38 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA,

A moiety of that mafs of moan to come.
Cry, Zrojans, cry, pradife your eyes with tears!
Z7oy muft not be, nor goodly I/ion ftand :
Our firebrand brother Paris burns us all.
Cry, Zrojans, cry! a Helen and a wo :
Cry, cry! Z7oy burns, or elfe let Helen go. [Exit.
Hec?. Now, youthful Z70ilzs, do not the high ftrains
Of divination in our fifter work
Some touches of remorfe? or is your blood
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon,
Nor fear of bad fuccefs in a bad caufe,
Can qualify the fame?
Troi. Why, brother Heéfor,
We may not think the juftnefs of each a&
Such and no other than event doth form it}
Nor once dejeé the courage of our minds,
Becaufe Caffandra’s mad; her brainfick raptures
Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a quarrel,
Which hath our feveral honours all engag’'d
To make it gracious. For my private part,
I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s fons;
And ove forbid, there thould be done amongft us
Such things as might offend the weakeft {pleen
To fight for and maintain ! ;
Par. Elfe might the world convince of levity
As well your counfels, as my undertakin
For I atteft the gods, your full confent
Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off
All fears attending on fo dire a proje&.
For what, alas, can thefe my fingle arms ?
What propugnation is in one man’s valour,
To ftand the pufh and enmity of thofe
'This quarrel would excite? yet, I proteft,
Were I alone to pafs the difficulties,
And had as ample power, as I have will, -
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