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Biron. Sweet lords, fweet lovers, o, let us embrace!
As true we are as fleth and blood can be.
The fea will ebb and flow, heav'n will thow his face:
Young blood doth not obey an old decree.
We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born :
Therefore, of all hands muft we be for{fworn.
King. What, did thefe rent lines thow fome love of thine?
Biron. Did they, quoth you? who {ees the heavenly Ro/aline,
That, like a rude and favage man of Inde,
At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft,
Bows not his vaflal head, and, ftrucken blind,
Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft ?
What peremptory eagle-fighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow,
That is not blinded by her majefty ?
King. What zeal, what fury hath infpir’d thee now ?
My love, her miftrefs, is a gracious moon,
She, an attending ftar, fcarce {een a light.
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron.
O, but for my love, day would turn to night.
Of all complexions the cull’d {overeignty
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ;
Where feveral worthies make one dignity ;5
Where nothing wants that want it{elf doth feek.
Lend me the flourith of all gentle tongues;
' Fie, painted rhetorick | o, fhe needs it not:
To things of fale a feller’s praife belongs :
She paffes praife, then praife too fhort doth blot.
A wither’d hermit, fivefcore winters worn, ‘
Might fhake off fifty, looking in her eye:
Beauty doth varnifh age, as if new-born,
And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy :
O, ’tis the {un, that maketh all things {hine.
King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony.
Biron. Is ebony like her? o wood divine !
A wife of fuch wood were felicity.
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