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Scene One: The Pursuit of the Rose

Narrator
Troilus looked out the window of his room, 
And cast his eyes below, where orchard trees 
Held out their English fruit amid the gloom, 
And as he gazed his thoughts undid like keys 
The rooms of memory. Behind the doors 
They found a nest of vexed uncertainties. 
For had he dreamed of that fore-destined pause 
In his existence, or could it have been 
A real adherent to all natural laws? 
Or was the stillness of that sudden scene, 
The image-flash, and epoch-ending look, 
A vision, as the poet Blake had seen, 
Who dined with men out of a well-known book, 
So mystical it seemed, so sharp the glance, 
So sharp and sweet the form the image took, 
As when an angel, watching others dance, 
Who sits the corner out of some rich painting, 
Coloured by hand of Tuscany or France 
In wiry reds and greys, her friends awaiting, 
Smiles in an amber mist of timelessness, 
So did that look set Troilus’ senses fainting, 
And plunge him into fiery dreaminess: 

Troilus
No, for I don’t have visions, nor confuse 
My dreams with objects of my wakefulness. 
That girl I saw! And she wears shirts and shoes 
Like any other lady of today. 
Past reason she seemed deeply interfused 
Because her sudden beauty rang away 
On some time-rusted bell lost in my heart, 
And sounded hints of transcendental art, 
A gape of Fate, a seam revealed of heaven, 
A bolt from a goddess- Hm! Back at the start. 

Narrator
And so he sat, and counted up to seven 
The days of the week on which he’d search for her, 
Weighing a heart that felt keel-hauled and leaden, 
With flesh electrified, and brain a blur.  
And though his thoughts lay knotted in a bundle, 
That look of her recalled seemed to infer 
That when the days were young, and men assembled 
Safe in the Eden times of ever-more, 
These two perhaps ran naked through the jungle, 
Or when the closing eye of daylight saw 
The slanted sunlight laughing in the foam, 
They had made love together on the shore. 



Troilus
Ladies, and gentlemen, beware! 
The prey is sighted and the bear 
Sits ogling at the honeypot. 
Whether there’s honey in or not, 
Whether there’s candy to be tried, 
The in- as rare as the out-side, 
Whether the pot contains a spice 
Dearer than European price, 
Richer than empires to the East, 
Whose spicy life is keen to feast, 
I cannot tell, but this I know: 
Soon I shall find if it be so. 
Bring me a tortoise-shell of mine, 
Horns for arms and guts for twine, 
And let me make a lyre of Time, 
To strum the everlasting rhyme, 
For eyes of mine have dared to see 
The wealth of Nature’s harmony. 
I’ve seen a creature to out-dare 
The blasts of tempests and the stare 
Of rampant tigers in the dark, 
Whose marble brow houses the lark 
Shrilling in heaven, and again 
Flies high above the dawning pain 
That breaks over the hills. This face 
Of silver, polished, blent 
To match perfection’s figurement, 
Would turn to flight or strike them dumb 
The zesty races of the sun, 
The vacant spaces of the moon, 
This face, one summer afternoon,
Would strike a finer shadow than 
The globe that stretches out the man, 
And loose the bees and all their race 
From their meridian embrace. 
This head, this crown of intellect,  
Would comfort travellers who had trekked 
A thousand miles to see it, and, 
Though parching from the wastes of sand, 
Fresh them instead of drink, this face, 
And have them rig and set to sea 
Whole argosies of fantasy, 
And plunder them, and make them ride 
Like driftwood on the evening tide. 
This face, this trumpet-call, this spell, 
Would rouse the shadows out of hell, 
Would dim the silver moon to dun, 
Would loose the Werewolf at the sun, 
Would pull down kings, would smash the crown, 



Would raze, would burn, would bring all down, 
Would bound the mountains apennine, 
To leap into these arms of mine. 
Calloo, callay! Haroo, hooray! 
Yes, folks, this is my lucky day. 

Narrator
But at that moment Pandarus came to ask 
Whether his follower was recovering 
From the disquiet he had shown before, 
And interrupting such a reverie 
With an old gossip’s mundane presence, he 
Encountered such a look of suffering, 
As knew by instinct there was no advice 
Could winkle Troilus out of offering 
Himself up like a lamb for sacrifice. 
So he sat down beside his little brother, 
Tried unsuccessfully to break the ice- 
Troilus turned on him with a deal of bother: 

Troilus
Ah, Pandarus, why do you trouble me? 
We have nothing to say to one another.  

Pandarus
And yet we have, my friend, can you not see 
I want to help you in your sorry plight?  

Troilus 
Nothing except my hopes were help for me 
Against that plague I caught the other night.

Pandarus 
What are your hopes? 

Narrator
       said Pandar helpfully, 

As if he didn’t know his left from right.  

Troilus 
My hopes are only Cressida, that she 
Might bring me love, and ever with me live 
As my soul’s sister in truth’s infancy.  

Narrator
With this, he turned away again to give 
His eyes to dahlias, rain-dashed in the garden, 
Which lay their yellow petals in a sieve.  
But Pandarus allowed his face to harden. 



Pandarus
My niece, I fear, would be too cool for you. 
Her mind is slow to pity or to pardon, 
And might repay your rapturousness with rue. 
Why are you cast in ancient reverie? 
You’re like some Medieval courtier, who 
From courtly love makes an old rhapsody. 
Beside our modern masters such a piece 
Is out-of-date, antique, unnecessary. 
And heed you this, Cressida, though my niece, 
Will not stay loyal, when the reckoning comes. 
No, those to leftward of our mantlepiece 
Soon will be out demolishing our town, 
And she sides with her father in his fight. 
So find another to award the crown, 
And save your chivalry for the chivalrous. 
 

Narrator 
Troilus returned his gaze to his first view, 
And orchard trees absorbed his heart and hope, 
Leaving his friend to mark his languidness.  

Panders
He bears Love’s arrow, and it runs him through,

Narrator
Thought Pandarus,

Pandarus
   As lovers used to bear 

In Petrarch’s time, when Love was given due 
In the nobility to which he’s heir. 
But what despoilage will it bring him to? 
It’s bad enough the Greeks stalking our lair, 
Ready to wound us with their bolts of hate 
Without these love-shafts being notched and darted. 

Narrator
And with these ponderings Pandarus departed. 

Troilus 
Near the beginning of last week, 
I met a creature rare and sleek, 
Whose crinkled mouth and marbled brow 
Gave me the sickness I have now. 
She had such beauty that it seemed 
As if in childhood I had dreamed 
Of none but her, and now was come 
The time of restitution. 
I followed her, and when I caught 
Her up, it moved me to the thought 
That here was Helena of Troy, 



Whose fatal outlook did destroy 
A city and a race of men 
The like we’ll never see again. 
Then deeper reaches did I find 
That past the beauty, and behind 
The joy of beauty, lurked a spell 
That kept Romantics in their spell 
Of languishing Accidie, 
A fashionable lethargy 
That shrunk from hope, and clasped despair.  
Alas, thought I, and left it there. 
But second sightings wrought a change, 
And I considered now her range 
Of heavenly beauty had no end. 
What could the mortal gods intend, 
To put such rarity on earth? 
Who supervised the angelic birth? 
For she was surely yours, my friends, 
Whose joy and dancing never ends, 
Whose silked and silver ankles fly 
Among the pale seraphic sky, 
Whose daisied snood, and bodice tight, 
Borne on their phoenix wings of light 
With interlocking cinnabars, 
A dancing circle crowned with stars. 
I find you, and I lose you. Well, 
Mortality’s a shortish spell, 
And though my world has lost its light,, 
A power cut in a winter’s night, 
And all my rooftops will be bleak, 
I’ll be all right this time next week. 

Narrator 
But love is not so casually shrugged off, 
Nor momentary bravura any shield, 
When the attack has already forestalled 
The inner workings of intelligence, 
As for his blank screen she was a control, 
Her thumb all set to switch him on or off, 
And have his body jump at keyed commands, 
That when they chanced by shop-side or stone gate 
To close, or even thronging hall far off, 
No sight of her was unaccompanied 
By gasp or sigh, disabling with desire. 
Even the glimpse of her, retreating in the distance, 
As through some evening scenery a fabled bird  
Dazzled the shuttered jungle, while enthralled 
Vibrating humming-birds and orchid-bees 
Like cupids thronged, would put her on one plane, 
While on another of existence all things else.  



Troilus
Clickety click, 
Such hair so slick, 
Such eyes of price, 
Egyptian gold, 
Such brow so smooth 
As rectitude, 
Or silver bent 
To figurement 
Of beatific 
Rhapsody. 
Milk of my heart, 
Centre of soul, 
The thought of you 
In part or whole, 
In bits or in 
Entirety 
Yields my heart 
And soul to thee. 

Narrator
And having now discovered who she was, 
And as such equal for a fair acquaintance, 
The niece of Pandarus, his father’s agent, 
He then, persuading Pandarus to help, 
After despairingly dismissing him, 
Floated some schemes of union with his friends, 
Seemingly chance encounters at small suppers, 
Leading to twos in rooms, until one morning, 
Surprised by sudden luck, he talked to her 
In a round library with a lanterned dome, 
And in the world of books they had their meeting. 
They sat aside a table piled with papers, 
And on a bookish slip he drew her profile, 
Which with a song sped later to her hands. 

The Letter
Tappity-tap, 
He folds me up, 
A ditty in 
An envelope, 
And posts me when 
It’s time to sup, 
When amber lamps 
Are like to shine 
Along the roads 
At homing time, 
And on her mat 
In utter night, 
A curl of kindness, 
Like a cat, 
Till she arise, 



A neophyte, 
All ivoried 
To see the light. 
And see, on cue 
To wake the bar 
It’s Cressida, 
Who gives me due, 
And picks me up, 
And by a cup 
Of tea me leaves, 
A tiny tease, 
Till all is well, 
And she’s at ease. 

Narrator
Fair Cressida lay back, and aired her arms 
By lifting them above her scented head, 
Entwining fingers five behind her neck, 
Until her eye had glanced, and flared, and lit
Upon a little poem on a table. 
She gazed at it capriciously, her eye 
Peeping above the sleek hill of her breast, 
And made its letters out, which pleaded ‘Read 
Me!’ read, like Alice Through the Looking Glass, 
An eager little verse, which stretched out arms, 
And hands with printed fingers, earnestly 
And anciently imploring. In, it read: 

Letter
Come live with us, and be our love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
Which my old room, beyond the field, 
With cosy wallpaper can yield.  

Troilus
And we will sit upon the bed,  
Read to each other, or instead, 
If music takes our fancy so, 
Listen to the radio. 

Letter
And we will chat of this and that, 
The ordinary senseless chat, 
While underneath our words will break 
The wave of love, the deep-sea ache.  

Troilus
And I will write you little things 
To make you laugh, and if it brings 
A smile to lips draw pictures of 



Landlady’s cat, or Pavlov’s dog.  

Letter
And I will love you now like this, 

Troilus 
And I with no more than a kiss, 

Letter
And now with hands, 

Troilus 
     and now with heart, 

Letter
And now with a more urgent part.

Troilus 
And so we’ll do no work but play, 

Letter
And loving laugh the night away. 

Both
If these delights your mind may move, 
Then live with us, and be our love. 

Narrator
Those quick, incisive eyes played with the page, 
Held it in conversation, and at bay. 
But then the smooth hands, and the jerseyed arm 
Closed up the verse and set it on the table. 
The playful girl stroked inquisitive hair, 
Curled up within the armchair’s warm embrace, 
And closed her grey eyes on an indecisive smile. 

And closed her grey eyes 
On an indecisive 
Smile. 

Letter
Ringa 
Clickety 
Ringa ringa 
Clickety clickety clickety clickety 
Ringa ringa roses, 
A pocketful of poses, 
Atishoo, atishoo, 
We all fall down. 



Troilus
And so I look back on 
Those first acquaintances with dripping woods, 
Leading my soul’s sweet sister up the drive 
Of gleaming gravel, through the glistering leaves, 
That smashed against our hands and faces, bush 
And tree, the friends of a decaying shrubbery, 
Of which, as I return, the vision flashes
A mood upon my mind, a stamp irrazeable, 
How she and I stood on the pillared porch, 
The rain upon her face, the reptile rain, 
And on my hands were searching for the key. 
The door swings open, and the walk is over.  
I do not know what place or when we were, 
But such a promenade up to the house 
Transacted more than ordinary time 
And settled place. It was as if we strode 
Through man’s imagination, through his soul, 
Where lurk a few dreams yet of paradise, 
And if we walked, like gleaming animals, 
Through some wet jungle of prehistory, 
Or in that time when man held in his hand 
A sapling branch of many-summered leaves, 
Not yet the olive or the civil fig.  



Scene Two: The Rose

Cressida
The sun is up and in the Ilian east 
Strews on the plateau of the silky sea 
The liquid pearl of day. 

Troilus
          And we two see  

Such crofts as when the gods on holiday 
Took villas on Sorrento’s promontory. 
Ah Cressida, what dizziness to be 
Slipped by a Fiat into Sicily, 
And sending epics back to Albion! 
For has not this our cedar-scented chamber, 
As once in Pylos, stocked with herb and rose,  
An air of some dactyllic odyssey, 
And yellow sheets for a princess’s bed? 
Ah princess, lie you down as lovers do, 
And let your lover find himself in you. 

Cressida
So soon again, Mr Impetuous? 
What would they think, if they could see at home? 
Your wild eyes, lover, would be straight condemned, 
For what we overlook in Etna’s shepherds 
Would be too frank a fervour for today, 
My shepherd-pie! Ay, you are food for me, 
Most taking food Ionian, Troilus, 
Upon which I would sing a song for supper. 
For these magnetic elements agree 
That to put Cressid now from Troilus 
Would severe what by Nature had been bred: 
Untwine the eglantine, prise off the moss, 
Drag down the creeping ivy from the tree, 
And lift a sleeping kitten from her bed. 

Troilus
At home they take you to be at a spa, 
And me at study of the stones in Greece. 
Your ditty then is of a secret feast, 
And lyric Troilus sneaks a hidden treat 
Under the sun of Italy’s retreat 
With pampered Cressida astretched beneath 
The burning orb!- Oh, and if these are too, 
I’ll sup on both her globes celestial, 
While feeding plugs into her glutted earth. 
What song then, love, for this Ionian meat? 

Cressida
Ringa ringa roses. 



Pocketful of posies. 
Atishoo. Atishoo.  
We’d all fall down. 

Troilus
Charge on a prancing horse! 
Between me and the wall again, 
As we chase ecstasy with a lasso, 
And tear off its long, shaking mane. 

Narrator
So had their days been passed in brazenness,  
A-swagger in the palace of the South, 
By bougainvillea and melon-flowers 
Of sun-struck terraces Tyrrhenian, 
Or cool from high-walled alleyways and shade 
Emerging to a sudden flight of doves 
Sweeping the piazza by the temple-gates 
Swagged with old purple onto dark within, 
And bronze bells booming in the noonday sun. 
Next morn as trippers from the promontory 
Ferried them north towards Cumaean fame, 
To stalk among the alleys of the past: 

Cressida
The lizard creeps across the sleeping street, 
No other traffic, shattered wheel and cog, 
No more the chariots in the noisy heat, 
No more cool shops, and no more “mind the dog”. 
We drive and do Pompeii, while, at our backs, 
The gloomy-sloped Vesuvius in the haze 
Subdues me. Flowery rosemary and flax 
Stand in neglected courtyards like a maze, 
And still insistently the clear-faced sun 
Breaks on those stones, which are already broken, 
And graves of poets past, not least the one 
Who for his Lesbia sang what erst was spoken. 
How they subdue me! for what fires your heart- 
As with Catullus’s- sets us apart. 

Troilus
My calm of mind, my benison, 
My shelter from the outright storm, 
There’ll be no parting for us here, 
Nor home again by North-winds torn. 

For warmer than the summer skies 
And braver than the winter sun, 
It brooks no parting north or south, 
Now ash and olive are made one. 



Shielding us each from fangs and foes, 
Our hearts like leaves on the forest floor, 
With unobtrusive penury 
Will hide our treasure from the boar.   

And from your eyes alone my peace, 
And in your arms alone my home, 
And at your side I’ll brave all ills, 
Till coldly-coffined in the loam. 

Empty my heart, like mines of gold, 
All that I have, receive it, here. 
And when the fresh dawn has on her coat, 
I’ll hunt the gold panther and the deer. 

You be my rest and my long home, 
And I’ll step alone in the storms of night, 
Bring back the thunderbirds in a cage, 
Tie them to our garage-light. 

You be my rest and my long home, 
And in the hot noon I’ll make it my game 
To catch the cat-butterfly under the oaks, 
And flutter it home on a golden chain. 

Cressida
And after by Sorrento‘s shore 
Sea-urchins cracked and moules from shells, 
We under oleanders strolled 
To distant campanile bells. 

The sea was a pearl-embroidered green, 
The deep beneath a hovering white, 
And all the air as a scented dream, 
Of white tobacco-flowers at night.

And when the wrecks of evening came, 
Enclosed by sky in a purple dome, 
We by a warm-air window at ease 
On bed-sheets watched the stars from home: 

The fisherman packing his net, 
The seamstress taking in her chair, 
Orion in his wagonette, 
And one sad cypress in the air. 

Troilus
The lengthy nights spent in an empty bed, 
Where every creature should find love and rest, 
And every pillow feel a heedless head, 



And every hand lie on a feathery breast, 
Where every mind have peace, and heart feel grace, 
Soothe with illumination of your face. 

The dreadful joy that kept me from my peace, 
Drove me from sleeping, and awake to dream, 
And made my ploys and concentrations cease, 
When in humdrummery of Oxford scene 
My soul would catch a vision of your eyes, 
Now with your eyes- like us- to Rome it flies.  

All such events compel me to confess 
I love you, irrecoverably so, 
I love the chat of life and parties less, 
The fairground music and the swings that go, 
The dancing less, the scattered kissing too, 
And everything inferior to you.  

Cressida
Come then, and melt my chariness in gold, 
And set it kneaded in the stove to bake. 
Hold me to joy. Grasp me before I’m old, 
And Petrarch’s dish of passion let us slake. 
Though frosts are coming, let it lead us out 
Of the city and the noisy city street, 
To love’s own buzzing fields, where bee-hives shout, 
And high the purple grasshopper can leap. 
There’s only after this a frigid course 
Of dull, unappetising clay, the grave, 
The gravel tomb-yard, and the blackened horse, 
The poplars and the cold wind. Be- sniff- brave! 
Come then, and take my body by the waist, 
And bend me back into a golden paste. 

Troilus
Ringa ringa roses. 
Pocketful of posies. 
Atishoo. Atishoo.  
We all fall down. 

Cressida
Oh, over the sea 
In a little tiny boat, 
Sailor of Ilion, 
Come to me. 



And I will knit you 
A pretty pearl coat, 
For all pretty girls 
To see. 

It might fetch a fortune, 
It won’t cost a groat, 
And will last 
Everlastingly. 
For love is its knitting, 
And I’ve sewed it with hope,  
To last 
Everlastingly. 

Troilus
What then is love, but everything’s completion, 
The sea-girt Eldorado in the heart, 
The land of gold beyond the world’s depletion,  
The treasure-chest of every travel-chart? 
What but the dogged hound who’ll never leave you, 
The blunt friend who is bound to see you right, 
The feast at home, when frosts come bereave you, 
And the parade of days is sunk from sight? 
Love is the fire of musky cedar burning, 
The hearth that’s hidden in the woods of Time, 
The couch that cures all other journeys’ yearning, 
The blind earth underlying the sublime, 
And truly, whosoever puts to sea 
In love’s good hull comes to eternity.  

Narrator
Next day set north again, they homeward drove 
On highways of the sun through Latium, 
Quitting the Naples bay with lachrymony, 
To snake around the Terracina corner 
Where once marched legions between peak and sea, 
And follow to their burly capital. 
By Forums then they pitched, fern-sprouting columns 
By triumphs dented and baroque facades 
With curvilinear saints, heroic-posed, 
And arm in arm the lovers shopped the streets 
From Via Veneto to Roman market, 
Verdantly scented with consoling fruit 
For a stone-weary city, and sped back  
In vespa-roaring side-streets to the broad 
Piazza Navona’s thundering cataracts 
With all four continents in carnival. 

Troilus had bought a quaint heraldic brooch 
Of gules enamelled with a lion of or, 



And on her breast he pinned it, having paused 
Saluting two abundant hills of left or right 
To choose which had the gilded leopard ramp, 
But caught her coldly with a metal eye 
Gazing him down, while all the waters doomed 
In chlorine-scented deluge to the drains 
Of all four continents in funeral. 
And Cressida considered him, and said: 

Cressida
If we two ever meet in life again, 
With these long days of loving then behind us, 
Say, if one destined place, five years or ten 
From this one now, both and alone should find us, 
We, who have danced the measure of an age, 
When, as in spring’s first flourish of her bow, 
Love, as a swaggering player takes the stage, 
And calls the shoving public to his show, 
We, who have tripped in time with Nature’s tides, 
Concordant with her heart-beat and her breath, 
Who have discerned when ebb and flow divides, 
The stepping of her dance of life and death, 
Once with the rose of love, discovered sweet, 
What should we say, if we should ever meet?  

Narrator
And so I close this part of Troilus, 
As did Dan Chaucer many years ago, 
And so I think of those that sadden us, 
Those woes, which this world brings us, high and low, 
The road-elect, and path on which we go, 
The heavy burden of life’s salary, 
And wages of the old mortality. 

Reader, remember Troilus and his girl. 
Think on his dawning woes with sympathy, 
For soon he’d mislaid laughter, like a pearl 
Lost in the corridors of some hostelry, 
And then his heart’s ease proved so slippery 
It slid, a glittering fish, out of his hands 
Into the charmed lake of forgotten lands.  

And when you have considered all these things, 
What a disease is love, and how it grips, 
What ragged cheeks and pallid brows it brings, 
Taking these poems in your fingertips, 
And with their limpid warnings on your lips 
To show you heed ‘em, so have clemency, 
And do not dwell on Cressid’s treachery. 



Scene Three: The Canker

Narrator
Troilus had finished with the empty bed, 
And went downstairs to make a sighful breakfast, 
Buttering his toast with inner wretchedness. 
Then went outside with anguish in his head, 
For was it true, what Pandarus avowed? 
Had Cressid left him? Taken up instead 
With the Greek satyrs who attacked his town, 
And sent his playmates to an early bath, 
And turned his love eternal upside-down? 
      Troilus preambled down the concrete path, 
Which stretched between the roses and the wall. 
The hedge of roses shone as he went past, 
A glow which made his anguished shadow fall 
Like something cinematic on the stones. 

Troilus
She’s sent no word, nor phoned, nor thought at all! 

Narrator
His shadow like a creature without bones, 
Wracked to move forward, fearful to withdraw, 

Troilus
She’s vanished, and beyond the reach of phones! 

Narrator
And showed signs of elastic agony. 
It seemed an ultra-soul, which seemed to say: 

Shadow 
Recant at last. Existence is a pain. 
Recant under the pressure of despair, 
And curse the life that can’t be had again.  

Narrator
But its advice was shuttered from his mind. 
If Troilus’ heart were open for display, 
I cannot tell what feelings we should find 
Locked in its cell, whether reproach or blame, 
Erotic hate, frenzy, or mere regret, 
To cause the surgeon a vicarious pain, 
For struck with ignorance, he wondered yet 
If Cressid had a reason to forget 
Her boy, her friend, her flesh, her rapture-sharer. 

Troilus 
For is it not betrayal, such neglect? 



Narrator
And those she favoured sure had trounced his set, 
And had much fun trashing its old domains, 
And gloried in the abasement of the scions, 
Whose ancient chivalry outwears the wearer, 
Emblazed with shields of lilies and of lions.

Troilus
What idle chat we scattered round,  
When lost in love’s sweet art, 
But what an agony of thought 
Now that we are apart. 

Man’s soul is lost in glittering joy, 
It sings, but cannot see. 
We’re forced to use our eyes and ears, 
When in adversity. 

I go to my room alone now, 
The evening meal is done, 
The after-dinner talk has waned, 
With the memory of the sun.  

The afternoon was bright and cool,  
The conversation too, 
But now I am alone again 
With memories of you. 

The darkness, silence and the gloom 
Have flooded in my heart, 
And now the tears start up and cry 
The ache of being apart. 

Ah, how the soul resents and wails 
Its inconsistency, 
Where once it lay luxuriant, 
And now in poverty. 

What common wind blows us from good, 
What rarety to gain. 
O wind of our unsettlement, 
O shameful wind and rain! 
Christ, if my love were in my arms,  
And I in my bed again! 

Narrator
Troilus was fretting in a striped deckchair. 
His head bent down, eyes closed, fingers enmeshed, 
As if doubt were a mound too huge to bear, 



Squeezing his skull, as if to crush it in.  
But then his frowning eyelids were unfleshed,  
For the arrival of a sound of laughter, 
Like the strange sound of swallows in a rafter, 
Or puzzled mouse within the toneless wall, 
Brought him to ponder on its origin, 
If there were earthly origin at all. 
Upon the sloping facade of the meadow, 
Among the buttercups and golden bees, 
Half basking in the sun, and half in shadow, 
A man and woman cantered in the fields. 

Troilus
Oh, fresh, young lovers in the summer’s fields,   
Oh sweet, kind hearts that take the August air, 
Oh innocence of pleasure, which God shields 
From flames of hate and blizzards of despair, 
Oh, how your blessedness I see complete, 
And how my losses are beyond repair! 
For what am I? What but in vacancy? 
My joy has failed, and has vacated me. 

Narrator
From such free scenes he felt his spirit sink, 
As if engulfed in armies of dark earth, 
Storming his fortress, with an iron claw
That hooked him from the happy halls of mirth, 
And dragged him over the infernal brink.
Snared in the pine chair by the peeling fence, 
Under the knotted nets of misery 
Of his oblivion finally to think, 
He only wished to sprawl without defence, 
Like some beached turtle, stranded on the shore, 
And let the heat and seagulls do offence. 

Troilus
My limbs were aching, and for rest 
I took my travel home, 
For all my body longed for peace, 
As a coffin longs for loam. 

From hot days in the eye of the sun 
I sweated in the fields, 
The dust choking my throat, of earth 
And what the sickle yields, 

So to come home, like prodigal, 
With wheat-stalks in my hair, 
But found no friend, no cheer, no rest, 
No home, without you there! 



Narrator
His brother Hector now passed by in spate, 
Bridling at Troilus’ sloth, which made him swap 
The office table for a garden gate, 
And he rebuked his brother for a sop. 

Hector
Brother, why let yourself be felled by love? 
You’re not the first to lose a lollipop. 
Arise and serve! Take up the armoured glove, 
And meet the challenge made on our terrains, 
While still the hinterland is chivalrous. 

Troilus
But brother, it is vanity who reigns 
In purple now over the populace. 

Narrator
Hector went round to intercept his view. 

Hector
Your languor, tempting fate, will bring on you 
Some humbling by your enemies, I fear,
And further mopingness will then ensue. 
If you are noble, poise should be your due. 
The wounds of love, as war’s, should be endured. 
Look to the English language that lives still. 
From arms and from amours our ancestors  
Tempered the tongue that serves the world at large, 
And with the Pax Britannia all assured. 
Reclaim your nature from the courtly source 
That made our world, and in your word and will 
The honour once embodied in the Raj. 

Troilus
Easy to speak, brother, but what to do? 

Hector
The Indian princes are hard-pressed, like us, 
And for the Crown Prince of Karpor require 
An envoy of supply to dodge the siege. 
I’ll set you down for it. Take up your hire. 
And for the dawning East shake out the reins. 

Troilus
Brother, I’ll think on it. Noblesse oblige. 

Narrator
And Hector drove his car across the plains.  



Scene Four: The Garden in Winter 

Narrator
The image gored him, and he gave a leap, 
As round his chamber ricocheted the sound 
Of snarling morning traffic, seeing it still, 
The image spawned by his psychotic sleep, 
That plagued him, badgered him the whole night through, 
And dogged him in his disco-deafening dreams. 
      It was a brooch, gold-lioned on red field, 
The brooch bought in the summer’s sumptuous heat, 
Which he had pinned on Cressid, and now she- 
With how much else beside- on Diomedes, 
A token of her taste’s tergiversation 
From sinking Trojan to a rearing Greek, 
On Diomedes of the Media! 
      Troilus had seen him flaunt it at a party. 
Strung like a butch medallion on his chest, 
With jeers the lion dancing up and down 
In the rank yelping of falsetto-boys, 
As with a taunting look at Troilus, 
To gruntings of hardrock bass he jived. 
      A state-paid rebel of the air was he, 
This Diomedes, Deus Mediarum, 
A comic, swapping Humanism’s school 
With taunts for tossing on defeated lords. 
He championed fashions that were much in vogue, 
He mocked the empires that were safely felled,  
And ruled the street with the snide cockiness 
Of dingos on the carcass of old foes, 
Which Troilus whipped into such jealous rage, 
That at the party in a crowded room, 
Fooled by a blaze of pride, he squared with him, 
And had the worst of it, and left derided. 
      This, as he woke, like devilry boiled up 
Out of the darkness, as he felt his heart 
Pounding at his abasement by the Greeks, 
And ranted thus at waking to recall them: 

Troilus
O sneerers, you to whom the sight of good 
Is but a goad for your assault of scorn! 
State-paid assailers of the ancient days, 
Impaling virtue on your stinking horn! 
Curses I cast and all the spite I could, 
To avenge the wreckage of your trebuchets. 

O Greek despoilers of the Trojan court, 
Designer rebels, posing in fake blood 
With one foot on the studio dinosaur! 
What glory is it, when the war is fought, 



To flounce among the ruins of the blaze, 
And mock the soldiers’ bodies in the mud? 

Narrator
But nightmares soon wiped curses from his mind 
With creepy scenes: a figure with insane 
Vividity, who leant on a church wall, 
The wall and church white and Italianate; 
A group of fingered hippies in a ring, 
Who moved as if in madness, a strange pattern 
In threes, with stepping like a morris dance, 
Accompanied by vacant voices singing; 
A torturer with a tent-peg mallet crying, 
As orchestras relayed its hammer-blows, 
To one tied to a chair, ‘Confess! Confess!’ 
      And lifting up his eyes unto the light, 
Saw it break bare across his bedroom walls, 
Flickering with the endless traffic growl, 
As if from some chance tiger in the street- 
A tiger! With a start he struggled up, 
For now the cream of the nightmares he recalled. 
      On a dull morning in a summer season, 
All else as usual in the Trojan day, 
A tiger had been sighted in the town, 
A stripy threat. Troilus and four compeers, 
Having the ladies and the younger ones 
For safety shut up in his father’s house, 
Traced in the shrubbery, and along the road 
The mammoth monster sniffing at the doors, 
Seeking to gain an entrance and attack, 
With safety owed to one thin pane of glass. 
     By now the tiger’s troops were in the kitchen, 
Along the passage of the smashed-up palace, 
And from their voices, seemed to be conducting 
A trial of crockery, judging each onion-skin 
And willow pattern to attest if it 
Were false, offensive- Trojan in a word- 
And inappropriate to the new regime. 
And now the sound of smashing and of screams 
Cut off emerged along the trickling passage. 
      So Troilus seized the old cavalry sword 
That hung by the great oaken-timbered hearth, 
And ran for them, but found the kitchen empty, 
And saw by Shilton’s ford rejoicing hordes 
Of black-masked rebels ransacking the village, 
So there was only rallying in the hills. 
Out through the smoke then, and the furious flames, 
To seek the Indian hills he led his band, 
Bihari hills and allies of the Raj. 
      But from the garage, as he drove the car, 
The tiger, glowering through the windscreen, roared, 



Its hot breath steaming up the way to safety, 
Until, contemptuous at this extra stroke, 
He saw it was a dream, and he awoke.  

Troilus 
What do I mean by poverty? 
To come into my room at night, 
To fumble for a wretched light,  
To take a cold, brief stare around 
At the bare walls, and their bare sound, 
To make these idle noises boom 
Like thunder in a distant room, 
To drop two dead shoes on the floor, 
One empty thud, and then one more, 
To disarray, tied, coat, shirt, socks, 
Pants, cuff-links in their little box, 
Stand naked with all sense gone, 
And put weary pyjamas on, 
Pray, curse, and cough, and scratch the head- 
See, see, this long-neglected bed, 
This stab in my adversity! 
That’s what I mean by poverty. 

Song 
So we’ll shake the sheets no more, my dear, 
And ride the race of love, 
For your vampire eyes are wandering, 
And you want a change of blood. 

Then go and find new lovers, 
There’s no water in your eye, 
And what have I to offer now 
You’ve sucked my body dry? 

New victims with fresh, virgin blood 
Await your vampire bite, 
So we’ll shake the sheets no more, my dear, 
So late into the night. 

Narrator
But no brief spurt of hate could thrust out love, 
And hovering, like the returning forms 
Of his all-wearying dream, the thought of her, 
Of Cressida came back, sweeping his frame, 
Like a great pungent wave of bitter brine, 
And with this thought, the suffering of loss
Consuming in the heart. He lay alone, 
He could not move, and from his soul he wished 
That he might never have to rise again. 



Soon, though, he rose, put two reluctant feet 
On the cold floor, shuffled towards the bathroom, 
And strove to wash off memories and start afresh. 
      The smell of an old perfume there, not one 
Of Cressida’s, but from his childhood, 
Gave him a sense of comfort for a while, 
As from his youth he seemed to feel affirming, 
But then the dreary task of scraping smooth 
A face that had already lost all point 
In keeping up appearances, made him sigh, 
And wish for strength to end it all in blood. 
He dreamed the sight, of how this gay, red life, 
Which served him well in the holiday of his days, 
Would flow in a wide stream, warm and exultant, 
Back to its mother earth, which cries for it. 
      And dreaming yet, he thought back on that time 
When Cressid, having dragged him to the sluice, 
With beer had washed his hair, the while he hers, 
And they, in flashing joy, had bathed and splashed, 
Like morning sports at a jungle water-hole. 
His mind conjured her from the foggy mirror, 
And placed her in the bath, her back a-gleam, 
Her blonde hair dark with wet, thin at the ends, 
Dangling in brightened rats’-tails on her shoulders, 
And breasts, full with young love, hanging in bloom, 
Like Canterbury bells, or silken foxgloves. 
      Pain gave a sudden end to his daydream, 
And blood insidified the shaving soap, 
A mix of perfumed luxury and pain! 
And fitting, since to pain he had long strayed 
From busy mindlessness and cynicism 
Into a world of heartache lit with bliss! 
Was it, though, better never to have ventured? 
      On the bed’s edge he sat, and cast his eyes 
Between the radiator-wafted curtains 
On fields of home. The dawn had been a raw one, 
The bones of earth lay scattered underground, 
And a transparent frost gave all the world 
A Northern shimmer. Far within the forest 
The hedgehog started a long winter sleep. 

Troilus
Once to love’s words for a tutorial bent 
On Chaucer’s couple in the Trojan night, 
I sneered to read about the lovers’ plight- 
By Cupid speared in a staged tournament!- 
Rashly deriding Troilus’ ravishment 
By black-clad widow in the temple’s light, 
Until a black-gowned blonde beguiled my sight 
Along the High, under a battlement. 
Like legend read on pavements in the rain, 
Like thunder echoed by an autumn wall, 



Like lightning in a snow-bound cloistery, 
I gasped to gulp at such translucency, 
I staggered back at that memorial, 
And speared in turn, I never sneered again.

Narrator
Such knowing, lo, felt Troilus from love, 
Such rapture, caught from old comparison, 
Such revelation as the poets have, 
And we have put in our compendium. 
But now an interlude we offer you 
Of Troilus’ infancy, when Nature gratis 
Gave him in Cotswold hazel-woods a view 
Of love’s sub specie aeternitatis. 



Scene Five: The Garden in Spring

Troilus
To take you back into my Eden days, 
When children in our summer rags and clothes, 
We grew out of the hazy meadow, where 
As in a furry oil-painting by Monet, 
We stood in grasses, and pursued like apes 
The coloured butterflies of August heat, 
Ad fontes were to show. I can’t recall 
If playing idly in the Oxford wilds, 
I had a knowledge of a quest to come, 
But there perhaps the soul was being made, 
The soul, whose bloom and flourish, ushering
Fall and dismay, makes up this little book. 

The Boy Troilus
Here I am in summertime in England. 
Red is the red rose in the summer garden, 
White is the white cloud in the summer sky, 
Blue is the blue sea, with our sailors on it, 
Here I am at summertime in England.  

Dog Dick
Woof, woof. 

Boy Troilus
Grr Grr Grr Snap. 
Snap. Grr Grr Snap. 
Snap. Grr Grr Grr Snap- 
Dragon in the garden, 
What did you say? 

Dog Dick
Woof, woof. 

Boy Troilus
As I’m walking through the garden, 
Down the little garden path, 
I can hear the lily crying, 
And the red geranium laugh. 

There are dragons in my garden, 
Snapping at the butterflies, 
Which makes all the tiger-lilies 
Blow their nose and dry their eyes. 

Dart the scene, 
Blue and green, 
Dragonfly. 



At the bottom of my garden, 
There’s a faery princess, 
And she’s clothed in a rich ruby, 
Dark, red, bright red, blood-red dress. 
And if you bend down to kiss her,  
You will see she smells like death. 

Oh mad, oh mad, oh mad 
Geranium in the garden. 

Dick. 

 Dog Dick
Yes, master? 

Boy Troilus
I’d like to have a man to man talk with you, as my personal friend that is. 

Dog Dick
Yes, of course, master. But it’ll have to be a man to dog talk in my case. You see, although I can 
speak like any other human being to you, I’m still only a beast to other people.

Boy Troilus
Dick. 

Dog Dick
Yes, master?

Boy Troilus
How do babies come?

Dog Dick
Well, sir, you ought to know, having been one yourself.

Boy Troilus
I seem to have forgotten.

Dog Dick
They are suddenly found under gooseberry bushes.

Boy Troilus
No, I don’t mean like that. I mean really. 

Dog Dick
Well, they grow inside their mother’s tumtums, and then they pop out, head first, into the hard 
world. 

Boy Troilus
But how do they get there? 



Dog Dick
They get there when a lady and gentleman make love.

Boy Troilus
But what is love? 

Dog Dick
Excuse me, sir, but that sounds like a cue for a song. 
My invisible music, please.

Woof woof. Woof woof.

Love is something that you will find out, 
When it gives you something to shout about. 
If I said love was the most wonderful thing in the world, 
That would be a subjective judgement by the enthralled. 
If I said love was a ridiculous abasement,  
That would be the view of the cynic in the basement. 
It’s rather the same in love, as it is in art, 
It depends on whether you can play your part. 
To the initiated there’s nothing quite like Bach, 
But it means nothing to those who live in the dark. 

Woof woof. 

Bark bark. 

Thank you, sir. Is there anything else you wish to know? 

Boy Troilus
I didn’t understand a word of all that. 

Dog Dick
Of course not, master. You will only understand, when it is time to understand.  

Boy Troilus
If you can’t explain things so that I can understand at any time in my life, you must have a pretty 
third class mind. 

Dog Dick
I’m sorry, sir. I am only a dog. 

Boy Troilus
I run and shout. I laugh and sing. 
Being young, I can do anything. 
I play all day, and then at night 
I go to bed, and I sleep tight. 
The time is full, the time is free, 
And life is full of fantasy. 

The yellow sun, the fiery wheel 
Is shining in the biggy blue, 



And all I see and all I feel 
Is doing what small creatures do, 
And pounce with frowns and bounds and paws, 
And skip the goosegrass out of doors. 

Troilus
So hand in paw, across the world’s great fields, 
I and my dog travelled at liberty. 
Down many a slope, like zooming fiends we’d race, 
The ears of Dick flapping like butterflies, 
And in the longer grass, through hay-built tunnels, 
We’d rout the insect field-mouse and the vole. 
The pigeons cooed behind our sports, and spoke 
Of cool-plumed shadows in the hazy trees. 
When in the woods we took our evening walk, 
The black flap of a crow would startled us, 
All vampire-like, up in the sunset branches, 
And then we’d see, winging a crooked course, 
It make for shelter. Also in the forest, 
Although Dick would deny it, we would see 
Far in the distance elves and goblins dancing. 
The nymphs would wail the passing of the day, 
Hallooing in the roar of waterfalls, 
Or in the silent drizzle of a shower. 
But once inside the wood...

Boy Troilus
Inside the wood, inside the gloom, 
It’s like a leaf-wallpapered room, 
With speckled emerald and beech, 
And aspens shivering each by each. 

Dog Dick 
And in from fields, down the avenue of elms, through the conglomeration of sycamores, past the 
meeting of moot-oaks, under the congress of senatorial pines, into a theatre we passed, sheltered 
by thicket, almost open to a strange new sky, surrounded by darkness, lit from above, with some 
stones pointing a way through the forest, and the grass by invisible feet trodden down. 

Boy Troilus 
What’s this, Dick? It looks like a memoriament.  

Dog Dick 
A memorial or a monument. One or other, sir, not both. It is indeed a sort of lapidary memorial or 
monument, and bears an inscription which- if I can translate the Greek properly- runs: “To the 
goddess Venus this monument is dedicated. You who pass by, look on these words and say a 
prayer. We who built it are never far from you- we have lived, you have still time- and Love being 
the Lord, and to his Chivalry this memorial, we leave these words for the wayfarer to his way. Set 
here by my order, Troilus Priamides.”  



Boy Troilus
Troilus! But that’s me! I didn’t write that! where does it say it? Does it really say Troilus? where is 
the word, Troilus? 

Dog Dick
There. 

Boy Troilus
But there’s nothing at all there. No writing a bit. You made it all up. Dick. Did you make it all up? 
Where’s the writing? I can’t see any. 

Dog Dick
You haven’t written it yet.

Boy Troilus
There are times, Dick, when you are very stupid. No wonder you are only a dog. 

Dog Dick
I must be off. 

Boy Troilus
What?

Dog Dick
It is time for me to go. The hunters and horns are sounding the recall. 

Boy Troilus
Dick! Dick! Where are you going? Wait for me, Dick! Come back! Come back! Dick!

Troilus
And as, out of the mists of dawn, the sun 
Smiles like a lady wrapt in olive-green, 
Whirling around her daisies in a cloud, 
So from behind that blank-faced monument, 
Stepped out a lady, whose face, far from blank, 
Seemed like a centre of all intellect, 
Of Love’s design a muse and messenger. 

Love-goddess
Troilus, 

Troilus
      said she, 

Love-goddess
your Troy is sacrosanct, 

And tends the flame of Love and Chivalry. 
Wherefore, when war makes you extravagant, 



By sea sustain the flame’s nobility. 
And when you have to other countries come, 
Recall how Brutus founded Troynovant 
On Thames’s meads, and Love’s own minstrelsy 
Made from the flood of English Ilium. 
Look for me then, on this side of the sea.  

Narrator
And so she faded, as the shadows flee, 
When comes the crocus-coloured evening on 
Aside Chiassi’s pinewoods by the sea. 
And being stirred by perfumes quaint and quick, 
As of a river from the flowery side, 
Forgetting he had run back through the wood, 
Leftward he turned and quietly whispered. 

Boy Troilus
   Dick. 

Narrator
But Dick was gone. 
As if by centrifugal force, the tears 
Gathered under his eyelids, and he stood 
Like a relinquished schoolboy at the term, 
Or summer worker with his holiday 
A memory at the front gate of the firm, 
Till kindly time should bring another year’s. 

Troilus
Day was at bay, and in the waning heat 
The tinged Sicilian twilight gathered in, 
Like some late reaper gleaning scattered wheat, 
The images of evening: fishermen 
Mending their nets, and boys and girls who played 
In sunset countrysides of figs and palms, 
Of silver-fading olive-trees, and laid 
Autumnal dust, sprinkled with tears and charms. 
The hanging smoke breathes out amidst the trees 
Far on the soft slopes of the mountainside, 
Marking small hearths, and in a room like these 
We were together in the even tide. 
On outside chairs old spinsters sat to chat, 
And the lonely cypress spawned the evening bat.   



Scene Six: Rose Fall

Troilus
Oh, was it but yesterday 
A letter came again! 
Bidding to take the sprig of day 
And plant it in the rain. 

Seeking to fly a summer’s kite 
Across the winter skies? 
And would it take up like for like, 
And then would it be wise?

Old loves are like forgotten scars 
Long caught in far off wars, 
Scars which can harshly hurt again 
Though further off the cause. 

The autumn days are shortening, 
The flashy flowers are gone, 
The swallows have left twittering, 
And the owl has its song. 

Should not our love have end, my dear, 
When Troy has taken hurt, 
And the kingdom we were lovers in 
Gone to dark and dirt. 

Should not our love have end, my dear, 
And we two move away, 
And pass the torch of love again, 
When we have had our day. 

Cressida [off]
Ringa ringa roses. 
Pocketful of posies. 
Atishoo. Atishoo.  
We all fall down. 

Troilus
And should we then be back in our old ways? 
Though fired to see, with pressure of desire, 
Casting the bracken on the dozing fire, 
And garbage of despair, when I would walk, 
And turning hear her name mentioned in talk, 
My heart to plunge. Or when I thought I saw, 
Or heard her footsteps on the dreary floor, 
Or dreamed of her, to long for a return 
Of that Pompeian idyll in the South. 



      Last night, O Cressid, in a crowd of people, 
I see a distant prospect of your steeple, 
And from the deck you running flags of joy 
In semaphore of purpose to employ 
A sort of rescue. Sudden, I wave back. 
Without the ocean moving, just like that, 
And then I catch you, and I break my word, 
And utter broken words to you, absurd 
And arbitrary, while you look everywhere, 
And search the ground like Chaucer for a hare, 
And flash, like captured dragonflies in jars, 
Your nervous eyes, chaffinches behind bars, 
Birds of all season, and with one intent 
To sing a chorus of refurbishment. 
As if without a surfeit or a drought 
Of bliss, but a nice measure, counted out, 
We should slip into former happiness. 

Cressida [off]
Ringa ringa roses.  
A  pocketful of poses. 
Atishoo. Atishoo. 
We all fall down. 

Troilus
Approach you now with scars across my heart, 
A sadder and a wiser to your mind, 
Approach you now reluctant to restart 
What the lost months have left in rags behind, 
Approach you now less innocent and kind, 
And warier, amongst reproach and blame, 
Of ever falling down the pit again, 

Approach you now with tougher heart for you, 
Who made a choice, and had to sleep on it, 
Approach you now with different things in view 
Which may not strike all temperaments as fit, 
Approach you now who’d neither fly nor flit, 
And knowing if we either signalled no, 
A bitter joy would up again and go. 

Cressida [off]
Ringa ringa roses. 
Pocketful of posies.  
Atishoo. Atishoo. 
We all fall down.  

Troilus
Ay, now disquieted, no more is my rest, 
No more the safe spell in the harmless sun. 



The agony of heart, the turmoiled breast, 
The feverish disease I caught from one 
So purely fair, is back with me again, 
That I abandon hope and all his men. 

Narrator
The house lay empty, and the windows down 
Glared in the sun with brazen vacancy, 
All windows shut, all walls without a sound. 
Troilus turned round, and on the autumn plains 
He walked towards the light, and then around 
The field’s edge, where the sparrows have their larders. 
The solar star beat with a constant heat 
The slanting sheaves of the September’s harvest, 
And in the nearest square of shattered wheat, 
Children pretended picnics in the sun, 
Or were they rabbits in the yellow heat? 
The small ones sported in a distant troop, 
And then the larger doe chase them away, 
So that they fled as in a rabbit-shoot. 
      The disenchanted and the circumspect 
Left his old way across the stubble plain, 
And turned towards the town, of whose aspect 
He longed though loathed to have a view again, 
Though thence could only fare his fresh project, 
As a new subject in an old refrain, 
All to transfigure in a flight direct. 
Passing two trees, as slender as the stalks 
Of marsh-reed, or the European bamboo, 
He kept the direction of his lonely walks 
Pointing to eastward, whither in his view 
Spread out those shadows, as if drawn in chalks, 
And so made on, with help from me and you. 

Troilus
Old man, my apples lie in a heap, 
Rotten they lie, and I leave now 
My key to the triumphal gate, 
Which opened once, I know not how. 

Old Man
Why open it? What is inside?  
But that the worms will crumble up, 
The marrow of a butterfly, 
The dust around a kitchen cup. 

Troilus
From soft and silky lip-wave I 
Beheld my turrets fall in flood. 



Old man, our palaces they lie 
Smashed by the Satyrs in the mud. 

Narrator
Troilus turned round, and cast his eyes that way 
Where in an hour the Western sun would sink, 
And scanned the clearing aspect of the day, 
And as his mind stirred, he began to think 
On all loves passed, and his dulled heart to ache, 
And all his body quiver at the drink 
Of such elixir as can never slake, 
Such as the desert feels, that gulps in rain, 
When capers, thorns and hyacinths awake, 
Or orchids on the Himalayan brink. 
And so he stood, watching the Western plain. 
The tears blinded his eye, the sunset’s light 
Dazzled with passion in the world again. 

Troilus
Where is my mistress and her care? 
In all the arbour of the air. 
Where are the nightmares of my sleep? 
Lying diminished at my feet. 
Where is the silver voice of the dawn, 
That broke to pieces like an urn 
Across the skies of constancy? 
Mended in eternity. 
Where is my heart’s eternal wishing? 
In the days of pearl and fishing. 

Cressida [off]
Oh, over the sea 
In a little tiny boat, 
Sailor of Ilion, 
Come to me. 
And I will knit you 
A pretty pearl coat, 
For all pretty girls 
To see. 

It might fetch a fortune, 
It won’t cost a groat, 
And will last 
Everlastingly. 

For love is its knitting, 
And I’ve sewed it with hope,  
To last 
Everlastingly. 



Troilus
Farewell, my lovely with the silver brow, 
I shall be thinking of you in the nights, 
Although they burn no longer with such lights. 

From dust and dark I make a roundel now, 
And with old metres reach for new delights. 
Farewell, my lovely with the silver brow, 
I shall be thinking of you in the nights. 

The times have gone, when we have watched the plough 
Turn up the fields of heaven and the heights, 
And fill our eyes with such triumphant sights. 
Farewell, my lovely with the silver brow, 
I shall be thinking of you in the nights, 
Although they burn no longer with such lights. 

Narrator
So to the Isis, where the stream 
Breeds little perch and lesser bream, 
Troilus, bound for eastern clime, 
Taking leave of Western time, 
And strolling in the sun to see 
The end of all mortality. 
He wraps his coat around his neck, 
By boathouse walking and by deck. 
And feels his cloth, now cut, is sage, 
Not fretting with a lover’s rage, 
Yet permitting him to see 
The end of all mortality. 
Beside a path, against a rail 
He sits and sees the morning trail 
Its smoky mists along the river. 
And feels his senses come to shiver, 
As the winter sun shines through, 
Tomorrow to another view, 
For all is seasonly. “All gone!” 
The cry we breed our babies on, 
All gone, his love and courtly joy, 
All gone, with Troilus from Troy, 
All gathered to sublimity, 
The end of all mortality. 

Troilus
Oh, I went out one morning, 
One morning fair and free, 



To walk into the country 
But a mile or two, or three, 

And passed the parsley hedgerows 
Where docks and daisies grow, 
And maundered in the orchards 
With their crimson froth of snow, 

And over humming hillsides 
But a little way to walk 
I rode the grassy oceans 
On horses made of chalk. 

And love, it was my lamplight, 
And lit me on my way. 
And so I came a-roaming 
To the snows of Himalay. 

Day ends, the country changes, 
Darkness is in the air. 
A harder road lies onward, 
A further way to fare. 

Farewell, my own, my only, 
Farewell, my bedfellow, 
For I must end a country walk, 
Begun so long ago. 



Scene Seven: Snow Fall

Pandarus 
Come in, Troilus, my dear boy, come over here by the fire. Wending all the way back from the 
boiling Raj, you’ll need to keep your coat on.  

Troilus
Ah Pandarus, when will we have an end of days like this? I could hardly see my way to the house 
through the fog and the frost. You left the lamps on for me, but even so. And this but the beginning 
of winter!  

[Enter Dairy]

Pandarus
No. Dairy. he’ll keep his coat on. Draw the curtains, and bring us a glass of brandy, Dairy, and 
some gingerbread. 

[Dairy draws the curtains. Exit Dairy]

Pandarus
As you must know, it’s straightened times, and the house not what it was. Your old bedroom is 
now empty. It was far too cold, what with the bronze columns and the marble floors. We’re using 
the nursery instead, but have moved in some tapestries and bed-hangings. They seem to make it 
warmer.
  

Troilus 
These tokens of old courtesy, it is good we hoard them! But it is the same- or worse- in the 
fractured East, with the princes being swept away. A leftover tribe, damned for existing. Yet the 
treasures must somehow be maintained, against the time of the return.  

Pandarus 
Your father would be glad to hear you say that, and your brothers. 

[Enter Dairy, who hands round]

Dairy 
We had a bit of trouble with the boiler this morning, sir. The sudden cold has rather upset it. But a 
man came, and I’m afraid his bill will follow. 

Pandarus
[shrugs] They come, they go. Put on that lamp, as you go out. 

[Exit Dairy]

This is some of your aunt’s gingerbread. She’s quite taken to cooking. She also made some brandy 
snaps for the children, and toffee apples.  

Troilus
I remember in Cressid’s time coming like this. It was similar weather. 



Narrator
He remembered the weather, and everything frozen and lost in mist. It was the last time he saw 
her. A dreamlike time. But now he was looking at Pandarus, waiting for him to speak, and 
Pandarus was staring at his gingerbread. So Troilus spoke. 

Troilus
Pandarus, let me see her. I know she is here. There will be no harm in me seeing her one last time.  

Pandarus
You were not supposed to know she was back. I don’t know who told you. You’d think it’d been 
fixed. [Pause, stares at him] Oh, very well. She’s just in the other room. She’s very much of the new 
world, you know. She has no truck with us hoarders. Pass me my glasses, and I’ll go and read the 
papers. 

Narrator
And he began to fetch her. 

Pandarus
[Going] She’s watching television. [Exit]

[Troilus drinks off his brandy]

Pandarus
[re-entering} She had no idea you were coming tonight. It’ll be quite a shock.  

Troilus
Me too. I had no idea she was coming. It was not pre-arranged. Will you fetch her? 

Pandarus 
Like Mercury, I will bring back your mistress from the underlands. 

[Exit Pandarus]

Narrator
The strange weather had continued many days. It had held the whole town in suspense like a 
siege. Troilus had come up the long drive on foot, and everything had been white. The fog had 
frozen on all things, increasing day by day, till all was monochrome, like a picture of the past. On 
every branch of the faded hollyhocks, on every flourish of the wrought iron gate. An old world, 
wrapt in mist, a dormant land. 

[Enter Cressida]

Cressida
This is the last time we must talk together. I am not as I was. And you long gone in your far away 
land. Are you the same? 

Troilus
Much as I was, and must be. I must thank you for your letter. 

Cressida
And you yours.



Troilus
Cressida, I know there is little for us to say. Our story is over and what was between us is in the 
past. But back in the West again, I yearned to look on the old haunts, and the old company, coming 
to the house. And on your face look one more time, though my last. 

Cressida
Ah Troilus! 

Troilus 
And in these halls now, which are caught and suspended in winter, to remember what summer 
days they had seen. 

Cressida
You are still the same. 

Troilus
Love always is. 

Narrator
Beyond the curtains, it began to snow. He spoke of the summer, and how one night, in their 
bedroom, he had heard Death playing a harpsichord. It was a long time now, and the music had 
finished. She spoke of their love, and how they had strayed into a kingdom of spells. But now they 
must keep faith in the mundane. For the heady flower of their lives was gone, the fire was out, and 
they stayed too long by the embers. It was time to go. They said goodbye. Farewell, farewell, my 
own, true, only love. Farewell, my heart, farewell, my soul’s joy. And he stepped out once more 
into the fog. Cressida watched him go. The porch lamps lit him, and the snow whirled and shook 
about him. She held the heavy curtain back, and watched him go. There, for the last time was her 
Troilus. There, for the last time were the memories of that summer. There, for the last time was the 
yearning her soul had suffered so long. The curtain fell back into place.


