THE CHRISTIAN. HERO.

HELLENA.
Why fhow’d I fly from him ? in his defpite
I con’d have died, ev’n in my father’s arms.
Death, ever at mycall, had been a fure
Defence from his more loath’d embraces. Gentle
maid,

Think it not hard, that I’ve conceal’d from thee
My real intention, till ’twas paft thy power,
Had’ft thou the inclination to preventit.

CLEORA,
Break, break my heart, for Thaveliv’d too long,
Since I’'m fufpefted by my royal miftrefs.

HELLENA.

I fear’d thy fond affetion wou’d have weigh’d
Each danger with too fcrupulous a hand.
T'know ’twill firike thee with the laft amazement
T'o hear I’ve left the bofom of a father,
Howe’er fevere to others kind to me,
To feek his mortal foe.

CLEORA.
Your reafon’s loft.
HELLEN A.
No; I remember well the terrors paft, !
And count on thofeto come : bath worfe than death.
Confcious of my weak fex, with all its fears,
To pafs by night thro’ camps of hoftile men,
And urge the prefence of that awful prince,
My foul in fecret has o long ador’d—
When I fhall fee him, fhou’d his piercing eye
Trace me thro’ my difguife !—O my Cleora !
Will not my falt’ring tongue, my crimfon cheeks,
My panting heart and trembling limbs betray me?
Whatthink’ft thou ? fay; {hall Inot die with thame
When I woun’d fpeak, and leave my tale untold ?
CLEOQRA,
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