III, i. No Man’s Land.
ACHILLES, CRESSIDA, PATROCLUS.

Achilles (to Cressida)
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I know not how to tell thee who I am:
My name, lady, is hateful to myself,
Because it is an enemy to thee.  
Cressida
’Tis but thy name that is my enemy;
Thou art thyself, though not a Trojan.
What’s Trojan? It is nor hand nor foot,
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
Belonging to a man.
Patroclus
What’s in a name? That which we call a rose
By any other name would smell as sweet.
Is’t so, lady?
Cressida
Call me not lady; call me Cressid.
Patroclus
Cressid.
Achilles
Cressid it shall be.

Enter MENELAUS and THERSITES.

Menelaus
Toadstool, learn me the proclamation. 
Thersites
Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.
Menelaus
Do not, porpentine, do not: my fingers itch. 
Thersites
Thou grumblest and railest every hour on Achilles. He would pun thee into shivers with his fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit.
Menelaus [threatening to beat him] 
Thou stool for a witch! 
Achilles
Why, how now, Menelaus! wherefore do you thus?
Thersites	
He has not so much wit
As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, 
for whom he comes to fight. 
Patroclus
Good words, Thersites. 
Achilles
What's the quarrel? 
Menelaus 
I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenor of the
proclamation, and he rails upon me.
Thersites 
I serve thee not! 
I serve here voluntarily.
Menelaus 
I shall cut out your tongue.
Patroclus 
No more words, Thersites; peace!
Thersites 
I will hold my peace when Achilles's brach bids me, shall I?
Achilles 
There's for you, Patroclus.
Marry, this, sir, is proclaim'd through all our host: That Troilus, by the fifth hour of the sun, 
Will with a trumpet 'twixt our tents and Troy
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms 
That hath a stomach; and such a one that dare 
Maintain—I know not what: 'tis trash. Farewell. 
Menelaus
Farewell. Who shall answer him? 
Achilles
I know not: not I.
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