THE CHRISTIAN HERO.

SCANDERBEG.

The careful gard’ner turns the limpid ftream,
This way, or that, as fuits his purpofe beft.
The wrath of man fhall praife his maker's name
The refidue, reftrain’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, nayI 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 ; illafirious prince —farewel!
SCANDERBE G,

My father! my Althea!—

I ARANTHES.

’ O my fon!
Our part is little in' this noble confliét,
"The worft is death; your’s harder, but more glorious,
To live and fuffer. Heaven infpire thy foul

‘ With 'more tlian Roman fortitude and courage:

i They poorly fled to death, t’avoid misfortunes;

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

[Exit ARANTHES.
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} SCANDERBEG alone.
i In this extremity fhall I invoke
i ’\ Thy awful genius, O majeftick Rome ;
, Or JuniusBrutus, thine; who facrificed
1 To public liberty, paternallove:
The younger Brutus ; or the Greek "Fimoleon 3
Of felf-denial greatexamples all :
But all far fhort of what’s required of me.
Thefe patriots offer’d to an injur’d world
But guilty wretches, who deferv’d their fates.

Would



