I, v.2 Grecian camp.
PATROCLUS. Enter AGAMEMNON and ULYSSES.

Patroclus
My king Agamemnon. Mylord Ulysses.
Agamemnon
Patroclus; where is Achilles? 
Patroclus
Within his tent; but ill disposed, my king. 
Agamemnon
Let it be known to him that we are here, Patroclus. 
Patroclus
I shall say so to him, my king. [Exit] 
Ulysses
We saw him at the opening of his tent.
Agamemnon
He is not sick, mylord Ulysses.
[bookmark: 1.3.143]Ulysses
[bookmark: 1.3.144][bookmark: 1.3.145][bookmark: 1.3.146][bookmark: 1.3.147]The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns
The sinew and the forehand of our host,
Having his ear full of his airy fame,
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent
Lies mocking our designs. Troy in our weakness stands,
Not in her strength.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Enter MENELAUS.

Agamemnon
Brother.
Ulysses
Mylord Menelaus.
Menelaus
Where is Achilles?
Ulysses
Within his tent, mylord.
Menelaus
He cannot be sick. Melancholic, perhaps. 
Ulysses
You may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man.

Re-enter PATROCLUS; PATROCLUS and MENELAUS both start at the sight of the other. 
 
Patroclus
Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry, 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure
Did move your greatness and this noble state 
To call upon him. 
Menelaus
Bullshit.
Agamemnon
Hear you, Patroclus:
We are too well acquainted with these answers: 
you shall not sin,
If you do say we think him over-proud 
And under-honest.  
Why will he not upon our fair request 
Untent his person and share the air with us?
Patroclus
He is ill-disposed, my King.
Menelaus
What is he more than another? 
Agamemnon
No more than what he thinks he is, Menelaus. 
Menelaus
Do you not think he thinks himself a better man than I am, brother? 
Agamemnon
No question, Menelaus. 
Menelaus
Will you subscribe his thought, and say he is? 
Patroclus 
Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.
Agamemnon
What’s his excuse? 
Ulysses
He doth rely on none.
Agamemnon
Let Menelaus go to him.
Menelaus
If I go to him, with my armed fist I'll pash him o'er the face.
Ulysses
O Agamemnon, let it not be so! 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired.
I have a young conception in my brain;
Go we to drink. Let Achilles sleep:
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

