E.L M BRI X

ELMERICK,
A generous man muft think it double grace,
When love and virtue condefcend to chufe him.
QU E EN.
My lord,. fhou’d fate reduce fome haplefs woman,
Trembling and almoft dying with confufion,
To make an offer of her love to you 3
And fuch a love as inftant death or madnefs
Were certain to enfue, fhoun’d you refufe it ?
How wou’d you act ? how treat a {uppliant heart,
Whofe weaknefs you had caus’d?
ELMERICKS
Your pardon, madam 3
*Tis what I can’t fuppofe ; and afks no anfiver.
QU EEN.
Why not fuppofe? isitimpofiible ?
Say—I—fhowd love ; and trufting to yourhonour,
Have laid this fair occafion in your way
To break my fall, and fpare me half my fhame.
ELMERICK.
What vanity
Have I betray’d, whatbafenefs, what prefumption,
To need {p ftrange a trial ? if you doubt
My loyalty, and think I entertain
Defigns injurious to my fovereign’s honour;
And your fair virtue ——
QU E E N.
’Tis too much, my lord,
This diffidence, this cold referve—you urge me
Towhat I wou’d avoid, beyond the bounds
Thad prefcrib’d myfelf: yes, I cott’d. die
Ere fpeak more plain ; but muft not have you think
Iwow’d betray you, Heavens! what feign a paffion
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