170 T LM E-RSF G K,
QUEEN.

I have heard too much,

Pveheard my loverefus’d. — Death, horror!--thame,

And burning indignation 1—— pierce my heart,

Difpatch me, giveme death. Is that too much?—=

Is pityto the wretched, iscompaflion

Of every kind among the hateful crimes

The gen’rous, valiant Elmerick abhors?

Then give me this, afford the means of death,
And leave me toapply them. [ Going to feize his favord,
ELMERICK.

Heavens! what frenzy

Pofleffes you! —yet hear me
QUEEN.
Off, be gone,
And let me die!
ELMERICK.
Safe as my foul the fecret
Shall be preferv’d.
QUE EN.
What! be oblig’d to you !—
Owe my precarious honour to your filence ! —
But keep yaur fword, I fhall not want ev’n that—
ELMERICK.
She is not to be trufted with her life—
Royal, unhappy fair, what can I fay
To calm thisraging tempeft in your bofom?
For though I dare not be, what you muit hate,
Falfe to my truft and {fov’reign ; I wou’d die
To fave your life and honour, toreftore
Your peace of mind, and raife declining virtue—
Enter CONRADE,
Shame and confufion !—Madam, fee, the prince—
CONRADE.




