M A RIN A

M AR INA.

O why was Leonine fo flack, fo{flow !
Wou’d he had us’d his fivord, and not his tongue!
Or that the pirates, not enough barbarians,
Had thrown me in the fea to feek my mother.
B A WD.

Come, come, my rofe bud, my {prig of jeflamin,
you are all beauty and fweetnefs—you have no
caufe to grieve-—heaven has doneits part by you.
MARIN A.

I accufe not heaven.
B AWD.
Here you may live, and fhall.
M ARINA.

The more’s my grief
T’have fcap’d his hands, who won’d have given me

death.
B.AWD.
And live with pleafure.
MARIN A.
No.
B AWD.
You fhall not want variety : you fhall have men,
and men of all complexions.,
MARIN A.
Are you a woman 2
B'AWD.
A woman! pray, what doyou take me for, ma-
dam ¢ T have been"thoucht awoman, and an hand-
{fome woman in my time. ; :

MARINA.




