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P RO L0011 T5
Spoken by Mr. CissER.

‘S;ﬁ' C R ED to wirtue, liberty andtruth,
The Mufes bloom in everlaftin
Prefi’d like the palm, they rife beneath their aveight,
And foar above the reach of time, or fate.
When brafsy or marble, faithlefs to 1)
No longer bear the name, nor guard the
Of kings, or beroes, to their charge configr’d,
But yield to age, and leave no track behind ;
The poet’s pen, awith never dying lays
Preferwes their fame and celebrates their praife.
Let artful Maro, or bold Lucan tell,
How regal Troy, or Reme, more awfnl fell;
Nations r!e'ﬁrq;"ff revive, /3',-" empires fbine,
And freedom glows in each immortal line.
In wain awonld fattion, wvar, or lazsiefs
Which marr the patricl’s fcheme, bisfame devour;
When bards, by their fuperior force, canjave
From davk obliwion and defeat the grave.

Say, Britons, muft thisart Drfake your 1flé,
And leave to vagrant apes ber native foil 2
Muf fbe, the deareft ﬁ'icaz({ that freedom kno
Driven from ber feat, [feck refuge awith her fuss
Forbid fo preat afbame, andfave the age
From fuch reproach, you patrons of the flage.

yorith.

¢ 17

Since avell wve knoaw, there's xota theme ja dear,
> o ¥
As wirtuous freedom, to a Britifb ear;
T’ indulge fo juft a tafie, to night Sfing
A pious bero, and apatriot king;
] v ey
By nature forn’d, by Providence defign’d
o fcourge ambition, and to right mankind :
T -ge ambition, 1 to right kind
Such Caftriot avas, O might it but appear.
That be retains the leaft refemblance here !~
2 Shewuld




224 PROLOGUE.
Shauld but the fmallef? portion of that fire,
Which filPd bis ample breaft, _our fcenes infpire,
The.abjedt flave, 10 his reproa ch fball jee,
T hat i.u}'a as dare deferveit, may be free :
And confeious h;m./,) confefs avith fbame,
Thet blind ambition wanders fron: ber aim 3
Wobile wirtub leads ber wotaries to fame.
Ji- i
i At DramaTis Personaz.
T UR K S.
Amurath, Mr. Quin.
Mzahomet. Mr. W, Mills.
Helena. Mrs. Thurmond,
1 | Oftnyn: Mz, Berry.
o Kifler Aga. Mr Heavit.
I Cleora. Mrs. Pritchard,
g i} CrH Rl S AN S
! I Scanderbeg. Mr. Milward.
¢ Aranthes. Mr. Mills.
Althea. Mrs. Butler,
Amafhe. Mr (.!z’..’?);;,
Paulinus. Mr. Finffon:
Guards, Mutesy BEunuchs, and Attendiints. |

S CE N E. The Plain and Mountains near Cro1a,
the Metropolis of ALBANIA.
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CHRISTIAN HERO,

ACAE - T w8 CiENCEe T

A Reoyal Pavilion, HELLENA on a Sofa in a melan-
choly Pofture. CLEORA attending near ber. . Eu-
nuchs, Mutes, Singers and Dancers.

S ON G.

"The regent of night with her beams
Had chequer’d each valley and grove,
And {well’d with herinfluence the ftreams,
When Fatima, pining for love,
To the ocean, defpair for her guide,
Repair’d for relief from her pain ;
Where plunging, receive me, fhe cry’d,
I’m fair, young and royal in vain.

HELLENA 7ifes and comes foraard,

HELLENA.
O more, Cleora! Iaccept thy love,
But thy officious kindnefs is in-vain.
Itis not mufick, nor the {prightly dance,
The harmony of motion,. orof found,
That can afluage my grief.
CLEOR A,
Let all retire.
[Exeunt Eunuchs, &c.
How long, my royal miftrefs, will you footh
"T'his {ecret, pining grief ? how long averfe,
To ev’ry dawn of joy, thus{eek retirement;
Vor. I. Q. And
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And fhun the gay delights, the pomp and power,
That ever wait the daughter of our {ultan,
And firft of womankind ?
HELLEN A.

How long fhall love
And torturing defpair, like ling’ring fevers,
ff 1 Feed on the {prings of life and drink my blood ?
ff e How long fhall Amurath, my awful father,
i ; Tho? prefs’d and overwhelm’d with difappointments,
Provoke the malice of his adverfe ftars,
And urge his own deftruétion; whillt in vain
With unrelenting hatred he purfues,
Whom heav’n protels, ‘th'ever victorious hero
Of Epirus?

CLEORA,
Thus do you always talk,
Of love and death, defpair and the Epirot.
e Why will you ever ftrive to hide the caufe,
e The cruel canfe of all this mighty anguifh?
Believe me, princefs, *tis better to intruft
A faithful {lave, than keep the fecret thus '
h To rack your breaft; ’twill eafe thofe pains——— |
HELLE NA.
o L That death
! i | Alone canscure : ‘but yet, my belt Cleora,
Such is thy truth, thy tendernefs and love,
I can deny:thee nought. Yes, thou fhalt know
All thou defic'ft, and fhare the very heart
B (Eed Of {ad Hellena.—You muft think I love.————
i A What el{e con’dmakethy princefs farmore wretched
fitiedh Than the meaneft flave, and who but Caftriot
Cow’d merit fo fublime a;flame as mine?
CLEOR A:
>T1s asTfear'd : dhe’sloftbeyond redemption. [4fade.
H/E L=
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HELLEN A.
A royal hoftage to my father’s court
When young he came, who lov’d him as a fon ;
L asa brother; folfondly thought,
Nor found my error, till the fatal ame,
That now confumes me, cherifh’d by my weaknefs,
Was grown too great, too fierce to be controll’d.
O matchlefs prince ! who can difplay thy worth?
Thou favourite of heaven, and firft of men !
In courts more foft, more lovely, more attra&ive
Than thofe fair youths who with eternal bloom
Enjoy the fragrant manfions of the bleft -
In council wifer than a whole divan ;
Inanger awful ; and in war as fierce
As thofe bright minifters, whom heav’n fends forth
To punifh the prefuming fons of men ;
In juftice th’ image of that facred power, <
Whom he flill ferves with moft unfeign’d devotion ;
Like him in mercy too, in bounty like him ;
Excellingin magnificence.the pringes
Of th’ Eaft, yet temperate and felf-denying
As a Dervife.—Who know, and love thee ngt,
Avow their. malice and contempt of virtue,
CLEORA.
Think, princefs, think what ’tis you fay ;. of whom
It is youdpeak. QCan he, that cruel chrifhian,
That enemy ’our prophet and -yourfather,
Deferve fuch praife from you ?
HELLENA,
Unjuft Cleora!

To callhim cruel—But thon know’ft him not 3
Or fure thy gentle nature wou’d abhor
To wronghim thus, .And wherefore doft thou urge
His diff’rent faith to me ? Love bufies not
Himfelf with reconciling creeds, nor heeds

Qz : The
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Thejarrings of contentious priefts : from courts
To fhades, from {hades to courts he flies
Fo conquer hearts, and overthrow diftin&ion,
Treating alike the monarch and the flave ;
But thuns the noifyfchool, and leaves the race
Of proud, litigious men to their own folly 3
Who wife in words alone, confume their days
In fierce debate, nor know the end of life.
CLEORA.
Now I no longer wonder you contemn’d
Amafie and his flame.
HELLEN A.
O name him not,
The moft detefted traitor! who, tho’ next
Tn blood, and late the deareft friend of his
Indulgent prince, without a caufe renounc’d
His faith, his country, and his vow’d allegiance.
CLEORA.
Say notwithout 2 caufe, his love to you=——
HELLEN A,
Tnfolent flave! ambitious bloody traitor !
To claim my love for cruelty and frand !
Muft I have been a recompence for murther!
Forregicide, the murther of his king!
But his defeat has freed me from thatdanger 2
My father now retraéts his former promife,
And treats him with averfion and contempt.
CLEORA.,
May treafon ever meet the like reward.———
But fee the man we {peak of comes this way.
HELLEN A,
1 woun’d avoid him, do thou hear his meflage ;
His name is hatefal, but whene’er Ifee him,

5 IVI_::
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My blood runs back, my finews all relax,

And life itfelf feems ready to forfake me.
[Exit HELLEN A.

Enter AMasie,

CLEOR A.
What wou’d you, prince ?
AMASIE.,

I am inform’d the fultan
Paft this way, andcame in hopes to have found him
With the princefs.
CLEOR A.
Your hopes deceiv’d you, Sir.
AMASIE.
May I not fee
The princefs ?
CLEORA.
No.
AMASIE.
Ibring her happy news.
CLEOR A,
Nor happinefs, nor truth can come from thee ;
For ev’ry word, and ev’ry thought of thine
Are full of deep deceit, and threaten mifchief.
[Exit CLEORA,
1 AmAasiEe alone.
Seen and avoided !—rated by her flave !
Sufpetted by the fultan ! —{corn’d by all l—
Is this the gratitude of Turkifh courts?
}lns my reward for heav’'n and honour loft ? ——
Soul poifoning envy, eldeft born of hell,
'l?hou {in of devils, and their torment too,
I'o whatcentempt, whatmis’ryhaft thou brought me?

Q_3 111
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Tl-tim’d refle@ion !—TI fhall fill fucceed = —

Love and ambition, hatred and revenge—-—

There’s notawifh my reftlefs {foul has form’d,

Butfhall be quickly crown’d—then whence this an-
uifh ?

Sure ’tis much hardérto attain perfetion

In ill, than tobe truly good.—The fultan!——.

Enter- AMURATH and VisiER.

AMURATH,
Away; my fame is loft; my laarels won
‘With pain and toil, andwater’d with my blood,
That well Thop’d wou’d flourifh o’er my grave
‘When I that planted.them (hou’d be but dult,
Are wither’d all. O! wherefore did 1 tempt,
In the declining winter of my age,
The vigour of ayouthful rebel’s arms?
Whofe curft fuccefs, ’gainft fuch prodigious odds,
Makes credibility doubt what fhe fees,
And truth appear like falfehood.

AMASIE. |
Mighty {ultan!—

AMURATH:

What woud’ft thou, flave! Thou renegade, thou
ipy!
Hence from my fight: avaunt, perfidious traitor.
V' ISTER:

My ever gracious lord, you wrong thé prince;
None can be more devoted to your fervice.

AMURATH.
*Tis falfe. Did he hot lead my {pahies forth
With hate profeft, and boafts of fure revenge
On Scanderbeg ; then leave my gallant troops
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To {well the triumph, and to glut the rage
Of that damn’d, damn’d deftroyerof the faithful?
VISIER,

O righteousheav’n! whenwillthy judgments ceafe ?

For fix revolving moons have we in vain

Beifieg’d yon city, proud, imperious Croia ;

With famine, peftilence, and Scanderbeg

More terrible than both,. like threat’ning meteors,

Hov’ring o’er our heads. Our ftrengths confum’d ;

By painful watchings and inceffant toils

Do not our numbers ev'ry hour decreafe ?

Are we not all devoted to deftruétion ?

Thofe that efcape the plague, of hunger die;

Or fav’d from famine, perith by the fword.

Yet to behold you thus, burning with rage,

And tortur’d by defpair, affiiéts us worfe

T'han all our other griefs. Why will you ftill refufe

"The only help your prefent ftate admits,

"That {fov’reign balm for minds like yours difeas’d,

And cure for ev’ry ill— all healing patience ?

AMURATH.

Name patience again while th’ Epirot lives

And lives. vi€torious, and thou art thyfelf

A bafe, infulting traitor. Hear me, Allah,

If thou art ought befidean empty name,

If thou doft fill exift, as priefts affirm,

Decree our fate, and govera all below,

Behold, and aid a canfe fo much your own.

To flaves, to fubjetts and'to priefts give patience,

But if it be within your power to grant

Ought thatis worthy of a monarch’s prayer,

Give me revenge, or I'll renoence thy worfhip.
[Shonts:

Ha! whence thofe loud, thofe joyful acclamations? .

Q.4 AMASIE,
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AMASIE

But thatit pleas’d my lord to firike me dumb,
I had ere this inform’d him of - the caufe.

uft heav’n, at length indulgent to your wifhes,
Has bleft you with the power to end our woes,
Or wreck your vengeance on the man you hate.

AMURATH.

Ha! whatfay’ft thou? take heed thou trifleft not:
A fecond time thon’ft rais’d my expettation;
If thou deceiv’ft it now, asat the firft,

Death is the lighteft ill thou haft to fear:

But if, beyond myhopes, thou tell’ft me truth,
Thou fhalt no longer droop heneath our frown,
(Your fervice {lighted, and your love defpis’d;)
Our formerlavifh grant fhall be renew’d,

And my Hellena be thy rich reward,

Awmaste Fkneeling.
Bounty immenfe! thus let—
AMURATH,
Rife, «and proceed ;

Make it appear thatvengeance may be had ;

Let it be merely poflible—O Allah!

I afk no more .and leave the reft to me.

AMASIE.

Fverinvincible, you’re notto learn

That Aranthes, prince of Durazzo, who derives
His high defcent from Charlemagne, that molt
Illuftrious Frank, Santon and king, has long
Approv’d himfelf afpiring Caftriot’s friend,
And firm ally. His wifdom, wealth and power
May well indear him to that haughty rebel ;

But yet a tie much frronger binds their friendfhip :
The fair Althea, davghter to Aranthes,
Beholds the youthful congueror her flave :
Nor are his ardent vows prefer’d in vain ;

With
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With confcious virtue, join’d with true affettion,

With majefty and mildnefs fweetly temper'd,

The charming maid ‘(forall who fee her muft

Confefs her charms,) returns his conftant flame.

This friend and miftrefs, the partner and hoped

Reward of all his toils, arein your power.

AMURATH.

Prophet, thou’rtjuft; where are his conqueftsnow?

Anguifh has left my {oul to live in his.

Perhaps ere this the news has reach’d his ears.

Hispromis’d joys are come to fwell my heart;

I have’em all, butdoubled by his pain.

Hafte and inform us by what means, Amafie,

Thefe precious pledges came into our hands.

AMASIE.

This morning from Durazzo they fet forth,

Slightly attended for the chriftian camp,

Feuring no danger ; forthey knew your army

Had been for months immur’d within thefe plains;

"The neighb’ring mountains being all poffeft

By their rebellious minion’s conquering troops.

Of this inform’d, not daring to approach

Your facred prefence, I inform’d your fon,

Your empire’s fecond hope, the brave prince Ma-

homet.

Strait with two thoufand horfe guided by me,

Who, as a native here, beft knew the route

The little troop muft take; heleft the trenches:

The foe was quickly found; tho’ few in number

They yet refifted long, and dearly fold

Their liberty or lives: Arantheslaft

Yielded himfelf and daughter to our power.
[Shouts.

Enter
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Enter ManoMET, ARANTHES, ALTHEA, Lords
and Ladies in Chains. ¢ |
MAHOMET.
Long live great Amurath, my royal father 3
O may his days for ages yet roll on,
And ev’ry day encreafe his fame like this!
AMURATH.
Rife to my arms; thou bring’ft melifeand fame,
And what my foul much more defir’d, revenge.
‘When from the womb theybroughttheeto thefe arms,
The firft- dear fruit of my Maria’s love
And Heir to all my kingdoms; ev’n then
I clafp’d thee with lefs joy, than at this moment.—
But let us view the captives thoa haft brought.
Now by our prophet’s head, anoble troop ;
A fairer purchafe never grac’d my arms.
This muft be Aranthes, and this his daughter.
They feem tofcorn their fortune: confeious m: ajefty
Frownson his brow, and beauty{miles on hers.
Proud chriftian, now whereis your prophet’s power ?
ARANTHES.
Where it was ever, {ultan ;—in himfelf,
AMURATH.
If it be fuch as vainly you fuppole, -
Why art thon f'z}len thus bcncun my po.vcr.
Whofe eyes ne’er pitied, and whofe handne’er fpar’d
The followers of his fe&.
AR ANTHES.
Prefumpttiotts man!
Shall finite knowledge tax eternal wifdom?
Or fliamelefs guilt d.’uc, with m\ idious eyes,
To fearch for l'pntq in purity itfelf,
And call l'np.‘I'tl’l]JuﬁlCe to account?
z Impious
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Impious;and vain! it is enonghiwe know
Such is his will, whoorders all things right,
To make ev’n thefe thy chains, infulting king,
Eafy to us; and well content we bear ’em.
A-MUR AT H.
11 doth it fuit with your reputed wifdom
T’abet a rafh rebellicus boy.
ARANTHES.

Rebellious!
By the heroic virtue ‘of the youth,
And more th’ eternal juftice of our caufe,
I muft retort the'charge. Since firft the angels
By their ambition fell ; the greateft rebels,
The moft accurs’d, perfidious and ungrateful,
Are thofe; who have abus’d'the fovereign power.
‘Why fhines the fun, why do. the {eafons change,
The tecming earth lavifh her yearly ftore,
Ana all to blefs the fons of meén in vain ?
O! is it not that tyranny prevails,
And the true end of governientis loft;
That thefe, who fhou’d defend each in his right,
Betray their truft, and {eize upon the whole?
This, this is to rebel againft that power,

By which kings reign, and turn thearms of heaven

Againft itfelf. Then take the rebel back.

A virtuous prince, the patron of mankind,

With juft contempt may hear a lawlefs tyrant

Arraign that conduét, which condemns his own.
AMURATH.

*Tis hard to fay whether thy infolence,

Who tho’ in chains dar’ft brave me to my face,

Or the unprincely meannefs of thy (oul,

Who wou’d by law reftrain the will of lings,

Amaze me moft. Let Scanderbeg and you

HERO= 235
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Like fools contend, and fhed your blood in vain,
‘While fubjeés reap the harveft of your toil ;
O’ercome, that you may live the {lave of flaves;
I fight to reign, and conquer for myfelf.
ARANTHES.
A gen’rous {lave wou'd {corn the abjeét thought,
What fhou’d a king do then?
AMUR AT H.
Think like aking,
Whofe gloryis his power.
ARANTHES.
Of doing good.
AMURATH,.
Of doing what hewill ; the other’s none.
ARANTHES.
Has heav’n no power becaufe it dothnoill ?
AMURATH.
Were thefe the thoughts of other chriftian princes,
Wou'd they ftand neater and unmov’d behold
Th’ Epirot and thyfelf {fuftain this war;
Norlend you their afliftance ?
ARANTHES:
Foul difhonour !
O everlafting fhame! woun’d they unite,
Afftiéted Europe wou’d no longer groan
Beneath your yoke and mourn her freedom loft:
Nor Verna’s nor Bafilia’s fatal fields
Smoke with the blood of chriftians unreveng’d:
But to the {candal of our holy faith,
Some fuch there are, who owe their very lives,
Their peace and fafety to the blood of others,
Yet think them{elves born for themfelves alone.

A MU=
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AMURATH.
"T4s timeto quit a caufe fo ill fupported 3
And your misfortunes may inform your friend,
What fure deftru&tion waits the defp’ratewretch,
That tempts his wrath, who rules o’er half mankind,
And firikes the reft with terror at his name.
ARANTHES.
Ceafe thy vain boafts, and by example learn
The frail uncertain ftate of human greatnefs.
Where are now th’ Affyrians, where the Medes’;
The Perfians and their conquerors, the Greeks ;
Or the ftupendous power of ancient Rome?
Has not the breath of time blafted their pride,
-And laid their glory wafte ?
AMURATH
I need not boaft
T’aflert my power o’er thee. And yet perhaps
On Scanderbeg’s fubmiflion we may grant
Your freedom, and vouchfafe to give him peace.
ARANTHES.
If hy fubmiffion vainly you defign
Difhonourable terms, afhameful peace,
Give up fuch thoughts’; thofe his great foul muit
{corn ;
Nor wou’d we be redeem’d at fuch a price:
Hope not to triumph overhim in us.
AMURATH.
“Where is the majefty thatus’d to awe :
My trembling flaves ? artthou in love with death?
ARANTHES.
No; nor with life, when purchas’d at th’expence
Of others happinefs, or my own honour.

A MU~
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AMURATH.
Behold this maid, this comfort of thy age.
I, asa father, know what ’tis to love
A child like this—I have been deem’d a man,
A brave one too—T'he fair, facred to peace,
Have never yet been number’d with my foes :
But if prefumptuoufly thou doft difpute
Thy own and daughter’s ranfom on my-terms 3
Or teach thy pupil to oppofe my will,
Renounce me, heav’n, if like thy bloody -priefts,
Thofe confecrated murtherers of thy feét, :
I caft not off all bowels of compaffion,
All pity, all remorfe—Her tender fex,
Her youth, her blooming beauty fhall notfave her.
Away ; Pll hear no-more. -~ Prudence may yet
Infiruét you to avoid th’impending ruin.
Amafie, we commit him to your charge.
ALT HE A.
O.my father! tho’ torn from your embraces,
Your precepts, yourexamplefhall be ever
Prefent with Althea ; in doubts my guide,
In troubles.my {upport.
A RAN-T/H-E-S,
This wounds indeed. !
*T'is hard-to part and leave her thus expos’d ;
But heav’n muftbeobey’d.[4/ide. Farewellmy.child!
Tho’ reafon and religioniteach us patience, i‘
Pain will be felt and nature have her courfe. [ 4fide. !
[Exit ARANTHES. l
AMURATH, |
Mournnot,brightmaid; you can have nonghtto fear: |
A father and alover rule your fate,

ALTHE A,
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ALTHE A.
1 fee and fcorn your arts, infidious king :
And for your threats, purfuc ’em when you dare 3
Your pride to fee your cruelty defpis’d,
Shall give you greater pain than you inflict,
And turn your ragetofhame. O prince beloy’d !
O my aflianc’d lord ! let not my danger
One moment ftop the progrefs of your arms :
I have my wifh if dying Imay fhare
In your renown, and juftify your choice.
AMURATH.
Ofmin, attend the lady to Hellena.
[Exeunt AMURATH, &C,
VISIER.,
Fair princefs, you fhall know no more reftraint
Than what is commeon to the fex with us.
ALTHE A.

Lead me to.inftant death, or let me groan

Whole years in chains—difpofe me as you pleafe—
Tho’ my lov’d fire and lord no more I {ee,

You hopein vain toconquer them in me.
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S'CE'NE L

A Plain the avhole Length of the Stage. One Side lined
avith Chriftian, the other with Turkifh Soldiers.

VISIER axp P AULINUS.

VISIE R,
LRE ADY has the trumpet’s lofty found

% Fromeithercamp twice echo’d thro’ the plain;
At the third fummons both the kings appear.
May gracious heaven; in pity to mankind,
Incline their breafts to theath the fword, to ftop
The tide of blood, and give the world repofe.

P-AULINUS.
What may we not expet from fuch atreaty ?
And yet the caution us’d on either fide
To guard againft {urprize, betrays diftruft.
V ISIE-R.
A thoufand injuries, fuppos’d or real,
With keen refentment whet cnchjcalouschief,
And feem to urge fufpicion,
PAULINUS.
Scipio,

And the fierce African, whom he {fubdu’d,
With greater ardor never ftrove.t’attain
For Rome, or Carthage, univerfal fway ;
Than your great fultan to impofe the yoke
Of arbitrary power and make men flaves ;
Or our brave prince to guard their liberties,
Or break their chains and purchafe freedom for ’em.
VISIER:.

(=]
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Nz SEIcER:
Then their known zeal for their refpettive faith
Muft yet much farther alienate their minds,
PAULINUS,
"Tis hardly to be thought a youthful hero,
With victories replete, will {toop to take
Abjeét conditions from a beaten foe.,
V.ISIER.
Or that an artful prince will fail t’improve
Ev’ry advantage to increafe his power,
PAULINUS.
Fortune flands neuter, and impartial heaven
Holds with an equal hand the trembling beam :
Superior wifdom, fortitude, and courage
Mutt turn the feale (Trumpers. ) Butfee their guards
appear.
The greatintelligencies that inform
The planetary worlds, if fuch there be,
With all their vaft experience might attend
This interview, and pafs improv’d away.

Enter Amurars, ScANDERBEG, MAHOMET,
ARANTHES, Amasig, £,
AMURATH.

Dothit not fiwell thy fond, ambitious heart ?

Doft thou not burft with pride, vain boy, to fee

The majefty of hoary Amurath,

Whofe nunierous years are fewer than his conquefts,

Reduc’d to terms, and ftoop to treat with thee ?

SCANDERBEG.

With gratitude and wonder I confefs

Myfelf th’ unworthy inftrament of heaven,

To feourge thy falfhood, cruelty and pride,
foral, R And
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And free a virtuous people from thy chains.

With pity I behold your fierce impatience,

Your arrogance and fcorn ; ev’n while the hand ;

Of righteous heaven is heavy on thy crimes,

And deals theeforth a portion of thofe woes,

Which thy relentlefs heart, with lawlefs luft

And never f{ated avarice of power,

Has fpread o’er half the habitable earth.
AMURATH.

And miuft T anfwer to thy bold impeachment ¢

Thou infidel relaps’d ! thou very chriftian !

Without diftinétion and withouta name

But what implies thy guilt. In vain thy flatt’rers
Proclaim thee king of Macedon; Epirus,

Illyria, Albania and Dalmatia ;
: Gain’d by furprize, by treachery and fraud ;

What art thou but the more exalted traitor ?

SCANDERBEG.

Let abjett minds, the flaves of mean ambition,

Affeft vain titles and external pomp ! |

And take the fhadow for fubftantial glory. ;

Superior birth, unmerited {uccefs,

TThe name of prince, of conqueror and king,

Are gifts of fortune and of little worth.

They may be, andtoo often are, pofleft

By fordid fouls who know no joy but wealth;

By riotous fools, ortyrants drench’d in blood ;

A Creefus, Alexander, or 2 Nero.

The beft are fure the greateft of mankind.

Our aftions form our charafters. Let me

Approve myfelf a chriftian and afoldier, \
And flatt’ry cannot add, or envy take
Ought that I wifli to have, or fear tolofe.
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AMURAT H.

Canft thou behold unmov’d, thou fteady traitor,
"Thy moft munificent and loving patron,
Preft with the weight of more than four{core years,
With feeble hands compell’d to reaflume
The ftubborn reins of power, and tafte again,
‘When '1ppet1Le is pall’d, the bitter fweets
Of fovereign command ! fhov’d T defcend
To reafon with thee, what cou’dft thou reply?
Have I not been a father to thy youth ?
Did I not early form thy mind to greatnefs,
And teach thy infant hands the ufe of arms?
Tho’ the unerring maxims of our ftate
(The only rule of right and wrong in courts}
ad mark’d thee for deftruction ; ftill I fpar’d thee.
Trufted, belov’d, advanc’d thou haft betray’d me :
Firft feiz’d the provinces you call’d your own,
Then join’d my foes to rob me of my fane ;
The perjur’d Uladiflaus, fierce Hunniades,
And the Venetians, who have fince forfook thee.
Tho’ to remote M‘lrrncﬁ:lI retir’d,
Quitting the toils of empire to my {on,
To feek for reft and find a peaceful grave ;
Yet there the cries and clamours of my {laves,
Who fled the terrors of thy dreadful name,
Forbad their old o’erlabour’d king repofe ;

" Forc’d me once more in hoftile fteel to clothe
Thefe weary limbs, and roufe to their defence.
But chat thy foul is loft to all remorfe,
Thy black ingratitade muft fright thyfelf.

SCANDERBEG,

Can all your kingdoms bribe the voice of truth ?
‘Which, whileyou i‘pLK.L, pleadsforme inyour breaft;
Or rage efface the mem’ry of your guilt,

More than ten thoufand witnefles againft thee ?
Rz But
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But flander, like the loathfome leper’s breath,
Infecs the healthful with its poifonous fteams,
Unlefs repell’d, and bids me guard my fame.
My anceftors for ages fil1’d thisthrone,
A brave, a virtuous, legal race of princes.
No arbitrary tyrants ; the {fame laws,
That made them kings, declar’d their people free.
My royal father, fam’d for his fuccefs
In-war and love of peace, had govern’d long;
When with refiftlefs force your conquering troops
Pour’d like a deluge o’er the realms of Greece :
To {ave his people from impending ruin,
At your requeft, the pious gen’rous prince
Gave up his fons as hoftages of peace.
He died——the beft of kings and men, O Caftriot!
I were unworthy of thy race and name
Couw’d I unmov’d remember thou’st no more
1 won’d have faid, he died in firm reliance
On your promife given, your faith and honour ;
But fure the memory of fuchalofs
May well o’er-bear, and drive me from my purpofe.
’Twas then in fcorn of ev’ry obligation,
Of truth and juftice, gratitude and honour,
Of nobleft truft and confidence repos’d :
You like a lawlefs, moft perfidious tyrant,
Amidft her griefs, feiz’d on his widow’d kingdom.:
And to fecure your lawlefs acquifition
Oh ! how fhall I proceed !—My bleeding heart
Is pierc’d anew, new horrors wound my foul
Atevery paufe ; whenever I rehearfe,
Whene'er I think upon thy monftrous crimes—
O Repofio ! Staniffa! Conftantine!
My flaughter’d brothers, whofe dearblood fiill cries
Aloud to heaven---your wrongs fhall find redrefs.
Juftice defer’d deals forth the heavier blow.

AMU-
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AMURATH,.
Shall the great monarchs of our fublime race
Cut off their brothers, when they mount the
throne,
Vet {pare the lives of chriftians they fufpeét ?
Their death was wife, and I approve it yet,
But curfe my folly that preferv’d thy lite.
SCANDERBEG.
What was then my life # debarr’d of my right,
And keptt’augment the number of your flaves,
The mll/ benefit you €’er confer’d,
Was that yqu train’d me to the ufe of arms:
You had my  fervice and was overpaid ;
Yet thofe whom I oppos’d were, like yourfelf,
T'yrants, who made a mcrchandize of men ;
And propagate religion by the {fword.
Ever determin’d not to ffain my hands
With chriftian blood, when you commanded me
To turn my arms againft th’ Hungari: ‘n 1»._11",
I purpos’d from that hour, by h eaven’s affiltance,
At once t’avoid the guilt and fl't:c my coumly.
AMURATH.
O traitor ! doft thou gloryin thy fhame?
‘Think not I have fmrrr)t 1]1\’ vile declenfion.
Yes, on that fatal, that detefted day,
then deep Moravia’s waves, dyed with the blood
Of forty thoufand of my. faithful flaves,
Lofing their azure, flow’d in purple tides ;
Too well I know, thou didft forfake thy charge;
And erethe news of thy revoltarriv’d,
Surpriz’d my bafla that cv.mnmqhul. e s
].JIOVL outmy garrifons, and ravifh’d from me
"T'his fair and fertile kingdom.

R 3 Scan-
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SCANDERBEG,
g Falfe afperfion
The charge impos’d was ne’er accepted by me.
1 arm’d my fubjeéts for their common rights ;
The loveof liberty, that fired their fouls,
T'hat made them worthy, crown’d them with {fuccefs,
Idid my duty *T'was but what Low’d
To heaven, an injur’d people and myfelf.
AMURATH.
Vou will be juftified in all that’s paft :
But I fhall bend thy ftubborn temper yet.
1 know the worth of thofe dear pledges now
Within mypower. Thou know’{t me too--then think,
And yield in time, while mercy may be had,
SCANDERBEG.
1know your mercy by my brother’s fate.
AMURATH.
Then you may judge the future by the paft.
SCANDERBEG.
Tho’ pity be a ftranger to your breaft,
Your prefent dangerous ftate may teach you fear.
AMURATH.
Danger and I have been acquainted long ;
Full oft Pave mether in the bloody field,
And drove her back with terror on my foes :
Your other phantom, fear, I know her not;
Or in thy vifage I behold her now.
SCANDERBEG,
1 fear not for myfelf.
AMURATH.
Yet ftill thou fear’ft.

Confefs thyfelf fubdu’d and fue for favour.
S C AN=
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SGANDERBEG.
When I fubmit to guilt, Tl ownyour conqueft.
AMURATHa.
Think on your friends.
SCANDERBEG.
Affliftions are no crimes,,
AMURATH.
You wou’d redeem them ! - i
SCANDERBEG.
Yes ; on any terms,
That honour may permit, and juftice warrant,
AMURATH,
Hear the conditions then.
SCANDERBEG.
Why finks my heart ?
Why dol tremble thus ? when at the head
Of almoft twice a hundred thoufand fouls

I with a hundred charg’d this fierce old chief,
Thou art my witnefs, heaven, I fear’d him not.
[Afde.
AMURATH,
When Ilook back on what you were before
Your late revolt, charm’d with the pleafing view,
Twifh to fee thofe glorious days reftor'd ;
When I with honour may indulge my bounty,
And make you great and happy as yow’re brave.’
SCANDEREBEG.
Flattery | — Nay, then he’s dangerous indeed! [ 4fide.
AMURATH.
Renounce theerrors of the chriftian fect,
And be inftruéted in the law profeft
By Ithmael’s holy race ; that light divine,
R 4 That
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That darts from Mecca’s ever {acred fane,
T*illaminate the darken’d fouls of men,
And fill ’em with its brightnefs.
SCANDERBE G,
O Altheal [ A4fida.
AMURATH.
Break youralliance with the chrifiian princes,
And let my foes be thine.
SCANDERZBEG,
That follows well ;
'Th’ abandon’d wretch, that breaks his faith with
[heav’n,
Will hardly ftop at any future crime. [Afide
AMURATH.
r0. th” advantage that
little part of {
le to n

F

Give upt

your arms
cious G
4 i,ﬂ‘.\'f.’l‘ .
y fubftitute

Its cities and. its peoy
And in return reign thot
O’erall my Lr)nanx 'd provinces m Europe,
From Adria nople to the walls of Buda.
SCANDER-BEG
Aflift me, heav’n ! aflift me tofuppref
The rifing indignation in my luri ti’w
That {tra g
Aranthes!

les, hes
Althea! how qnlh p*cﬂ.u’C"')“ e
VISIER.
He’s greatly mov’d, hisvifage flames
AMASIE.
Juft fo he looks when rufhing on the
T'he eager blood ftarts from his trembli
AMURATH,
I wait your refolution.

o
o

vith' wrath.
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SCANDERBEG,
Three days the truce concluded is to laft ;
That fpace I afk to anfwer your demands.
AMURATH.
*Tis well; enjoy your wifh - but yet remember
Honour and int’reft, gratitude and love
Bleed while you paufe, and prefs you to comply.
Farther, to favour you in all I may,
Aranthes fhall attend you to your camp:
Confuw:t, refolve, your intereils are the fame;
Althea juftly claims the care of both.
[Exit AMURATH, &3,

SCANDERBEG.
O thou, who art my righteoufnefs and ftrength,
Diftrefs’d and tempted, ftill in thee I traft:
The pilot, when he {fees the tempeft rife,
And the prood waves infult the low’ring fkies,
Fix’d to the helm, looks to that power to lay
The raging ftorm, whom winds and {eas obey.

[Exit ScanperBEG; Ten

Avasie alone.

Shouw’d he comply, as fure he’s hardly prefs’d ;
Reftor'd to favour, where ismy revenge?
He’s but a man - lefs tempted I fell worfe;

But I’'m not Scanderbeg~——— fay, herefules;
It follows that the fultan, in his rage,

Murthers the captives, tho” we all thouw’d perifh.
Which fide foe’er I view, Ilike it not.

There is no peace for me, while Caftriotlives ;
Plagued and diftrefs’d, he foars above me {till ;
Infults miy hate, and awes me with his virtue.

His virtue! ha! how have I dreamt till now,

How fcap’d thethonght? hisvirtue fhall betray him.
Hypocrify, that with an angel’s likenef(s

5 May
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May well deceive the wifdom of an angel,
Shall re-inftate me in his gen’rous heart :
Which if I fail to pierce, may all the ill

1 ever with’d to him fall on myfelf.—

Th’ amorous prince-—1 know his haughty foul
111 brooks his fubtle father’s peaceful {chemes.
He loves Althea, and depends onme

T affift his flame.

Enter MAHOMET.

MAHOMET.
Amafie, what fuccefs?
You faw the captive princefs—
AMASIE.
Yes, my lord.
MAHOMET.
Curfe on the jealous cuftoms of our court:
Why is that privilege deny’d to me?
AMASIE,
You know why I'm indulg’d.
MAHOMET.
'Tistrue, but fay,
What haft thoy done that may advance my hopes?
AMASIE,
T’ve thought, my lord
MAHOMET.
What tell’ft thou me of -thoughts!
Haft thou not fpoke ?—what{ays the charming fair?
s=ees Shall I be bleft ?
AMASIE,
Spoke, what? alas! my prince!
Tow little do you know that haughty chriftian
red in the rigid maxims of her feét,
4 Chafte

1
B
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> a5 its precepts, modt feverely virtuous,
Althea wou’d treat me with the laft contempt,
Shou’d I but name your gen’rous paflion to her;
And proudly term it fhameful and unjuit.

MAHOMET.

Now as vou wou’d avoida prince’s hatred,

That mult one day command you; orexped
F’er to attain my fifter’s love, the {cope
Of your ambition, aid me with your coun{el.
My blood’s on fire, and I will quench the flame,
Tho’ univerfal ruin fhou’d enfue.
3y heaven I will ; I’ll plunge in feas of blifs,
And with repeated draughts of cordial love,
Expell the raging fever from my veins.

AMASIE,
Glorious mifchief! - [4fde.] IfTjudge right her will
Is ne’er to be fubdu’d, you can’t poilefs
Her mind, my lord—and without that you know—
MAHOMET.
Her mind! a fhadow! give me folid joys,

And let her chriftian minion take the reft.

I love her for myfelf ; my appetite
Muft be appeas’d; or live my conftant plague.

Let me but clafp herin my longing arms,

Prefs her foft bofom to my panting breaft,

And crown my wifhes ; tho’ attain’d by force,
Tho’ amidft ftrugglings, fhrieks and gufhing tears;
Orwhile the faints beneath my ftrong embrace,
And I have all my raging paflions crave.

AMASIE,
Already T’ve conceiv’d the means to ferve you, -

But time muftgive th’ imperfeét embryo form,
And hail th’ aufpicious birth.

1

MAHOMET.
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MAHOMET.
She’s juftly mine,
The purchafe of my fword. Our prophet thus,
By manly force all prior right defiroy’d;
Power was hisclaim; he conquer’d and enjoy’d :
Beauty and fame alike hisardor mov’d ;
Fiercely he fought, and as he fought he lov’d.
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Al o
SUCHDEMINGE ST,
The Chrifian Camp.
SCANDERBEG anp ARANTHES,

ARANTHES.
LTHE A mourns for this your fond delay,
% And thinks already fhe has liv’d too long ;
Since living fhe protraéts the tyrant’s fate,
And clouds the matchlefs luftre of your arms.
SCANDERBEG.
Juftice herfelf would here fufpend her fword ;
Nor with one undifcriminating blow,
Blind as fhe is, deliroy both friends and foes.
ARANTHES,
It is appointed once for all to die:
Then what am I, or whata child of mine,
Weigh’d with the honour of the chriftian name,
To bid the caufe of liberty attend,
While gravely you debate thefe very trifles,
The time and circomftances of ourdeath :
As juftly nature might {ufpend her courfe
To wait the diflolution of an infect.
—No, let mebear defiance tothe fultan ;
Tell him, thatyou already are determin’d;
And dare his worit.

SCANDERBEG,
Not for ten thoufand worlds 2
Wou’d I {o tempt the fretful tyrant’s rage,
The pangs of death are light to thofe of abfence;

Then who can bear eternal feparation ?
Tranf-




HRISTIAN HER

"T'ranfported as youare w ith pious zeal,

Look mw‘ru fearch your heart, and then confefs

The love of heav’n excludes no ed friendfhip,

Think if my t dﬂn\tu your’s, how you wou’d aét,

Wou’d you not p aufe, conclude, retract, and paufe
again

To the laft moment of the time prefixt?

Wou’d you not count it virtae to co r._a.m]

Tho’ againft hope and 1L1r"mk with defpair ?

I know 'you vou d for tho’ your tongue be mute,

Spite s confefs 1t
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¢ of yourfelf, your fireaming ey
\ R A'N-THES.
My weaknefs is no precedent for you.
SCANDERBEG.
If thas the friend, nuft the lover fuff
Think good \r;:'m‘:s, if you everlov’d,
What-Iendure : think on / ‘hllc:‘.'bcha.um,
And judge from thence the atnefs of my pain,
ARANTHES,
Why will you dwell upon the d:
The ﬁl(.nqth of Sampfon prov d mn we 15
David’s integrity was no defence
The king, 'E"IL. hero and the Unphu fell
Beneath the fame inevitable p-,\.L! :
The wifdom of his fonwas folly here ;
And he that comprehended all things c‘ {e
Knew not h mliclf till dear experience taus
Him late repentarnce, anfrmfh, grief and fhame:
Then think no more but ¢ give ns upatonce;
Give up Althea; heaven dcm inds it of you3;
For w ]nl; fhe lives, your virtue is not {afe

SCANDERBEG.
Is this a father’s voice?

r

m
or mc,

AR AN-
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ARANTHES,
Woun’d T had died,
Tre I was honour’d with a father’s name ;
Or that my child had been lefs good and fair.
What was my greateftjoy, isnow my grief:
Ev'ry perfeftion wrings my heart with pain.
For all her charms are now fo many {nares,
Which you muft break, or be undone for ever.
— Still unrefolv’d—forgive me if I think,
You have the weaknefls now of other men.
SCANDERBEG.
If to rejoice when virtae is rewarded ;
Or mourn th’ afli&ions of the good and brave,
Who mourn not for themfelves; if love and friend-
thip
Denote me weak, I wou’d be weaker fill.
He who difclaims the foftnefs of humanity,
Afpiring to be more than man, is lefs.
Vet know, my father, rev’rend good Aranthes!
Whatever tender {fentiments I feel ;
Tho’ as a man, a lover and a friend,
I fear the fultan’s cruelty and malice ;
Yet as a chriftian, I defpife’em both. .
"Tis not for man to glory in his firength ;
The beft have fallen, and the wifeft err’d.
Yet when the time thall come, when heaven fhall by
Its providence declare, this is my will,
And this the facrifice thatI demand,
Why who can tell, but full of that fame energy,
Which fivells your breat, Imay reply ev’n fo,
Thy will be done.
ARANTHES.
How have my fears deceiv'd me?
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SCANDER E G.

*he careful gard’ner turns the hm pid ftream,
This way, or that, as fuits his purpofe beft.
The wrath of man fhall praife his maker's name
The refidue, refirain’d, reft on himfelf.

Let us not rafhly antedate our woes.
Tho’ I defer the {entence of your death,
Tho’ I cou’d die ten thoufand times to fave you,
I do not, nay I dare not bid you live.
ARANTHES.
Excellent man! why did I ever doubt thee ?
Your zeal’s no lefs, yourwifdom more than mine,
My time’s expir’d ; illuftrious prince —farewel!
SCANDERBEG.,
My father! my Althea!—
ARANTHES.
O my fon!

Our part is litth, in this noble confli&t,

'The worft is death ; your’s harder, bur more “10;10115,
To live and fﬁru. Heaven infpire thy foul

‘With more than Rm.nn loxtltudc and courage :

‘They roorlv fled to death, t’avoid misfortures;

May chriftian patience teach thee to o’ercome ’em.

[L\ 7 ARANTHES.

2

ScANDERBEG alone.
In this extremity fhalll invoke
Thy awful genius, O majeftick Rome;
Or JuniusBrutus, thine; who facrificed
To public liberty, pat ternal love :
The younger Bratus; or the Greek Fimoleon ;
Of felf- denial greatexamples all :
But all far fhort of what’s req Ullc’u of me.
Thefe patriots offer’d to an injur {.: world

But rb",ulty wretches, who deferv’d their fates.
Would
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Wou’d they have given up the beft of men,

And the moft perfeét of the gentler fex

Lo death, toworfe thandeath, atyrant’s rage?

No, nature unaffifted cannot do it,

To thee Ibow me then, fountain of life,

Of wifdom and of power,

Who know’ft our frame, and mad’ft us what we are;
I afk not length of days, nor fame, nor empire:
Give me to know and to difcharge my duty,

And leave th’ event to thee— Amafie here |

Enter AMASIE, awho bueels and lays his faword at
SCANDERBEGS JEet,

AMASIE,
Well may you tarn away, juftly difdain
Toeaft one look upon the 'loft Amafie.
Conftant as trath, inflexible as juftice,
Above ambition, and the joys of fenfe,
You muft abhor the wretch, whofe fatal weaknefs
Betray’d him to fuch crimes, as malée him hateful
To heaven, to all good men and to himfelf,
. SCANDERBE G
What com’ft thou for, whatcan’ft thou hope fromme?
AMASIE.
I comé for juftice,
: SCANDERBEQ.
Juftice muft condemn thee,
AMASIE,
I Ila\r:e condemn’d myfelf; but dare not die,
Till you, the proper Judge, confirm the fentence,
SCANDERBECG,
When firft you fell, I deeply mourn’d your lofs ;
But from that.moment gave you up for ever.
Vor. I. S AMasik,
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AMASIE.
Still you're my prince! my native rightful prince,
SCANDERBEG.

Then what art thou?
AMASIE,
The blackeft, worft of traitorss

SCANDERBEG.

Be that thy punifhment.
AMASIE.
: Dreadful decree!
’T'3s more than I can bear—leaveme not thus.
Ts not the blood, that runs in either’s veins,
Deriv’d from the fame fource? wasl notonce,
Howe’er unworthy, honour’d with your friendfhip,

Nam’d your fucceffor? {o belov’d, fotrufted,
and all the good

That all the envious pin’d,
Look’d up with wonder at the glorious height,
Fo which your partial friendfhip had advanc’d me.

SCANDERSB E G.
Il judging man, thou aggravat'ft thy crimes.
AMASIE.
Ibut excite your juftice.
Behold my guilty breaft ; ftrike and maintain
wipe ont this ftain

The honour of our houfe,
Of its illuftrious race and blot of friendfhip.

SCANDERBEG:
ere to fall by me,

"That cannot be;

If your ambition W
You fhou’d have met me in the front of battls

With manly oppofition, and receiv’d
"The death thou feek’ft-for in the rage of war.
My fword defcends not on a profirate foe.
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Tho’ you’ve deferv’d to die, I’ve not deferv’d
To be your executioaer.
AMASIE,
Juft heaven!
Are you a chriftian prince, and will you fpare
A black apoftate?
SCANDERBEG.
Heaven can rightitfelf
Without my aid, nordol know on earth
So great, {o jult an object of compaflion.
Liveand repent.
AMASIE,
Thaveand do repent,
But cannotlive. The court of Amurath
Abhors a chriftian ; ev’ry chriftian court
Detefts a traitor.
SCANDERBE G.
Miferable man! [dfide.
AMASIE,
We're taught that heav’nis merciful and kind,
SCANDERBEG.
What wretch dares doubt of that ?
AMASIE.
Then why am I
Deny’d to fue for peace and pardon there,
Since I muft never nope for them on earth ?
SCANDERBEG.
Have I the feeds of frailty in my nature ?
Am I a man, like him, and can I {ee,
Unpitying and unmov’d, the bitter anguifh,
The deep contrition of his wounded {oul ?
It will not be —O nature take your courfe,
g §z il
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1l not refift your tendereft impreflions. [ Afide.
Supprefs the tamult of your troubled mind;
You have o’ercome 3 I feel and fhare your forrows.
AMASIE.
O be lefs-good, or I fhall die with fhame.
SCANDERBEG,
I have been too flow to pardon. [Embracing,
AMASIE.
O my prince !
My injur’d prince !
SCANDERBEG.
Thy friend, thy friend, Amafie.
: AMASIE. .
How have you rais’d me from the laft defpair?
And dare you truft this rebel, this apoftate?
SCANDERBEG.
>Tis héaven’s prerogative alone to fearch
The hearts of mens; and read their in moft thoughts:
I wou’d be circumfpett, not over wife ;
Nor for one error, lofe a friend forever.
No, let me be deceiv’dere want humanity.
AMASIE.
The wifdom and beneficence of heaven
Flow in-your words and blefs all thofe who hear’em.
[Trampets found a parkeys
SCANDERBEG.
What means this fummons to a fecond parley ?
AMASIE,
The fultan’s hafte anticipates my purpofe. [Afide:
Something that much concerns your loveand honour,
I have to fay ; but muft defer it now, g

4+ And
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And once more join his council ; if I’'m feen,
I lofe the only means that’s left to ferve you.

SCANDERBREG,
You will return ——

AMASTIE,.
As certainas the night ;

About the which you may expeét me.

SCANDER BEG.
You’'ll find me in my tent; the word’s, Aktbea.

Entcr OFFICER.

OFFICER.
The Vifier, with the princefs of Durazzo,
Demands an audience,
SCANDERBEG.
Fly, and introduce ’em.
Can this be true ?
AMASIE.
Moft true. ‘The fultan hopes
That your Althea’s eyes will conquer for him :
Heaven guard your heart, Farewell—at night expect
me.
He’s well deceiv’d : Hypocrify, I thank thee.
Dark and profound as hell, whatline canfathom,
Or eye explore the fecret thoughts of men ?
Yet once I fear’d I thou’d betray myfelf,
And be indeed the penitent Ifeign’d ;
So much his virtue mov’d me. 'Curfe his virtoe !
He ever will excellme— Let him die,
Tho’ all my peace die with him —wretched man !
When.fhall Ereft from envy and remorfe ?  [4/ide.

[Exit Amasiz.

Sy - Scan-
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SCANDERBEG.

I (hall'once more behold ‘Althea then.
So wretches are indulg’d the fight of heaven
To fharpen pain, and aggravate their lofs.
T'he blended beauties of the teeming {pring,
Whate’er excellsin nature’s works befides,
Are vile to her, the glory of the whole.
Flowers fade and lofe theirodours, gems theirbright-

nefs,
And gold its eftimation in her prefence.
But fee, fhe comes— Sure fuch a form betray’d

The firflt of men to quit his paradife,
And all the joys of innocenceand peace,
For thofe he found in her ; yet had the lovely,
Alas! too lovely parent of mankind,
Poflefs’d a mind, as much {uperior to
Her outward form, as my Althea doth ;
Mankind had never fell.
FEnter Vis1ER, ALTHEA, £5¢c. SCANDERBEE®
Fneels and kiffes her baud.
SCANDERBEG.
O my princefs !
ALTHEA.
My ever honour’d lJord !
SCANDERBETG,
To be your flave,
A captive to your charms, ismore than to
Belord of -human kind.
ALTHEA.
The Vifier, prince—
[SCANDERBEG #i/2s.
VISIER.

Tar be it, noble Scanderbeg, from me
To intercept my royal mafter’s bounty,
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‘Who wills you to enjoy free_dom of {peech,
Uninterrupted, with the chriftian princefs.
I’ll with the guards retire and wait your leifure.
[Exit Visizr, &,
SCANDERBEG,
O my Althea !
ALTHE A,
Speak, I'm all attention.
SCANDERBEG.
O who can raife his thoughts to the occafion ?
Or doing that, reduce fuch thoughts to words ?
A LEITHEEA,
I will aflift you—we muft part for ever.

SCANDERBEEG.
Ts that, isthat {o eafy ? righteous heaven !
It doth amaze me, and confound my reafon
To hear thee, thus calm and ferene, pronounce
The dreadful fentence.

ALTHEA.
Is it not determin’d ?

SCANDERBEG.
To give thee back to flavery and chains !
To bear the malice of a bloody tyrant,
Enrag’d by my refufal ! —O Althea!
Tho’ heaven muft be obey’d, fome:hing is due
To virtuous love. We may, we muft confels
A fenfe of {uch unutterable woe;
When in return of my inceflant vows,
You deign’d to crown my love, when expeftation
Of the long figh’d for blifs had raif’d my joys
To thatexalted pitch, that Ilook’d down
With pity on mankind; and only griev’d
To think they ftood expos’d to difappointment,

S 4 Mis’ry
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Mis’ry and pain, while I alone was happy-—
I Then, then to lofe thee—
A-L-F-H E A, !
O complain no more.
You move a weaknefs here, unworthy her,
Who would afpire to deferve your love.
T wou’d have died like the mute facrifice ;
Which goes as.chearful and as unconcern’d,
To bleed upon thealtar, as to fleep
Within its nightly fold.
SCANDERBEG.
Coud’ft thou do this !
. ALTHEA.
Had I not feen you thus, I think T fhou’d:
But at your grief my refolution fails me:
T’m fubdued: the woman, theweak, fond woman,
Swells in my heart, and gufhes from my eyes.
g SCANDER BEG,
What have I done ? the greatnefs of thy foul,
- Not to be comprehended but by. minds
i Exaltedsas thy own, ftagger’d my reafon;
And what was prudence and fuperior virtue,
I thought 4 wrong to love. Rafh, thcmghtlefs man !
"To force a tendernefs thou can’ft not bear,
That ftabs the very foul of refolution,
And leayes thee without ftrength to. ftem a torrent,
That afks an angel’s force to. meet its rage.
HiE ALTHE.A;
sl To combat inclination, to{ubdue
filkd Our own.defires, and conguer by fubmifiion ;
ik Are virtues, prince, no,angelever knew.
§ AR S While thefe are your’s; fhall Lindulgemy grief 2
I J. i ~— The ftorm is 0'er, and L am calm.again.
: S'e'A"N-
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SCANDERBEG,
O thou eternal fource of admiration !
What new wonder haft thou prepar’d to charm
My ravifh’d foul ? where didft thou learn the art
To flop the tide of griefin its full flow,
And triumph o’er defpair ?
ALTVHE A
In you I triamph.
Tho’ rack’d and torn with more than mortal grief;
Amidft the pangs of difappointed love
And {uffring friendfhip, doI notbehold thee,
Still conftant as the fun, that keeps its courfe,
Tho’ ftorms and tempefts vex the nether fy,
And low’ring cloudsawhile obfeure his brightnefs?
SCANDERBEG.
Excellent, heavenly maid! thou rob’ft thyfelf,
And attribut’ft to me thy own perfections.
ALTHE A.
Have you once queftion’d whether you fhould part
With two the deareft things to man on earth,
A friend and miftrefs, or renounce your faith,
The int’reft of .mankind and caufeof virtue?
SCANDERBEG.
That were to purchafe ev’n thee too dear :
That were a mifery beyond thy lofs :
That were, my princefs ! 'to deferve to lofe thee.
AL THEA.
That gracious pawer that wrought you for this
: purpofe,
That made you great to ftruggle with adverfity,
And teach luxurious princes, by example,
What kings fhou’d be;. and fhame ’em into virtue;
Beholds, with pleafure, you difcharge the truft,.
And: a&k up tothe dignity you’re form’d for.
- § SC A N-
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SCANDERBEG.
O whither wou’d thy dazzling virtue foar ?
Is’t not enough we yield to our misfortunes,
And bear afli&tions, tho’ with bleeding hearts ?
Wou'd’ft thou attempt to raife pleafure from pain,
And teach the voice of mourning, fongs of joy ?

ALTHEA.
Small is my part and fuited to my ftrength.
‘What is dying ? a wanton Cleopatra
Cou’d fmile in death and infants die in fleep.
What tho’ my days are few and fl’d with forrow !
Cou’d vain profperity to hoary age
Afford a happinefs to be compar’d
Todying now in fuch a glorious caufe ?
Lamented and belov’d by thee, the beft
And greateft of mankind—Then let us hafte
And clofe the fcene.—You, good Paulinus, let
The Vifier know, I’'m ready to return.
Why are you pale, why do gufhing tears
Blot the majeftick beauty of your face
Why is the hero in the lover loft ?

SCANDERBEG.
Letangels who attend in crowds to hear thee ;
Let all the fons of liberty and fame ;
Thofe, who ftill wait, and thofe who have obtain’d
The end of all their labours ; heaven and earth ;
Angels and men; the living and the dead ;
Behold and judge if ever man before
Purchas’d the patriot’s name, or fav’d his country,
His faith and honour, at a price fo dear.

Enter Visier.
VISIER.

Well prince, may we not hope that thofe bright eyes
Have charm’d your foul to peace ? who wouw’d refift,
I When
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When honour’s gain’d by being overcome ?
To yield to beauty, crowns the warrior’s fame.
SCANDERBEG.
T’m not to learn how to efteem the princefs 3
But know the fultanover-rates his power,
When he prefumes to barter for her love.
Her mind is free and royalas his own ;
Nor is fhe to be gain’d by doing what
Wou’d forfeit her efteem. And I muftthink
'This hafte to know my mind, 1s fraud or fear,
What needs there more ? the truce is unexpired :
If your proud mafter wifhes for a peace,
We yet may treat on honourable terms.
In the mean time receive the princefs back.
YIS EER.
Think what you do, great fir.
SCANDERBEG.
I know my duty.
ALTHEA.
Farewell, my lord !
SCANDERBEG.
Farewell | —prote¢t her heaven !
ALTHE A.
Now let the fretful tyrant form and rage,
The only danger we cou’d fear is paft.
[Exeunt ALTREA and VISIER.
SCANDERBEG.
T’encounter hofts of foes is eafier far,
Than to fuftain this innate, bofom war ;
'This one unbloody conqueft cofts me more
Than all the battles Ie’er won before,

ACT
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ARSIV

SCENE I,

The outavard Apartment in the Womens Tent. £

3

Guard of Euniichs.

Eunter K1sLER AGA.
AG A,
LS asI thought: our mafter is betray’d.
Wha ever knewa renegade fincere ¢

This dog’s a chriftian fill !

Enter AMASIE.

AMASIE.
The victim’s prepar’d,

If luft holds on-her courfe; and revels yet

In the hot veins of rafh, luxuriousyouth,

T'his chriftian heroine, this fecond Lucrece,

In Mahomet fhall find another Tarquin,

As cruel and remorfelefs as the firft,

If I fhouv’d fail in my attempt to night,

And Scanderbeg furvive — Althea ravifh’d—

He’ll with himfelf, T had fucceeded better. [.Afide,
Difmifs your ufelefs train of prying flaves ;

Tve bufinefs that requires your ear alone.

[Exeunt Eunuchs.

A Grecian chief, who owns our mafter’s caufe,
Muft be admitted to the captive princefs.

"Tis of importance to the fultan’s fervice,
That he fhou’d enter and depart unknown :
P’ll introduce him, while you' watch without
That none approach to give him interruption.

This I conceive ; but why he mov’d the lady

AG A,
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To the remoteft part of the pavilion
¥ cannot comprehend., [4fide.
AMASIE,
You know your duty 3
Your life fhall anfwer for the leaft neglett,

AR,
I fhall take care — (Ex7# AmAs1E.) to ruin thee, thon
traitor.
SCENE I

Another Apartment; Stage darken’d; Table and Lamp.
ALTHEA difcovered.

ALTHEA .
Is this a time and place for virtuous love ?
This is the wanton’s hour: now fhe forfakes
Her home, and,hidin darknefs, watches for herprey:
The {oul, whom heaven abhors, falls in her {nares:
And pierc’d with guilt, as with an arrow dies.
Yon fickly lamp, that glimmers thro” my tears,
Faintly contending with prevailing darknefs,
Spreads o’er the place a melancholy gloom,
That fopths the joylefs temper of my mind.
So a pale meteor’s dull and beamlefs flame
To the bewilder’d traveller appears,
And adds new horrors to the cheerlefs night.
— Is error then thelot of all mankind ?
It is, it is—for Scanderbeg 1s fallen.—
O:! what cou’d move him to the rath attempt 2
If he thow’d perith, asthedanger’s great,
How will th’ infulting infidels rejoice ?
How will the foe with fcornful triumph {ing,
As a fool dies, {odied this mighty chief;
His hands unbound, no fetters on.his feet,
But as an idiot by his folly falls,
So fell the champion of the chriftian caufe.
S Enter
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Enter MAHOMET dreft like SCANDERBEG, faffening
the deoron the infide.
He's come, and all my forrows are compleat.
Are you purfued ?—O my prophetick fears !
If undifcover’d you have enter’d here,
This caution’s needlefs ; if betray’d, in vain.
MAHOMET.
Of fuch a prize who can be too fecure ?
ALTHEA.
T'is not his voice—defend me, O defend me,
All gracious heaven !
MAHOMET.
Dott thou not know me, princefs ?
ALTHE A,
Alas! toowell | (Afide.) Sure you've miftook your
way,
Or came perchance to feek fome other here ;
Howe’er that be, permit me to retire.
MAHOMET,.
Miftaken fair! or isthis ign’rance feign’d ?
’Tis you alone I feek. Impetuous love,
"That will not be refifted, brought me here
To lay my life and fortune at your feet.
ALTHE A,
"Then I’m betray’d, bafely betray’d ; juft heaven !
Expos’d, perhaps devoted to a ruin,
From which the grave itfelfis no retreat,
And time can ne’er repair—be gracious, Sir,
‘T'o an unhappy maid !---Or I’m deceiv’d,
Oryou, my lord, were pleas’d to mention love ;
Of that, alas! I am forbid to hear;

Compaffion better fuits my humble Rtate, :
: That
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That I intreat ; have pity on me, prince,
Difpel my fears, andfend me from your prefence.
MAHOMET.
Grant what you afk ; I need compaffion too:
Your beauty’s neceffary to my peace :
Then yield, in pity to yourfelf and me,
What elfe I'l] take by force : confent to make me
Happy, and in return, when time fhall give
The fcepter to my hand, I’ll make thee queen
Of half the conquer’d globe.
AL T-HE A.
Know, impious prince!
If oneloofethought wou’d buy thewhole, I'd fcorn
It at that price.
MAHOMET.
Then rifled and abanden’d,
Live thou the fcorn both of the world and me.
You have your choice; Icame nothereto talk.
ALTHEA.
O! what were all my former woesto this ?
Under the pain of abfence, hard captivity
And my late fears, patience and fortitude
Were my fupport ; patience and fortitude
Are nfelefs now. Shame and dithonour are
Not to be borne, Father ! Aranthes! halte,
And like Virginius preferve your daughter.
Come Caftriot, come, Althea calls thee now
To certaindeath, tofave her from pollution,
MAHOMET.
Call louder yet ; your idols do not hear.
ALTHEA.
Tho’ none fhou’d hear, yet {orrow muft complain,;
M AHO-
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MAHOMET.
Your moving foftnefs fans my am’rouns flame —
No help can reachthee--all thy friends are abfent 3
Wifely comply, and make a friend of me:
ALTHEHA,
All are not-abfent ; he whofe prefence fills
Béth heaven and earth ; he, he is with me ftill;
Sees my. difirefs; numbers my flowing tears,
And underftands the voice of my complainings,
'Tho’ forrow drowns my fpeech.
MAHOMET,.
I’1ll wait no longer ;
Nor atk again for what I've power to take.
Now you may ftrive, as I have beg’d, in vain.
A'LTHE A,
O thou, whofe hand fuftains the whole creation 3
Who cloth’ft the woods, the vallies and the fields;
Who-hear’it the hangry lon, when he roars ;
And feed’ft the eagle on the mountain’s top ;
Shut not:thine ear—turn not away thy face ;
" Be not as one far off, when danger’s near;
Or like an abfent friend to the diftrefs’d —
Aflift me, faveme— Only thou canft fave me—
O let me not invoke thy aid in vain.
AMmuRATH avithout,
Force, force an entrance.
MAHOMET.
Ha ! who dares do this ?
[The door burjt cpens
Enter AMurATH,V1s1ER, K1SLER ACA andGuards
MAHOMET.
Sham’d and prevented! O my curfed fortune!
ALTHE A,
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AL THEA.

~J
wy

My ‘prayers are heard ; let virtue ne’er defpair.
V.ISIER.
Guard well the paffage.
A G A;

Who fecures his {word #
ValvSAEE Ry
Scanderbeg yield ! thou canft not hope tefcape.
AMURAT H.
To fall fo meanly after all thy wars—
Well may’ft thou hide thy face.
V.1SIER.
Blinded by love,
My lord, he mifs’d his way.
AMURATH.
True, Ofmyn, true:
That poor excufe for madnefs, vice and folly,
Is all this mighty hero has to plead.
— A fair account of lifeand honour loft.
I hoped not trinmph---Prophet, ’tis too much —
I afl’d but vengeance—bring him to my tent.
When mirth declining calls for fomething new,
We'll think upon the manner of his death.
MAHOMET.
Away, you dogs ! confufion, death and hell ! [ Exit.
ALTHEA.
They ftand aghaft. Deliverance waits the juft,
But thort’s the triu mph of deceitful men.
Turn’d on themfelves, their own devices cover
Them with thame. [ fde. ) [Exiz.

Ver. I, Tk Vis1ER,
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I ¥l | VISIER.
e -Pm loft in admiration !
It is the prince Mahomet.
AMURATH.
Wonder, rage
And difappointment drive me to diftradtion,
Kifler Aga, expet to anfwer this.
A G A,
Let not my lord condemn his flave unheard.
Amafie, whom Iever thought a villain,
Going this evening to the captive princefs 3
1 follow’d unperceiv’d, and {o difpos’d me
As to o’erhear him : who, with many oaths,
Aflur’d Althea, Scanderbeg was come;
Conceal’d by night, and in his faith fecure,
Once more to fee her and repeat his vows.
Of this I thought myfelf in duty bound
Tinform my-royal maiter.
AMURATH,.
You are clear.
AG A,
The caution us’d to introduce the prince,
Seem’d to confirm the truth of whatI heard,
AMUR AT H.
Leave us-~-enough ; your conduét merits praife,
[Exiz KisLER AGA.
V. I-S-T'EeRs
Th’ affrighted fairis fled to'her apartment.
AMURATH.
Degenerate boy ! thou art my witnefs, Allah,
Not {o I {pent my youth and won his mother ;
Tho’ mach [1ov’d, and long [ figh’din vain.
Tis vile and bafe to do a private wrong :

When
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When kings, as kings, doill ; the office then
y the man.

Maft jultify
Val 5 1-E R.
A believing monarch,
Obedient to the meflenger of heaven,
Can never err.

~
(%51

AMURATH.

Our prophet, by the fword,
Firft taught the ftubborn Arabs to believe,
And write his laws in blood.

VISIER.
He knew mankind.
Nay, yetthe priefts of allreligions teach,
Whate’er is done to propagate the faith,
Muft, from its end, be good.
AMURATH,
Thus do I ftand
Acquitted to myfelf ; and Scanderbeg,
Tho’ by aflaflination; juitly falls.
To morrow’s fun fhall fhine for me alone.
Yet, O! my faithful Ofmin, all’snot well:
I know not how. my fpirits kindle not
As they were wont, when glory was in view.
True I rejoice ; and yet, methinks, my joy
Is like the mirth wrung from a man in pain,
VilSIIeE RS
Guard. righteous heaven, thy great vicegerent’s
health. .

AMURATH.,
The body {fympathifes with the mind ;
As that with what we love, My languor may
Be the effe@ of my Hellena’s grief;
Ilivein her. My pleafures are improv’d,

Az My
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My pains forgot, when I behold her face ;
The tendereft, fondeft, moft belov’d of children.
VISIER.
O! whathashappen'd, fir?
AMURATH.
"This evening, Ofmin,
When I commanded her to love Amafie,
And look upon him as her futare lord,
An afhy palenefs {pread o’er all her face,
And gufhing tears befpoke her ftrong averfion :
But when t'inhance his merit I difclofed
The purpos’d murder of his native prince ;
Had I pronounc’d the fentence of her death,
Sure lefs had been her terror and furprize.
Kneeling, fhecall’d on heay’n and earth towitnefs
Her utter deteftation of the fact,
And everlafting hatred of Amafie,
His perfon and defign.
VISIER.
Unhappy princefs!
T'o be compell’d to marry where fhe hates.
AMURATH.
O! fhe abhors him, loaths his very name ;
Yet flill her filial piety prevail’d;
She hung upon my neck; pray’d for my life,
My honour, my {uccefs; andtook her leave
In fuch endearing ftrains, asif fhe never
Had been to fee me more. Her moving foftnefs
Melted my old tongh heart - 1 kifs’d her—figh’d,
And wept as faft as fhe. Our mingled tears
Together flow’d down my fhrunk wither’d cheeks,
And trickled from my beard— O! fhou’d my thirft
Of vengeance kill my child ; fhou’d fhe, tavoid
Amafie, fly to death—what cou’d fupport me ?
3 [Exeunt.
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SCENE IIL
A Waod, thro awhichis feen the Chriftian Camp.
Enter Hernvina and CLeoRa in Mens Apparel
CLEORA.
Where are we, prince(s! whither will you wander ?
HELLENA.
We've gain’d the utmoft fummit of the mountain,
T hear the neigh of horfes - See’ft thou not
Thofe lights that glimmer thro’ the trees, Cleora !
The Chriftian camp’s before us.
CLEORA,
Righteous Allah!"the Chriftian camp !—
HELLEN A.
"Tis thither I am bound.
CLEORA.
Diftraction!
HELLENA.
I am determined.
CLEOR A,
Hear me, princefs!
Once take the counfel of your faithful flave,
And yet return before our flight be known.
HELLEN A,
O! no, Cleora! I muft ne’er return.
CLEOR A.
Then in your father’s empire let us feek
Some far remote and unfrequented village ;
Where thos difguis’d, you may remain unknown
Toall, but me; till death fhall end your forrows.
Why are you come to find new dangers here ?
Alas! I thought you only fled Amafie.
43 Hzr-
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HELLENA.
Why fhou’d I fly from him ? in his t‘.f‘fpih‘.
I cou’d have died, ev’n in my father’s arms.
Death, ever at my call, had been a fure
Defence from his more loath’d embraces. Gentle
maid,

Think it not hard, that I’ve conceal’d from thee
My real intention, till ’twas paft thy power,
Had’ft thou the inclination to preventit.

CLEORA,
Break, break my heart, for IThave liv'd too long,
Since I’'m fufpeted by my royal miftrefs.

HELLEN A.
I fear’d thy fond affe@ion wou’d have weig oh’d
Each danger with too fcrupulous a hand.
T'know ’twill firike thee with the laft amazement
To hear I’ve left the bofom of a father,
Howe’er fevere to others kind to me,
T'o feek his mortal foe.
CLEORA.,
Your reafon’s loft.
HELLEN A.
No; I remember well the terrors paft,
A nd count on thofeto come : bath wor fclhﬂn death.
Confcious of my weak fex, with all its fears,
To pafs by night thro’ camps of hoftile men,
‘\ml urge the pILiLI]CC of rlnr awful prince,
Ty  fonl in fecret has folo ng ador’d—

‘Vh( n I fhall fee him, ﬂ‘ ou’d his pie reing e)e
T'race me thro’ my difguife !—O my Cleora !
Will not my falt’ring tongue, my crimfon chf‘c]h,
My panting heart an nd 11f‘mhi1'w— limbs betray me?
1t think’ft thou ? fay; fhall Tnot die with thame
When I won’d dpeak, and leave my tale untold ?
CLEORA.
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CLEORA.

Thefe and a thoufand difficulties more
Oppoi'c your purpofc ; then in time retire.

HELLENA.
No more; away; my refolution’s fixt.
The glory and the danger’s both before me,
And both are mine —you were neceflary
To my efcape—that’s paft _*Tis true, indeed,
Your {ervice has by far excell’d my bounty :
Here take thefe jewels, and go {eek thy fafety:
I can purfue my purpofe by myfelf.

Enter PauriNus, with a guard ; avho come. from
the farther part of the flage 1o the frout and fland
liftening for fome time.

CLEOR - A.

O how have I deferv’d this cruel ufage?

If Pve difcover’d any figns of fear,

*T'was never for myfelf—Go where you pleale,

I’ll follow you to death. B

HELLENA
Kind, faithful maid —
Wherefore thou’d I involve theein myruin ?
CLEORA.
*T'is ruin to forfake you.
HELLENA.
Mine is certain;
Thou may’ft have many happy years to come.
PAULINUS.
Stand, there,—Who areyou ?--Anfier to the guard,

T 4 Pir-
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HELLENA,
Fatal furprize! what muft we anfier?
CLEOR A,
Fr

PAULINUS.
Make it appear —this inftant - give the word,
—Silent — Some f']m s fent hmn the Sultan’s 5 camp.
Left, favour’d by the darknefs of zhe night,
"The traitors fhou’d efcape, guard ev’ry pafh.r-r
[Guara Is fury -ound thent.
HELLEN A.
Scanderbeg muft die.

O FETC-E Ry

Not by thy hand ;
If mine can aim arighr, thou ‘bloed y villain !

[#ounds Hervewa. She falks.
HELLENA.
Untimely fate!
C:LIE O R 245
Where are you ?
HELLEN-A.
Here on the earth.
CLEOR A.
You’re wounded then ?
HELLEN A,
Alas! to death, Cleora,
CLEOR A.

Prophet, I'do nat charge you with injuflice;
But I muft grieve, and wonder things ar¢ thus

HEL=-
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HELLEN A.
Too halty death, cou’dft thou not ftay a little,
Litdlelonger; the bufinefs of mylife
Fad foon been done, and 1 had come to thee.
PAULINUS.
Moving founds ! 1 fear you’ve been too rafh.
111 fated youths, whoare you, and from whence ?
What dire misfortune brought you to this place?
HELLEN A.
It matters not, who, or from whe we
But as you prize your royal mafter’s life,
Condué me to him ftrait: mine ebbs apace,
Vet on its fhort duration his depends.
PAULINUS,
Your adjuration is of {uch a foree,
Liis own commands wou’d fcarce ablige me more.
Sir, Pl attend you.
HELLENA.
All you fleeting powers,
Sight, {peech and motion ; O! forfake me not
So near my journey’s end ; affilt meto
Perform this only tafk, and take your fiight for ever.

S“CENBE IV,
SCANDERBEG 'S Tent.

SCANDERBE G.
Degenerate Rome! by godlike Brutus freed
From Cezfar and his temporary chain,
Your own ingratitude renew’d thofe bonds,
Beneath whofe galling weight you juftly perifh’d.
If freedom be heaven’s univerial gift,
Th’ unalienable right of humankind,
Were all men virtyous, thera wou’d be no {laves.
Defpotic
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i"“'c pfw er, that root of bitternefs,

1at tree of death, u.,ltm,md\ 1ts ba lc,‘n] arms

\lmoft from pole to po]u, eneath whofe curfed
fhade

No good thing thrives, :md ev’ry ill finds fhelter;

found no time for its detefted growth,

hm Iur the follies and the cr1 mes of mien.

In ev'ry climate, and in ev’ry age,

Where arts and arms and whllcwlt_u. flourifh’d,

Ambition, dangerous 01\.1}' to itfelf,

Crufh’d in itsinfancy, flill found a grave

Where it attempted to erecta throne,

>
e

Enter HELLENA, fufported by PAULINUS and
CLEORA ; Guards J#Lc!'fc-u‘:'i.g.
HELLEN A.
blood flows fafter, and my. throbbing heart
Beats with redoubled force, now I behold him ;
O take me to thy arms—I die, Cleora! [Saveons, A
PAULINUS,
He faints ; fupport him, while we fearch his wound.
CLEORA.
Away; and touch him not — O gracious prince !
If ever pity moved your royal breaft,
Letall depart except yourfelf and us.
SCA N DE R BE'G,
Let zll withdraw [Exit Paviinus, e
Now, gentleyouth, inform me,
Why you oppofe th’ afliftance of your friend ?
CLEOR A,
She’s gone, {he’s gone: O heavens! fhe’s paft
affiftance.

SCAN=
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SCANDERBE G.
Think whatyou fay, and ecolleft your reafon.
CcL EORA.
O mighty prince! we are not what we feem
But hnp'“[ WOMmEn.
SCANDERBG.
Ha!
CL-EOR-A.
Women 3 and fure
The moft diftrefs’d, and mekllLu of our fex.
T2 increafe your 16.11'1‘1t10.1, view this face.
ANDERBEG.
Sure I have an”n thofe lovely features w ells
But when, or where, my recolletion, fails me.
CLEORA.
And well it may. O! who cou’d know thee now?
Iﬁcvercnough,dtplofd, unhappy princefs.
SCANDERBEG.
Fearful I\mmﬂ.nn‘ {ure my eyes deceive me!
Forbid it heaven, that this “fhou’d be Hellena.,
HELLEN A
Who.was it call’d upon theloft Hellena ?
SCANDERBEG.
Ja! fhe revives ; fly inftantly for aid.
HELLEN A.
Tt was his voice—falfe maid, thou haft betray’d me,
Stay —whither s woud’ft thou go? Pm paft all aid:
The friendl y hand of death will qu':lq\ clofe
Thefe ever ftreaming eyes, and end my fhame.
O prince! the moft delJ”LlﬂlLlulleLlOV d
By rlrhtﬂcms Allah, of his works below ;
You fee the daughter of relentlels Amura th,

Sunk
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Sunk with her father’s crimes, o’erwhelm’d with

2842  THE
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..nu‘.\,
Expiring at your feet. - My weaknefs ftands
Confefs’ d but beit fo, I will nomore
Lament my painful, hopelefs, fatal fl: ime,
¢ P P
Since heaven ordain’d it for your prefervation,
SCANDERBEG.
When will my wonder and my anguifh ceafe?
HELLENA.,
I'm come to fnvc you, pnnce, from falling by
A vile aflaflin’s arm ; the falle f\r.
Has deeply {worn your death ; ev’n now he comes
To Flun'u his bloody pﬂ.n...n] in your breaft.
CANDERBEG.
F Aml miftake ! wlmt bafe detractor has
Traduc’d my friend ; and \\‘1‘011;11{!['1:2:‘, gen’rous
Princefs,
To thy ruin?

HELLENA.

Doth not the traitor come

Here by appointment ?
SCANDERBEG.

Ha!
‘ HELLEN A,
i Whence learnt I that 2

{ Benotdeceiv’d, but guard your precious life ;
Or I fhall die in yain, For me this bloody
hntmpﬂ?r’ was form’d ; my feeble che \TmS,
That wound but where I hate, the motive to
This erime,

SCANDERBEG.
Juft heaven! that I cou’d longer doubtit!

CLE-
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CL E O R A,
Alas; fhe’s going, raifz her, gently raife her
HELILENA.
My head grows dizyy.
SCANDERBEG.
].-::m it on my breaft.
HELLENA.,
This is indeed no time to &;:nd on forms.
SCANDERDBEG.
The p'n'm, the agonies, of death are on hers
And yet fhe JuHLlSll.l‘*, much lefs, than .
W !utunnuuh heart can bear it ?
HELLEN A,
Do not grieve:
And yet methinks your pity fooths my pain.
SCANDERBEG.
Why wou’dlt thou give thy life toranfom mine ?
Wou’d I had du,d, or yet cou’d die, tofave thee,
HELLEN A.
I’d not exchange my death, lament ed thus
Andin yourarms, for any other s life —
Unlefs Althea’s.
SCANDERBEG.
Althea here,
She wou’d forget her own fevere ditrefs,
And only weep for yours.
HELLENA.
May fhe be happy !
Yet had you never feen her, who can tul
You fometimes might, perhaps, have thoaghton me.

§ CAN-
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SCANDERBE G,

Je in my pl.‘cc who cou’d refrain from tears,
Unemu.l let him boaft of ln~. brutality.
P’m noet atham’d to own myfelf a man.

HELLEN A,
Farewel, Cleora!— weepnot, gentle maid ;
1 recommend E1e1, fir , to your proteétion.
And; O viftorious prince el if ¢’er hereafter
Con 1"\;1 fhow’d give my father to your fivord
—Then think on me —ful'pcnd your lifte
And fpare—O f{pare nis 15‘\,—5.1" t {
Orthink them | !mm[h din hisdaughtes’s lofs. [Dies.
SCANDERBEG

Her gentle foul is fled ; fhe refts in pe .m' ;
\f.‘.r'(:‘ we, methinks, 1 Ke rvl;ltlmm and grief,
Imm d b. the 1culpmr- s art to grace herurn ;
. lifelefs; eloguent, tho'dumb;
xcite incurious mortals to explore,
Virtues {o r and trace the 11 ning ftore,
That con’d a {o fhort fo well fupply ;
Yet mourn with us fuch excellence fhou’d die.
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The Chriftian Camp.
Enter SCANDERDEG: AMASIE in chains,
PAULINUS, t3¢.
S CANDERBEG.
O ULD love, that fills each honeft generous
7 breaft,
With dOubL ardor to excel in \nm..,
Conclude, thouwretch ! what malice firft begun,
And finifh thee a villain? thoun \.\.ou'd t die—
We’ll difappoint t"1LL —Live tortur’d with guilt,
A terror to thyfelf: or lec the {ultan,
Tl' : vile abertor (‘t thy crimes, rew ard thee ;
e know no ithment to {uit thy guilt.
11115 is a Chriftian land. Our laws were m"'ie

For men, not monfters.— Take him

*Tis needlefs to repeat that by hof u]m >
Of the worft kind, f "’hl"{\ enemies
Have broke the truce. “We’re now again prepar’d
Oncé more to prove the fortune of our arms;
{ feeing-all tre aties
en are vain, to free
e fiiends, and drive thefe fierce deftroyers
zulinus with your {fquadrons
venches weftward of the city,

e the foe, anddraw theirforce thatway ;
"Then Ill; with the remaining troops, affault
"Th’eaft ; wheré doubly intrench’d the royal tents,
The prifon of Altheaand Ler father,

Raife their afpiring heads. I need not {ay,
Acquit
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Ac-q\‘. t yourfelves 5 like men 3 T know youwell ;
Nor fpur you on with } Opeso : pi"\mi- d wealth
I have no ufelefs ftores of hoarded gold.

My revenues, you know, have bee n the fpoils

Of vanc Iul’h’d foes 3 thefe I have fhar’d amot mimru.

Wou’d you have more? ’ QOur enemieshave enou
Subdue your foes, and flthh yourd

et each com ‘ll‘t himfelf '.ntju‘
yar guide and

1n
1

‘\v ho {
Be valiant, net p’.‘uumpiulms.
Who by our weaknefls magnifies
Now follow me, my fellow-foldiers,

You rlfr'l\r the C‘LI

P Pl P
Liberty! Juftice!

S CENE
The Sultan’s T

AmuratH, K. Aca, and an Officer.

AMURATH,.
Amafie’s not return’d—fhou’d he betray
And join with Scanderbeg to free the caj
That officer’s his creature — Muftapha!
Refign Aranthes to the Kifler .'\15:1 -
Condu& him to Althea. Let Amafie,
That unaufpicious flave, be true or falle,,
Succeed or perifh, they nnll furely die:
So tell the father—hence, you {1-1\<~ be gone.

me

Now let me think —there muft have been a change,

A revolution in the fource of things.
The formerchain of beingsis diffolv’d :
Fffects roll backward, and direé their caufes,

And.

[ Drawwing his favord.
= of Iiberty and truth,

Your native land, Aranthes and Althea,

Aranthes and Althea!
.
1t s

tives ! —
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And natare is no more.. Thou hoary wretch,
T'ear thy white locks, abandon ev’ry hope,
Renounce humanity and all its tyes.
Duty and virtue, gratitude and love,
Forfook the world, when my Hellena fled.
May order ne’er return to blefs mankind ;
Letdifcord rage, ne’er let affetions meet ;
But parents curfe, and children difobey ;
Or either’s kindnefs be repaid with hate.
Till ev’ry child, and ev’ry fire on earth,
Be in each other curs’d, as me and mine.
Enter VIS1ER,
VISIER,
Not yet at reft ?
AMURATH,.
A parent and at reft ! —
VISIER.
The chriftians have ftorm’d the trenches toward the
welt; 4
Unlefs our prefence animate the troops
All will be loit.
AMURATH.
Hellena’s loft already!

VISTER.
Sure Amafie has fail’d, and Scanderbeg
Is come upon us to revenge th’ attempt.
AMURATH.
"Tis well, Wak’d from my lethargy of grief,
I yet may reach his heart.
VISIER.,

Regard your health,
And feave the bufinefs of this night to us;
A burning fever rages in your blood. [Alarm.
Your. L LU AN~




290 THE CHRISTIAN  HERO.

AMURATH.
Fame calls me forth. Again I hear her voice 3
Earthfhakes, and heaven reverberates the found.
Affrighted night fits trembling on her throned like
Tumult has driven filence from her confines,
And half her empire’s loft, When glory calls,
Shall age orficknefs keep me from the field ?

No; infpite of both I’ll die like Amurath yet,
Like what I've liv’d, a foldier and a king. [Exif.
VISIER.

He's defperate and willnot be oppos’d. [Exit.

SCENE IIL
Turkifb Camps
Alarm, Soldiers flying.
SOLDIERS WITHTIN.
Fly, fly ; Scanderbeg, Scanderbeg ; fly, fly.

Enter AMURATH and VISIER, meeting the Rowt,
AMURAT H.
Turn back you flaves.
SOLDIERS WITHIN.
Fly, fly; Scanderbeg, fly!
AMURATH.
Ah! cowards, villains! doth his name affright yon?
Are there fuch terrors in an empty found ¢
And is my rage contemn’d ? but you fhall find
PDeath is as certain from my arm as his.
2 : vISIER.
O {pare your Fithful flaves ! what can men do
Againft a power, invincible, like heaven’s ?
AMU-
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AMURATH.

And mutt it be, like heaven’s, eternal too?
VIS TERI

Retife, my lord, into theinner camp,
And there fecurely wait a better hour :
For this is the Epirot’s.

AMURATH.

Slave, thoa lyeft!
This houris mine ¢ Il trinmph o’er him vet.
‘This hour his fiiend and miltrefs both fhall die,
The royal brute, tho’ in the hunter’s toils,
Pierc’d with a thoufand wounds is ftill a lion s
Dreadful in death and dang’rous to the laft.
[Exeunt.
SCENE IV,
AvruEA’s dpartment.

AL TeHEES A%

Was evernight like this ? what terrors have
Ipalt? and, O! what terrors yet{urround me ?
A loud deaf’ning found, that feem’d the voice
Of a chas’d multitude, or many waters

Vex’d to a ftorm, firft {pread thro’ all the camp ;
Then fhrieks and cries and yellings of defpair ;
Mix’d with the fhouts of vittory and joy.

Sure {leep has leftall eyes,. as well as mine.
Fate isat work ; Ifink beneath my fears,
Since I have known a danget worfe than death
My courage has forfook me.

Enter ARANTHES.
. Ha! who comes
At this Iate hour ? protet me, righteous heaven!
ARANTHES.
. Why, my Althea! doft thou fiy thy father ?
Je ALTHEA,




29z THE CHRISTIAN HERO.

ALTHE A,
Sure *tis his voice! O gracious heaven! it is,
It is my father.—Moft unlook’d for joy !
ARANTHES.
Do I once more behold thee, my Althea!
ALTHEA.
Mo whofe blefs’d bounty do we owe this meeting ?
ARANTHES,
Thou deareft earthly blifs, this moment’s OUrs,
No matter how attain’d; I have thee now

In my fond arms, and wou’d indulge my joy,
Nor think how foon ’twill end. Why fhou’d poor
mortals,
To trouble born, anticipate their pains ?
ALTHEA.
I can’t conceal my fears: if you again
Mutft leave me here, thefun in all 1its courfe
Sees not a wretch fo loft as poor Althea,
ARANTHE S.
Alas! why will you urge me to difclofe
What wou’d, tho’ I were filent, foon be known #
"The wrathful fultan has pronounc’d our death.
Yes, Iamcome todie with thee, my child!
AL THE&A.

Then we fhall part no more.

My foul’s at peace—Forgive, O righteous heaven,
My weak diftruft of thy almighty power,

Thy kindnefs and prote&tion. O my father!

I wifh’d thave died alone; yet at your death,

1 muft not, dare not murmur or complain;

Since heaven with you permits me to defcend,
Pure and unfpotted to the peaceful grave.

AR A N~
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ARANTHES.

Heroic maid! O moft exalted virtue!

[ 4fide weeping.

ALTHEA.
Why do you hideyour face, why turn you fromme?
Be not furpriz’d, nor charge me with unkindnefs.
There is, my deareft father! one calamity,
Tho’ fure but one, by far more dreadful
Ev’n than thy death—O fpeak, {peak tome, fir!
AR AN HES;
Good heaven! my joy’s too great ;— Icannot fpeak.
Tears muft relieve me, or my heart will burft.

" I thank thee, heav’n! I have notliv’d in vain.
This happy hour o’erpays an age of forrow.
My child! my life! my foul! my dear Althea!
Thy bright example fires my emulation ;
Thou haft the ftart, but muft not bear away
"The viétor’s palm alone, and fhame thy father.
No, my Althea! to that bounteous hand
Which made thee what thou art, and made thee mine,
Without the leaft reluctance, Pllrefign thee, m
And feethe trial comes.

Enter KisLer Aca and Mutes.

AGA.
Forgive, fair princefs, a devoted flave, [ Kneeling.
‘Who knows nowill, but his imperial lord’s ;
No merit, but obedience. Cou’d my tears
Have mov’d the fultan, I had been excus’d
This fatal vifit.
; ALTHE A.
Kifler Aga, rife;
Spite of thyoffice, thou haft a human foul,
What are thy mafter’s orders 2 art thou come
A fecond time to my deliverance ?
U 3 Aca.
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A G A,
If
Death, fudden, viclent and immature,
Be a deliverance; you will foon be free.
ALTHEA.
To minds prepar’d, death ftrip’d of allits terrors,
In any form, at any hour is welcome.
A G A,
Whether the fultan, raging for the lofz
Of his lov’d daughter, thinks that other’s pain,
In the fame kind, wou’d mitigate his own ;
Or from fome other caufe, I cannot fay;
But he has order’d thatthe lady firft
Shou’dfuffer death, her father being prefent.—
I fee you're mov’d,
ARANTHES,
T am — but ’tis with fcorn
OF your proud mafter’s impotence and malice.
Alas! P’m not tolearn my child is mortal.
A G A.
Thefe eager blood hounds growl at my delay,
Andwill, perhaps, accufe me to the fultan.
ALT HEA;
Obey the tyrant, let them do their office.
A G A.
Tmuft; but heaven can tell with what relutance.
The only favour in my power to grant,
Is the fad choice of dying by the bowftring,
The fatal poniard, or this pois’nous draught,
AL TTHLE A
Give me the bowl. Death this way feems lefs
frightful,
Mhan from the hands of rude and barbarous men.

AR AN-=
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ARANTHES.
Farewel, my child!
ALTHEA.
Aflit me with your prayers,
ARANTHES,.
My prayers have been inceflant as thy own,
Andbothare heard —fearnot—thy crown’s prepar’d;
And heav’n, with all its glories, lies before thee :
:N‘Hllion: of angels :vait to guard the pafigae ;
Thou can’ft not mifs thy way.
ALTHE A,
Shou’d heav’n preferve you—
Shou’d you live to fee him---commend me to
My lord—tell him, that I die his—that heaven,
Which calls me now, is onlylov’d beyond him.—
That I’'m notloft - that we fhall meet again—

Bid him not grieve. — [ Alarm.
Enter SCANDERBEG, (Jc. Heflies to ALTHEA,
SCANDERBEG.

Away you facrilegious {laves —fhe Jives ——
I have her warm and panting in my arms—
Liftup thy eyes, dearer to mine thanlight.——
O let me hear the mufick of thy voice,
Left I fhou’d doubt I come too late to fave thee,
And difcord feize my foul.
ALTHE A.

Surprize is dumb.
So fudden a tranfition who can bear ?
My thoughts were all juil reconcil’d to death,
But thou haft call’d them back. The love of life,
That feem’d extingui(h’d in me, now returns.
O'! if there 1s a happinefson earth,
Here I muft find it, here and only here,

U 4 Sca
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SCANDERBEG.
Aranthes too ! —he lives ! —confummate joy !
AR ANTHES.,
And lives by thee, thou glorious happy youth-»-
O let me prefs thee in my longing arms —
My child too!—my Althea !
ALTHEA.
O my father!
ARANTHES.
Compleat felicity !
ALTHEA.,
O dangerous blifs ! [Peeps.
SCANDERBEG.
Why weeps my life?
ALTHEA.
s Some have their portion here :
Flatt’ring profperity has ruin’d thoufands,
Whom death with all its terrors cou’d not fhake.
S:C:A'N-D-ER-BE G:
Thy pious fears fhall guard us from that danger,
AT HYE A
Ts not the glory of both worlds too much
For frail, imperfeét mortals to expect 2
SCANDERBEG.
Our happinefs, tho’ great, is far from perfett ;
Since {he, the fair unfortunate Hellena,
Towhom, next heaven we owe it, is no more.
I cannot blame your tears ; this is no time
To tell the mournful tale, that muft whene’er
Remember’d, make me fad, tho’ crown’d with,
vittory,
And
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And in thy arms. Croia, reliev’d, expeéls us:
My grateful fubjets will for thy deliv’rance
Exprefs more joy, than that their foes are fled.
Enter PavrLinus and the SULTAN, prifiner.
PAULINUS.
Hail glorious king ! your conqueft is compleat;
Behold ambitious Amurath your captive.
SCANDERBEG.
Take off his chains.
AMURATH.
What pageantry s this ?
SCANDERBEG.
Sound a retreat ; fince none refift, let war
And flaughter ceafe. It grieves my foul to think
The crimes of one fhon’d coft mankind {o dear.
PAULINUS.
Sir, how will you difpofe the cruel tyrant ?
SCANDERBEG.
Give him his liberty, and leave him here
Till he fhall think it proper to'retire.
Such of his fubjeéts as attend him now,
Or thall repair hither to do him fervice,
Shall all be fafe. . His lovely, virtuous daughter,
Worthy a betterrace and happier fate,
Preferv’d my life.
AMURATH.
Dogs ! flaves! will none difpatchme ?
MuftI hear this yet be compell’d to live ?
SCANDERBEG.
Unhappy man! how will he bear thereft ?
When juftice ftrikes let guilty raortals tremble,
And all revere her power, but noneinfult
3 The
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The miferable. Her impartial fivord

Scorns to aflift man’s {eliifh, low revenge :

"T’avoid her anger let us {hun the thought.

Be witnefs, heaven ! Ipity and forgive him.
[Exeunt Scan. Aran. & ALTHEA,

AMURATH,

Can this be true! am I caft down from that

Majeftic height, where like anearthly god,

For more thanhalf an age, I f{at enthron’d,

To the abhor’d condition of a {lave ¢

A pardon’d flave ! what! live to be forgiven !

And all this brought upon me by Hellena !

Shou’d our prophet return to earth and fwear it,

I’d tell him to his face that he was perjur’d.

Hell wants the power and heaven wou’d never curfe

T'o that degree a doating, fond, old man.—

What make my child! my loving, gentle child!

The inftrument and author of my ruin!

Enter Visier, Officers, and AMASIE,
VISIER.
Beg them to halt; blaft not a parent’s eye
With fuch a fight.
AMURATH.
What fight ? but ’tis no matter ;
There’s nothing left for me to hope or fear,
V1SIER.
A mourning troop of chriflians from their camp
In folemn pomp’s arriv’d ; who, bath’d in tears,
(What en’my could refrain ?) attend a chariot,
That bears Hellena bleeding, pale and dead.
AMURATH,
Falfe Mahomet ! [ Savoons,

OFFICER,
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OFFICER.
Our royal mafter’s dead !
NVanlo ST BvRys
No! hereviyes; alas! he’s not{o happy !
AMURATH,
I faw Amafie.
VISIER:
Here the traitor ftands,
By Scanderbeg committed to your mercy,
AMAS-TE,
Hellena did prevent me.—
AMURATH.
Damn’d apoftate!
T’ve heard enough and have no time to lofe.—
Sec him impal’d alive; we’ll let him know
As much of hell as can be known on earth,
[Exit AmasIE,
And go from ‘pain to pain. Where is my fon ¢
VISIER.
Fled towards Adrianeple.
AMURATH.
He doth well :
Death has o’ertook me here. Lord of fo many
Fair, fpacious kingdoms, in ahoftile land,
Opprefs’d with age, misfortunes, griefand fthame,
Amurath breathes his laft ; and leaves his bones
T'o beg from foes anignominious grave.
Falfe or ungrateful prophet! have I {pread
Fell devaftation over half the globc,
To raife thy crefcent’s pale, uncertain light!
Above the chriftians glowing, crimfon crofs,
In hoary age to be rewarded thus —
When the Hungarian king had broke his faith ;
Dil-
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Diftrefs’d, to his own prophetI appeal’d,

A firanger, and an enemy ; hedid me right ;

Reftor’d loft viét’ry to my flying troops,

And gave the perjur’d monarch to my fword.

But I have done — Cou’dft thou repent, there's neo«
thing

In thy power worth my acceptance now.

Glory, totheel’veliv’d, but pining grief

Robs thee of half the honour of my death.

Ofmin, and yon my other faithful chiefs,

. 'The poor remains of all the mighty hoft

Ibrought to this curs’d fiege, this grave of my re-
nown,

If you return, and live tof{ee myf{on,

Bid him remember how his father fell ;

Bid him pe’er fheath the fword,

Tillmy diminifh’d fame fhire forth and blaze a-new
In his revenge—revenge me - Oh ! revenge. [Dies.
VISIER.

Eclips’d and in a ftorm our fun is fet :
Andnow, methinks, aswhen our prophet fled,
"Terror fhou’d feize on each believing heart.
Let fome inform the king—this was his fate ;
*T'is ours to be left without a guide.
Difperfe, wander, away; our thepherd’s loft.
[Exeunt.
SCENE THE LAST.
Enter SCANDERBEG, ARANTHES, ALTHEA,
Pavrinvs, and Guards.
SCANDERBEG.
That you are free and happy [ rejoice.
If 1have faithfully difcharg’d my truft
P’m well rewarded here.
P AU-




THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 301

PAULINUS.
O royal fir !
Your happinefsis oars ; this virtuous princefs
An equal blefling to yo urfelfand people.
SECOND OFFICER.
To fay each fubjeét loves you as himfelf,
Islefs than truth: we love youas weought;
Asa free people fhou’d a patriot king.
SCANDERBEG.
This is to reign, this is to be a king.
Who can controul his power, who rules the will
Of thofe o’er whom hereigns? or count his wealth,
Who has the hearts of fubje@s thatabound ?
Was ever prince fo abfoluteas I'2

PAULINUS.

Or ever fubjeés fo intirely free ?
Whofe duty’s intereft, and obedience choice.
SCANDERBEG.

For this alone was govemmentordain’d :

And kings are gods on earth but while, like gods,

They do no ill, but reign to blefs mankind.

May proud, relentlefs Amurath’s misfortunes

Teach future monarchs to avoid his crimes,

Th’ impious prince, who does all laws difown,

Yet claims from heaven a right to hold his throne,

Blafphemesthat power, whichrighteous kings obey 3

For jultice and mercy bound ev’n th’ Almighty’s
fway.

EPI-
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Spoken by Mrs. C L I V E.

= HE ferious bufinefs of thenight being over,
Pray, Ladies, your opinion of our lover 2
Will you allow the man deferwves the name,
Who quits bis miftrefs to preferwe — bis fame ?
And awbhat was fanie in that romantic age $—
But fure fuch aubims nd'er avere but on Sage.
A fatefman rack bis brains, a foldier fig
Merely to do an injur’d people right.—
What ! ferve his country, and get nothing by't!
Why, ay, [ays Bays, George Caltriot was the man ;
*Tis a knoavn truth— believe bim thofe awho can.
Not but ave’we patriots tao, the’ I am told,
T here’s a vaft diff rence’tawixt the new and old :
Say, theirs con’d fight, Dm fure that ours can fcold
But tothe giory of the prefent race,
No ffubborn principles their aorth debafe ;
Patriots awhen out, are courtiers when in place.
Sa, vice V{:rfa., turn a courtier out,
No aeather-cock more fwifily weers about.
His country now, good man ! claims all bis care.—
Who'd fee it plunder’d 2—that’s deny’d bis fhare.
Since courtiers and anti-conrtiers both hawve [hewn
That by the publick good they mean their owon :
What if each Briton, in bis private fation,
Should try to bilk thofe awho embroil the nation ;
Quit either faltion, and, like men, unite
T o do their king and injur’d country right :
Both hawe been awrong’d : prevent their gutlty joy,
Who wou'd your mutual amity deffroy.

Wox'd
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Wou'd you preferve yaur freedom ? pguard his throne,
Who makes your peace and bappinefs his own.
Wou'd you be grateful? let your monarch know
Fhich way you wo’d be beft, and make bim fo.
But fofr I methinks, 1 bear Jome fops complain
Who came prepar’dto give the ladies pain,
That they have drefs’d and fpent—Gad's curfe—

three bours in vain. J
No bints obfeene, improv’d by their broad flare,
Hue given confufion tothe tortur’dfair.
We own the charge. Let Monfienr Harleqnin
And bis trim troop your loafe applaufes win :
T oo much already bas each modeff ear
Been there infulted 5 aweé'll proteéd them bere.
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