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¢ palace Tives fair ZATDA, whom he  loves
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for the appointed Minuto,
Ot L paces to and o}
g forwaris

w mos

Semetimes quick s fo gt
Hope a0d Fear altornats teize him

Oft he fight with beust el Carey
o, fond Youth, o youder Window

Sultly freps the timrons Fair.
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Losely feems the
To the lott beiigl

Whew,all Gilvery uright,fhe ntes,

wiu, Grove,and Plain:

y feems the Saids full glorys

the Faio g Seamas’s eyes

Whe fumn nurria Storm difperfing
O'ur the Wares his radiunce flise

E

But w thoutund times more lovely
To hor lougin g Lovers fight,
Steals, half foe
Thrd the gt
Tip-Tow €
Whifpsciug furth u gende fighs
AL LA*kuwp thee, lovely Lady
Tell me, am I dooa’d to dis?

L the bemnteons Mai i,

imsrings of the ig

s it trug, the dreadful Story
Which thy Damful tslls my Puge,
That, feduc'd by fordid rickes,
Thou wilt full thy Bloom to Age?
An old Lord fram Antiquera,
Thy ftern Futbor brings aloug:
But cantt thou, inconfiant Zaidu,
Thus confent my Love to wrong?

N 6

I 'ts true, now plainly tell mes
Aot thas trifle with my Woess

Hids not, then, From e the Secret
Which the World fu clearly knows:

Deeply figh'd the vonfeions Maidu,
While the peacly Tears defcend,

Ah) my Lord, too true the Story,
Hore our teuder Loves muli o

4
Our fond friendfhip is difcover’d
Well are known our mutual Vows;
All my Frionds are full of fury,
Storms of pafsion fhake the houfe:
Thraats, reproaches, fears firround me,
My ftorn Father breaks my Hoart;
AZLA kuows how dear it cofts me,
Generous Youth, from thue to purt.

5
Aucient wousis of hottile fury,
onr Honfe aml

; Merit

Long, have re
Why, theardid 1 i
i this ten Heart ol mine:

Well thon know'ft how dear 1 o thee,

‘pity of all theiv batefil Prides
The 1 feart wy baughty Father

Neos would let mo be thy Bride.

Wl thon kiow'it shat crel

Mother Lorr

here to meet thes,

thy Rival

Yer thinh
Gan furvive £ great a Wro .
Well ny breaking Hewst als

Cuy woss will not be long

Th
Furewsllion g four Alcanzor!

Farewolltoo, oy lify with theel

Tuko this Searfyo porting Token!
Whan thon sear't it think on me.

n
Soan, 1ov'd Yourh, fumo worthier Maiden
shall reward thy generous
Sometimes tell her bow thy Zuida
Died for thee in prime of Youth: —
To bim, all amazd, confoundud,
Thus fhe did her wous imparts
Docp he igh'd, then cried 0! Zaidu,
Do woty do not break my Heart.

It

Gunft thore think I thus will lofe thees
Canft thou hold my Love fo fmull,

No! a th d times Tl periCht
My curfe Rivul too fhall fall:

Canft thow, wi syield thus to them.
© Lreak forth, and fly o me;

This fond Heart fhall bieed 10 fave thee,
Thele fond Arrs thall fheltor thoe,

"Tis in vain, in vain, Alcanzor,
Spies firronnd me, Bavs fecures
Scarce I {teal this laft dear Moment,
While my Damfel keops the door:
Hark, I henr my Father ftorming!
Hark, T hear my Mocher chide
I muft go  farewell for ever!
Gracious ALLA Ve thy 61

SALLA i the Mehometar name of GO D



