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Tell her, my love, more noble than the world,

Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ;

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d upon her,

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune :

But ’tis that miracle, and queen of gems

That nature pranks her in, attra&s my f{oul.
Vio. But, if fhe cannot love you, {ir?
Dike. 1 cannot be fo anfwer’d.
Vio. Sooth, but you mutft.

Say that {fome lady, as, perhaps, there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart

As you have for O/ivia : you cannot love her ;

You tell her {o; muft fhe not then he anfwerd ?
Duke. There is no woman’s fides

Can bide the beating of fo ftrong a paffion,

As love doth give my heart: no woman’s heart

So big to hold fo much ; they lack retention. 1

Alas, their love may be call’d appetite :

No motion of the liver, but the palate,

That fuffers {urfeit, cloyment, and revolt ;

But mine is all as hungry as the fea,

And can digeft as much; make no compare

Between that love a woman can bear me,

And that I owe Olvia. |
Vio. Ay, but I know — |
Duke. What doft thou know ? : |
#7i0. Too well what love women to men may owe ;

In faith, they are as true of heart as we.

My father had a daughter lov’d a man,

As it might be, perhaps, where I a woman,

I fhould your lordfhip. |
Dicke. What’s her hiftory ? : !
Fio. A blank, my lord : fhe never told her love,

But let concealment, like a worm i’th’ bud, ‘

Feed on her damafk cheek : fhe pin’d in thought; ‘

And, with a green and yellow melancholy,

She




