LLOVES LABOURS LOST.

Dum. Ay, marry, there, fome flattery for this evil.

Long. O, fome authority how to proceed,
Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil ?
Dum. Some falve for perjury !
Biron. O, ’tis more than need.
Have at you then, affetion’s men at arms 3
Confider what you firft did {wear unto :
To faft, to ftudy, and to fee no woman ;
Flat treafon ’gainft the kingly ftate of youth.
Say, can you faft ? your ftomachs are too young:
And abftinence engenders ifialadies.
And where that you have vow’d to ftudy, lords,
In that each of you hath forfworn his book ;
Can you ftill dream and pore, and thereon look ?
For when would you, my lerd, or you, or you,
Have found the ground of ftudy’s excellence,
Without the beauty of a woman’s face ?
From womens eyes this doérine I derive ;
They are the ground, the books, the academes,
From whence doth {pring the true Promethean fire :
Why, univerfal plodding poifons up
The nimble {pirits in the arteries ;
As motion, and long-during aétion, tires
The finewy vigour of the traveller.
Now, for not looking on a woman’s face,
You have in that forfworn the ufe of eyes,
And ftudy too, the caufer of your vow :
For where is any author in the world,
Teaches fuch beauty asa woman’s eye?
Learning is but an adjun& to ourfelf,
And where we are, our leatning likewife is.
Then when ourfelves we fe¢ in ladies eyes,
Do we not likewife {ee our learning there ?
O, we have made a vow to ftudy, lords,
And in that vow we have forfiworn our books:
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you,
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