Ait Addrefs of Conrtfhip to hic Mifirefs.

Lady, My vital breach runs coldlythrough my veing, Iam
fick for your Love, dearcft Lady ; neitheris there any thingy]
bue your own hearr, can beal me : belicve me allo , faircft off

Women,

Women, there is nothing beneach the Maon, but your frown,
can gricve mé.

Sir, Me thinks chis is a ftrange fic,

Lady, Count not my love my light, becaufe "cs fudden 4
for By Cupids Bow , I fwear, I nover knew trme Love till |
naw,

&ir, Lintrear you not to wrong your felf, and me; your
love is violent , and foon will have a pesiod 3 for thac is the
mnft perfed love, which loves for ever,

Such love is mine, believe me, divineft Beaury, for although
men ulero lie, yer do [ [peak cruch; and therefore, Madam,
give me [entence either of life, or of a [peedy death 5 canyou
affet fo mean a perfon ?

Truly Sir, 1 thould deny my thoughts, to give you an abfo-
lute denial, yer muft I not ruen difloyal to formet Promiles 5
and therefore let this (uffice, I cannot wrong my friend.

Then here my love muft end, and in your prefence thusfor
love Tdie.
| Nay, hold §ir, chefe are foul killing paflions. 1 had razher
wrong my friend, then that you thould wrong your felf.

Love me, dear Soul, or ¢lfe my death is but delay'd; m
Vow is fixe in Heaven, and no fear fhall move me : for my life
is a death, thac tortares me, unlefs you love me.

Give me then but a lirele refpice, and I will refolve you.

Alafs, Madam, my heart denies it; my blood is violent,
niow or eile never love me, Love me, and both Art and Na-
wure ac large fhall ftrive to be profule in ravifhing thy fenle.
1 will entice Dalliance from thee with my fmile~, and I will
fteal away thy beary withmy chaite kiffes.

Well, §r, I am yours then from all-the world 5 your wie
and your perfon have entranc'd my {oul,

I kils thee, Dearelt, for thae breath; and know thacchou
haft now joyn'd thy (¢lf to one whole life refts onely in thy

| fight.
|
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