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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 !
i : ALTHEA.
e Had I not feenyou thus, I think T fhou’d:
41 But at your grief my refolution fails me:
‘ I’m fubdued: the woman, theweak, fond woman,
Swells in my heart, and gufhes from my eyes.
g SCANDERBEG,.
What have I done ? the greatnefs of thy foul,
il Not to be comprehended but by. minds
f | Exaltedsas thy own, ﬁagger’d my reafon;
' And what was prudence and fuperior virtue,
I thought 2 wrong tolove., Rafh, thoughtlefs 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.
i ALTHEA,
| To combat inclination, to:{fubdue
| Our own.defires, and conquer by, {fubmiffion ;
BRI Are virtues, prince, no angelever knew.
A While thefe are your’s;, fhall I indulgemy. grief 2
i
|
¥

~— The ftorm is 0’er, and Lam calm-again.
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