I, iv. Grecian camp.

Alarum. ACHILLES and PATROCLUS.

Achilles
Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude sounds!
Patroclus
Achilles—
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pale.
Achilles
I have an ill-divining soul!
Methinks I see thee, now thou art so low,
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb.
[bookmark: 1.4.25][bookmark: 1.4.26]Is love a tender thing? it is too rough,
Too rude, too boisterous, and it pricks like thorn.

PATROCLUS attempts to kiss ACHILLES, who rejects him.

Patroclus!
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Patroclus
Let me stand here till thou remember it, Achilles. 
Achilles
I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Remembering how I love thy company. 
Patroclus
And I’ll still stay, to have thee still forget.
Achilles
If I profane with my unworthiest hand
This holy shrine, the gentle sin is this,
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.  
Patroclus
Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss. 
Achilles
Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too? 
Patroclus
Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
Achilles
[bookmark: 1.5.108]O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do

They kiss.

Thus from my lips, by thine my sin is purg’d.
Patroclus
Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 
Achilles
Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urg’d!
Give me my sin again. 
Patroclus
You kiss by the book.
Achilles
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?
Patroclus
Please don’t.
Achilles
[bookmark: 5.1.37][bookmark: 5.1.38]My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle.
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