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ALTHEA.
My prayers are heard 5 let virtue ne’er defpair.
ValiSELEER'S
Guard well the paffage.
A G -Aj
Who {ecures his {word ?
VISIER.
Scanderbeg yield ! thou canft not hope t’efcape.
AMURATH.
To fall fo meanly after all thy wars—
Well may’ft thou hide thy face.
VISIER.
Blinded by love,
My lord, he mifs’d his way.
AMURATH.

True, Ofinyn, true:
That poor excufe formadnefs, vice and folly,
Is all this mighty hero has to plead.
— A fair account of lifeand honour loft.
I hoped not triumph---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.
A LT H E A,
They ftand aghaft. Deliverance waits the juft,
But fhort’s the triu mph of deceitful men.
Turn’d on themfelves, theit own devices cover

Them with fhame. ( Jfde.) [Exi2.
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