III, v. Troy.

ALL TROJANS, festive mood. Enter TROILUS.

[bookmark: 3258]Aeneas 
We have been seeking you this hour, my lord. 

TROILUS arms. CASSANDRA attempts to stop him.

[bookmark: 3276]Cassandra 
When was my lord so much ungently temper'd, 
To stop his ears against admonishment? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight.
Troilus
Who should withhold me?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire; 
Not you, my sister, with your true sword drawn,
Opposed to hinder me, should stop my way, 
But by my ruin.

HELENA bars his way.

Helena
Dear lord, I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood
Spent more in my defence. These violent delights 
have violent ends.
Troilus  
You train me to offend you; get you gone: 
By all the everlasting gods, I'll fight!

CASSANDRA joins HELENA.

[bookmark: 3281]Cassandra 
My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the day. 
[bookmark: 3282]Troilus 
No more, I say.
[bookmark: 3284]Cassandra 
Where is my brother Troilus? 
[bookmark: 3285]Troilus 
Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intent.
[bookmark: 3291]Ho! bid my trumpet sound!

PARIS joins CASSANDRA and HELENA.
 
[bookmark: 3292]Paris 
No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet brother. 
[bookmark: 3293]Troilus 
Be gone, I say: the gods have heard me swear. (to Aeneas) My trumpet!
[bookmark: 3294]Aeneas 
The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows: 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr’d
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.
Troilus 
[bookmark: 3297][bookmark: 3304]Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate:
Life every man holds dear; but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 
[bookmark: 3320][bookmark: 3327][bookmark: 3332]Cassandra 
Fie, savage, fie! 
Troilus
Sister, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
Which better fits a lion than a man.

PRIAM joins his children and HELENA.

Priam 
[bookmark: 5.3.69][bookmark: 5.3.71][bookmark: 5.3.72][bookmark: 5.3.73][bookmark: 5.3.74]Come, Troilus, come, go back:
Cassandra doth foresee; and I myself
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt
To tell thee that this day is ominous:
Therefore, come back.
Troilus 
Like or find fault, do as your pleasures are
Now good or bad, tis but the chance of war!

Alarum. Exit TROILUS to No Man’s Land.
[bookmark: 3371]Cassandra. 
[bookmark: 3380]O, farewell, dear Troilus! 
Look, how thou diest! look, how thy eye turns pale! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 
[bookmark: 3382]Farewell: yet, soft! Troilus! take my leave:
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. 

Alarum in the midst of the feasting. Attention on Grecian camp. PATROCLUS with Achilles’s armour, CRESSIDA, THERSITES. CRESSIDA writes a letter to TROILUS, desperate. Hands it to PANDARUS in No Man’s Land. Meanwhile, ACHILLES refuses to arm.

Achilles
My sweet Patroclus, an oath that I have sworn, I will not break it: Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour go or stay; my major vow lies here, this I'll obey. 

Alarum. Exit ACHILLES. Attention on Troy. TROILUS. Enter PANDARUS.

[bookmark: 3391]Pandarus 
Do you hear, my lord? do you hear? 
[bookmark: 3392]Troilus. 
What now? 
[bookmark: 3393]Pandarus 
Here’s a letter come from poor Cressid.  
[bookmark: 3402]Troilus 
Words, words, mere words, no matter from the heart: 
The effect doth operate another way. 

TROILUS tears the letter.
[bookmark: _GoBack]
