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LYSIMACHUS.
By the raging flame
Thy eyes have kindled here, I muft enjoy thee.
MARIN A,
Then view my laft defence. [Drawws a dagger.
LYSIMACHUS.
What doft thou mean !
MARIN A.
To die if you purfue your hated purpofe,
Vain, rafth, miftaken man.
LYSIMACHUS.
O hold thy hand :
By Jove fhe doth amaze me. Reftaflfur’d
I will not offer violence again
Be who or what thou w11t—but let me feize
This threatening fteel, that fill’dmy foul with terror
While levell’d at thy breaft.
MARIN A.
O mighty fir,
If you were born'to honour thow it now ;
If put upon you, make thatjudgement go od
‘That thought you worthy of it.
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She’s in earneit.
Here is fome myftery I cannot fathom. [dfide.
M ARIN A.
Have pity on a maid, a friendlefs maid,
By fortune forc’d to this detefted fty ;
‘Where fince I came difeafes have been fold
Dearer than phyfick. Wou’d the gracious gods
But fet me free from this unhallow’d place,
Though thcy did change me to the meaneft bird

Thmt flies in the pure air, I fhou’d be happv
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