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Ulysses [from the ground]
Mylord, is the lady ready? 
Troilus
Hark! You are called!
[bookmark: 2486]Cressida 
I must then to the Grecians? 
[bookmark: 2487]Troilus 
No remedy. 
[bookmark: 2488]Cressida 
A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks! 
When shall we see again? 
[bookmark: 2490]Troilus 
Hear me, my love: be thou but true of heart,—
[bookmark: 2491]Cressida 
I true! how now! what wicked deem is this? 
[bookmark: 2492]Troilus 
I speak not 'be thou true,' as fearing thee, 
For I will throw my glove to Death himself,
That there's no maculation in thy heart: 
But 'be thou true,' say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation; be thou true, 
And I will see thee. Tomorrow! 
[bookmark: 2500][bookmark: 2502]I’ll dare avow your beauty and your worth
And will to-morrow with my trumpet call
Midway between their tents and walls of Troy,
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love
[bookmark: 4.4.77]And fight with me. But yet be true.
[bookmark: 2507]Cressida 
O heavens! 'be true' again! 
[bookmark: 2508]Troilus 
Hear while I speak it, love: 
The Grecian youths are full of quality; 
They're loving, well composed with gifts of nature,
Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and exercise: 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy— 
Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin— 
Makes me afeard.
[bookmark: 2516]Cressida 
You love me not. 
[bookmark: 2517]Troilus
Die I a villain, then! 
In this I do not call your faith in question 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot sing, 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk,
Nor play at subtle games; fair virtues all, 
but be not tempted.
[bookmark: 2526]Cressida 
Do you think I will? 
[bookmark: 2527]Troilus 
No. But something may be done that we will not …
[bookmark: 2532]Paris [Within] 
Nay, good my lord,— 
[bookmark: 2533]Troilus 
Come, kiss; and let us part. 
[bookmark: 2534]Paris [Within] 
Brother Troilus! 
[bookmark: 2535]Troilus
Good brother, come you hither;
And bring Aeneas and the Grecians with you. 
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My lord, will you be true? 
[bookmark: 2538]Troilus 
Who, I?
Fear not my truth: the moral of my wit 
Is 'plain and true;' there's all the reach of it. 

