I, vi. Troy.

Enter ALL TROJANS with drinks and food.

Priam
Fair Trojans,
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks?
The ample proposition that hope makes
In all designs begun on earth below
Fails in the promised largeness: Why then, you princes,
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works,
And call them shames? Cheer to you, Trojans!
Pandarus
Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair
company! especially to you, fair queen!
fair thoughts be your fair pillow!
Helen
Dear lord, you are full of fair words.
Pandarus 
You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. Fair
prince, here is good broken music.
Paris 
You have broke it, cousin.
Pandarus (to Paris)
I have business to my lord, dear queen. My lord,
will you vouchsafe me a word? My dear lord and most esteemed
friend, your brother Troilus, commends himself most
affectionately to you. And, my lord, he desires you, that if the king call for him at supper, you will make his excuse.
Helen 
My Lord Pandarus,--
Paris 
What exploit’s in hand? where sups he to-night?
Pandarus 
You must not know where he sups.
Paris 
I'll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida.
Pandarus 
No, no, no such matter.
Paris
Well, I'll make excuse.
Pandarus 
Ay, good my lord.
Helen 
Why, this is kindly done.
Pandarus 
Farewell, sweet queen.
Helen 
Commend me to your niece.
Paris (to Helen)
Sweet, above thought I love thee.
Helen 
Love, love, nothing but love.

Music.


I, vi. Troy.

 

 

Enter 

ALL TROJANS

 

with drinks

 

and

 

food.

 

 

Priam

 

Fair Trojans

,

 

What grief hath set 

the jaundice on your cheeks?

 

The ample proposition that hope makes

 

In all designs begun on earth below

 

Fails in the promised largeness: Why then, you princes,

 

Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works,

 

And call them shames? 

Cheer to you, Tr

ojans!

 

Pandaru

s

 

Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair

 

company! especially to you, fair queen!

 

fair thoughts be your fair pillow!

 

Helen

 

Dear lord, you are full of fair words.

 

Pandarus

 

 

You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. Fair

 

prince, here is good broken mu

sic.

 

P

aris

 

 

You have broke it, cousin

.

 

P

andarus

 

(to Paris)

 

I have business to my lord, dear queen. My lord,

 

will you vouchsafe me a word?

 

M

y dear lord and most esteemed

 

friend, your brother Troilus,

 

commends himself most

 

affectionately to you

.

 

And, my lord, he desires you, that if 

the king

 

call for him at supper, you will make his excuse.

 

Helen

 

 

My Lord Pandarus,

--

 

P

aris

 

 

What exploit

’

s in hand? where sups he to

-

night?

 

P

andarus

 

 

You must not know where he sups.

 

Paris

 

 

I'll lay my life, with my 

disposer Cressida.

 

P

andarus

 

 

No, no, no such matter

.

 

P

aris

 

Well, I'll make excuse.

 

P

andarus

 

 

Ay, good my lord.

 

H

elen

 

 

Why, this is kindly done.

 

Pandarus

 

 

Farewell, sweet queen.

 

