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Pro. 1 left them all in health.
¥ al. How does your lady ? and how thrives your love ?
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ;
I know, you joy not in a love-difcourfe.
Val. Ay, Protheus, but that life is alter’d now ;
I have done penance for contemning love,
Whofe high imperious thoughts have punifh’d me
With bitter fafts, with penitential groans,
With nightly tears, and daily heart-fore fighs.
For, in revenge of my contempt of love,
Love hath chac’d fleep from my enthralled eyes,
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s-forrow.,
O gentle Protheus, love’s a mighty lord,
And hath fo humbled me, as, I confefs
There is no wo to his corre@ion ;
Nor, to his fervice, any joy on earth,
Now, no difcourfe, except it be of love;
Now can I break my faft, dine, fup, and fleep,
Upon the very naked name of love,
Pro. Enough: I read your fortune in your eye.
Was this the 1dol that you worthip {o?
Val. Even fhe; and is the not a heav’nly faint ?
Pro. Noj; but fhe is an earthly paragon.
Val. Call her divine.
Pro. 1 will not flatter her.
Val. O, flatter me; for love delights in praife.
Pro. When I was fick, you gave me bitter pills,
And I muft minifter the like to you.
¥al. Then {peak the truth by her: if not divine,
Yet let her be a principality,
Sov'reign to all the creatures on the earth.
Pro. Except my miftrefs.
Val. Sweet, except not any,
Except thou wilt except againft my love.
Pro. Have I not reafon to prefer mine own ?

Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too: :
She



