QUEEN anxp ZENOMIRA,

E dumb, vain, bufy wretch : becaufe thou’rt

trufted,

Doft thou prefume to offer thy advice 2

E L MoBE-R I G K

ACT: T
SCENE L

QU E E N.

Wou’d’ft thou be hated too ?
ZENOMIR A,

My gratitude—

Seek him now, ,

And bring him hither.—No, T fee my brother
Wait in the anti-chamber till he’s

Then do as I directed.

Think, royal Madam,
To whom T, undeferving, owe my fortune.

QUE EN.

A fervant’s gratitude !—
Confider well your intereft and your fafety.
Remember I, who made you what you are,
Can make you more or {peak you into nothing.
If Elmerick return the love I profier,
I'fhall'employ you often : fhou’d he not,
(Do not my eyes dart ruin while I fpeak it?)
My firft command in this fhall be my laft.

Enter CONRADE.
CONRADE.

Vor. IIL

Curft be the hour,
When, fated with delight, I quitted Olmutz,
Where all my vows were heard with extafy,

1

gone,
[Exit ZENOMIR A,




