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which gave Helen to Paris, and back again coolly to her
proper husband, is left at the close of the play to bewail
the whole bad issue of the Homeric morals: "A goodly
medicine for mine aching bones! O world, world,
world!  Thus is the poor agent despised. O traitors
and bawds, how earnestly are you set a' work, and how
ill requited!"

In the second scene, the heroes swagger across the
stage one by one coming from the field, while Pandarus
stands by and talks of each in a way to make of them diminutive
patterns of militia colonels. Æneas, Antenor,
Hector, Paris: "There's a brave man, niece;" "It does a
man's heart good." That's Antenor, "And he's a man
good enough;" but where is Troilus? "If he see me,
you shall see him nod at me;" but see Hector, and, oh,
"What hacks are on his helmet!—there be hacks!"
His niece says, "Be those with swords?" "Swords?
any thing:—an the devil come to him, it's all one, by
God's lid;" but there's Troilus; look, niece, there's
a man, "and his helm more hacked than Hector's."
"Had I a sister were a Grace, or a daughter a Goddess,
he should take his choice. Paris is dirt to him." Eh,
Cressid, don't you take? So all these scenes pass with
a mischievous innuendo pushed forward by the lackey
sentences: "I warrant, Helen, to change, would give
an eye to boot." Thus it runs on like a nautical melodrama,
or the rattling chaff of "Tom and Jerry," a
stream on which the moral disgust of Thersites swims
in full view.
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