132 LOVES - LABOURS LOST.

In leaden contemplation have found out

Such fiery notions as the prompting eyes

Of beauteous tutors have enrich’d you with ?
Other flow arts entirely keep the brain;

And therefore finding barren pra&ifers,

Scarce thow a harveft of their heavy toil.

But love, firft learned in a lady’s eyes,

Lives not alone immured in the brain :

But, with the motion of all elements,

Courfes as {wift as thought in every power,
And gives to every power a double power,
Above their fun&@ions and their offices.

It adds a precious feeing to the eye:

A lover’s eyes will gaze an eagle blind :

A lover’s ear will hear the loweft {ound,

When the {ufpicious head of theft is ftopp’d.
Love’s feeling is more foft, and fenfible,

Than are the tender horns of cockled fnails.
Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in tafte ;
For valour, is not love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in the He/perides &

Subtle as Sphinx, as fweet and mufical

As bright Apollo’s lute, ftrung with his hair ?
And, when love {peaks, the voice of all the gods
Makes heaven drowfy with the harmony.

Never durft poet touch a pen to write,

Until his ink were temper’d with love’s fighs
O, then his lines would ravifh favage ears,

And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From womens eyes this do&rine I derive :

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire,
They are the books, the arts, the academes,
That thow, contain, and nourith all the world ;
Elfe, none at all in ought proves excellent.
Then fools you were, thefe women to forfwear :

Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools.
For



