139 KING JOHN,

Win you this city without ftroke or wound ;
Refcue thofe breathing lives to die in beds,
That here come facrifices for the field :
Perfever not, but hear me, mighty kings.
K. Fobn. Speak on; with favour we are bent to hear.
C7z. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch,
Is near to England ; look upon the years
Of Lewis the dauphin, and that lovely maid.
If lufty love fhould go in queft of beauty,
Where thould he find it fairer than in Blanch @
If zealous love fhould go in fearch of virtue,
Where fhould he find 1t purer than in Blanch?
If love ambitious {fought a match of bisth,
Whofe veins bound richer blood. than lady Blanch?
Such as the is, in beauty, virtue, birth,
Is the young dauphin every way eomplete :
If not complete, o, fay, he is not fhe;
And fhe again wants nothing, to name want,
If want it be not, that fhe is not he.
He is the half part of a blefled man,
Left to be finifthed by fuch; a fhe;
And the a fair divided excellence,
Whofe fulnefs of perfeion lies in: him,
O! two fuch filver currents, when they join,
Do glorify the banks that bound them in ;
And two fuch. thores to two fuch ftreams made one,
Two fuch controlling bounds fhall you be, kings,
To thefe two princes, if you marry them.
This union fhall do more than battery can,
‘To our faft-clofed gates; for, at this match,
With fwifter {pleen than. powder can enforce,
The mouth of paflage fhall we fling wide ope,
And give you entrance : but, without this match,
The fea enraged is not half fo deaf,
Lions fo confident, mountains and rocks
So free from motion ; no, not death himfelf
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