
Her assured credit. Blessed live you long!

A lady to the worthiest sir that ever

Country call'd his! and you his mistress, only
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your pardon.
| have spoke this, to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord,
That which he is, new o'er: and he is one

The truest manner'd; such a holy witch

That he enchants societies into him;

Half all men's hearts are his.

IMOGEN
You make amends.

IACHIMO
He sits 'mongst men like a descended god:
He hath a kind of honour sets him off,
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry,
Most mighty princess, that | have adventured

To try your taking a false report; which hath
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Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment
In the election of a sir so rare,

Which you know cannot err: the love | bear him
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made you,
Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon.

IMOGEN

All's well, sir: take my power i' the court
for yours.

IACHIMO

My humble thanks. | had almost forgot

To entreat your grace but in a small request,
And yet of moment to, for it concerns

Your lord; myself and other noble friends,
Are partners in the business.

IMOGEN
Pray, what is't?
IACHIMO

Some dozen Romans of us and your lord—-—

The best feather of our wing——have mingled sums
To buy a present for the emperor

Which |, the factor for the rest, have done

In France: 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels

Of rich and exquisite form; their values great;

And | am something curious, being strange,

To have them in safe stowage: may it please you
To take them in protection?

IMOGEN
Willingly;
And pawn mine honour for their safety: since
My lord hath interest in them, | will keep them
In my bedchamber.

IACHIMO

They are in a trunk,
Attended by my men: | will make bold

Act 1, Scene 6

151



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

To send them to you, only for this night;
| must aboard to—morrow.
IMOGEN
O, no, no.
IACHIMO
Yes, | beseech; or | shall short my word
By lengthening my return. From Gallia
| cross'd the seas on purpose and on promise
To see your grace.
IMOGEN
| thank you for your pains:
But not away to—morrow!
IACHIMO
O, | must, madam:
Therefore | shall beseech you, if you please
To greet your lord with writing, do't to—night:
| have outstood my time; which is material
To the tender of our present.
IMOGEN
I will write.

Send your trunk to me; it shall safe be kept,
And truly yielded you. You're very welcome.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 1

Britain. Before Cymbeline's palace.
Enter CLOTEN and two Lords

CLOTEN

Was there ever man had such luck! when | kissed the
jack, upon an up-cast to be hit away! | had a
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hundred pound on't: and then a whoreson jackanapes
must take me up for swearing; as if | borrowed mine
oaths of him and might not spend them at my pleasure.
First Lord
What got he by that? You have broke his pate with
your bowl.
Second Lord
[Aside] If his wit had been like him that broke it,
it would have run all out.
CLOTEN
When a gentleman is disposed to sweatr, it is not for
any standers—by to curtail his oaths, ha?
Second Lord
No my lord;
Aside

nor crop the ears of them.

CLOTEN

Whoreson dog! | give him satisfaction?
Would he had been one of my rank!

Second Lord
[Aside] To have smelt like a fool.
CLOTEN

| am not vexed more at any thing in the earth: a

pox on't! | had rather not be so noble as | am;

they dare not fight with me, because of the queen my
mother: every Jack-slave hath his bellyful of

fighting, and | must go up and down like a cock that
nobody can match.
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Second Lord
[Aside] You are cock and capon too; and you crow,
cock, with your comb on.
CLOTEN
Sayest thou?
Second Lord
It is not fit your lordship should undertake every
companion that you give offence to.
CLOTEN
No, | know that: but it is fit | should commit
offence to my inferiors.
Second Lord
Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.
CLOTEN
Why, so | say.
First Lord
Did you hear of a stranger that's come to court to—night?
CLOTEN
A stranger, and | not know on't!
Second Lord
[Aside] He's a strange fellow himself, and knows it
not.
First Lord
There's an Italian come; and, 'tis thought, one of
Leonatus' friends.
CLOTEN
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Leonatus! a banished rascal; and he's another,
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this stranger?
First Lord
One of your lordship's pages.
CLOTEN
Is it fit | went to look upon him? is there no
derogation in't?
Second Lord
You cannot derogate, my lord.
CLOTEN
Not easily, | think.
Second Lord
[Aside] You are a fool granted; therefore your
issues, being foolish, do not derogate.
CLOTEN

Come, I'll go see this Italian: what | have lost

to—day at bowls I'll win to—night of him. Come, go.

Second Lord
I'll attend your lordship.
Exeunt CLOTEN and First Lord

That such a crafty devil as is his mother
Should yield the world this ass! a woman that
Bears all down with her brain; and this her son
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart,
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess,

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endurest,
Betwixt a father by thy step—dame govern'd,

A mother hourly coining plots, a wooer

More hateful than the foul expulsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act

Of the divorce he'ld make! The heavens hold firm
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The walls of thy dear honour, keep unshaked
That temple, thy fair mind, that thou mayst stand,
To enjoy thy banish'd lord and this great land!

Exit

Act 2, Scene 2

Imogen's bedchamber in Cymbeline's palace:

a trunk in one corner of it.

IMOGEN in bed, reading; a Lady attending
IMOGEN
Who's there? my woman Helen?
Lady
Please you, madam
IMOGEN
What hour is it?
Lady
Almost midnight, madam.

IMOGEN

I have read three hours then: mine eyes are weak:

Fold down the leaf where | have left: to bed:
Take not away the taper, leave it burning;

And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock,

| prithee, call me. Sleep hath seized me wholly

Exit Lady

To your protection | commend me, gods.
From fairies and the tempters of the night
Guard me, beseech ye.

Sleeps. IACHIMO comes from the trunk
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IACHIMO

The crickets sing, and man's o'er—labour'd sense
Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus

Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken'd

The chastity he wounded. Cytherea,

How bravely thou becomest thy bed, fresh lily,
And whiter than the sheets! That | might touch!
But kiss; one kiss! Rubies unparagon'd,

How dearly they do't! 'Tis her breathing that
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o' the taper
Bows toward her, and would under—peep her lids,
To see the enclosed lights, how canopied

Under these windows, white and azure laced
With blue of heaven's own tinct. But my design,
To note the chamber: | will write all down:

Such and such pictures; there the window; such
The adornment of her bed; the arras; figures,
Why, such and such; and the contents o' the story.
Ah, but some natural notes about her body,
Above ten thousand meaner moveables

Would testify, to enrich mine inventory.

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her!

And be her sense but as a monument,

Thus in a chapel lying! Come off, come off:

Taking off her bracelet

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard!

"Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly,

As strongly as the conscience does within,

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast

A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops

I' the bottom of a cowslip: here's a voucher,
Stronger than ever law could make: this secret

Will force him think | have pick'd the lock and ta'en
The treasure of her honour. No more. To what end?
Why should | write this down, that's riveted,

Screw'd to my memory? She hath been reading late
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down
Where Philomel gave up. | have enough:

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that dawning
May bare the raven's eye! | lodge in fear;

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here.

Clock strikes
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One, two, three: time, time!

Goes into the trunk. The scene closes
Scene lll
An ante—chamber adjoining Imogen's apartments.
Enter CLOTEN and Lords
First Lord
Your lordship is the most patient man in loss, the
most coldest that ever turned up ace.
CLOTEN
It would make any man cold to lose.
First Lord
But not every man patient after the noble temper of
your lordship. You are most hot and furious when you win.
CLOTEN
Winning will put any man into courage. If | could
get this foolish Imogen, | should have gold enough.
It's almost morning, is't not?
First Lord
Day, my lord.
CLOTEN
| would this music would come: | am advised to give
her music o' mornings; they say it will penetrate.
Enter Musicians
Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her with your
fingering, so; we'll try with tongue too: if none
will do, let her remain; but I'll never give o'er.
First, a very excellent good—-conceited thing;

after, a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich
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words to it: and then let her consider.
SONG

Hark, hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings,
And Phoebus 'gins arise,

His steeds to water at those springs

On chaliced flowers that lies;

And winking Mary—buds begin

To ope their golden eyes:

With every thing that pretty is,

My lady sweet, arise:
Arise, arise.

CLOTEN
So, get you gone. If this penetrate, | will
consider your music the better: if it do not, it is
a vice in her ears, which horse—hairs and
calves'—guts, nor the voice of unpaved eunuch to
boot, can never amend.
Exeunt Musicians

Second Lord
Here comes the king.

CLOTEN
I am glad | was up so late; for that's the reason |
was up so early: he cannot choose but take this
service | have done fatherly.

Enter CYMBELINE and QUEEN

Good morrow to your majesty and to my gracious mother.

CYMBELINE

Attend you here the door of our stern daughter?
Will she not forth?

CLOTEN

| have assailed her with music, but she vouchsafes no notice.
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CYMBELINE

The exile of her minion is too new;

She hath not yet forgot him: some more time
Must wear the print of his remembrance out,
And then she's yours.

QUEEN

You are most bound to the king,

Who lets go by no vantages that may

Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself

To orderly soliciting, and be friended

With aptness of the season; make denials
Increase your services; so seem as if

You were inspired to do those duties which
You tender to her; that you in all obey her,
Save when command to your dismission tends,
And therein you are senseless.

CLOTEN
Senseless! not so.
Enter a Messenger
Messenger
So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome;
The one is Caius Lucius.
CYMBELINE
A worthy fellow,
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now;
But that's no fault of his: we must receive him
According to the honour of his sender;
And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us,
We must extend our notice. Our dear son,
When you have given good morning to your mistress,
Attend the queen and us; we shall have need
To employ you towards this Roman. Come, our queen.

Exeunt all but CLOTEN

CLOTEN
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If she be up, I'll speak with her; if not,

Let her lie still and dream.

Knocks

By your leave, ho!

I Know her women are about her: what

If I do line one of their hands? 'Tis gold

Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and makes
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up

Their deer to the stand o' the stealer; and 'tis gold
Which makes the true man kill'd and saves the thief;
Nay, sometime hangs both thief and true man: what
Can it not do and undo? | will make

One of her women lawyer to me, for

| yet not understand the case myself.

Knocks

By your leave.

Enter a Lady
Lady

Who's there that knocks?
CLOTEN

A gentleman.
Lady

No more?
CLOTEN

Yes, and a gentlewoman's son.
Lady

That's more

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours,
Can justly boast of. What's your lordship's pleasure?

CLOTEN
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Your lady's person: is she ready?
Lady
Ayl
To keep her chamber.
CLOTEN
There is gold for you;
Sell me your good report.
Lady
How! my good name? or to report of you
What | shall think is good?—-The princess!
Enter IMOGEN

CLOTEN

Good morrow, fairest: sister, your sweet hand.

Exit Lady

IMOGEN
Good morrow, sir. You lay out too much pains
For purchasing but trouble; the thanks | give
Is telling you that | am poor of thanks
And scarce can spare them.

CLOTEN
Still, | swear | love you.

IMOGEN
If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me:
If you swear still, your recompense is still
That I regard it not.

CLOTEN

This is no answer.
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IMOGEN

But that you shall not say | yield being silent,

| would not speak. | pray you, spare me: 'faith,

| shall unfold equal discourtesy

To your best kindness: one of your great knowing
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

CLOTEN

To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin:
I will not.

IMOGEN

Fools are not mad folks.
CLOTEN

Do you call me fool?
IMOGEN

As | am mad, | do:

If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad;

That cures us both. | am much sorry, sir,

You put me to forget a lady's manners,

By being so verbal: and learn now, for all,

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce,
By the very truth of it, | care not for you,

And am so near the lack of charity——

To accuse myself-—1 hate you; which | had rather
You felt than make't my boast.

CLOTEN

You sin against

Obedience, which you owe your father. For

The contract you pretend with that base wretch,
One bred of alms and foster'd with cold dishes,
With scraps o' the court, it is no contract, none:
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties——

Yet who than he more mean?--to knit their souls,
On whom there is no more dependency

But brats and beggary, in self-figured knot;

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by

The consequence o' the crown, and must not soil
The precious note of it with a base slave.
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A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth,
A pantler, not so eminent.

IMOGEN

Profane fellow

Wert thou the son of Jupiter and no more

But what thou art besides, thou wert too base
To be his groom: thou wert dignified enough,
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be styled

The under—hangman of his kingdom, and hated
For being preferred so well.

CLOTEN
The south—fog rot him!

IMOGEN
He never can meet more mischance than come
To be but named of thee. His meanest garment,
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer

In my respect than all the hairs above thee,
Were they all made such men. How now, Pisanio!

Enter PISANIO
CLOTEN
'His garment!" Now the devil--
IMOGEN
To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently——
CLOTEN
'His garment!'
IMOGEN
| am sprited with a fool.
Frighted, and anger'd worse: go bid my woman
Search for a jewel that too casually
Hath left mine arm: it was thy master's: 'shrew me,
If I would lose it for a revenue

Of any king's in Europe. | do think
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| saw't this morning: confident | am
Last night 'twas on mine arm; | kiss'd it:
I hope it be not gone to tell my lord
That I kiss aught but he.
PISANIO
“Twill not be lost.
IMOGEN
| hope so: go and search.
Exit PISANIO
CLOTEN
You have abused me:
'His meanest garment!'
IMOGEN
Ay, | said so, sir:
If you will make't an action, call withess to't.
CLOTEN
I will inform your father.
IMOGEN
Your mother too:
She's my good lady, and will conceive, | hope,
But the worst of me. So, | leave you, sir,
To the worst of discontent.
Exit
CLOTEN
I'll be revenged:

'His meanest garment!" Well.

Exit
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Act 2, Scene 4

Rome. Philario's house.
Enter POSTHUMUS and PHILARIO
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Fear it not, sir: | would | were so sure
To win the king as | am bold her honour
Will remain hers.

PHILARIO
What means do you make to him?
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Not any, but abide the change of time,

Quake in the present winter's state and wish

That warmer days would come: in these sear'd hopes,
| barely gratify your love; they failing,

| must die much your debtor.

PHILARIO

Your very goodness and your company
O'erpays all | can do. By this, your king

Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius
Will do's commission throughly: and | think

He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages,

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance
Is yet fresh in their grief.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

| do believe,

Statist though | am none, nor like to be,

That this will prove a war; and you shall hear
The legions now in Gallia sooner landed

In our not—fearing Britain than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen

Are men more order'd than when Julius Caesar
Smiled at their lack of skill, but found

their courage

Worthy his frowning at: their discipline,

Now mingled with their courages, will make known

Act 2, Scene 4 166



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

To their approvers they are people such
That mend upon the world.
Enter IACHIMO
PHILARIO
See! lachimo!
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
The swiftest harts have posted you by land;
And winds of all the comers kiss'd your sails,
To make your vessel nimble.
PHILARIO
Welcome, sir.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
| hope the briefness of your answer made
The speediness of your return.
IACHIMO
Your lady
Is one of the fairest that | have look'd upon.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
And therewithal the best; or let her beauty
Look through a casement to allure false hearts
And be false with them.
IACHIMO
Here are letters for you.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Their tenor good, | trust.
IACHIMO
"Tis very like.
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PHILARIO
Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court
When you were there?
IACHIMO
He was expected then,
But not approach'd.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
All is well yet.
Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is't not
Too dull for your good wearing?
IACHIMO
If I had lost it,
| should have lost the worth of it in gold.
I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy
A second night of such sweet shortness which
Was mine in Britain, for the ring is won.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
The stone's too hard to come by.
IACHIMO
Not a whit,
Your lady being so easy.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Make not, sir,
Your loss your sport: | hope you know that we
Must not continue friends.
IACHIMO
Good sir, we must,
If you keep covenant. Had | not brought
The knowledge of your mistress home, | grant

We were to question further: but | now
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Profess myself the winner of her honour,
Together with your ring; and not the wronger
Of her or you, having proceeded but

By both your wills.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

If you can make't apparent

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand

And ring is yours; if not, the foul opinion

You had of her pure honour gains or loses
Your sword or mine, or masterless leaves both
To who shall find them.

IACHIMO

Sir, my circumstances,

Being so near the truth as | will make them,

Must first induce you to believe: whose strength

I will confirm with oath; which, | doubt not,

You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find
You need it not.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Proceed.
IACHIMO

First, her bedchamber,——

Where, | confess, | slept not, but profess
Had that was well worth watching--it was hang'd
With tapesty of silk and silver; the story
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman,
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for
The press of boats or pride: a piece of work
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive

In workmanship and value; which | wonder'd
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought,
Since the true life on't was—-—

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
This is true;

And this you might have heard of here, by me,
Or by some other.
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IACHIMO

More particulars
Must justify my knowledge.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

So they must,
Or do your honour injury.

IACHIMO

The chimney

Is south the chamber, and the chimney-piece
Chaste Dian bathing: never saw | figures

So likely to report themselves: the cutter

Was as another nature, dumb; outwent her,
Motion and breath left out.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

This is a thing
Which you might from relation likewise reap,
Being, as it is, much spoke of.

IACHIMO

The roof o' the chamber

With golden cherubins is fretted: her andirons——
I had forgot them—-were two winking Cupids

Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely
Depending on their brands.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
This is her honour!
Let it be granted you have seen all this——and praise
Be given to your remembrance—-the description

Of what is in her chamber nothing saves
The wager you have laid.

IACHIMO

Then, if you can,
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Showing the bracelet
Be pale: | beg but leave to air this jewel; see!

And now 'tis up again: it must be married
To that your diamond; I'll keep them.

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Jove!
Once more let me behold it: is it that
Which | left with her?
IACHIMO
Sir—-I thank her——that:
She stripp'd it from her arm; | see her yet;
Her pretty action did outsell her gift,
And yet enrich'd it too: she gave it me, and said
She prized it once.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
May be she pluck'd it off
To send it me.
IACHIMO
She writes so to you, doth she?
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
O, no, no, no! 'tis true. Here, take this too;
Gives the ring
It is a basilisk unto mine eye,
Kills me to look on't. Let there be no honour
Where there is beauty; truth, where semblance; love,
Where there's another man: the vows of women
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made,

Than they are to their virtues; which is nothing.
O, above measure false!

PHILARIO
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Have patience, sir,

And take your ring again; 'tis not yet won:

It may be probable she lost it; or

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted,
Hath stol'n it from her?

POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Very true;

And so, | hope, he came by't. Back my ring:
Render to me some corporal sign about her,
More evident than this; for this was stolen.

IACHIMO
By Jupiter, | had it from her arm.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter he swears.

'Tis true:——nay, keep the ring——"tis true: | am sure
She would not lose it: her attendants are

All sworn and honourable:—-they induced to steal it!
And by a stranger!-—No, he hath enjoyed her:

The cognizance of her incontinency

Is this: she hath bought the name of whore

thus dearly.

There, take thy hire; and all the fiends of hell

Divide themselves between you!

PHILARIO
Sir, be patient:
This is not strong enough to be believed
Of one persuaded well of--
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Never talk on't;
She hath been colted by him.
IACHIMO
If you seek
For further satisfying, under her breast—-

Worthy the pressing—-lies a mole, right proud
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Of that most delicate lodging: by my life,
| kiss'd it; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, though full. You do remember
This stain upon her?
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Ay, and it doth confirm
Another stain, as big as hell can hold,
Were there no more but it.
IACHIMO
Will you hear more?
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
Spare your arithmetic: never count the turns;
Once, and a million!
IACHIMO
I'll be sworn—-—
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
No swearing.
If you will swear you have not done't, you lie;
And | will kill thee, if thou dost deny
Thou'st made me cuckold.
IACHIMO
I'll deny nothing.
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
O, that | had her here, to tear her limb—meal!
I will go there and do't, i' the court, before
Her father. I'll do something—-—
Exit

PHILARIO

Act 2, Scene 4

173



As You Like It, Cymbeline, Measure for Measure, Perciles, Troilus and Cressida

Quite besides

The government of patience! You have won:
Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath
He hath against himself.

IACHIMO
With an my heart.

Exeunt

Act 2, Scene 5

Another room in Philario's house.
Enter POSTHUMUS LEONATUS
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS

Is there no way for men to be but women

Must be half-workers? We are all bastards;

And that most venerable man which |

Did call my father, was | know not where

When | was stamp'd; some coiner with his tools
Made me a counterfeit: yet my mother seem'd
The Dian of that time so doth my wife

The nonpareil of this. O, vengeance, vengeance!
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd

And pray'd me oft forbearance; did it with

A pudency so rosy the sweet view on't

Might well have warm'd old Saturn; that | thought her
As chaste as unsunn'd snow. O, all the devils!
This yellow lachimo, in an hour,——wast not?——

Or less,——at first?——perchance he spoke not, but,
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one,

Cried 'O! and mounted; found no opposition

But what he look'd for should oppose and she
Should from encounter guard. Could | find out
The woman's part in me! For there's no motion
That tends to vice in man, but | affirm

It is the woman's part: be it lying, note it,

The woman's; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers;
Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hers;
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,
Nice longing, slanders, mutability,

All faults that may be named, nay, that hell knows,
Why, hers, in part or all; but rather, all;

For even to vice

They are not constant but are changing still
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One vice, but of a minute old, for one

Not half so old as that. I'll write against them,
Detest them, curse them: yet 'tis greater skKill
In a true hate, to pray they have their will:
The very devils cannot plague them better.

Exit
Act 3, Scene 1

Britain. A hall in Cymbeline's palace.

Enter in state, CYMBELINE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, and Lords at one door, and at another, CAIUS
LUCIUS and Attendants

CYMBELINE

Now say, what would Augustus Caesar with us?

CAIUS LUCIUS

When Julius Caesar, whose remembrance yet
Lives in men's eyes and will to ears and tongues
Be theme and hearing ever, was in this Britain

And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,——
Famous in Caesar's praises, no whit less

Than in his feats deserving it——for him

And his succession granted Rome a tribute,

Yearly three thousand pounds, which by thee lately
Is left untender'd.

QUEEN

And, to kill the marvel,
Shall be so ever.

CLOTEN
There be many Caesars,
Ere such another Julius. Britain is

A world by itself; and we will nothing pay
For wearing our own noses.

QUEEN
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That opportunity

Which then they had to take from 's, to resume

We have again. Remember, sir, my liege,

The kings your ancestors, together with

The natural bravery of your isle, which stands

As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscalable and roaring waters,

With sands that will not bear your enemies' boats,
But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of conquest
Caesar made here; but made not here his brag

Of 'Came’ and 'saw' and 'overcame: ' with shame—-
That first that ever touch'd him——he was carried
From off our coast, twice beaten; and his shipping——
Poor ignorant baubles!—— upon our terrible seas,
Like egg—shells moved upon their surges, crack'd
As easily 'gainst our rocks: for joy whereof

The famed Cassibelan, who was once at point—-

O giglot fortune!--to master Caesar's sword,

Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright

And Britons strut with courage.

CLOTEN

Come, there's no more tribute to be paid: our
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time; and,
as | said, there is no moe such Caesars: other of
them may have crook'd noses, but to owe such
straight arms, none.

CYMBELINE
Son, let your mother end.

CLOTEN

We have yet many among us can gripe as hard as
Cassibelan: | do not say | am one; but | have a
hand. Why tribute? why should we pay tribute? If
Caesar can hide the sun from us with a blanket, or
put the moon in his pocket, we will pay him tribute
for light; else, sir, no more tribute, pray you now.

CYMBELINE

You must know,

Till the injurious Romans did extort
This tribute from us, we were free:
Caesar's ambition,
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Which swell'd so much that it did almost stretch
The sides o' the world, against all colour here
Did put the yoke upon 's; which to shake off
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be.

CLOTEN

I
| We do.

Lords

CYMBELINE

Say, then, to Caesar,

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius which

Ordain'd our laws, whose use the sword of Caesar

Hath too much mangled; whose repair and franchise

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,

Though Rome be therefore angry: Mulmutius made our laws,
Who was the first of Britain which did put

His brows within a golden crown and call'd

Himself a king.

CAIUS LUCIUS

| am sorry, Cymbeline,

That | am to pronounce Augustus Caesar——
Caesar, that hath more kings his servants than
Thyself domestic officers——thine enemy:
Receive it from me, then: war and confusion

In Caesar's name pronounce | 'gainst thee: look
For fury not to be resisted. Thus defied,

| thank thee for myself.

CYMBELINE

Thou art welcome, Caius.

Thy Caesar knighted me; my youth | spent
Much under him; of him | gather'd honour;
Which he to seek of me again, perforce,
Behoves me keep at utterance. | am perfect
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians for

Their liberties are now in arms; a precedent
Which not to read would show the Britons cold:
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So Caesar shall not find them.

CAIUS LUCIUS
Let proof speak.
CLOTEN

His majesty bids you welcome. Make
pastime with us a day or two, or longer: if
you seek us afterwards in other terms, you
shall find us in our salt-water girdle: if you
beat us out of it, it is yours; if you fall in

the adventure, our crows shall fare the better
for you; and there's an end.

CAIUS LUCIUS
So, sir.
CYMBELINE

| know your master's pleasure and he mine:
All the remain is '‘Welcome!'

Exeunt

Act 3, Scene 2

Another room in the palace.
Enter PISANIO, with a letter
PISANIO

How? of adultery? Wherefore write you not
What monster's her accuser? Leonatus,

O master! what a strange infection

Is fall'n into thy ear! What false Italian,

As poisonous—tongued as handed, hath prevail'd
On thy too ready hearing? Disloyal! No:

She's punish'd for her truth, and undergoes,
More goddess-like than wife—like, such assaults
As would take in some virtue. O my master!

Thy mind to her is now as low as were

Thy fortunes. How! that | should murder her?
Upon the love and truth and vows which |
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Have made to thy command? I, her? her blood?
If it be so to do good service, never

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I,
That | should seem to lack humanity

so much as this fact comes to?

Reading

'Do't: the letter

that | have sent her, by her own command

Shall give thee opportunity." O damn'd paper!
Black as the ink that's on thee! Senseless bauble,
Art thou a feodary for this act, and look'st

So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes.

| am ignorant in what | am commanded.

Enter IMOGEN
IMOGEN

How now, Pisanio!
PISANIO

Madam, here is a letter from my lord.
IMOGEN

Who? thy lord? that is my lord, Leonatus!

O, learn'd indeed were that astronomer

That knew the stars as | his characters;

He'ld lay the future open. You good gods,

Let what is here contain'd relish of love,

Of my lord's health, of his content, yet not

That we two are asunder; let that grieve him:
Some griefs are med'cinable; that is one of them,
For it doth physic love: of his content,

All but in that! Good wax, thy leave. Blest be

You bees that make these locks of counsel! Lovers
And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike:
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet

You clasp young Cupid's tables. Good news, gods!

Reads
‘Justice, and your father's wrath, should he take me
in his dominion, could not be so cruel to me, as

you, O the dearest of creatures, would even renew me
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with your eyes. Take notice that | am in Cambria,
at Milford—Haven: what your own love will out of
this advise you, follow. So he wishes you all
happiness, that remains loyal to his vow, and your,
increasing in love,

LEONATUS POSTHUMUS.'

O, for a horse with wings! Hear'st thou, Pisanio?
He is at Milford—Haven: read, and tell me

How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not |

Glide thither in a day? Then, true Pisanio,——

Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord; who long'st,——
let me bate,—but not like me—-yet long'st,

But in a fainter kind:——0O, not like me;

For mine's beyond beyond-—-say, and speak thick;
Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing,
To the smothering of the sense——how far it is

To this same blessed Milford: and by the way

Tell me how Wales was made so happy as

To inherit such a haven: but first of all,

How we may steal from hence, and for the gap
That we shall make in time, from our hence—going
And our return, to excuse: but first, how get hence:
Why should excuse be born or e'er begot?

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, speak,

How many score of miles may we well ride

"Twixt hour and hour?

PISANIO

One score 'twixt sun and sun,
Madam, 's enough for you:

Aside

and too much too.

IMOGEN

Why, one that rode to's execution, man,

Could never go so slow: | have heard of

riding wagers,

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands
That run i' the clock's behalf. But this is foolery:

Go bid my woman feign a sickness; say

She'll home to her father: and provide me presently
A riding—suit, no costlier than would fit

A franklin's housewife.
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PISANIO

Madam, you're best consider.

IMOGEN

| see before me, man: nor here, nor here,
Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them,
That | cannot look through. Away, | prithee;
Do as | bid thee: there's no more to say,
Accessible is none but Milford way.

Exeunt

Act 3, Scene 3

Wales: a mountainous country with a cave.

Enter, from the cave, BELARIUS; GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS following

BELARIUS

A goodly day not to keep house, with such

Whose roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys; this gate
Instructs you how to adore the heavens and bows you
To a morning's holy office: the gates of monarchs

Are arch'd so high that giants may jet through

And keep their impious turbans on, without

Good morrow to the sun. Hail, thou fair heaven!

We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly

As prouder livers do.

GUIDERIUS
Hail, heaven!
ARVIRAGUS
Hail, heaven!
BELARIUS
Now for our mountain sport: up to yond hill;
Your legs are young; I'll tread these flats. Consider,

When you above perceive me like a crow,
That it is place which lessens and sets off;
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And you may then revolve what tales | have told you
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war:

This service is not service, so being done,
But being so allow'd: to apprehend thus,
Draws us a profit from all things we see;

And often, to our comfort, shall we find

The sharded beetle in a safer hold

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life

Is nobler than attending for a cheque,

Richer than doing nothing for a bauble,
Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk:

Such gain the cap of him that makes 'em fine,
Yet keeps his book uncross'd: no life to ours.

GUIDERIUS

Out of your proof you speak: we, poor unfledged,
Have never wing'd from view o' the nest, nor know not
What air's from home. Haply this life is best,

If quiet life be best; sweeter to you

That have a sharper known; well corresponding

With your stiff age: but unto us it is

A cell of ignorance; travelling a—bed;

A prison for a debtor, that not dares

To stride a limit.

ARVIRAGUS

What should we speak of

When we are old as you? when we shall hear
The rain and wind beat dark December, how,

In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse

The freezing hours away? We have seen nothing;
We are beastly, subtle as the fox for prey,

Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat;

Our valour is to chase what flies; our cage

We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird,

And sing our bondage freely.

BELARIUS

How you speak!

Did you but know the city's usuries

And felt them knowingly; the art o' the court
As hard to leave as keep; whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slippery that

The fear's as bad as falling; the toil o' the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger
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I' the name of fame and honour; which dies i'

the search,

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph

As record of fair act; nay, many times,

Doth ill deserve by doing well; what's worse,

Must court'sy at the censure:——0 boys, this story
The world may read in me: my body's mark'd

With Roman swords, and my report was once
First with the best of note: Cymbeline loved me,
And when a soldier was the theme, my name

Was not far off: then was | as a tree

Whose boughs did bend with fruit: but in one night,
A storm or robbery, call it what you will,

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves,
And left me bare to weather.

GUIDERIUS
Uncertain favour!
BELARIUS

My fault being nothing——as | have told you oft——
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline

| was confederate with the Romans: so

Follow'd my banishment, and this twenty years
This rock and these demesnes have been my world;
Where | have lived at honest freedom, paid

More pious debts to heaven than in all

The fore—end of my time. But up to the mountains!
This is not hunters' language: he that strikes

The venison first shall be the lord o' the feast;

To him the other two shall minister;

And we will fear no poison, which attends

In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the valleys.

Exeunt GUIDERIUS and ARVIRAGUS

How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature!

These boys know little they are sons to the king;
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive.

They think they are mine; and though train'd

up thus meanly

I' the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit
The roofs of palaces, and nature prompts them

In simple and low things to prince it much

Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, who
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The king his father call'd Guiderius,——Jove!
When on my three—foot stool | sit and tell

The warlike feats | have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story: say 'Thus, mine enemy fell,

And thus | set my foot on 's neck;' even then

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats,
Strains his young nerves and puts himself in posture
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal,
Once Arviragus, in as like a figure,

Strikes life into my speech and shows much more
His own conceiving.——Hark, the game is roused!
O Cymbeline! heaven and my conscience knows
Thou didst unjustly banish me: whereon,

At three and two years old, | stole these babes;
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as

Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile,

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for

their mother,

And every day do honour to her grave:

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd,

They take for natural father. The game is up.

Exit

Act 3, Scene 4

Country near Milford—Haven.
Enter PISANIO and IMOGEN
IMOGEN

Thou told'st me, when we came from horse, the place
Was near at hand: ne'er long'd my mother so

To see me first, as | have now. Pisanio! man!

Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind,

That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks that sigh
From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus,
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd

Beyond self-explication: put thyself

Into a havior of less fear, ere wildness

Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter?
Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with

A look untender? If't be summer news,

Smile to't before; if winterly, thou need'st

But keep that countenance still. My husband's hand!
That drug—damn'd Italy hath out—craftied him,

And he's at some hard point. Speak, man: thy tongue
May take off some extremity, which to read
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Would be even mortal to me.

PISANIO

Please you, read;
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing
The most disdain'd of fortune.

IMOGEN

[Reads] 'Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath played the
strumpet in my bed; the testimonies whereof lie
bleeding in me. | speak not out of weak surmises,
but from proof as strong as my grief and as certain
as | expect my revenge. That part thou, Pisanio,
must act for me, if thy faith be not tainted with

the breach of hers. Let thine own hands take away
her life: | shall give thee opportunity at
Milford—Haven. She hath my letter for the purpose
where, if thou fear to strike and to make me certain
it is done, thou art the pandar to her dishonour and
equally to me disloyal.'

PISANIO

What shall | need to draw my sword? the paper

Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis slander,

Whose edge is sharper than the sword, whose tongue
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile, whose breath

Rides on the posting winds and doth belie

All corners of the world: kings, queens and states,
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave

This viperous slander enters. What cheer, madam?

IMOGEN

False to his bed! What is it to be false?

To lie in watch there and to think on him?

To weep 'twixt clock and clock? if sleep

charge nature,

To break it with a fearful dream of him

And cry myself awake? that's false to's bed, is it?
PISANIO

Alas, good lady!
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IMOGEN

| false! Thy conscience witness: lachimo,

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency;

Thou then look'dst like a villain; now methinks

Thy favour's good enough. Some jay of Italy
Whose mother was her painting, hath betray'd him:
Poor | am stale, a garment out of fashion;

And, for | am richer than to hang by the walls,

I must be ripp'd:——to pieces with me!--0,

Men's vows are women's traitors! All good seeming,
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought

Put on for villany; not born where't grows,

But worn a bait for ladies.

PISANIO
Good madam, hear me.
IMOGEN

True honest men being heard, like false Aeneas,
Were in his time thought false, and Sinon's weeping
Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity

From most true wretchedness: so thou, Posthumus,
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men;

Goodly and gallant shall be false and perjured
From thy great fall. Come, fellow, be thou honest:
Do thou thy master's bidding: when thou see'st him,
A little witness my obedience: look!

| draw the sword myself: take it, and hit

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart;

Fear not; 'tis empty of all things but grief;

Thy master is not there, who was indeed

The riches of it: do his bidding; strike

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause;

But now thou seem'st a coward.

PISANIO

Hence, vile instrument!

Thou shalt not damn my hand.
IMOGEN

Why, | must die;

And if | do not by thy hand, thou art

No servant of thy master's. Against self-slaughter
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There is a prohibition so divine

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart.
Something's afore't. Soft, soft! we'll no defence;
Obedient as the scabbard. What is here?

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus,

All turn'd to heresy? Away, away,

Corrupters of my faith! you shall no more

Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor fools
Believe false teachers: though those that

are betray'd

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor
Stands in worse case of woe.

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up

My disobedience 'gainst the king my father

And make me put into contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find

It is no act of common passage, but

A strain of rareness: and | grieve myself

To think, when thou shalt be disedged by her
That now thou tirest on, how thy memory

Will then be pang'd by me. Prithee, dispatch:
The lamb entreats the butcher: where's thy knife?
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding,
When | desire it too.

PISANIO

O gracious lady,
Since | received command to do this business
| have not slept one wink.

IMOGEN

Do't, and to bed then.
PISANIO

I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first.
IMOGEN

Wherefore then

Didst undertake it? Why hast thou abused

So many miles with a pretence? this place?
Mine action and thine own? our horses' labour?
The time inviting thee? the perturb'd court,

For my being absent? whereunto | never
Purpose return. Why hast thou gone so far,

To be unbent when thou hast ta'en thy stand,
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The elected deer before thee?

PISANIO

But to win time

To lose so bad employment; in the which
| have consider'd of a course. Good lady,
Hear me with patience.

IMOGEN

Talk thy tongue weary; speak

| have heard | am a strumpet; and mine ear
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak.

PISANIO
Then, madam,
| thought you would not back again.
IMOGEN
Most like;
Bringing me here to kill me.
PISANIO
Not so, neither:
But if | were as wise as honest, then
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be
But that my master is abused:
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art.
Hath done you both this cursed injury.
IMOGEN
Some Roman courtezan.
PISANIO
No, on my life.
I'll give but notice you are dead and send him
Some bloody sign of it; for 'tis commanded

| should do so: you shall be miss'd at court,
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And that will well confirm it.

IMOGEN

Why good fellow,

What shall | do the where? where bide? how live?
Or in my life what comfort, when | am

Dead to my husband?

PISANIO
If you'll back to the court——
IMOGEN

No court, no father; nor no more ado

With that harsh, noble, simple nothing,

That Cloten, whose love—suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.

PISANIO

If not at court,
Then not in Britain must you bide.

IMOGEN

Where then

Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night,
Are they not but in Britain? I' the world's volume
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in 't;

In a great pool a swan's nest: prithee, think
There's livers out of Britain.

PISANIO

| am most glad

You think of other place. The ambassador,
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford—Haven
To-morrow: now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise

That which, to appear itself, must not yet be
But by self-danger, you should tread a course
Pretty and full of view; yea, haply, near

The residence of Posthumus; so nigh at least
That though his actions were not visible, yet
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Report should render him hourly to your ear
As truly as he moves.

IMOGEN

O, for such means!
Though peril to my modesty, not death on't,
| would adventure.

PISANIO

Well, then, here's the point:

You must forget to be a woman; change
Command into obedience: fear and niceness——
The handmaids of all women, or, more truly,
Woman its pretty self-—into a waggish courage:
Ready in gibes, quick—answer'd, saucy and

As quarrelous as the weasel; nay, you must
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,
Exposing it——but, O, the harder heart!

Alack, no remedy!--to the greedy touch

Of common-kissing Titan, and forget

Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.

IMOGEN

Nay, be brief
| see into thy end, and am almost
A man already.

PISANIO

First, make yourself but like one.

Fore-thinking this, | have already fit——

'Tis in my cloak—bag—-doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them: would you in their serving,
And with what imitation you can borrow

From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
wherein you're happy,——which you'll make him know,
If that his head have ear in music,——doubtless
With joy he will embrace you, for he's honourable
And doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad,
You have me, rich; and I will never fail

Beginning nor supplyment.
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IMOGEN

Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Prithee, away:
There's more to be consider'd; but we'll even
All that good time will give us: this attempt

| am soldier to, and will abide it with

A prince's courage. Away, | prithee.

PISANIO
Well, madam, we must take a short farewell,
Lest, being miss'd, | be suspected of
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress,
Here is a box; | had it from the queen:
What's in't is precious; if you are sick at sea,
Or stomach—qualm'd at land, a dram of this
Will drive away distemper. To some shade,
And fit you to your manhood. May the gods
Direct you to the best!

IMOGEN

Amen: | thank thee.

Exeunt, severally

Act 3, Scene 5

A room in Cymbeline's palace.

Enter CYMBELINE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, LUCIUS, Lords, and Attendants
CYMBELINE

Thus far; and so farewell.
CAIUS LUCIUS

Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor hath wrote, | must from hence;

And am right sorry that | must report ye
My master's enemy.

CYMBELINE
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Our subjects, sir,
Will not endure his yoke; and for ourself
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs
Appear unkinglike.
CAIUS LUCIUS
So, sir: | desire of you
A conduct over-land to Milford—Haven.
Madam, all joy befal your grace!
QUEEN
And you!
CYMBELINE
My lords, you are appointed for that office;
The due of honour in no point omit.
So farewell, noble Lucius.
CAIUS LUCIUS
Your hand, my lord.
CLOTEN
Receive it friendly; but from this time forth
| wear it as your enemy.
CAIUS LUCIUS
Sir, the event
Is yet to name the winner: fare you well.
CYMBELINE
Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords,
Till he have cross'd the Severn. Happiness!

Exeunt LUCIUS and Lords

QUEEN
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He goes hence frowning: but it honours us
That we have given him cause.

CLOTEN

'Tis all the better;
Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it.

CYMBELINE

Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor

How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness:
The powers that he already hath in Gallia

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves
His war for Britain.

QUEEN

'Tis not sleepy business;
But must be look'd to speedily and strongly.

CYMBELINE

Our expectation that it would be thus

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,
Where is our daughter? She hath not appear'd
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd
The duty of the day: she looks us like

A thing more made of malice than of duty:

We have noted it. Call her before us; for

We have been too slight in sufferance.

Exit an Attendant
QUEEN

Royal sir,

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retired
Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my lord,
"Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty,
Forbear sharp speeches to her: she's a lady
So tender of rebukes that words are strokes
And strokes death to her.
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Re-enter Attendant
CYMBELINE
Where is she, sir? How
Can her contempt be answer'd?
Attendant
Please you, sir,
Her chambers are all lock'd; and there's no answer
That will be given to the loudest noise we make.
QUEEN
My lord, when last | went to visit her,
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close,
Whereto constrain'd by her infirmity,
She should that duty leave unpaid to you,
Which daily she was bound to proffer: this
She wish'd me to make known; but our great court
Made me to blame in memory.
CYMBELINE
Her doors lock'd?
Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that which | fear
Prove false!
Exit
QUEEN
Son, | say, follow the king.
CLOTEN
That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant,
have not seen these two days.
QUEEN

Go, look after.

Exit CLOTEN
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Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthumus!

He hath a drug of mine; | pray his absence

Proceed by swallowing that, for he believes

It is a thing most precious. But for her,

Where is she gone? Haply, despair hath seized her,
Or, wing'd with fervor of her love, she's flown

To her desired Posthumus: gone she is

To death or to dishonour; and my end

Can make good use of either: she being down,

| have the placing of the British crown.

Re—enter CLOTEN

How now, my son!

CLOTEN

'Tis certain she is fled.
Go in and cheer the king: he rages; none
Dare come about him.

QUEEN

[Aside] All the better: may
This night forestall him of the coming day!

Exit
CLOTEN

| love and hate her: for she's fair and royal,

And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one

The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,
Outsells them all; I love her therefore: but
Disdaining me and throwing favours on

The low Posthumus slanders so her judgment
That what's else rare is choked; and in that point

| will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,

To be revenged upon her. For when fools Shall--

Enter PISANIO
Who is here? What, are you packing, sirrah?
Come hither: ah, you precious pander! Villain,

Where is thy lady? In a word; or else
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Thou art straightway with the fiends.

PISANIO
O, good my lord!
CLOTEN

Where is thy lady? Or, by Jupiter,——

I will not ask again. Close villain,

I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus?

From whose so many weights of baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

PISANIO
Alas, my lord,
How can she be with him? When was she missed?
He is in Rome.
CLOTEN
Where is she, sir? Come nearer;
No further halting: satisfy me home
What is become of her.
PISANIO
O, my all-worthy lord!
CLOTEN
All-worthy villain!
Discover where thy mistress is at once,
At the next word: no more of 'worthy lord!"
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is
Thy condemnation and thy death.
PISANIO
Then, sir,

This paper is the history of my knowledge
Touching her flight.
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Presenting a letter
CLOTEN
Let's see't. | will pursue her
Even to Augustus' throne.
PISANIO
[Aside] Or this, or perish.
She's far enough; and what he learns by this
May prove his travel, not her danger.
CLOTEN
Hum!
PISANIO
[Aside] I'll write to my lord she's dead. O Imogen,
Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again!
CLOTEN
Sirrah, is this letter true?
PISANIO
Sir, as | think.
CLOTEN
It is Posthumus' hand; | know't. Sirrah, if thou
wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service,
undergo those employments wherein | should have
cause to use thee with a serious industry, that is,
what villany soe'er | bid thee do, to perform it
directly and truly, | would think thee an honest
man: thou shouldst neither want my means for thy
relief nor my voice for thy preferment.
PISANIO

Well, my good lord.

CLOTEN
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Wilt thou serve me? for since patiently and
constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of
that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not, in the
course of gratitude, but be a diligent follower of
mine: wilt thou serve me?

PISANIO
Sir, | will.
CLOTEN

Give me thy hand; here's my purse. Hast any of thy
late master's garments in thy possession?

PISANIO

| have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit he
wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress.

CLOTEN

The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit
hither: let it be thy lint service; go.

PISANIO
| shall, my lord.
Exit

CLOTEN

Meet thee at Milford—Haven!--I forgot to ask him one
thing; I'll remember't anon:——even there, thou

villain Posthumus, will I kill thee. | would these
garments were come. She said upon a time--the
bitterness of it | now belch from my heart——that she
held the very garment of Posthumus in more respect
than my noble and natural person together with the
adornment of my qualities. With that suit upon my
back, will I ravish her: first kill him, and in her

eyes; there shall she see my valour, which will then
be a torment to her contempt. He on the ground, my
speech of insultment ended on his dead body, and
when my lust hath dined,——which, as | say, to vex
her | will execute in the clothes that she so
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praised,——to the court I'll knock her back, foot
her home again. She hath despised me rejoicingly,
and I'll be merry in my revenge.

Re-enter PISANIO, with the clothes

Be those the garments?

PISANIO
Ay, my noble lord.
CLOTEN
How long is't since she went to Milford—-Haven?
PISANIO
She can scarce be there yet.
CLOTEN
Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the second
thing that | have commanded thee: the third is,
that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. Be
but duteous, and true preferment shall tender itself
to thee. My revenge is now at Milford: would | had
wings to follow it! Come, and be true.
Exit
PISANIO
Thou bid'st me to my loss: for true to thee
Were to prove false, which | will never be,
To him that is most true. To Milford go,
And find not her whom thou pursuest. Flow, flow,

You heavenly blessings, on her! This fool's speed
Be cross'd with slowness; labour be his meed!

Exit

Act 3, Scene 6

Wales. Before the cave of Belarius.
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Enter IMOGEN, in boy's clothes
IMOGEN

| see a man's life is a tedious one:

I have tired myself, and for two nights together
Have made the ground my bed. | should be sick,
But that my resolution helps me. Milford,

When from the mountain—top Pisanio show'd thee,
Thou wast within a ken: O Jove! | think
Foundations fly the wretched; such, | mean,
Where they should be relieved. Two beggars told me
| could not miss my way: will poor folks lie,

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis

A punishment or trial? Yes; no wonder,

When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in fulness
Is sorer than to lie for need, and falsehood

Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord!

Thou art one o' the false ones. Now I think on thee,
My hunger's gone; but even before, | was

At point to sink for food. But what is this?

Here is a path to't: 'tis some savage hold:

| were best not to call; | dare not call:

yet famine,

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant,
Plenty and peace breeds cowards: hardness ever
Of hardiness is mother. Ho! who's here?

If any thing that's civil, speak; if savage,

Take or lend. Ho! No answer? Then I'll enter.

Best draw my sword: and if mine enemy

But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't.
Such a foe, good heavens!

Exit, to the cave
Enter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS
BELARIUS

You, Polydote, have proved best woodman and
Are master of the feast: Cadwal and |

Will play the cook and servant; 'tis our match:
The sweat of industry would dry and die,

But for the end it works to. Come; our stomachs
Will make what's homely savoury: weariness
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth

Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here,
Poor house, that keep'st thyself!
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GUIDERIUS
I am thoroughly weary.
ARVIRAGUS
| am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite.
GUIDERIUS
There is cold meat i' the cave; we'll browse on that,
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd.
BELARIUS
[Looking into the cave]
Stay; come not in.
But that it eats our victuals, | should think
Here were a fairy.
GUIDERIUS
What's the matter, sir?
BELARIUS
By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not,
An earthly paragon! Behold divineness
No elder than a boy!
Re—-enter IMOGEN
IMOGEN
Good masters, harm me not:
Before | enter'd here, | call'd; and thought

To have begg'd or bought what | have took:
good troth,

I have stol'n nought, nor would not, though | had found

Gold strew'd i' the floor. Here's money for my meat:
| would have left it on the board so soon
As | had made my meal, and parted
With prayers for the provider.
GUIDERIUS
Money, youth?
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ARVIRAGUS
All gold and silver rather t