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HELL ENA.,
Fatal {furprize! what muft we anfwer
C L EOR'A.
Friends.
PAULINUS.
Make it appear—this inftant — give the word.,
—Silent— Some {pies fent from the Sultan’s camp.
Left, favour’d by the darknefs of the night,
"The traitors thou’d efcape, guard ev’ry paflage.
[Guards furround them,
HELLEN A.
Scanderbeg muft die.
OFFICER.
Not by thy hand ;
If mine canaim aright, thou bloedy villain !
[P ounds HerLE N a. She falls.
HEL L EN A,
Untimely fate!

C.L.EO R ‘A,
Where are you ?
HELLEN A.
Here on the earth.
CLEOR A.
You’re wounded then ?
HELLEN A.
Alas! to death, Cleora,
CLEOR A.
Prophet, Ido nat charge youwith injuftice;
But I muft grieve, and wonder things are thus.
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