III, vi. No Man’s Land.

WAR. PATROCLUS tending to THERSITES.

Thersites 
Lechery, lechery; still, wars and lechery; nothing 
else holds fashion
Patroclus
A burning devil take them.

Enter TROILUS.

[bookmark: 3429]Troilus (to Patroclus)
[bookmark: _GoBack]Fly not; for shouldst thou take the river Styx, 
I would swim after.
[bookmark: 3435]Thersites 
Hold thy sword, Trojan!
[bookmark: 3439]Troilus 
What art thou, Greek? art thou for Troilus's match? 
Art thou of blood and honour? 
[bookmark: 3441]Thersites 
No, no, I am a rascal; a scurvy railing knave: 
a very filthy rogue. 
[bookmark: 3443]Troilus 
[bookmark: 3444]I do believe thee. 

TROILUS raises his weapon to kill PATROCLUS; enter CRESSIDA.

[bookmark: 3070]Cressida. 
Nay, Troilus!
[bookmark: 3072]Troilus. 
Foh, foh! Come, move, you are forsworn. 
[bookmark: 3073]Cressida
In faith, I cannot: what would you have me do? 
[bookmark: 3075]Troilus 
What did you swear you would bestow on me?
[bookmark: 3076]Cressida. 
I prithee, do not hold me to mine oath; 
Bid me do anything but that, sweet Troilus. 
[bookmark: 3138]Troilus. 
I shall have it. 
[bookmark: 3139]Cressida. 
What, this? 
[bookmark: 3140]Troilus 
Ay, that.
Patroclus
Don’t.
[bookmark: 3147]Troilus (to Cressida) 
I had your heart before, this follows it. 
[bookmark: 3149]Cressida 
You shall not have it, Troilus. 
Patroclus
Faith, you shall not. 
[bookmark: 3151]Troilus 
I will have this: whose was it? 
[bookmark: 3152][bookmark: 3153]Come, tell me whose it was. 
[bookmark: 3154]Cressida 
'Twas one's that loved me better than you will.
[bookmark: 3169]Troilus. 
I do not like this fooling.
Cressida
Sir, spare your threats!
I’ll fight till from my bones
My flesh be hacked!
