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ZENOMIRA.
What dangers wou’d I meet, cou’d I improve
Your friendfhip for that lady ! may I hape
Your thoughts of Elmerick are chang’d already ?
QUEE N. :

The plague of confidents ! —do as direted.

[Exit ZENOMIRA.
And yet this wretch, this little bufy wretch,
Whofe love, whofe care and counfel I defpife,
Is infinitely wifer than Matilda ! ,
Pve feat for Elmerick—but let me think ‘ il
Ere yet my {liding feet forego the fhore, : |
That quitted once can never be recover’d : {
In what a boundlefs ocean am I plunging, | il
With only one uncertain light to guide me! il
If that fhould fail, I fink o’erwhelm’d for ever, — ; ‘ l*‘
But fhow’d the grateful Elmerick ftretch forth
His faving hand, and fnatch me from the billows, ! |
Love will return a thoufand folid joys ‘ |
For every tranfient pain.—ButO the hazard ! — ‘ i
Awoman and a queen to offer love, -' i
And hear herfelf refus’d!—"T's mifery ! , il
’Tis everlafting thame! ’Tis death and hell ! H
Iwill not think fo poorly of my fate, ‘
Myfelf, or Elmerick My prefent lot { ‘ il
Is cheerlefs and forlorn —impetuous gufts f
Of formy paffions drive me through the gloom,
Unfteady and uncertain.. ‘All before me - i
Is the profound, unfathomable deep ; ik R
And all behind a dark and boundlefs wafte—
But he appears, the ftar that muft dire@ me
To peace and joy—or light me to my ruin,

Enter ELMERICK,
['fear, my lord,: this importunity
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