III, ii. Troy.

ALL TROJANS.

Priam
After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says message from the Greeks: 
'Deliver Helen, and all damage else— 
As honour, loss of time, travail, expense, 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war—
Shall be struck off.' Cassandra, what say you to't? 
Cassandra
Honorable Priam, let Helen go …
Troilus (interrupts)
Fie, fie, my sister! 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king 
So great as our dread father in a scale 
Of common ounces? fie, for godly shame! 
Cassandra
No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons,
Because your speech hath none that tells him so? 
Troilus
You are for dreams and slumbers, sister mine; 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are 
your reasons: 
You know an enemy intends you harm; 
You know a sword employ'd is perilous, 
And reason flies the object of all harm. 
Cassandra
Troilus, she is not worth what she doth cost the holding.
Paris
Why keep we her? why, she is a pearl, 
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships, 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
Priam
Paris, you speak
Like one besotted on your sweet delights: 
You have the honey still, but these the gall; 
So to be valiant is no praise at all. 
Paris
Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it;
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up
On terms of base compulsion!
Troilus
Why, there you touch'd the life of our design: 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy father, 
She is a theme of honour and renown, 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds!
Cassandra 
Cry, Trojans, cry; practise your eyes with tears. 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand; 
Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen and a woe: 
Cry, cry! Troy burns, or else let Helen go.  
Priam
Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in your sister work
Some touches of remorse? or is your blood 
So madly hot that no discourse of reason, 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause, 
Can qualify the same? 
Troilus
Why, my dearest father,
Cassandra's mad: her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel
Which hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracious.
Priam
Troilus and Cassandra, you have both said well.
Troilus
I am yours, great Priam.
I have a roisting challenge sent among the Greeks.
This I presume will wake them!
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