II, ii. No man’s land. 

Enter, from Troy, CASSANDRA and PARIS; from the Grecian camp, AENEAS, PATROCLUS and ULYSSES.

[bookmark: 2199]Paris 
See, ho! who is that there? 
[bookmark: 2200]Cassandra 
It is the Lord Aeneas.
[bookmark: 2201]Aeneas
Is the Prince there in person? 
Had I so good occasion to lie long 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 
Ulysses
[bookmark: 2205]That’s my mind, too. Good morrow, Prince. God morrow, Priestess.
[bookmark: 2206]Paris 
Cassandra,—take his hand,— 
[bookmark: 2219][bookmark: 2225][bookmark: 2230]Cassandra 
We know each other well.
[bookmark: 2231]Ulysses 
We do; and long to know each other worse. 
[bookmark: 2232][bookmark: 2235]Cassandra [to Paris] 
I was sent for to the king; but why, I know not. 
[bookmark: 2236]Paris 
His purpose meets you: 'twas to bring this Greek 
To Pandar's house, and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Aeneas, the fair Cressid: 
Let's have your company, or, if you please, 
Haste there before us: I constantly do think—
Or rather, call my thought a certain knowledge— 
Our brother Troilus lodges there to-night: 
Rouse him and give him note of our approach. 

Exit CASSANDRA to Troy.
[bookmark: 2422] 
And tell me, Prince Ulysses, faith, tell me true, 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship,
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself or Menelaus? 
[bookmark: 2258]Ulysses 
Both alike: 
He merits well to have her, that doth seek her, 
Not making any scruple of her soilure,
With such a hell of pain and world of charge, 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her, 
Not palating the taste of her dishonour, 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends: 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleased to breed out your inheritors: 
Both merits poised, each weighs nor less nor more; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore.
[bookmark: 2271]Paris 
You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 
[bookmark: 2272]Ulysses 
She's bitter to her country: since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death. 
[bookmark: 2279]Paris
Fair mylord, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy:
But we in silence hold this virtue well, 
We'll but commend what we intend to sell. 
Here lies our way.


II, ii

. No man’s land.

 

 

 

Enter, from 

Troy

, CASSANDRA and PARIS; from the 

Grecian camp

, 

AENEAS

, PATROCLUS and ULYSSES

.

 

 

Paris 

 

See, ho! who is that there? 

 

Cassandra 

 

It is the 

Lord Aeneas

.

 

Aeneas

 

Is 

the 

P

rince there in person? 

 

Had I so good occasion to lie long 

 

As you, 

P

rince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 

 

Should rob my bed

-

mate of my company. 

 

Ulysses

 

That’s my mind, too. 

Good morrow, 

Prince. God morrow, 

Priestess.

 

Paris 

 

Cassandra,

—

take his hand,

—

 

 

Cassandra 

 

We know each other well.

 

Ulysses 

 

We do; and long to know each other worse. 

 

Cassandra 

[

to Paris

]

 

 

I was sent for to the king; but why, I know not. 

 

Paris 

 

His purpose meets you: 'twas to bring this Greek 

 

To 

Pandar

'

s

 

house, and there to render him, 

 

For the enfreed Aeneas, the fair Cressid: 

 

Let's have your company, or, if you please, 

 

Haste there before us: I constantly do think

—

 

Or rather, call my thought a certain knowledge

—

 

 

Our

 

brother Troilus lodges there to

-

nig

ht: 

 

Rouse him and give him note of our approach. 

 

 

Exit 

CASSANDRA

 

to Troy

.

 

 

 

And tell me, 

Prince

 

Ulyss

es

, faith, tell me true, 

 

Even in the soul of sound good

-

fellowship,

 

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 

 

Myself or Menelaus? 

 

Ulysses 

 

Both alike: 

 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her, 

 

Not making any scruple of her soilure,

 

With such a hell of pain and world of charge, 

 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her, 

 

