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ISMEN A.
As you are bro ther to my royal miftrefs,
I'm not {urpriz’d to fee you here, prince Conrade; il
But as ’'m wife to noble Elmerick,
To hear you hold this language does furprize me.
CONRADE.
Nor time, nor abfence, nor thelaft defpair,
ForI have prov’d them all, can cure my paffion, ,
A mortal paflion, that muft foon confume me, ‘ I
Unlefs you bid me live. it i
ISMEN A. ‘ il
Live, and be wife; ‘
l Live, and be noble : break your vaffalage
To paffions that debafe the name of prince, :
While that of man is forfeited and loft. i il
CONRADE. ! kl
¢ This high difdain, this counfel urg’d in fcorn, o | “if
{  Iscrugl and unjuft.—Too haughty fair ! i
Wilt thou ne’er learn compaflion ? never melt B “
|
\
|
i

At my long tender forrows ? Let me hope—

ISMEN A. 1
What have I done to raife your vanity [ “ !
To this prefamptuous height ? Atk b o
CONRAD E. i
O call it love, d ‘
And P’Il confefs it foars to all the heights i
Of fond, diftracted paffion. i
ISMEN A. |
Impious trifles! aid i
Are thefe the arts by which falfe man betrays ?— gl
Unhappy woman ! do they yield to guilt
Becaufe 2 madman raves, a traitor flatters ?—
I thought, vain prince, Thad been better known ;
{ And




