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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 didit thou learn the art
To flop the tide of grief in its full flow,
And triumph o’er defpair 2
ALTHE A
In you I triumph.
Tho’ rack’d and torn with more than mortal grief;
Amidft the pangs of difappointed love
And {ufPring friendfhip, doI notbehold thee,
Still conftant as the fun, that keeps its courfe,
Tho’ ftorms and tempefts vex the nether fiy,
And low’ring cloudsawhile obfcure his brightnefs?
SCANDERBEG.
Excellent, heavenly maid! thou rob’ft thyfelf,
And attribut’ft' tome thy own perfetions.
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 caufe of 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 power that wrought you for this
‘- purpofe,
That made you great to firuggle with adverfity,
And teach luxurious princes, by example,
What kings thou’d be, and fhame ’em into virtue ;
Beholds, with pleafure, you difcharge the truft,-
And: a& up tothe dignity you’re form’d for.
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