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Paris thould ne’er retraé what he hath done,
Nor faint in the purfuit.

Pri. Paris, you fpeak
Like one befotted on your {weet delights:
You have the honey ftill, but thefe the gall;
_So to be valiant is no praife at all.

Par. Sir, 1 propofe not merely to myfelf
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it ;
But I would have the {oil of her fair rape
Wip’d off in honourable keeping her.
What treafon were it to the ranfack’d queen,
Difgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me,
Now to deliver her pofleflion up,
On terms of bafe compulfion! can it be
That fo degenerate a ftrain as this
Should once {et footing in your generous bofoms ?
There’s not the meaneft {pirit on our party,
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw,
When Helen is defended ; none fo noble,
Whofe life were ill beftow’d, or death unfam’d,
Where Helen is the {ubjet : then, I fay,
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well,
The world’s large {paces cannot parallel.

Hett. Paris, and Zroilus, you have both faid weH:
But on the caufe and queftion now in hand
Have glofs’d but fuperficially ; not much
Unlike young men, whom Arjfforle thought
Unfit to hear moral philofophy.
The reafons you alledge, do more conduce
To the hot paflion of diftemper’d blood,
Than to make up a free determination
“Twixt right and wrong; for pleafure and revenge
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice
Of any true decifion, Nature craves
All dues be render’d to their owners ; now
What nearer debt in all humanity,

Than




