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ARANTHE S.
Wou’d T had died,

Tore 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 weaknefs now of other men.

SCANDEREBEEG.
If to rejoice when virtue is rewarded ;
Or mourn th’ aflictions of the good and brave,

Vho mourn not for themfelves ; if love and friend-
thip

Denote me weak, I wou’d be weaker ftill.
He who difclaims the {oftnefs of humanity,
Afpiring to be more than man, is lefs.
Yet 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..
>T'is not for man to glory in his firength ;
""The beft have fallen, and the wifeft err’d.
Vet when the time fhall 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 breaft, I may reply ev’n fo,
Thy will be done.

ARANTHES.
How have my fears deceiv’d me?

S:CAN=-




