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“ Virginibus puerisque canto.”—H orace, lib. iii, Ode 1.
“ M>)r’ ¿p p e páA’ a ire e , jaijre t i reíjeei.” — HOMER, llia d , X. 249.
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PREFACE

TO

THE

F IR S T

E D IT IO N .

I n submitting to the public eye the following are apt to be a little biassed in our favour, and
collection, I have not only to combat the difflculties another to write what may please everybody; bethat writers o f verse generally encounter, but may cause they who have no connexion, or even knowincur the charge o f presumption for obtruding ledge o f the author, will be sure to flnd fault if tliej
myself on the world, when, without doubt, I miglit can.” To the truth o f this, however, I do not
be, at my age, more usefully employed.
wholly subscribe; on the contrary, I feel convinced
These produc tions are the fruits o f the lighter that these trifles will not be treated with injusti-ce.
hours o f a young man who has lately completed bis Their merit, if they possess any, will be liberally
nineteenth yoar. As they bear the internal evidence allowed; their numerous faults, on the other hand,
of a boyish mind, this is, perhaps, unnecessary cannot cxpect that favour which has been denied
information. Some few were written during the to others o f maturer years, decided character, and
disadvantages o f illness and depression of spirits: far greater ability.
under the former influence, “ Ciiild is ii R ecollecI have not aimed at exclusive originality, still
tions ,” in particular, were composed. This conless have I studied any particular model for imitasideration, though it cannot excite the volee of tio n ; some translations are given, o f which many
praise, may at least arrest the arm o f censure. A
are paraphrastic. In the original pieces there may
considerable portion o f these poems has been pri- appear a casual coincidence with authors whose
vately printed, at the request and for the perusal works I have been accustomed to rea d ; but I have
of my friends. I am sensible that the partial and not been guilty o f intentional plagiarism. To pro
frequcntly injudicious admiration o f a social circle duce anything entirely new, in an age so fertile in
is not the criterion by which poetical genius is to rliyme, would be a Ilerculean task, as every subject
be cstimated, yet “ to do grcatly” wc raust “ daré has already been treated to its utmost extent.
greatly; ” and I have hazarded my reputation and Poetry, however, is not my primary vocation; to
feelings in publishing this volume. I have “ passed divert the dull moments o f indisposition, or the
the Rubicon,” and must stand or fall by the “ cast monotony o f a vacant liour, urged me “ to this sin: ”
of the die.” In the latter cvcnt I shall submit little can be expected from so unpromising a muse.
without a murm ur; for, though not without solici- My wreath, scanty as it must be, is all I shall derive
tude for the fate o f these eflusions, my expectations from these productions; and I shall never attempt
are by no means sanguine. I t is probable that I to replace its fading leaves, or pluck a single addi-*
may have dared mucli and done lit tle ; for, in the tional sprig from groves where I am, at best, au
words o f Cowper, “ it is one thing to write what intruder. Though accustomed, in my younger days,
may please our friends, who, because they aro such, to rove a careless mountaineer on the Highlands o f

B
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first and last attempt. To the dictates of young
ambition may be ascribed many actions more
criminal and equally absurd. To a few o f my own
age th e contents may aiford amuscment; I trust
they will, at least, be found harmless. I t is liighly
improbable, from my situation and pursuits hereafter, that I should ever obtrude myself a second
time on the pú blic; nor even, in the very doubtful
event o f present indulgence, shall I be tempted to
commit a future trespass o f the samo nature. The
opinión o f Dr. Johnson on the poems o f a noble
rclation of mine *, “ That when a man o f rank appeared in the character o f an author, he descrved
to have llis merit handsomely allowed,” can have
little weight with verbal, and still less with periodical, censors; but wero it otherwise, I should
be loth to avail myself of the privilege, and would
rather incur the bitterest censure o f anonymous
criticism, than triumph in houours granted solely
to a title.

Scotland, I have not, o f late years, had the benefit
o f such puré ;úr. or so elevated a residence, as nnght
enable me to enter tbe lists with genuine bards,
who have cnjoyed both these advantages. But
they derive considerable fame, and a few not less
profit, from their productions; while I shall expiate
my rasliness as an interloper, certainly without tlie
latter and in all probability with a very sliglit sbare
of the former. I leave to others “ vlrfim volitare
per ora.” I look to the few who will hear with
paticnce, “ dulce est desipere in loco.” To the for
mer worthics I resign, without repining, the hope
o f immortaltty, and content myself with the not
very magnificent prospect of ranking amongst “ the
mob o f gentlemen who w rite ;”— my roaders must
determine wiiether I daré say “ with case,” or the
honour o f a posthumous page in “ The Catalogue of
Royal and Noble Authors,” —a work to whicli the
Peèrage is under infinite obligations, inasmuch as
many ñames o f considerable lengtli, sound, and
antiquity, are thereby rescued from the obsourity
whíeh unlucklly overshadows several voluminous
productions o f their illustrious bearers.
W ith slight hopes, and some fears, I publish this

H O ÏÏE S

* T h e E a rl o f Carlisle, whose works have lo n g received
th e m eed o f p ú blic applause, to w hich, by th eir in trin sic
w orth, th ey w ere w e ll en titled .
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I D L E Í T E S S .

TO

T H E R IG H T H O N OU RABLE FREDERICK, F A R L OF C AR LISLE,
KNIGHT OF THE GARTER, ETC., ETC.,
THE SECOND EDITION OF THESE POEMS IS INSCRTBED,
BY HIS OBLIGED WARD AND AFFECTIONATE KINSMAN,
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T H E AU TH O R .

TO E----.
Folly smile, to view the naines
Of thee and me in friendship twined;
Yet Virtue will have greater claims
To love, than rank with viee combined.
L

et

And though unequal is thy fate,
Since title deck’d my higher birfch i
Yet envy not this gaudy state ;
Thine is the pride of modest worth.
Our souls at least congenial meet,
Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace;
Our intercourse is not less sweet,
Since worth of rank supplies the place.
_______
November, 1802.
TO D----.
I n tliee I fondly hoped to clasp
A friend whom death alone could sever;
TUI envy, with malignant grasp,
Detach’d thee from my breast for ever.
True, she has forced thee from my breast,
Yet in my heart thou keep’st thy seat;
There, there thine image still must rest,
Until that heart shall cease to beat.
And when the grave restores her dead,
When life again to dust is given,
On thy dear breast I '11 lay my head—•
Without thee where would he my heaven ?
.(
Fébruary, 1803.

ON T H E D E A T H OF A YOUNG L A D Y ,
Cousin to the Author, and very dear to llim.
H

u s h ’d

a re th e w in d s , a n d s t ill th e e v e n in g
g loom ,

Not e’en a zephyr wanders through the
grove,
Whilst I retorn, to view my Margaret’s tomb,
And scatter flowers on the dust I love.
Witliin this narrow celi reclines her clay,
That clay, where once such aniïnation
beam’d ;
The King of Terrors seized her as his prey,
Not wortli nor heauty have her life redeem’d.
O h! could that King of Terrors pity feel,
Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fate,
Not here the mourner would his grief réyeal,
Not here the muse her virtues would relate.

And shall presumptuous mortals Heaven arraign,
And, madly, godlike Providence accuse ?
Ah ! no, far fly from me attempts so vain ;—
l ’li ne’er submission to my God refuse.
Y et is remembrance of tliose virtues dear,
Y et fresh the memory of that beauteous
fa c e ;
Still they call fortli my warm aflection’s tear,
Still in my heart retain their ivonted place.
1802.

What though thy sire lament his failing line,
A father’s sorrows cannot equal m ine!
Though none, like thee, his dying hour will
cheer,
Yet other ofïspring soothe his anguish here :
But who with me shall hold thy former place ?
Thine image what new friendship can efface ?
Ah, none !— a father’s tears will cease to flow,
Time will assuage an infant brother’s w o e;
To all, save one, is consolation known,
While solitary friendship sighs alone.
1803.
A FR A G M E N T.
to their airy hall, my fathers’ voice
Shall call my spirit, joyf'ul iu their choice ;
When, poisedupon the gale,myform shall ride,
Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain’s side;
Oh! may my shade behold no sculpturedurns,
T o mark the spot where earth to earth returns!
No lengthen’d scroll, no praise-encumber’4
stone ;
M y epitaph shall be my ñame alone:
I f that w ith h on ou r f a i l to Crown m y clay,
Oh ! may no other fame my deeds repay !
That, only that, shall single out the spot;
By that remember’d, or with that forgot.
___ L,___
1803.
W

hen,

ON L E A V IN G N E W S T E A D AB B E Y.
“ W by dost thou build the ball, son of the winged
days? Thou lookest from thy tower to-day: yet
a few years, and the blast of the desert comes, it
b.owls in thy cnipty court.”—O ssian .

thy battlements, Newstead, the
hollow winds whistle;
Thou, the hall of my fathers, art gone to
decay ;
In thy once smiling garden, the hemlock and
tliistle
Have choked up the rose whieh late bloom’d
in the way.
T hrough

E P 1 T A P H ON A FRIEND.
'A g t ïj p Trpir fxcv tXafxnes ¿tn ¿w oltrcr ¿pos.
l. A ERT.

But wherefore weep ? Her matchless spirit
soars
Beyond where splendid shines the orb of
day;
And weeping àngels lead her to tliose bowers
Where endless pleasures virtue’s deeds repay.

3

On, Friend ! for ever loved, for ever dear !
What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour’d b ie r!
What sigils re-echo’d to thy parting hreath,
\v lnlst thou wast struggling iu the pangs of
Of the mail-cover’d Barons, who proudly to
death!
battle
Could tears retard the tyrant in his com-se;
Led theh- vassals from Europe to Palestine’s
Could siglis avert llis dart’s relentless forcé ;
plain,
Could youth and vh-tue claün a short delay,
The escutcheon and shield, which with every
Or beauty charm the spectre from his p rey ;
blast 1-attle,
Thou still hadst lived to bless my acliing sight,
Are the only sad vestiges now that remain.
Thy comi-ade's honour and thy friend's delight.
I f yet thy gentle spirit bover nigh
No more dotli old Robert, with harp-stringing
The spot where now thy moulderiug ashes lie,
numbers,
Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart,
Kaise a fíame in the breast for the warA grief too deep to trust the sculptor’s art.
laurelTd wreath;
No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep,
Near Askalon’s towers, John of Horistan
~ 5 “. hying statues there are seen to w eep;
slumbers,
Afflictiori’s semblance bends not o’er thy tomb,
Unnerved is the hand of his minstrel by
Affliction’s self deplores thy youthful doom.
death.

'jEjouve

QjJjwon’ e QSovfte.
Paul and Hubert, too, sleep in the valley of
Cressy;
Por the safety of Edward and England they
f e ll:
M y fathers ! the tears of your country redress
ye ;
How you fought, how you died, still her
annals can teli.
On Marston, with Rupert, ’gainst traitors
coutending,
Four brothers enrich’d with their hlood the
bleak fie ld ;
Eor the rights of a monareh their country defending,
ï i l l death their attachment to royalty seal’d.
Shades of heroes, farewell! your descendant,
departing
From the seat of his ancestors, bids you
adieu!
Abroad, or at home, your remembrance imparting
Neweourage,he ’U tliink upon glory and you.
Though a tear dim his eye at this sad separation,
’Tis nature, not fear, tliat excites his regret;
Far distant he goes, with the same emulation,
The fame of his fathers he ne’er can forget.
Tliat fame, and that memory, still will he
cherish;
•He y o w s that he ne’er will disgrace your
renown:
Like you will he li ve, or like you will he perish;
When decay’d, may he mingle his dust with
your o w n !

W ith eyes admiring, oh ! believe me,
He never wishes to deceive thee:
Once in thy polisli’d mirror glance,
Thou ’lt tliere descry that eleganee
AVhicli from our sex demands sucli praises,
But envy in the other rai ses:
Tlien he who telis thee of thy beauty,
Believe me, only does his duty:
Ah ! fly not from the càndid youth;
Xt is not ílattery.— ’tis truth.

T R A N S L A T IO N OF THE E P IT A P H ON
V IR G IL AND TIB U LLU S.
B Y D O M IT IU S M A R SU S.

H

e

w h o su blim e in ep ic n u m bers r o l l ’d,

And he who struck the softer lyre of love,
B y Death’s unequal liand alike controlTd,
Fit comrades in Elysian regions move 1

OF TIB U LLU S.

“ Sulpicia ad Cerinthum.”— IAb. iv.

A D R IA N ’S ADDRESS TO H IS SOUL
W H E N DVING.
rA n i m u l a ! vagula, blandula,
Hospes comesque corporis,
Qum nunc abibis in loen—
Pallidula, rigida, nudula,
Nec, ut soles, dabis jocos ?]

A i i ! gentle, fleeting, wavTing sprite,
PViend and associate of this clay!
To what unknown región horne,
W ilt thou now wing thy distant flight ?
No more with wonted huinour gay,
But pallid, chéerless, and forlorn.

T R A N S L A T IO N FROM C A T U LLU S.
A D L E S B IA M .

E q u a l to Jove that youth must be—

Nouglit should my kiss from thine dissever ;
Still would we kiss and kiss for ev er;
E ’en though the numbers did exceed
The yellow harvesfs countless seed.
To part would be a vain endeavour:
Could I desist ?— ali I never—never !
T R A N S L A T IO N FROM H O RACE.

IM IT A T IO N

J u ly , 1804.

Greater than Jove he seems to me—
AVho, free from Jealousy’s alarius,
Securely views thy matchless charms.
That cheek, which ever dimpling glows,
That mouth, from whence such music flows,
To liim, alike, are always known,
LINES
Reserved for liim, and him alone.
W R IT T E N I N “ L E T T E R S OF A N I T . . L I A N N ü N A N D
Ali 1 Ijesbia! though ’tis death to me,
A N E N G L IS H G E N T L E M A N : B Y J. J. R O U S S E A U :
I cannot choose but look on thee;
F O U N D E D ON F A C T S .”
But, at the siglit, my senses fly ;
I needs must gaze, but, gazing, die ;
“ A w a y , away, your flattering arts
Whilst trembling with a thousand fears,
May now betray some simpler liearts ;
Parch’d to the tliroat my tongue adheres,
And you will smile at their believing,
My pulse beats quick, my breath lieaves
And they shall weep at your deceiving."
short,
My limbs deny tlieh- slight sujiport,
A N S W E R TO T H E F O R E G O IN G , A D D R E S S E D TO
Cold dews my pallid face o’erspread,
M IS S ------- .
W ith deadly languor droops my liead,
My ears with tingling echoes ring,
Dear, simple giri, tliose flattering arts,
From which thou ’dst guardfrail f emale liearts, And life itself is on the w ing;
My eyes refuse the cheering light,
Exist but in imagination,—
Their orbs are veil’d in starless night:
Mere phantoms of tliine own creation;
Such pangs my nature sinks beneath,
For he who views that witching grace,
And feels a temporary death.
That perfect form, that lovely face.
1803.

of

C r u e l Cerinthus! does the feli disease
Which racks my breast your fickle bosom
please ?
A la s ! I wish’d but to o’ercome the pain,
That I might live for love and you again ;
But now I scarcely shall bewail my fate :
By death alone I can avoid your bate.

T R A N S L A T IO N FROM C A T U LLU S.
[Lugete, Veneres, Cupidinesque, &e.]
T

e

Cupids, droop each lit t le liead,

Nor let your wings with joy be spread ;
My Lesbia’s favourite bird is dead,
Whom dearer than her eyes she loved:
For he was gentle, and so true,
Obedient to her cali he flew,
No fear, no wild alarm he knew,
But lightly o’er her bosom moved:
And softly fluttering here and there,
He never sought to cleave the air,
But ollirrup’ d oft, and, free from care,
Tuned to her ear his grateful strain.
Now having pass’d the gloomy bourne
From whence he never can return,
His death and Lesbia’s grief I mourn,
Who siglis, alas ! but siglis in vain.
Oh ! curst be thou, devouring grave I
AVliose jaws eterual victims crave,
From whom no earthly power can save,
For thou hast ta’en the bird away :
From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erflow,
Her swollen cheeks with weeping g lo w ;
Thou art the cause of ali her woe,
Receptacle of life's decay.
IM IT A T E D FROM C ATU LLU S.
TO E L L E N .

Oh ! might I kiss those eyes of fire,
A million scarce would quench desire:
Stül would I steep my lips in bliss,
And dwell an age on every kiss:
Nor then my soul should sated be ;
Still would I kiss and cling to thee :

[Justum et tenacem propositi virum, <fcc.]
T i i e m an o f fir m and n ob le soul
N o fa ctio u s cla m ou rs can c o n t r o l;

No threat’ning tyrant’s darkling brow
Can swerve him from his just in ten t:
Gales the warring waves which plough,
B y Auster on the billows spent,
T o curb the Adriàtic main,
AVould awe his fix'd, determined mindin vain.
Ay, and the red right arm of Jove,
Hurtling his liglitnings from above,
With all his terrors there unfurl’d,
H e would unmoved, unawed, behold.
The flames of an expiring world,
Again in crasliing chaos roll’d,
In vast promiscuous ruin hurl’d,
Might light his glorious funeral p ile :
Still dauntless ’midst the wreck of earth he ’d
smile.
FROM ANACREON.
[©e'Aoj Aeyeii/ ’Arpeifiaç, k. t . A.j

I wisn to tune my quivering lyre
To deeds of fame and notes of fire ;
To echo, from its rising swell,
How heroes fought and nations fell,
AVlien Atreus’ sons advanced to war,
Or Tyrian Cadmus roved afar;
But still, to martial strains unknown,
M y lyre recurs to love alone.
Fired with the liope of future fame,
I seek some nobler liero’s ñame ;
The dying chords are strung anew,
To war, to war, my harp is due:
W ith glowing strings, the epic strain
To Jove’s great son I raise again ;
Alcides and his glorious deeds,
Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds.
All, all in vain ; my wayward lyre
AVakes silver notes of soft desire.
Adieu, ye chiefs renown’d in anas 1
Adieu the clang of war’s alarms 1
To other deeds my soul is strung,
And sweeter notes shall now be sung ;
My harp shall all its powers reveal,
To tell the tale my lieart must f e e l;
Love, love alone, my lyre shall claim,
In songs of bliss and sighs of flame.

of
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FRO M ANACREON.

LMeo'oi'UKTiaiç noO' còpaLÇ, k. t . X.]
’ T w a s now the hour when Night liad driven
H er car lialf round yon sable heaven ;
Bootes, only, seem’d to roll
His arctic charge around the p ole;
AVhile mortals, lost in gentle sleep,
Forgot to smile, or ceased to weep:
At this lone hour the Paphian boy,
Descending froïn the realms of joy,
Qaick to my gate directs his course,
And knocks with all his little forcé.
My Visions lled, alarm’d I rose,—
“ What stranger breaks my blest repose ? ”
“ A la s t” replies the wily child,
In faltering accents sweetly mild,
“ A hai>less infant here I roam,
Far from iny dear maternal home.
O li! shield me from the wintry blast I
The nightly storm is pouring fast.
No prowling robber lingers here.
A wandering baby who can fear ? ’’
I heard his seeming artless tale,
I heard his sighs upon the gale :
M y breast was never pity’s foe,
But felt for all the baby’s woe.
I drew the bar, and by the light
Toung Love, the infant, met my sight;
His bow across his slioulders flung,
And thence his fatal quiver hung
(Ah I little did I think the dart
Would rankle soon withïn my heart).
AVith care I tend my weary guest,
His little fingers chill my breast;
His glossy curis, his azure wing,
Which droop with nightly showers, I wring ;
His shivering limbs thé embers warm ;
And now reviving from the storm,
Scarce had he felt his wonted glow,
Than swift he seized his slender bow :—
“ I fain would know, my gentle host,”
He cried, “ if this its strength has lo s t;
I fear, relax’d with midnight dews,
The strings their former aid refuse.”
W ith poisou tipt, his arrow flies,
Deep in my tortured heart it lies ;
Then loud the joyous ureliin laugh’d :—
“ M y bow can still impel the shaft:
’Tis' firmly fix’d, thy sighs reveal i t ;
Say, courteous host, canst thou not feel it ? ”

FROM

T H E PR O M E TH E U S
OF AÜSCHYLUS.

V IN C TU S

[MïjSa/F ò irà v ra rcpuav, K. T. X.]
G r e a t Jove, to whose almiglity throne

Both gods and mortals liomage pay,
N e’er may my soul thy power disown,
Thy dread behests ne’er disobey.

Oft shall the sacred victim fall
In sea-girt Ocean’s mossy ball;
My voice shall raise no impíous strain
’Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main.
IIow different now thy joyless fate,
Since first Hesione thy bride,
When placed aloft in godlike state,
The blushing beauty by thy side,
Thou sat’st, while reverend Oeean smiled,
And mirthful strains the hours beguiled ;
The Nymphs and Tritons danced around,
Nor yet thy doom was fix’d, nor Jove relentless frown’d.
H arro w , D ec . 1, 1804.

TO EMMA.
S in o e n o w th e h ou r is com e at last,

When you must quit your anxious lov e r;
Since now our dream of bliss is past,
One pang, my gh'l, and all is over
A la s ! that pang will be severe,
Which bids us part to meet no more ;
Which tears me far from one so dear,
Departing for a distant shore.
W ell I we liave pass’d some happy hours,
And. joy will mingle with our tears;
When thinldng on these ancient towers,
The shelter of our infant years;
Wliere from this Gothic casement’s height,
W e view’d the lake, the park, the dell,
And still, though tears obstruet our sight,
AVe liugering look a last farewell,
O’er fields through which we used to run,
And spend the hours in childish x>lay;
O’er sliades wliere, when our race was done,
Beposing on my breast you la y ;
Wliilst I, admiring, too remiss,
Forgot to scare the hovering flies,
Yet envied every fly the kiss
I t dared to give your slumbering eyes:
See still the little painted bark,
In which I row’d you o’er the lake;
See there, higli waving o’er the park,
The elm I clamber’d for your sake.
These times are past—our joys are gone,
You leave me, leave this happy v a le ;
These scenes I must retrace alone :
AVithout thee what will tliey avail ?
AVho can conceive, who has not proved,
The anguish of a last embrace ?
When, torn from ali you fondly loved,
You bid a long adieu to peace.

This is the deepest of our woes,
For this these tears our cheeks bedew ;
This is of love the final cióse,
Oh, G od! the fondest, last adieu I

TO M. S. G.
W h e n e ’ e r I view those lips of thine,

Their hue invites my fervent kiss;
Yet I forego that bliss divine,
Alas 1 it were unhallow’d bliss.
Whene’er I dream of that puré breast,
How could I dwoll upon its snows !
Yet is the daring wish represt,
For that— would banish its repose.
A glance from thy soul-searching eye
Can raise with hope, depress with fe a r;
Yet I conceal my love',— and why ?
I would not forcé a painful tear.
I ne’er have told my love, yet thou
Hast seen my ardent llame too w e ll;
And shall I plead my passion now,
To make thy bosom’s heaven a hell ?
No 1 for thou never canst be mine,
United by the priest’s decree:
By any ties but those divine,
Mine, my beloved, thou ne’er shalt be.
Then let the secret tire consume,
Let it consume, thou shalt not know :
With joy I court a certain doom,
Bather than spread its guilty glow.
I will not ease my tortured heart
By driving dove-eyed peace from th ine;
Bather than such a sting impart,
Each thought presumptuous I resign.
Y e s ! yield those lips, for which I ’d brave
More than I here shall daré to tell ;
Thy innocence and mine to save,—•
I bid thee now a last farewell.
Yes ! yield that breast, to seek- despair,
And hope no more thy soft embrace;
AATiich to obtain my soul would daré
All, all reproach, but thy disgrace.
At least from guilt shalt thou be free,
No inatron shall thy shame reprove;
Though cureless pangs may prey on me,
No martyr shalt thou be to love.

7
TO CAROLINE.
T h i n k ’ st thou I saw thy beauteous eyesv

Suffused in tears, implore to stay;
And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs,
AVhich said far more than words can say ?
Though keen the grief thy tears exprest,.
When love and hope lay both o’erthrown,.
Yet still, my girl, this hleeding breast
Throbh’d with deep sorrow as thine own.
But when our cheeks with anguish glow’d,.
AAThen thy sweet lips were join’d to mine,
The tears that from my eyelids flow’d
AArere lost in those which fell from thine.
Thou couldst not feel my burning cheek,
Thy gushing tears liad quencli’d its llam e;
And as thy tongue essay’d to speak,
In signs alone it breathed my ñame.
And yet, my girl, we weep in vain,
In vain our fate in sighs deplore ;
Remembrance only can remain,—
But that will make us weep the more.
Again, thou best beloved, adieu !
Ah I if thou canst, o’ercome regret ;
Nor let thy mind past joys review,—
Our only hope is to forget 1

TO CAROLINE.
W h e n I hear you express an affection so

warm,
N e’er think, m y beloved, that I do not
believe;
For your lip would the soul of suspicion
disarm,
And your eye beams a ray v'hich can
never deceive.
l e t still this fond bosom regrets, while adoring,
That love, like the leaf, must fall into the
sere;
That age will come on, when remembrance,
deploring,
Contemplates the scenes of her youth with
a tear;
That the lime must arrive, when, no longer
retaining
Their auburn, those locks must vrave thin
to the breeze,
When a few silver hairs of those tresses
remaining,
Prove nature a prey to decay and disease.
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’Tis this, my beloved, which spreads gloom
o’er my features,
Though I ne’er sliall presume to arraign
the decree
Which God has proclaim’d as the fate of his
creatures,
In the death which one day will deprive
you of me.

Was my eye, ’stead of tears, with red fury
flakes bright’ning,
Would my lips breathe a ñame which no
stream could assuage,
On our foes should my glance launcli in
vengeance its lightning,
With transport my tongue give a loose to
its rage.

But now tears and curses, alike unavailing,
Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of
Would add to the souls of our tyrants
emotion,
delight;
No doubt can the mind of your lover in Could they view us our sad separation hevade ;
wailing,
He worships each look with such faitliful
Their merciless hearts would rejoice at
devotion,
the siglit.
A smile can enchant, or a tear can dis
suade.
Y et still, though we bend with a feign’d
resignation,
L ife beams not for us with one ray that
But as death, my beloved, soon or late shall
can cheer;
o’ertake us,
And our breasts, which alive with such Love and hope upon earth bring no more
consolation;
sympathy glow,
In the grave is our hope, for in life is
W ill sleep iu the grave till the blast shall
our fear.
awake us,
When calling the dead, in eartli's bosom
O h! when, my adored, in the tomb will they
laid low,—place me,
Since, in life, love and friendsliipi for ever
O h! then let us drain, wliile we may, draughts
are fled ?
of pleasure,
I f again in the mansión of death I embrace
Which from passion like ours may untliee,
ceasingly flow ;
Perhaps they will leave unmolested the
L et us pass round the cup of love’s bliss
dead.
in full measure,
1805.
And quaff the contents as our nectar below.
1805.
S T A N Z A S TO A L A D Y , W IT H T H E
POEMS OF CAMOENS.
TO CAROLINE.
Oh ! when shall the grave hide for ever my
sorrow ?
Oh! when shall my soul wing lier flight
from this clay ?
The present is kell, and the coming tomorrow
But brings, with new torture, the curse
of to-day.
From my eye flows no tear, from rny lips
flow no curses,
I blast not the fiends who have hurl’d me
from bliss;
For poor is the soul which bewailing rehearses
Xts querulous grief, when in anguish like
this.

T h is v o tiv e p le d g e o f fo n d esteem ,

Perhaps, dear g ir l! for me thou ’lt prize;
It sings of Love’s enchanting dream,
A theme we never can despise.
Who blames it but the envious fool,
The oíd and disappointed maid ;
Or pupil of the prudish school,
In single sorrow doom’d to fade ?
Then read, deár girl I with feeling read,
For thou wilt ne’er be one of those ;
To tliee in vain I shall not plead
In pity for the poet’s woes.
H e was in sooth a genuine bard;
His was no faint, fictitious llame-.
Like his, may love be thy reward,
But not thy hapless fate the same.

T H E F IR S T K IS S OF LOVE.
'A ^apjSiTOÇ Si xopSaLs
'Epitira /J.OVVOV r¡x*t.— ANACREON.

A w AY witli your fictions of flimsy romance;
Those tissues of falsehood which folly has
w ove!
Give me the mild beam of the soul-breathing
glance,
Or the rapture which dwells on the first
kiss oí love.
Y’ e rhymers, whose bosoms with phantasy
glow,
Whose pastoral passions are made for the
grove ;
From what blest inspiration your sonnets
would flow,
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of
lo v e !
I f Apollo should e’er his assistance refuse,
Or the Nine be disposed fr o m y o u r Service
to rove,

Invoke tliem no more, bid adieu to the
muse,
And try the effect of the first kiss of love.
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ON A

CHANGE OF M ASTE R S A T
G R E A T PUBLIC SCHOOL.

A

are those lionours, Id a ! once your
own,
When Probus fill’d your magisterial throne ?
As ancient Borne, fast falling to disgrace,
H ail’d a barbarían in lier Ca3sar’s place,
So you, degenerate, share as hard a fate,
And seat Pomposus where your Probus sate.
Of narrow brain, yet of a narrower soul,
Pomposus liolds you in his harsh control;
Pomposus, by no social virtue sway’d,
With florid jargon, and with vain parade ;
With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules,
Such as were ne’er before enforced in
schools.
Mistaking pedantry for learning’s laws,
He governs, sanction’d but by self-applause;
W ith him the same dire fate attending
Borne,
Ill-fated Id a ! soon must stamp your doom ;
Like lier o’ertlirown, for ever lost to fame,
No trace of Science left you, but the ñame.
Juli/, 1805.
W
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TO T H E DUKE OF DORSET.
I líate you, ye coid compositions of a r t!
Though prudes may condenan me, and
bigots reprove,
I eourt the effusions that spring from the
lieart,
Which throbs with delight to the first kiss
of love.
Your shepherds, your fiocks, those fantastical themes,
Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can
m ove:
Arcadia displays but a región of dreams :
What are visions like these to the first
kiss of love ?
Oh! cease to affirm that man, sinee his birtli,
From Adam till now, has with wretchedness strove,
Some portion of paradise still is on earth,
And Edén revives ni the first kiss of love.
When age ehills the blood, when our pleasures are past—For years fleet away with the wings of the
dove—The dearest remembrance will still be the
last,
Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of
love.

D o b s e t ! whose early steps with mine have

stray’d,
Exploring every path of Ida’s glade ;
Whom still affection taught me to defend,
And made me less a tyrant than a friend,
Though the harsh custom of our youthful
band
Bade thee obey, and gave me to command ;
Thee, on whose head a few short years will
shower
The gift of riches and the pride of power;
E ’en now a líame illustrious is thine own,
Benown’d in rank, ñor far beneath the
throne.
Yet, Dorset, let not this seduce thy soul
To shun fair Science, or evade control,
Though passive tutors, fearíul to dispraise
The titled child, whose future breath may
raise,
View ducal errors with indulgent eyes,
And wink at faults they tremble to ehastise.
W h e n y o u th fu l parasites, w h o
lin ee

bend the

To wealth, their golden idol, not to thee,—
And even in simple boyl-iood’s opening dawn
Some slaves are found to ílatter and to
fawn,—
When these declare,' “ that pomp alone should
wait
On one by birtli predestined to be great;
B 3
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That books were only meaiit for drudging
fools,
That gallant spirits scorn the commou
rules; ”
Believe them n o t;—tliey point the path to
shame,
And seek to hlast the honours o£ thy name.
Turn to the few in Ida’s early throng,
Whose souls disdain not to condenan the
w rong;
Or if, amidst the comrades of thy youth,
None da're to raise the sterner voice of truth,
Ask thine own heart; ’tw ill hid thee, boy,
forbear;
For well I know that virtue lingers there.
T e s ! I have mark’d thee many a passing
day,
But now new scenes invite me far away;
T e s ! I have mark’d within that generous
mind
A soul, if well matured, to bless mankind.
Ah ! though myself by nature haughty, wild,
Whom Indiscretion hail’d her favourite child;
Though every error stamps me for her own,
And dooms my fall, I fain would fall alone;
Though my proud heart no precept now can
tame,
I love the virtues which I cannot claim.
T is not enough, with otlier sons of power,
To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour ;
To swell some peerage page in feehle pride,
With long-drawn ñames that grace no page
beside;
Then share with titled crowds the common
lot—
In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot;
W hile nought divides thee from the vulgar
dead,
Except the dull cold stone that hides thy
head,
The mouldering ’scutcheon, or the herald’s
roll,
That well-emblazon’d but neglected scroll,
Where lords, unhonour’d, in the tomb may
find
One spot, to leave a worthless name behind.
There sleep, unnoticed as the gloomy vaults
That veil their dust, their follies, and their
faults,
A race, with old armorial lists o’erspread,
In records destined never to he read.
Fain would I view thee, with proplietic eyes,
Exalted more among the good and wise,
A glorious and a long career pursue,
As first in rank, the first in talent too:
Spurn every vice, each little meanness shun;
Not Fortune’s minion, but her noblest son.
Turn to the annals of a former day;
Bright are the deeds thine earlier sires display.

One, though a courtier, lived a man of worth,
And call’d, proud boast! the British drama
forth.
Anotlier view, not less renown’d for wit;
Alike for courts, and camps, or senates f it ;
Bold in the field, and favour’d by the Nine;
In every splendid part ordain’d to shine;
Far, far distinguish’d from the glittering
throng,
The pride of princes, and the boast of song.
Sucli were thy fathers ; thus preserve their
name;
Not lieir to tities only, but to fame.
The hour draws nigh, a few brief days will
close,
To me, this little scene of joys and woes;
Each knell of Time now warns me to
resign
Shades where Hope, Peace, and Friendship
all were m ine:
Hope, that.could vary like the rainbow’s hue,
And gild their pinions as the moments flew ;
Peace, that refleetion never frown’d away,
By dreams of ill to cloud some future d a y ;
Friendship, whose truth let childhood only
te li;
Alas ! they love not long, who love so well.
To these adieu 1 nor let me linger o’er
Scenes hail’d, as exiles hail their native shore,
Beceding slowly through the dark-blue deep,
Beheld by eyes that mourn, yet cannot weep.
Dorset, farewell 1 I will not ask one part
Of sad remembrance in so young a heart;
The coming m oirow from thy youthful mind
W ill sweep my name, nor leave a trace behind.
And yet, perhaps, in some maturer year,
Since chance has thrown us in the self-same
sphere,
Since the same senate, nay, the same debate,
May one day claim our suffrage for the state,
W e henee may meet, and pass each other by,
W ith faint regard, or cold and distant eye.
For me, in future, neither friend nor foe,
A stranger to tliyself, thy weal or woe,
W ith thee no more again I hope to trace
The recollection of our early race;
No more, as once, in social liours rejoice,
Or hear, unless in crowds, thy well-known
voice:
Still, if the wishes of a heart untaught
To veil those feelings which perchance it
ought,
I f these,—but let me cease the lengthen’d
strain,—
O h! if these wishes are not breathed in vain,
The guardián seraph who direets thy fate
W ill leave thee glorious, as he found thee
great.

1805.
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W B IT T E N S H O E T L Y A E T E K T H E 3IA R H IA G E OF
M IS S C H A W O K TH .

He surely well deserves to gain them,
With all the honours of his college,
Who, striving hardly to obtain them,
Thus seeks unprofitable knowledge:

H ills of Annesley, hleak and barren,
Where my tlioughtless childhood stray’d,
How the northern tempests, warring,
Howl above thy tufted shade 1

Who sacrifices liours of rest
To sean precisely metres A ttic ;
Or agitates his anxious breast
In solving problems mathematic:

Now no more, the liours beguiling,
Former favourite liaunts I see;
Now no more my Mary smiling
Makes ye seem a heaven to me.

Who reads false quantities in Seale,
Or puzzles o’er the deep triangle ;
Leprived of many a wholesome m eal;
In barbarons Latin doom’d to wrangle :

1805.

GRANTA.
A M ed ley.
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Benouncing every pleasing page
From authors of historie use ;
Preferring to the letter’d sage
The square of the hypothenuse.
Still, harmless are these occupations,
That hurt none but the liapless student,
Compared with other recreations,
Which bring together the imprudent;

Oh 1 could L e Sage’s demon’s gift
Be realized at my desire,
This night my trembling form he ’d lift
To place it on St. Mary’s spire.

Whose daring reveis shock the sight,
When vice and infamy combine,
When drunkenness and dice invite,
As every sense is steep’d in wine.

Then would, unroof’d, old Granta’s balls
Pedantic inmates full display;
Fellows who dream on lawn or stalls,
The price of venal votes to pay.

Not so the methodistic crew,
Who plans of reformation la y :
In humble attitude they sue,
And for the sins of otliers p ra y:

Then would I view each rival wight,
Petty and Palmerston survey;
Who canvass there with all their might,
Against the next elective day.

Forgetting that their pride of spirit,
Their exultation in their trial,
Detracts most largely from the mèrit
Of all their boasted self-denial.

L o ! candidates and voters lie
A ll lull’d in sleep, a goodly number;
A race renown’d for piety,
Whose conscience won’t disturb their slumber.

’T is m orn:—from these I turn my sight.
What scene is this which meets the eye ?
A numerous crowd, array’d in white,
Across the green in numbers fly.

Lord H ----- , indeed, may not demur:
Fellows are sage, reflecting men :
They know preferment can oceur
But very seldom,— now and then.

Loud rings in air the chapel b e ll;
’T is lmsli’d :— what sounds are these I
hear ?
The organ’s soft celestial swell
Bolls deeply on the list’ning ear.

They know the Chancellor has got
Some pretty livings in disposal:
Each hopes that one may be his lot,
And therefore smiles on his proposal.

To this is join’d the sacred song,
The royal minstrel’s hallow’d strain ;
Though he who liears the music long
W ill never wish to hear again.

Now from the soporific scene
I TI turn mine eye, as night grows later,
To view, unlieeded and unseen,
The studious sons of Alma Mater.

Our clioir would scarcely he exeused,
Even as a band of raw beginners ;
A ll merey now must be refused
To such a set of croaking sinners.

There, in apartments small and damp,
The candidate for college prizes
Sits poring by the midnight lamp;
Goes late to bed, yet early rises.

I f David, when his toils were ended,
Had heard these blockheads sing before him,
To us his psalms had ne’er descended,—
In furious mood he would have tore ’em.

QlJpron’e Q#oríta
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The luckless Israelites, when taken
By some inhuman tyrant's order,
Were ask’d to sing, by joy forsaken,
On Babyloniau river’s border.
Oh ! had tliey sung in notes like these,
Inspired by stratagem or fear,
Tliey might have set their liearts at ease,
The devil a soul had stay’d to hear.
But if I scribble longer now,
The deuce a soul will stay to read;
My pen is blunt, my ink is lo w ;
’T is almost time to stop, indeed.
Therefore, farewell, old Granta’s spires !
No more, like Cleofas, I fly ;
No more thy theme my muse inspires;
The reader ’s tired, and so am I.
1806 .

ON A D IS T A N T V IE W
L A G E AND SCHOOL
ON T H E H IL L .

OF T H E VILOF H A R R O W

Oh! mihi jirseteritos referat si Júpiter annos.—
V lR G IL.

Y e scenes of my childhood, whose loved
recollection
Embitters tlie present, compared with the
past;
W h e r e Science lirs t d a w n ’d on the p o w e rs o f
reflection ,

And friendships were form’d, too romàntic
to last;
Where fancy yet joys to tFace the resemblance
Of comrades, in friendship and mischief
allied;
H ow welcome to me yonr ne’er fading remembrance,
Which rests in the bosom, though hope is
denied!
Again I revisit the hills where we sported,
The streams where we swam, and the fields
where we fonght;
The school where, loud warn’d by the bell,
we resorted,
To pore o’er the precepts by pedagogues
taught.
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I once more view the room, with spectators
surrounded,
Where, as Zanga, I trod on Alonzo o’erthrown;
While, to swell my young pride, such applauses resounded,
I fancied that Mossop himself was outshone:
Or, as Lear, I pour’d forth the deep imprecation,
By my daughters of kingdom and reason
deprived;
Till, fired by loud plaudits and self-adulation,
I regarded myself as a Garrick revived.
Ye dreams of my boyhood, how much I regrel
you !
Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast;
Though sad and deserted, I ne’er can forget
you:
Your pleasures may stili be in fancy possest.
To Ida full oft may remembrance restore me,
While fate shall the shades of the future
unroll!
Since darkness o’ershadows the prospect
before me,
More dear is the beam of the past to my
soul!
But if, through the course of the years which
await me,
Some new scene of pleasure should open to
view,
I will say, while with rapture the thought
shall elate me,
“ Oh I such were the days which my infancy
knew.”
1806.

These might the boldest sylph appal,
When gleaming with meridian blaze ;
Thy beauty must enrapture a ll;
But who can daré thine ardent gaze ?
’T is said that Berenice’s hair
In stars adorns the vault of heaven ;
But they would ne’er permit thee there,
Thou wouldst so far outshine the seven.
For did those eyes as planets roll,
Thy sister-lights would scarce appear :
E ’en suns, which Systems now control,
Would twinkle dimly through their sphere.
1806.

Wlien Nature stamp’d thy beauteous birth,
So much perfection in thee shone,
She fear’d that, too divine for earth,
The skies might claim thee for their own:

Again I behold where for liours I have
ponder’d,
As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone I la y ;
Or round the steep brow of the churchyard Therefore, to guard her dearest work,
I wauder’d,
Lest angels might dispute the prize,
T o catch the last gleam of the sun’s setting She hade a secret lightning lurk
ray.
I Within those once celestial eyes.

Though in visions, sweet lady, perhaps you
may smile,
Oh I think not my penance deficient!
When dreams of your presence my slumbers
beguile,
To awake will be torture sufficient.

TO M A R Y,

o m a n ! experience might have told me
That all must love thee who behold thee :
Surely experience might have taught
Thy firmest promises are nought;
But, placed in all thy charms before me,
A ll I forget, but to adore thee.
Oh memory! thou choicest blessing
When join’d with hope, when still possessing;
But how much eursed by every lover
When hope is lled and passion ’s over.
Woman, that fair and fond deceiver,
How prompt are striplings to believe her 1
How throbs the pulse when first we view
The eye that rolls in glossy blue,
Or sparkles black, or mildly throws
A beam from under hazel brows I
How quick we credit every oath,
And hear her plight the willing trotli 1
Fondly we hope ’tw ill last for aye,
When, lo ! she changes in a day.
This record will for ever stand,
“ Woman, thy vows are traced in sand.”

W

h

For thou art form’d so heavenly fair,
Howe’er those orbs may wildly beam,
W e must admire, but still despair;
That fatal glance forbids esteem.

Ah 1 frown not, sweet lady, unbend your soft
brow,
Ñor deem me too happy in this ;
I f I sin in my dream, I atone for it now,
Thus doom’d but to gaze upon bliss.

ON R E C E IV IN G H E R P IC T U R E .

TO W OM AN.

TO M --- .
! did those eyes, instead of fire,
With bright but mild affection shine,
Though they might kindle less desire,
Love, more than mortal, would be thine.
O
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TO M. S. G.
W

hen

I dream th a t y o u lo v e m e, you ’l l su rely
fo r g i v e ;

Extern! not your anger to sleep;
For in visions alone your affection can live,—
I rise, and it leaves me to weep.
Then, Morpheus! envelope my faculties fast,
Shed o’er me your languor benign ;
Should the dream of to-night but resemble the
last,
What rapture celestial is mine 1
They tell ns that slumber, the sister of deatli,
Mortality’s emblem is given ;
To fate how I long to resign my frail breath,
I f this be a foretaste of heaven 1

faint resemblance of thy charms,
Though strong as mortal art could give,
My constant heart of fear disarms,
Revives my hopes, and bids me live.
T

h is

Here I can trace the locks of gold
Which round thy snowy forehead wave,
The cheeks which sprung from beauty’s mould,
The lips which made me beauty’s slave.
Here I can trace—ah, no ! that eye,
Whose azure floats in liquid fire,
Must all the painter’s art defy,
And bid him from the task retire.
Here I behold its beauteous hue ;
But where ’s the beam so sweetly straying,
Which gave a lustre to its blue,
Like Luna o’er the ocean playing ?
Sweet copy 1 far more dear to me,
Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art,
Than all the living forms could be,
Save her who placed thee next my heart.
She placed it, sad, with needless fear,
Lest time might shake my wavering soul,
Unconscious that her image there
Held every sense in fast control.
Through liours, through years, through time,
’twill cheer;
My hope, in gloomy moments, raise ;
In life ’s last confliet ’tw ill appear,
And meet my fond expiring gaze.

TO LESB IA.
! since far from you I ’ve ranged,
Our souls with fond affection glow not;
You say ’tis I, not you, have changed,
I ’d tell you why,— but yet I know not.
L

e s b ia
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Your polish’d brow no cares liave crost;
And, Lesbia ! we are not much older
Since, trembling, first my beart I Iost,
Or told my love, witb Lope grown bolder.

Yet, as percbance one trembling tear
Upon tbat tbrilling bosom f e ll;
Wbicb I, th’ unconscious cause of fear,
Extracted from its glistening c e li:

Say, what dire penance can atone
Sixteen was then our ntmost age,
For sucb an outrage done to tbee ?
Two years bave lingering pass’d away,,
Arraign’d before tby beauty’s throne,
love !
What punishment wilt tLou decree ?
And now new tbougbts our minds engage,
At least I feel disposed to stray, lo v e !
Might I perform the judge’s part,
’T is I tbat am alone to blame,
The sentence I should scarce deplore;
I, tbat am guilty of love’s treason ;
It only would restore a heart
Since your sweet breast is still tbe same,
Which but belong’d to thee before.
Caprice must be my only reason.
Tbe least atonement I can make
I do not, love ! suspect your truth,
Is to become no longer free ;
W itb jealous doubt my bosom beaves n o t; Hencefortb I breathe but for thy sake,
Warm was tbe passion- of my youtb,
Thou shalt be all in all to me.
One trace of dark deceit it leaves not.
But thou, pcrliaps, may’st now reject
Such expiation of my gu ilt;
No, no, my fíame was not pretended;
Come then, some other mode e lect;
For, ob 1 I loved you most sincerely ;
Let it be deatli, or what thou wilt.
And— tbougb our dream at last is ended—
My bosom still esteems you dearly.
Choose then, relentless ! and I swear
No more we meet in yonder bowers ;
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent;
Absence has made me prone to roving ;
Y et hold— one little Word forbear !
But older, firmer hearts than ours,
Let it be aught but banishment.
Have found monotony in loving.
Your ckeek’s soft bloom is unimpair’d,
New beauties still are daily bright’ning,
Your eye for conqnest beams prepared,
Tbe forge of love’s resistless ligbtning.
Arm ’d tlius, to make tlieir bosoms bleed,
Many w ill tbrong to sigb like me, love !
More constant they may prove, indeed ;
Fonder, alas ! they ne’er can be, love 1

LIN E S ADDRESSED T O A YOUNG
LAD Y.
[A s the author was discharging his pistols in
a garden, two ladies passing ncar the spot were
alarmed by the sound o f a bullet hissing near th em ;
to one o f whom the following stanzas were addressed
the next morning.]
D o u b t l e s s , sweet giri 1 the hissing lead,

Wafting destruction o’er thy charrns,
And hurtling o’er tby lovely liead,
Has fill'd tbat breast witb fond alarms.
Surely some envious demon’s forcé,
Y e x ’d to beliold such beauty liere,
Im pell’d tbe bullet’s viewless eourse,
Diverted from its first career.
Yes 1 in tbat nearly fatal liour
The ball obey’d some bell-born guide;
But Heaven, witb interposing power,
In pity turn’d tbe deatb aside.

LO V E ’ S L A S T ADIEU.
’Ael 8' àeí fxe <¡>evyei.— A nací; CON.
T h e roses o f lo v e g la d the g ard en o f life ,

Thougli nurtured ’mid weeds dropping pes
tilent dew,
T ill time crops the leaves with unmerciful
knife,
Or prunes them for ever, in love’s last adieu!
In vain with endearments we soothe the sad
heart,
In vain do we vow for an age to be true;
The chance of an liour may command us to
part,
Or death disunite us in love’s last adieu !
Still Hope, breathing peace througk the
grief-swoilen breast,
W ill whisper, “ Our meeting we yet may
renew: ”
W itb tbis dream of deceit lialf our sorrow’s
represt,
Nor taste we tkepoison of love’s last adieu!
O h! mark you yon pan-: in the sunsbine of
youtli
Love twined round their cbildhood bis
flowers as tbey g re w ;
Tbey flourish awliile in tbe season of truth,
T ill ckill’d by the winter of love’s last adieu!
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Sweet lady 1why tlius doth a tear steal its way
Down a cheek which outrivals thy bosom
in hue ?
Yet why do I ask ?— to distraction a prey,
Thy reason has perish’d with love’s last
adieu!
O h! who is yon misanthrope, skunning mankind ?
From cities to caves of the forest he flew:
There, raving, he howls bis complaint to tbe
w ind;
Tbemountains reverberate love’s last adieu!
Now bate rules a heart which in love’s easy
cbains
Once passion’s tumultuous blandiskments
knew;
Despair now inflames tbe dark tide of his veins;
He ponders in frenzy on love’s last adieu !
How be envies tbe wretck witb a soul wrapt
in Steel!
His pleasures are scarce, yet bis troubles
are few,
Who lauglis at the pang which he never can
feel,
And dreads not the anguish of love’s last
adieu 1
Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o’ercast;
N o more with love’s former devotion we sue:
H e spreads his young wing, he retires witb
tbe blast;
The skroud of affection is love’s last adieu !
In this life of probation for rapture divine,
Astrea declares tbat some penance is due;
From liim who has worshipp’d at love’s gentle
shrine,
The atonement is ample in love’s last adieu!
Who kneels to the god, 011 his altar of light
Must myrtle and cypress alternately strew:
His myrtle, an emblem of purest deliglit;
His cypress, the garland of love’s last adieu!

DAMAÏTAS.
I n law an infant, and in years a boy,
In mind a siave to every vicious jo y ;
From every senseof sliame and virtue wean’d ;
I 11 lies an adept, in deceit a fiend;
Versed in hypocrisy, wbile yet a cliild ;
Fickle as wind, of inclinatioi.s wild ;
Woman his dupe, his heedless friend a to o l;
Old in the world, though scarcely broke from
scbool;
Danuetas ran through all the maze of sin,
And found the goal when others just begin :
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Even still conflicting passions sbake his soul,
And bid him drain the dregs of pleasure’s bowl;
But, pall’d with vice, he breaks bis former
chain,
And what was once his bliss appears his bane.

TO M ARION.
M a r ió n I why tliat pensive brow ?

What disgust to life liast thou ?
Change that discontented a h ;
Frowns become not one so fair.
’T is not love disturbs thy rest,
Love ’s a stranger to thy breast;
H e in dimpling smiles appears,
Or mourns in sweetly timid tears-,
Or bends tbe lànguid eyelid down,
But sbuns the cold forbidding frown.
Then resume thy former fire,
Some will love, and all admire;
W liile that icy aspect cliills us,
Nought but cool indifference thriUs us.
Wouldst thou wandering hearts beguile,
Smile at least, or seem to smile.
Eyes lilte tkiue were never meant
To liide their orbs in dark restranit.
Spite of all thou fain wouldst say,
Still in truant beams they play.
Thy lips—but liere my modest Muse
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse:
She bluslies, curt’sies, frowns,— in short slie
Dreads lest the subject should transport me ;
And flying off in searcli of reason,
Brings prudence back in proper season.
A ll I shall therefore say (whate’er
I tliink, is neither liere nor there)
Is, tbat such lips, of loolts endearing,
Were form’d for better tliings tban sneering:
Of sootbing compliments divested,
Advice at least ’s disinterested;
Sucb is my artless song to tbee,
From all the flow of flattery fr e e ;
Counsel like mine is like a brother's,
My heart is given to some others;
Tbat is to say, unskill’d to cozen,
It sbares itself among a dozen.
Marión, adieu ! 0I1, pr’ythee slight not
This warning, though it may delight n o t;
And, lest my precepts be displeasing
To tbose who tliink remonstrance teasing:
At once I ’ll teli thee our opinion
Concerning wóman’s soft dominión:
Howe’er we gaze with admiration
On eyes of bine or lipis carnation,
Howe’er the flowing locks attract us,
Howe’er tliose beauties may distract us,
Still fickle, we are prone to rove,
These cannot fix our souls to lo v e ;

QíJptron’e
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I t is n ot too s e ve re a strictu re
T o say tb e y fo rm a p r e tt y p ic t u r e ;
B u t w ou ld st tlio u see th e secret cliain
W h ic h bin ds us in y o u r h u m ble train,
T o lia il you queens o f a ll creation ,
K n o w , in a w o rd , ’t is A n i m a t io n .

TO A L A D Y

Tfyouve
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O SC AR OF A L V A .
A

TALE.

How sweetly sliines througli azure skies,
Tbe lamp of heaven on Lora’s sbore;
Where Alva’s lioary turréis rise,
And hear the din of arms no more 1
But often lias yon rolling moon
On Alva’s casques of silver play’d ;
And view’d, at midnight’s silent noon,
H er cbiefs in gleaming mail array’d :

T O O P E E S E N T E D TO T H E A U T H O B A L O C K OF
H A IE B R A ID E D W I T H H IS O W N, A N D A P P O IN T E D A N IG H T I N D E C E M B E R TO M E E T H IM I N
TH E GARDEN.

And on the crimson’d rocks beneatb,
Whicli scowl o'er ocean’s sullen flow,
Palé in tbe scatter’d ranks of deatb,
Sbe saw tbe gasping warrior lo w ;

T h e s e locks, w h ich fo n d ly tbus en tw in e,

While many an eye wliicli ne’er again
Could mark tbe rising orb of day,
Turn’d feebly from tbe gory plain,
Bebeld in deatb her fading ray.

In firmer chains our bearts confine,
Than all th’ unmeaning protestations
Whicli swell with nonsense love orations.
Our love is fix’d, I tbink w e ’ve proved i t ;
Ñor time, ñor place, ñor art llave moved i t ;
Tlien whereíore sliould we sigli and wliine,
W ith groundless jealousy repine,
W ith silly wliims and fancies frantic,
Merely to make our love romàntic ?
W hy sliould you weep like Lydia Languisb,
And fret witli self-created anguish p
Or doom tbe lover you llave cbosen,
On winter niglits to sigli balf írozen ;
In leafless sbades to sue for pardon,
Only because tbe scene ’s a garden ?
Por gardens seem, by one consent,
Since Sbakspeare set tbe precedent,
Since Juliet first declarad lier passion,
To form tbe place of assignation.
Oh ! would some modern muse inspire,
And seat lier by a sea-ctfal fire ;
Or bad tbe bard at Cbristmas written,
And laid tbe scene of love in Britain,
H e surely, in commiseration,
Had cbanged tbe place of declaration.
In Italy I ’ve no objection ;
Warm niglits are proper for reflection ;
But liere our climate is so rigid,
Tbat love itself is ratber frig id :
Tbink on our cliilly situation,
And curb tbis rage for imitation;
Tben let us meet, as oft w e ’ve done,
Beneatli tbe influence of tbe sun ;
Or, if at midniglit I must meet you
AVithin your mansión let me greet you :
Tbere we can love for liours together,
Mucli better, in sucb snowy weatber,
Tban placed in all tli’ Arcadian groves
Tbat ever witness’d rural loves;
Tben, if my passion fail to please,
Next nigbt I ’ll be content to freeze ;
No more I TI give a loose to laughter
But curse my fate for ever after.
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Tauglit by tlieir sbe to bend the bow,
On Alva’s dusky bilis of wind,
Tbe boys in cbildliood chased tbe roe,
And left their honnds in speed beliind.

“ Percbance, forgetful of tbe day,
’T is bis to cbase tbe bounding ro e ;
Or ocean’s waves prolong bis stay;
Yet Oscar’s bark is seldom slow.”

But ere their years of youtli are o’er,
Tbey mingle in tbe ranks of war ;
Tbey liglitly wlieel tbe bright claymore,
And send tbe udiistling arrow far.

“ Oh, no 1” tbe anguisli’d sbe rejoin’d,
“ Ñor cbase, ñor wave, my boy delay;
Would be to Mora seem unkind ?
Would augbt to ber impede bis way ?

Dark was tbe flow of Oscar’s bair,
Wildly it stream’d along tbe gale ;
But Allan’s locks were bright and fan-,
And pensive seem’d bis cbeek, and palé.

“ Ob, seareli, ye cbiefs 1 0I1, searcli around!
Alian, witli tliese tbrougb Alva f ly ;
T ill Oscar, till my son is foiuid,
Haste, baste, ñor daré attempt reply.”

A ll is confusión— tlirougli tbe vale
But Oscar own’d a bero’s soul,
His dark eye skone tlirougli beams of trutb;
Tbe ñame of Oscar koarsely rings,
Alian bad early learn'd control,
I t rises 011 tbe murmuring gale,
And smooth bis words bad been from youtb.
T ill nigbt expands ber dusky wings;
Both, botli were brave ; tbe Saxon spear
Was shiver’d oft beneatb their steel;
And Oscar’s bosom scorn’d to fear,
But Oscar's bosom knew to feel;

I t breaks tbe stillness of tbe nigbt,
But echoes througli ber sbades in vain ;
I t sounds tbrougb moraing’s misty ligbt,
But Oscar comes not o'er tbe plain.

While Allan’s soul bebed bis form,
Unwortby with sucb charras to dw ell:
Keen as tbe liglitniug of tbe storm,
On foes bis deadly vengeance fell.

Tbree days, tbree sleepless nights, the Cliief
For Oscar searcb’d eacb mountain cave:
Tlien liope is lo s t; in boundless grief,
His locks in gray-torn ringlets wave.

From high Southannon’s distant tower
Arrived a young and noble dame;
W itli Kenneth’s lands to form ber dower,
Glenalvon’s blue-eyed daugliter carne ;

“ Oscar! my son !— tliou God of heaven,
Bestore tlie prop of sinking age I
Or if tbat liope 110 more is given,
Yield bis assassin to my rage.

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bride,
And Angus 011 bis Oscar smiled :
I t soothed tbe fatlier’s feudal pride
Tbus to obtain Glenalvon’s cbild.

“ Yes, on some desert rocky sbore
My Oscar’s wbiten’d bones must lie ;
Tben grant, tliou God ! I ask 110 more,
W ith him bis frantic siró may die !

Hark to tbe pibroch’s pleasing note!
Hark to tlie swelling nuptial song I
In joyous strains tile voices float,
And stib tbe ehoral peal prolong.

“ Yet he may live,— away, despair 1
Be calm, my soul! be yet may liv e ;
T ’ arraign my fate, my voice forbear!
0 God 1 my impious prayer forgive.

See how tbe heroes’ blood-red jilumes
Assembled wave in Alva's lia ll;
Eacb youtb bis varied plaid assumes,
Attending on their cbieftain’s cali.

“ Wliat, if be live for me no more,
1 sink forgotten in tbe dust,
Tbe bope of Alva’s age is o’er :
Alas ! can pangs like tbese be just ? ’’

It is not war their aid demands,
Tbe pibrocb plays tbe song of peace;
To Oscar’s nuptials tbrong tbe bands,
Ñor yet tbe souuds of pleasure cease.

Tbus did tbe bapless parent mourn,
T ill Time, wbicb sootlies severest woe,
Had hade serenity return,
And made tbe tear-drop cease to flow.

And tbey wbo beard the war-notes wild
Hoped tbat one day tbe pibroch’s strain
Should play before tbe bero’s cbild
Wlnle be should lead tbe tartan train.

But wbere is Oscar ? sure ’tis late :
Is tbis a bridegroom’s ardent fíame ?
While tlironging guests and ladies wait,
Ñor Oscar ñor bis brother carne.

For still some latent bope survived
That Oscar might once more appear ;
His bope now droop’d and now revived,
T ill Time bad told a tedious year.

Anotber year is quickly past,
And Angus bails anotber son;
His natal day is like tbe last,
Ñor soon tbe jocund feast was done.

A t length young Alian join’d tbe bride ;
“ W hy comes not Oscar,” Angus said :
“ Is he not liere ? ” tbe youtb replied;
“ With me be roved not o’er tbe glade:

Days roll’d along, tbe orb of ligbt
Again bad run bis destined race ;
N o Oscar bless’d bis fatber’s siglit,
And sorrow left a fainter trace.

Once to those eyes tbe lamp of Love,
Tbey blest her dear propitious lig b t;
But now sbe glimmer’d from above,
A sad, funereal torcb of nigbt.
Faded is Alva’s noble race,
And gray her towers are seen afar;
No more lier heroes urge the díase,
Or roll tbe crimson tide of war»
But wbo was last of Alva’s clan ?
W hy grows the moss on Alva’s stone ?
Her towers resound no steps of man,
Tbey echo to tbe gale alone.
And wben tliat gale is fierce and high,
A sound is lieard in yonder h a ll;
It rises lioarsely tlirougli tbe sky,
And vibrates o’er tbe mould’ring wall.
Yes, wben tbe eddying tempest siglis,
I t sbakes tbe sbield of Oscar brave ;
But tbere no more bis banners rise,
No more bis plumes of sable wave.
Fair sbone tbe sun on Oscar's birtb,
Wben Angus bail’d bis eldest born;
Tbe vassals round their cbieftain’s hearth
Crowd to applaud tbe happy mora.
Tbey feast upon tbe mountain deer,
Tbe pibrocb raised its piercing note;
To gladden more their liigliland cheer,
Tbe strains in martial nuinbers íioa t:
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For youtbful Alian stili remain’d,
Ami now his fatber’s only jo y :
And Mora’s beart was quickly gain’d,
For beauty crown’d the fair-kair’d boy.

“ Thrice bas tbe eartb revolved lier course
Since Oscar’s form bas bless’d my sigbt;
And Allau is my last resource,
Since martial Oscar’s deatb or fligbt.”

And tbrice he smiled, witb bis eye so wild,
On Angus bending low tbe knee ;
And tbrice be frown’d on a cbief on tbe ground,
Wbom sbivering crowds witb horror see.

Sbe tliought tbat Oscar low ivas laid,
And Allau’s face ivas wondrous fair ;
I f Oscar lived, some other maid
Had ciaim’d bis faitbless bosom's care.

■“ ’T is well,” replied tbe stranger stern,
And flercely flasli’d bis rolling ejTe ;
“ Tby Oscar’s fate I fain would learn ;
Perbaps tbe bero did not die.

And Angus said, if one year more
In fruitless liope was pass’d away,
His fondest scruples sliould be o’er,
And be would name tbeir nuptial day.

“ Percbance, if tbose wbom most be loved
Would call, tby Oscar might return ;
Pei’cbance tbe cbief bas only roved ;
For bim tby beltane yet may burn.

The bolts loud roll from pole to pole,
Tbe thunders tbrougb tbe welkin ring,
And tbe gleaming form, tbrougb tbe mist of
tbe storm,
Was borne on bigb by tbe whirlwind’s wing.

Slow roll’d tbe moons, bnt blest at last
Arrived tbe dearly destined morn :
Tbe year of anxious trembling past,
Wbat smiles tbe lovers’ cbeeks adorn 1

“ F ill high tbe bowl tbe table round,
W e will not claim tbe pledge by stealtb ;
W itb wine let every cup be crown’d ;
Pledge me departed Oscar’s bealtli.”

Hark to tbe pibrocb’s pleasing note 1
Hark to tbe swelling nuptial song 1
In joyous strains tbe voices íioat,
And still tbe cboral peal prolong.

“ Witb all my soul,” old Angus said,
And fill’d bis goblet to tbe brim :
“ Here ’s to my boy I alive or dead,
I ne’er sball find a son like bim.”

Again tbe clan, in festive crowd,
Tbrong tbrougb tbe gate of A lva’s b a ll;
Tbe sounds of mirtb re-echo loud,
And all tbeir former joy recali.

“ Bravely, old man, tbis bealtb bas sped ;
But wby does Allau trembling stand ?
Come, drink remembrance of tbe dead,
And raise tby cup with firmer band.”

But who is be, wbose darken’d brow
Glooms in tbe midst of general mirtb ?
Before bis eyes’ far fiercer glow
Tbe blue flames curdle o’er tbe keartk.

Tbe crimson glow of Allan’s face
Was turn’d at once to gliastly b u e;
Tbe drops of deatb eacli otlier cbase
Adown in agonizing dew.

Hark is tbe robe wbich wraps bis form,
And tall bis plume of gory red ;
His yoice is like tbe rising storm,
But ligbt and trackless is lfls tread.

Tbrice did be raise tbe goblet bigb,
And tbrice bis lips refused to taste;
For tbrice be caugbt tbe stranger’s eye
On bis witb deadly fury placed.

’T is noon of nigbt, tbe pledge goes round,
Tbe bridegroom’s liealtk is deeply quaff’d ;
W itb sbouts tbe vaulted roofs resound,
And all combine to bail tbe draugkt.

“ And is it thus a brotber bails
A brotber’s fond remembrance bere ?
I f tlius affection’s strengtli prevails,
Wbat migbt we not expect from fear ? ”

Sudden tbe stranger-cbief aróse,
And all tbe clamorous crowd are busb’d ;
And Angus’ cbeek witb wonder glows,
And Mora’s tender bosom blusb’d.
“ Oíd man ! ” be cried, “ this pledge is done;
Tbou saw’st ’t was duly drank by me ¡
I t bail’d tbe nuptials of tby son :
Now will I claim a pledge from tbee.
“ W bile all around is mirtb and joy,
To bless tliy Allan’s bappy lot,
Say, badst tbou ne’er anotber boy ?
Say, wby sbould Oscar be forgot ? ”
“ Alas ! ” tbe bapless sbe replied,
Tbe big tear starting as be spoke,
“ Wben Oscar left my ball, or died,
Tbis aged beart was almost broke.

Eoused by tbe sneer, be raised the bowl,
“ Would Oscar now could sliare our mirtb 1
Infernal fear appall’d bis soul;
He said, and dash’d tbe cup to eartb.
’T is be 1 I hear my murderef’s voice! ”
Loud sbrieks a darkly gleaming form.
“ A murderer’s voice ! ” tbe roof replies,
And deeply swells tbe bursting storm.
Tbe tapers wink, tbe chieftains shrink,
Tbe stranger ’s gone,—amidst tbe crew,
A form w'as seen in tartan green,
And tall tbe shade terrific grew.
His waist was bound witb a broad belt round,
His plume of sable stream’d on high ;
But bis breast was bare, witb tbe red wounds
tbere,
And fix’d was the glare of bis glassy eye.

Cold was tbe feast, tbe revel ceased.
W bo lies upon the stony floor ?
Oblivion press’d old Angus’ breast,
At length bis life-pulse tlirobs once more.
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No lyre of fame, no hallow’d verse,
Sliall sound his glories high in a ir:
A dying father’s bitter curse,
A brotlier’s deatli-groan echoes there.

T H E EPISODE OF NISUS AND
E U R YA L U S ,
A P A R A P H R A S E FRO M T H E iE N E ID , L I B . IX ,

Nisus, the guardián of the portal, stood,
Eager to gild his arms with hostile blood ;
W ell skill’d in fight the quivering lance to
wield,
“ Away, away ! let tbe leecb essay
Or pour his arrows through th’ embattled
T o pour the ligbt on Allan’s eyes : ”
field :
His sand is done,—bis race is run,—
From Ida torn, lie left his sylvan cave,
Ob I never more sball Alian rise I
And sought a íoreign home, a distant grave.
To watcli the movements of the Daunian host,
But Oscar’s breast is cold as clajr,
W ith him Euryalus sustains the post;
His locks are lifted by tbe ga le;
No lovelier mien adorn’d the ranks of Troy,
And Allan’s barbed arrow lay
And beardless bloom yet graced the gallant
W itb bim in dark Glentanar’s vale.
boy;
And wbence the dreadful stranger came,
Though few the seasons of his youthful life,
Or wbo, no mortal wight can te li;
As yet a novice in the martial strife,
But no one doubts tbe form of flame,
’Twas his, with beauty, valour’s gifts to
For Alva’s sons knew Oscar well.
share—•
A soul heroic, as his form was fair :
Ambition nerved young Allan’s band,
These
burn with one puré ñame of generous
Exulting demons wing’d bis d art;
lo v e ;
W liile Envy waved her burning brand,
In peace, in war, United still they m ove;
And pour’d ber venom round bis beart.
Friendship and glory form their joint reward;
Swift is the shaft from Allan’s bow ;
And now combined they hold their nightly
Wbose streaming life-blood stains bis side p
guard.
Hark Oscar’s sable crest is low,
“ What god,” exclaim’d the first, “ instils
Tbe dart bas drunk bis vital tide.
this fire ?
And Mora’s eye could Alian move,
Or, in itself a god, -what great desire F
Sbe bade his wounded pride reb el:
My labouring soul, with anxious thought
A la s ! tbat eyes wbicb beam’d witb love
oppress’d,
Should urge tbe soul to deeds of heli.
Abhors this station of inglorious rest;
The
love of fame with this can ill accord,
L o ! seest tbou not a lonely tomb
B e ’t mine to seek for glory with my sword.
Wbicb rises o’er a warrior dead ?
Seest thou yon camp, with torches twinkling
It glimmers tbrougb tbe twiligbt gloom ;
dim,
Oh ! tbat is Allan’s nuptial bed.
Where drunken slumbers wrap each lazy
Far, distant far, tbe noble grave
limb ?
Wbicb beld bis clan’s great ashes stood;
■Where confidence and ease the watch disdain,
And o’er bis corsé no banners wave,
And drowsy Silence liolds her sable reign ?
For they were stain’d witb kindred blood.
Then hear my thought:—In deep and sullen
grief
Wbat minstrel gray, wbat lioary bard,
Sball Allan’s deeds on harp-strings raise ? Our troops and leaders mourn their absent
ch ief:
Tbe song is glory’s cbief reward,
Now could the gifts and promised prize be
But wbo can strike a murderer’s praise ?
tliine
Unstruug, untouch’d, tbe barp must stand,
(The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine),
No minstrel dare tbe tbeme awake;
Were this decreed, beneath yon rising mound,
Guilt would benumb bis jmlsied band,
Methinks, an easy patli per chance were
His harp in snuddering cbords would break.
found;
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Whicli past, I speed my way to Pallas’ walls,
And lead Alneas from Evander’s lialls.”
With equal ardour fired, and warlike joy,
His glowing friend address’d tbe Dardan
boy :—
“ These deeds, my Nisus, shalt tliou dare
alone ?
Must all the fame, tlie peril, be tliine own ?
Am I by tliee despised, and left afar,
As one unfit to sliare tbe toils of war ?
Not thus bis son tbe great Opbeltes taught ;
Not thus my sire in Argive combats fougbt;
Not tlius, when Ilion fe ll by beavenly bate,
I track’d Alneas tbrougb tbe walks of fate :
Tbou know’st my deeds, my breast devoid of
íear,
And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear.
Here is a soul with liope immortal burns,
And life, ignoble life, for glori/ spurns.
Fanie, fame is cbeaply earn’d by lleeting
breath:
The price of honour is tbe sleep of deatli.”
Then Nisus:— “ Calm tby bosom’s fond
alarms:
Tby heart beats fiercely to tbe din of arms.
More dear tby wortli and valour than my own,
I swear by bim wbo fills Olympus’ tlirone !
So may I triumpli, as I speak tbe trutli,
And clasp again tbe comrade of m y youtb !
But should I fall,— and he wbo dares advance
Tbrougb hostile legions must abide by
chance,—
I f some Rutulian ann, with adverse blow,
Should lay tbe friend wbo ever loved tbee
low,
L ive tbou, sucb beauties I would fain pre
serve,
Tby budding years a lengthen’d term deserve.
When humbled in tbe dust, let some one be,
Whose gentle eyes will sbed one tear for m e ;
Whose manly arm may snatcb me back by
forcé,
Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corsé:
Or, if my destiny tbese last deny,
I f in tbe spoiler’s power my asbes lie,
Tby pious care may raise a simple tomb,
To mark tby love, and signalize my doom.
W hy should tby doting wretched motber weep
H er only boy, reclined in endless sleep ?
Who, for tby sake, tbe tempest’s fury dared,
Wbo, for tby sake, war’s deadly peril shared;
Wbo braved wbat woman never braved before,
And left ber native for tbe Latían shore.’’
“ In vain you damp tbe ardour of my soul,”
Replied Euryalus; “ it scorns control I

Henee, let us baste ! ” — their brotber guards
aróse,
Roused by tbeir call, nor court again repose ;
The pair, buoy’d up on Hope’s exulting wing,
Their stations leave, and speed to seek tbe
king.
Now o’er tbe earth a solemn stillness ran,
And lull’d alike tbe cares of brute and man ;
Save where tbe Dardan leaders nigbtly liold
Alternate converse, and tlieh' plans unfold.
On one great point tbe council are agreed,
An instant message to tbeir prince decreed ;
Eacb lean’d upon tbe lance be well could
wield,
And poised witli easy arm bis ancient shield ;
When Nisus and his friend tbeir leave request
To offer something to tbeir liigh bebest.
With anxious tremors, yet uuawed by fear,
Tbe faitbful pair before tbe tlirone appear :
Iulus greets tbem ; at bis kind command,
Tbe eider first address’d tbe boary band.
“ With patience ” (thus Hyrtacides began)
“ Attend, nor judge from youtb our humble
plan.
Where yonder beacons balf expiring beam,
Our slumbering foes of futm-e conquestdream,
Nor beed tbat we a secret patli have traced,
Between the ocean and tbe portal placed.
Beneath the covert of the blackening smoke,
Whose shade securely our design will cloak!
I f you, ye chiefs, and fortune will allow,
WTe ’ll bend our course to yonder mountain's
brow,
Where Pallas’ walls at distance meet tbe
sigbt,
Seen o’er tbe glade, when not obscured by
n igh t:
Then sliall Alneas in bis pride return,
When hostile matrons raise their offspring’s
urn;
And Latían spoils and purpled beaps of dead
Sball mark tbe havoc of our bero’s tread.
Sucb is our purpose, not unknown tbe way ;
Where yonder torrent’s devious wàters stray,
Oft bave we seen, when hunting by tbe
stream,
The distant spires above tbe valleys gleam.”
Mature in years, for sober wisdom famed,
Moved by tbe speech, Alethes here exclaim’d,—■
“ Y e parent gods ! wbo rule the fate of Troy,
Still dwells the Dardan spirit in tbe boy ;
When minds like tbese in striplings tlius ye
raise,
Y'ours is the godlike act, be yours tbe praise;
In gallant youtb, my fainting hopes revive,
And Hion’s wonted glories still survive.”
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Tben in bis warm embrace tbe boys be
press’d,
And, quivering, strain’d tbem to bis aged
breast;
W itli tears tbe burning ebeek of eacb bedew’d,
And, sobbing, tbus bis first discourse renew’d :
“ Wbat gift, my countrymen, what martial
prize,
Can we bestow, wliicb you may not despise ?
Our deities the first best boon liave given—
Internal vh-tues are tbe gift of Heaven.
Wbat poor rewards can bless your deeds on
earth,
Doubtless await sucb young, exalted wortli.
Alneas and Ascanius sball combine
To yield applause far, far surpassing mine.”
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To llim Euryalus:— “ No day sliall sbame
The rising glories wbicli from tbis I claim.
Fortune may favour, or tbe skies may frown,
But valour, spite of fate, obtains renown.
Yet, ere from henee our eager steps depart,
One boon I beg, tlie nearest to my beart:
My motber, sprung from Priam’s royal line,
Like tliine ennobled, bardly less divine,
Nor Troy nor king Acestes’ realms restrain
H er feeble age from dangers of tbe main :
Alone sbe came, all selfisli fears above,
A briglit example of maternal love.
Unknown tbe secret enterprise I brave,
Lest grief should bend my parent to tbe
grave;
From tliis alone no fond adieus I seek,
No fainting motber’s lips bave press’d my
ebeek;
Iulus tben :— “ By all tbe powers above!
By gloomy night and tby rigbt liand I vow
By those Penates wbo my country love !
Her parting tears would shake my purpose
B y boary Vesta’s sacred fane, I swear,
now :
My bopes are all in you, ye generons pair J
Do tliou, my prince, ber failiug age sustain,
Restore my father to my grateful sigbt,
In tbee ber mucli-loved cliild may live
And all my sorrows yield to one deligbt.
again;
Nisus! two silver goblets are tliine own,
H er dying bours witli pious conduct bless,
Saved from Arisba’s stately domes o’er- Assist ber wants, relieve ber fond distress :
tbrown !
So dear a bope must all my soul inflame,
My sire secured tbem on tbat fatal day,
To rise in glory, or to fall in fame.”
Nor left sucb bowls an Argive robber’s prey : Struck with a filial care so deeply felt,
Two massy tripods, also, sball be tliine ;
In tears at once tbe Trojan warriors m elt;
Two talents polisb’d from the glittering m ine; Faster tban all, Iulus’ eyes o’erflow 1
An ancient cup, wliich Tyrian Dido gave,
Sucb love was bis, and such had been bis
W bile yet our vessels press’d tbe Punic
woe.
w ave:
“ A ll tbou bast ask’d, receive,” tbe prince
But wlien tbe hostile chiefs at lengtb bow
replied;
down,
“ Nor tbis alone, but many a gift beside.
When great -ZEneas wears Hesperia’s crown,
To cheer tby motber’s years sliall be my aim,
The casque, tbe buclder, and tbe fiery steed
Creusa’s style but wanting to tbe dame.
Wbicli Turnus guides with more tban mortal Fortune an adverse wayívard course may run,
speed,
But bless’d tby motber in so dear a son.
Are thine ; no envious lot sball tben be cast, Now, by my life !— my sire’s most sacred
I pledge my word, irrevoeably past:
oatb—
Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice six cap To tbee I pledge my full, my firmest troth,
tive daines,
A ll tbe rewards wbicb once to tbee were
To sootbe tby softer liours with amorous
vow’d,
flames,
I f tbou sliouldst fall, on ber sball be beAnd all tlie realms wbicb now tbe Latins
stow’d.”
sway,
Tbus spoke tbe weeping prince, tben fortb to
The labours of to-niglit sball well repay.
view
But tbou, my generous youth, whose tender A gleaming falebion from tbe sbeatb be
years
drew;
Are near my own, whose wortb my beart Lycaon’s utmost skill had graced tbe Steel,
reveres,
For íriends to envy and for foes to fe e l:
Hencefortb affection, sweetly tbus begun,
A tawny liide, tbe Moorisb lion’s spoil,
Sliall join our bosoms and our souls in on e;
Slain ’midst the forest, in the hunter’s toil,
Without tby aid, no glory sball be mine;
Mnestheus to guard tbe eider youtb bestows,
Without tby dear advice, no great design ;
And old Alethes’ casque defends bis brows.
Alike through life esteem’d, tbou godlike Arm ’d, tlience tbey go, wbile all th’ assembled
train,
W ,
In war my bulwark, and in peace my joy.”
I To aid tbeir cause, implore tbe gods in vain.
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More than a boy, in wisdom and in grace,
Iulus holds amidst the cliiefs liis place :
His prayer be sends; bufc what can prayers
avaO,
Lost iu the murmurs of tbe sigliing gale ?

’Mid the sad flock, at dead of night he prowls,
W ith murder glutted, and in carnage rolls :
Insatiate stili, tbrougb teeming herds be
roams;
In seas of gore tbe lordly tyrant foams.

The trencb is pass'd, and, favour’d by tbe
niglit,
Tbrough sleepmg foes they wbeel tbeir wary
fliglit.
When shall tbe sleej) of many a foe be o’er ?
Alas 1 some slumber wbo sball wake no
m ore!
Cbariots and bridles, m ix’d with arms, are
seen;
And íiowiug flasks, and scatter’d troops between:
Bacchus and Mars to rule tbe camp combine;
A mingled cbaos this of war and wine.
“ Now,” cries tbe first, “ for deeds of blood
prepare,
W itb me tbe conquest and tbe labour sbare:
Here lies our path ; lest any liand arise,
Watcb tbou, while many a dreaming cbieftain dies :
I ’ll carve our passage througb tbe beedless
foe,
And ciear tby road-witb many a deadly blow.”
His whispering accents tben tbe youtb repress’d,
And piereed proud Bbamnes tbrougb bis
panting breast:
Stretcb’d at bis ease, tb’ incautious king
reposed;
Debaucb, and not fatigue, bis eyes liad closed:
To Turnus dear, a propbet and a prince,
His omens more tban augur's skill evince;
But be, wbo tbus foretold tbe fate of all,
Could not avert bis own untimely fall.
Next Keinus’ armour-bearer, liapless, fell,
And tliree unliappy slaves tbe carnage sw ell;
Tbe cbarioteer along bis courser’s sides
Expires, tbe steel bis sever’d neck divides;
And, last, bis lord is number’d witb tbe dead:
Bounding convulsive, flies tbe gasjnng bead;
Brom tbe swoll’n veins tbe blackening tor
rents pour;
Stain’d is tbe coucli and eartb witb clotting
gore.
Young Lamyrus and Lamus next expire,
And gay Serranus, fill’d witb youtbful fire ;
Half tbe long niglit in cbildisb games was
pass’d ;
L u ll’d by the potent grape, be slept at la s t:
A b ! happier far bad lie tbe moni survey’d,
And till Aurora’s dawn his skill display’d.

Nor less tbe otber’s deadly vengeance
came,
But falls on feeble crowds without a name;
His wound unconscious Fadus scarce can
feel,
Y et wakeful Blisesus sees tbe tbreatening
steel;
His coward breast beliind a jar be bidés,
And vainly in the weak defence confides ;
Bull in bis beart, tbe falcbion searcb’d bis
veins,
Tbe reeking weapon bears alternate stains ;
Tbrougb wine and blood, commingling as
they flow,
One feeble spirit seeks tbe sbades below.
Now where Messajíus dwelt tbey bend tbeir
way,
Wliose fires emit a faint and trembling r a y ;
Tbere, unconfined, bebold eacb grazing steed,
Unwatclid, unheeded, on tbe berbage fe ed :
Brave Nisus bere arrests bis comrade’s ann,
Too flusb’d witb carnage, and witb conquest
warm :
“ Henee let us baste, tbe dangerous patli is
pass’d ;
Full foes enough to-nigbt have breatbed tbeir
la s t:
Soon will the day tbose eastern clouds adorn;
Now let us speed, nor tempt tbe rising morn.”

In slaughter’d fold, the keepers lost in
sleep,
His hungry fangs a lion tbus may steep ;

Wbat silver arms, witb various art emboss’d,
What bowls and mantles in confusión toss’d,
Tbey leave regardless! yet one glittering
prize
Attracts the younger liero’s wandering eyes ;
Tbe gilded harness Bbamnes’ coursers felt,
Tbe gems wbicb stud tbe monarch’s golden
b e lt:
Tbis from tbe pallid corsé was quicldy torn,
Once by a line of former chieftains worn.
T h’ exulting boy tbe studded girdle wears,
Messapus’ belm bis bead in triumpb bears;
Tben from tbe tents tbeir cautious steps tbey
bend,
To seek tbe vale wbere safer paths extend.
Just at this hour, a band of Latían horse
To Turnus’ camp pursue tben' destined
course:
W bile tbe slow foot tbeb' tardy mareh delay,
The kniglits, impatient, spur along tbe w a y :
Three bundred mail-clad men, by Volscens led,
To Turnus witb tbeb' master’s promise sped;
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Now tbey approach tbe trencb, and view tbe
walls,
When, 011 tbe left, a ligbt reflection fa lls ;
Tbe plunder’d belmet, tbrougb tbe waning
niglit,
Sbeds fortli a silver radiance, glancing brigbt.
Volscens witb question lond tlie pair alamis:—
“ Stand, stragglers! stand ! why early tbus in
arms ?
From wbence ? to wbom ? ”— He meets witb
no re p ly ;
Trusting tbe covert of the night, tbey fly :
The tbicket’s depth witb burried pace tbey
tread,
Wbile round tbe wood tbe bostile sqúadron
— spread.
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Speed, speed my dart to pierce yon vaunting
crowd,
To free my friend, and scatter far tbe proud.”
Tbus having said, tbe bissing dart he flung;
Tbrougb parted sbades tbe burtling weapon
suug;
The tliirsty point in Sulmo’s entrails lay,
Transfix’d bis beart, and stretcb’d him on tbe
clay:
He sobs, be dies,— tbe troop in wild amaze,
Unconscious wbence tbe death, witb horror
gaze.
W bile pale tbey stare, througb Tagus’ temples
riven,
A second shaft witb equal forcé is driven :
Fierce Volscens rolls around bis lowering
eyes;
V eil’d by tbe night, secure tbe Trojan lies.
Burning with wrath, he view’d bis soldiers
fall.
“ Tbou youtb accurst, tby life sball pay for
a ll! ”
Quick from tbe sbeatb his flamiug glaive be
drew,
And, raging, 011 tbe boy defenceless ílew.
Nisus 110 more tbe blackening sbade conceals,
Fortb, fortb bestarts, and all bis lovereveals ;
Agbast, confused, bis fears to madness rise,
And pour tbese accents, sbrieking as he
flies:
“ Me, me,—your vengeance hurl on me alone;
Here sheatbe tbe steel, my blood is all your
own.
Y e starry spheres! tbou conscious Heaven !
attest!
He could not— durst not— lo 1 tbe guile confe s t!
/VII, all was mine,— bis early fate suspend;
H e only loved too well bis bapless friend :
Spare, spare, ye cbiefs 1 from him your rage
rem ove;
His fault was friendship, all bis crime was
love.”
He pray'd in va in ; tbe dark assassin’s sword
Piereed tbe fair side, tbe snowy bosom gored;
Low ly to eartb inclines bis plume-clad crest,
And sanguine torrents mantle o’er bis breast:
As some young rose, wbose blossom scents
tbe air,
Lànguid in deatb, expires beneath tbe sbare;
Or crimson poppy, sinking witb tbe shower,
Declining gentlj', falls a fading flower ;
Tbus, sweetly drooping, bends bis lovely bead,
And lingering beauty bovers round tbe dead.

Witb brakes entangled, scarce a patb between,
Dreary and dark appears tbe sylvan scene :
Euryalus bis beavy spoils impede,
Tbe bougbs and winding turns bis steps mislead ;
But Nisus scours along tbe forest’s maze
To where Latinus’ steeds in safety graze,
Tben backward o’er tbe plain bis eyes extend,
On every side tbey seek bis absent friend.
“ O God I my boy,” be cries, “ of me bereft,
In what impending perils art tbou le ft ! ”
Listening be runs—above tbe wavmg trees,
Tumultuous voices swell tbe passing breeze;
Tbe war-cry rises, tbundering boofs around
Wake tbe dark eclioes of tbe trembling ground.
Again be turns, of footsteps bears tbe noise ;
Tbe sound elates, tbe sigbt his hope destroys :
Tbe bapless boy a ruffian train surround,
While lengtbening sbades bis weary way confound;
Him witb loud shouts tbe furious knigbts
pursue,
Struggling in vain, a captive to tbe crew.
What can bis friend ’gainst tbronging numbers
dare ?
A b ! must be rush bis comrade's fate to
share ?
Wbat forcé, wbat aid, wbat stratagem essay,
Baclc to redeern tbe Latían spoiler's prey i
His life a votive ransom nobly give,
Or die witb him for wbom he wisb’d to live ?
Poising witb strength bis lifted lance on higli,
On Lnna’s orb be cast bis frenzied e y e :—
“ Goddess serene, transcending every star 1
Queen of tbe sky, whose beams are seen
afar 1
By night beaven owns tby sway, by day tbe
grove,
But fiery Nisus stems the battle’s tide,
When, as cbaste Dian, bere tbou deign’st to Bevenge bis leader, and despair bis guide;
ro v e ;
Volscens be seeks amidst the gatliering liost,
I f e’er myself, or sire, bave sougbt to grace
Volscens must soon appease his comrade’s
Tbine altars witb tbe produce of tbe cbase,
gbost;
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Steel, flasliing, pours on Steel, foe crowds on
fo e ;
Rage nerves his arm, fate gleams in every
b low ;
In vain beneath unnumber’d woundshebleeds,
Nor wounds,nor death, distracted Nisus heeds;
In viewless circles wlieel’d, bis falebion flies,
Nor quits tlie liero’s grasp till Volscens dies;
Deeji in bis tbroat its end the weapon found,
The tyrant’s soul fled groaning througli the
wound.
Thus Nisus all his fond affection proved—
Dying, revenged the fate of him he loved ;
Xhen on his bosom sought bis wonted place,
And death was heavenly in his friend's em
brace I
Celestial p air! if aught my verse can claim,
Wafted on Tim e’s broad pinion, yoiirs is fam e!
Ages on ages shall your fate admire,
No future day shall see your ñames expire,
While stands the Capitol, immortal dome !
And vanquish’d millions hail their empress,
Rome I
T R A N S L A T IO N FROM T H E MEDEA
OF EU R IPID E S.
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fierce conflicting passions urge
The breast where love is wont to glow,
What mind can stem the stormy surge
Which rolls the tide of human woe P
The hope of praise, the dread of shame,
Can rouse the tortured breast no m ore;
The wild desire, the guilty dame,
Absorbs each wish it felt before.
W
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Fair Venus ! on thy myrtle shrine
May I with some fond lover sigil,
Whose heart may mingle puré with mine—
With me to live, with me to die 1
My native soil 1 beloved before,
Now dearer as my peaceful home,
N e’er may I quit thy rocky sliore,
A hapless banish’d wretch to roam 1
Tliis very day, this very hour,
May I resign this fleeting breath !
Nor quit my silent humble bower;
A doom to me far worse than death.
Have I not heard the exile’s sigh,
And seen the exile’s silent tear,
Tlirough distant climes condemn’d to fly,
A pensive weary wanderer here ?
Ah ! hapless dame! no sire bewails,
No friend thy wretched fate deplores,
No kindred voice with rapture hails
Thy stej>s within a stranger’s doors.
Perish the fiend whose iron heart,
To fair affection’s truth unknown,
Bids her he fondly loved depart,
Unpitied, helpless, and alone ;
Who ne’er unlocks with silver kejr
The milder treasures of his soul,—May such a friend be far from me,
And oeean’s storms between us r o l l !
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But if affection gently thrills
The soul by purer dreams possest,
The pleasing balm of mortal ills
In love can soothe the acliing breast:
I f thus tliou comest in disguise,
Fair Venus ! from thy native heaven,
What heart unfeeling would despise
The sweetest boon the gods have given ?
But never from thy golden bow
May I beneath the shaft expire !
Whose creeping venom, sure and slow,
Awakes an all-consuming fir e :
Ye racking doubts ! ye jealous fears !
W ith others wage internal avar ;
Bepentance, source of future tears,
From me be ever distant fa r !
May no distracting tliouglits destroy
The lioly calm of sacred love !
May all the liours be wing'd with joj',
Which hover faithful hearts above!

TH O U G H TS SUGGESTED B Y A
LEGE E X A M IN A T IO N .

COL-

H ig h in the midst, surrounded by his peers,
M a g n u s his ample front sublime uprears :
Placed on llis chair of state, he seems a god,
While Sophs andFreshmen tremble at his nod.
As all around sit wrapt in speecliless gloom,
His voice in thunder shakes the sounding
dome;
Denouncing dire reproacli to lucldess fools,
Unskill’d to plod in mathematic rules.
Happy the youth in Euclid’s axioms tried,
Tliough little versed in any art beside;
Who, scarcely skill’d an English line to pen,
Scans Attic metres with a critic’s ken.
What, tliough he knows not how his fathers
bled,
When civil discord piled the fields with dead,
When Edward bade his conquering bands advance,
Or Henry trampled on the crest of France,
Though marvelling at the name of Magna
Charta,
Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta;
Can teli what edicts sage Lycurgus made,
While Blackstone ’s on the shelf neglected laid;

Of Grecian dramas vaunts the deathless fame,
Of Avon’s bard remembering scarce the name.
Such is the youth whose scientific pate
Cla8s-lionours, medals, fellowships, await;
Or even, perhaps, the declamation prize,
I f to such glorious lieight he lifts his eyes.
But lo I no commou orator can hope
The envied silver cup within his scope.
Not tliat our heads mucli eloquence require,
Th’ A t h e n i a n ’ s glowing style, or Tully’s fire.
A manner ciear or warm is useless, since
W e do not try by speaking to convince.
Be other orators of pleasing prond,—
W e speak to please ourselves, not move the
crówd:
Our gravity prefers the muttering tone,
A proper mixture of the squeak and groan :
No borrow’d grace of action must he seen ;
The slightest motion would displease the
D ean;
Whilst every staring gradúate would prate
Against what he could never imitate.
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Such are the men who leaming’s treasures
guard !
Such is their practice, such is their reward!
This much, at least, we may presume to say—
The premium can’t exceed the price they pay.
1806.

TO A B E A U T IF U L Q UAKER.
S w e e t g ir i ! though only once we met,

That meeting I shall ne’er fo rg e t;
And though we ne’er may meet again,
Remembrance will thy form retain.
I would not say, “ I love,” but still
My senses struggle with my w ill:
I 11 vain, to drive thee from my breast,
My thoughts are more and more represt;
In vain I clieck the rising sighs,
Another to the last replies :
Perhaps this is not love, but yet
Our meeting I can ne’er forget.

The man who hopes t’ obtain the promised What though we never silence broke,
Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ;
cup
Must in one posture stand, and ne’er look up; The tongue in flattering falsehood deals,
And telis a tale it never feels :
Nor stop, but rattle over every word—
Deceit the guilty lips impart,
No matter what, so it can not be heard.
And liush the mandates of the heart;
Tlins let him hurry on, nor tliink to res t:
Who speaks the fastest ’s sure to speak the But soul’s interpreters, the eyes,
Spurn such restraint, and scorn disguise.
best;
As thus our glances oft conversed,
Who utters most within the shortest space
And all our bosoms felt rehearsed,
May safely hope to win the wordy race.
No spirit, from within, reproved us,
The sons of Science tliese, who, thus repaid, Say rather, “ ’t was the spirit moved us.”
Tliough what they utter'd I repress,
Linger in ease in Gran ta’s sluggisli shade ;
Where on Cam’s sedgy banks supine they lie, Yet I conceive thon’lt partly guess;
For
as 011 thee my memory ponders,
Uiikiiown, unhonour’d live, unwept-for die :
Dull as the pictures which adorn their balls,
Perchance to me thine also wanders.
They think all learning fix’d within their This for myself, at least, I ’ll say,
walls:
Thy form appears tlirough night, tlirough
In manners rude, in foolish forms precise,
day ;
Awake, with it my fancy teems ;
All modern arts aífecting to despise ;
Yet prizing Bentley’s, Brunck’s, or Porson’s In sleep, it smiles in fleeting dreams;
note,
The visión charms the liours away,
More than the verse on which the crític wrote: And bids me curse Aurora’s ray
h’or hreaking slumhers of delight
Vain as their honours, heavy as their ale,
Sad as their wit, and tedious as their talc ;
Which make me wish for endless night.
To friendship dead, though not untaught to Since, oh ! wliate’er my future fate,
feel
Shall joy or woe my steps await,
Tempted hy love, by storms beset,
When Self and Clinrch demand a bigot zeal.
With eager liaste they court the lord of power, Thine image I can ne’er forget.
Whether ’tis P itt or Petty rules the hour;
To him, with suppliant smiles, they bend the Alas ! again no more we meet,
head,
No more our former looks repeat;
While distant mitres to their eyes are spread. Then let me breatlie this parting prayer,
But should a storm o'erwhelm him with dis- The dictate of my bosom’s care :
grace,
“ May Heaven so guard my lovely quaker,
They ’d fly to seek the next who fill’d his place. That anguish never can o’ertake h e r;
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That peace and virtue ne’er forsake lier,
But bliss be aye her heart’s jiartaker!
Oh 1 may the happy mortal, fated
To be, by dearest ties, related,
For her each liour new joys discover,
And lose the kusband in the lover 1
May that fair bosom nerer know
What ’t is to feel the restless woe
Wliich stings the soul, with vain regret,
Of liim who ne ver cau forget! ”

TH E CORNELIAN.
No speoious splendeur of this stone
Endears it to my memory ever ;
W ith lustre only once it shone,
And blushes modest as the giver.
Some, who can sneer at friendship’s ties,
Have, for my weakness, oft reproved m e;
Y et stili the simple gift I prize,
For I am sure the giver loved me.
He offer’d it with doivncast look,
As fearful that I might refuse it ;
I told him, when the gift I took,
My only fear should be to lose it.
This pledge attentively I view’d,
And sparkling as I lield it near,
Methouglit one drop the stone bedew’d,
And ever since I ’ve loved a tear.
Stili, to adorn bis humble youth,
Nor wealtli nor birth their treasures yield j
But he who seeks the flowers of truth
Must quit the garden for the field.
’T is not tlie piant uprear’d in slotli,
Wliich beauty shows, and sheds perfume ;
The flowerB whicli yield the most of both
In Nature's wild luxuriance bloom.
Had Fortune aided Nature’s care,
For once forgetting to be blind,
His would have been au ample share,
I f well proportion’d to his mind.
But had the goddess clearly seen,
His form had fix’d her fickle breast;
H er countless hoards would his have been,
And none remain’d to give the rest.

A N O C C ASIO N AL PROLOGUE,
D E L IV E R E D P R E V IO U S TC- T H E P E R F O R M A N C E
OF “ T H E W H E E I OF F O R T U N E ” A T A
P R IV A T E T H E A T R E .

S i n o s the refineinent of this polish’d age

Has swept immoral raillery from the stage;
Since taste has now expunged licentious wit,
Wliich stamp’d disgrace ou all an author w rit;

Silice now to jilease with purer scenes we
seek,
Nor dare to cali the blush from Beauty’s
cheek;
O h! let the modest Muse some pity clami,
And meet indulgence, thougli she find not
fame.
Stili, not for her alone we wish respect,
Others appear more conscious of defect
To-night no veteran Boscii you beliold,
In all the arts of scenic action old ;
No Cooke, no Kemble, can salute you here,
No Siddons draw the synrpatlietic tear;
To-night you throng to witness the début
Of embryo actors, to the Drama new :
Here, tlien, our almost uufledged wings we
try;
Clip not our pinions ere the birds can f ly :
Failing in this our first attempt to soar,
Drooping, alas! we fall to rise no more.
Not one poor trembler only fear betrays
AVho hopes, yet almost dreads, to meet your
praise,
But all our dramatis personal wait
In fond suspense this crisis of their fate.
No venal views our progress can retard,
Your generous plaudits are our sole reward.
For tliese, each Hero all his power displays,
Each timid Heroine shrinks before your gaze.
Surely the last will some protection find ;
None to the softer sex can prove unkind :
While Youth and Beauty form the female
sliield,
The sternest censor to tlie fair must yield.
Yet, should our feeble efforts nouglit avail,
Should, after all, our best endeavours fail,
Still let some mercy in your bosoms li ve,
And, if you can’t applaud, at least forgive.
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“ O laclirymaruni fons, tenero sacros
Ducentium ortus ex animo ; quater
F elix ! in imo qui scatentem
Peotore te, pia Nympha, sensit.”— G rAy .

F O L·LO W IN G IL L I B E R A L IM P R O M P T U
A P P E A R E D I N A M O R N IN G P A P E R .

“ O u r n a tio n ’s fo es la m en t on F o x ’s deatli,

But bless tlie hour wlien P i t t resign’d llis
breath:
These feehngs wide, let sense and truth
uuclue,
W e give the palm where Jnstice points its
due.”
TO

W ÏIIC H T H E A U T H O R OF T H E S E P IE C E S
S E N T T H E FO L·LO W IN G IÍE P L Y .

O h fa ctiou s v ip e r 1 w liose en ven o m ’d to o tli
Would mangle still the dead, perverting
truth;
What tliough our “ íiation’s foes” lament the
fate,
With generous feeling, of the good and great.

r

Shall dastard tongues essay to blast the The man doom’d to sail with the blast of the
gale,
name
Of him whose meed exists in endless fame ?
Through billows Atlantic to steer,
When B i t t expired in plenitude of power,
As he bends o’er the wave which may soon
Tliough ill success obscured his dying hour,
he his grave,
Pity her dewy wings before him spread,
The green sparkles bright with a Tear.
For noble spirits “ war not witb the dead : ”
His friends, in tears, a last sad requiem gave, The soldier braves death for a fanciful wreath
As all his errors slumber’d in the grave ;
In Glory’s romàntic career ;
He sunk, an Atlas bending ’neath the weigbt But he raises the foe when in battle laid low,
Of cares o’erwhelming our contlicting state :
And bathes every wound with a Tear.
Wlien, lo ! a Hercules in F o x appear’d,
Wbo for a time the ruin’d fabric rear’d :
I f with high-bounding pride he return to his
He, too, is fall’n, who Britain’s loss supplied,
bride,
W ith liim our fast reviving hopes bave died;
Benouncing the gore-crimson’d spear,
Not one great people only raise bis urn,
All his toils are repaid when, emhracing the
A ll Europe’s far-extended regions moura.
maid,
“ These feelings wide, let sense and truth
From her eyelid he kisses the Tear.
unclue,
To give the palm where Justice points its Sweet scene of my youth ! Seat of Friendsliip
due
and Truth,
Yet let not canker’d Calumny assail,
Where love chased each fast-fleeting year,
Or round our statesman wind her gloomy Loth to leave thee, I mourn’d, for a last look
veil.
I turn’d,
F o x ! o’er whose corsé a mourning world
But thy spire was scarce seen through a
must weep,
Tear.
Whose dear remains in honour’d marble
sleep;
Though my vows I can pour to my Mary no
For whom, at last, e’en hostile nations groan,
more,
W hile friends and foes alike his talents own ;
My Mary to Love once so dear,
F ox sliall in Britain’s future annals shine,
In the shade of her bower I remember the
Nor e’en to P i t t the patriot’s palm resign ;
hour
Which Envy, wearing Candour’s sacred
She rewarded those vows with a Tear.
mask,
For P i t t , and P i t t alone, has dared to ask.
B y another possest, may she live ever blest
Her name still my heart must revere:
With a sigli I resign what I once thought was
mine,
T H E TE AR .
And forgive her deceit with a Tear.

ON T H E D E A T H OF MR. FOX,
TH E

2

h e n Friendsliip or Bove our sympatbies
move,
W lien Trutli in a glauce should appear,
The lips may beguile with a dimple or smile,
But the test of affection’s a Tear.

W

Too oft is a smile but the hypocrite's wile,
To mask detestation or fear ;
Give me the soft sigli, whilst the soul-telling
eye
Is dimm’d for a time with a Tear.
Mild Cliarity’s glow, to us mortals below,
Shows tlie soul from barbarity ciear ;
Compassion will melt where this virtue is
felt,
And its dew is diffused in a Tear.

Ye friends of my heart, ere from you I depart,
This liope to my breast is most near:
I f agaiu we shall meet in this rural retreat,
May we meet, as we part, with a Tear.
When my soul wings her flight to the regions
of night,
And my corsé shall recline on its bier,
As ye pass by the tomb where my ashes consume,
O h! moisten their dust with a Tear.
May no marble bestow the splendour of
woe
Which the children of vanity rea r;
No fiction of fame shall blazon my name,
A ll I ask— all I wish— is a Tear.
October 26, 1806.
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R E P L Y TO SOME VE RSES OF J. M. B.
PIG O T, ESQ., ON T H E C R U E L T Y OF
H IS M ISTRE SS.
Pigot, complain of this damsel’s disdain,
W hy tlius in despair do you fret ?
Por months you may try, yet, believe me, a
sigh
W ill nèver obtain a coquette.
W

h y,

Would you teacli her to love ? for a time
seem to rove ;
At first she may frown in a p e t;
But lea ve her awhile, she shortly will smile,
And then you may kiss your coquette.
Por sucli are the airs of these fanciful fairs,
They think all our liomago a debt:
Yet a partial neglect soon takes an effect,
And humbles the proudest coquette.
Dissemble your pain, and lengthen your
cliain,
And seem her hauteur to regret;
I f again you shall sigh, she no more will deny,
That yours is the rosy coquette.
I f stili, from false pride, your pangs she
deride,
This whimsical virgin fo rg e t;
Some other admire, wlio will melt with your
tire,
And laugli at the little coquette.
For me, I adore some twenty or more,
And love tliem most dearly; but yet,
Thougli my lieart they enthral, I ’d abandon
tliem all,
Did tliey act like your blooming coquette.
No longer repine, adopt this design,
And break tiirougli her slight-woven n e t;
Away with despair, no longer forbear
To fly from the captious coquette.
Then quit her, my friend ! your bosom defend,
Ere quite with her snares you ’re beset:
Lest your deep-wounded lieart, when incensed
by the smart,
Should lead you to curse the coquette.
October 27, 1806.
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Since your beautiful maid your flame has
repaid,
No more I your folly regret;
She ’s now most divine, and I bow at the
slirine
Of this quickly reformed coquette.
Yet stili, I must own, I should never have
known
From your verses what else she deserved;
Your pain seem’d so great, I pitied your
fate,
As your fair was so devilisli reserved.
Since the bahn-breatliing kiss of this magical
miss
Can such wonderful transports produce;
Since the “ world you forget, when your lips
once have met,”
My counsel will get but abuse.
You say, when “ I rove, I know nothing of
lo v e ; ”
’T is true, I am given to range;
I f I rightly remember, l ’ve loved a good
number,
Y et there ’s pleasure, at least, in a change.
I will not advance, by the rules of romance,
To humour a whimsical fa ir ;
Tliough a smile may delight, yet a frown
won't affright,
Or drive me to dreadful despair.
While my blood is thus warm I ne’er shall
reform,
To mix in the Platonists’ scliool;
Of this I am sure, was my passion so pure,
Tliy mistress would think me a fool.
And if I should shun every woman for one,
Wliose image must fill my whole breast—■
Wliom I must prefer, and sigh but for her—
What an insult ’t would be to the rest!
Now, Strephon, good bye, I cannot deny
Your passion appears most absurd ;
Such love as you plead is pure love indeed,
For it only consists in the word.

TO E L IZ A .
TO T H E SIG H ING STREPHON.
Y o u r pardon , my frie n d , i f my rh y m es d id
o ífe n d ;

Your pardon, a thousand times o 'e r:
Fi'om friendship I strove your pangs to re
move,
But I swear I will do so no more.

what fools are the Mussulman sect,
Who to woman deny the soul’s future
existence!
Could they see thee, Eliza, they ’d own tlieir
defect,
And this doctrine would meet with a general
resistance.

E

l iz a ,

Had their prophet possess’d half an atom of
sense,
Ile ne’er would have women from paradise
driven ;
Instead of llis liouris, a flimsy pretence,
With women alone he had peopled his
heaven.
Yet still, to increase your calamities more,
Not content with depriving your bodies of
spirit,
He allots onc poor husband to sliare amongst
fou r!—W ith souls you ’d dispense; but this last,
who could bear it ?

29
Round Loch na Garr while the stormy mist
gathers,
W inter presides in his cold icy car:
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers;
They dwell in the tempesta of dark Loch
na Garr.
“ ni-starr’d, though brave, did 110 visions
foreboding
Teli you that fate had forsakeu your causo ?”
Ah ! were you destined to die at Culloden,
Victory crown’d not your fall with applause:
Still were you happy in death’s carthly
slumber,
You rest with your clan in the caves of
Braemar ;
The pibroch resounds, to the piper’s loud
number,
Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch 11a
Garr.

His religión to jilease neitlier party is made ;
On husbands ’tis hard, to the wives most
uncivil;
Still 1 can’t contradici, what so oft has been
said,
“ Thougli women are àngels, yet wedlock’s Years have roll’d on, Loch 11a Garr, since
I left you,
the devil.”
Years must elapse ere I tread you again:
Nature of verdure and flow’rs has bereft you,
Y et still are you dearer tlian Albion’s plain.
LA C H IN Y G AIR .
England! thy beauties are tame and domèstic
A w a y , ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses!
To one who has roved o’er the mountains
I 11 you let the minions of luxury rove ;
afar:
Restore me the rocks, where the snow-flake Oh for the crags that are wild and majestic!
reposes,
The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na
Though still they are sacred to freedom
Garr.
and lo v e :
Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains,
Round their white summits though elements
TO ROMANCE.
war;
Though cataracts foam ’stead of srnooth- P a r e n t of golden dreams, Romance 1
Auspicious queen of childish joys,
flowing fountains,
I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. W I 10 lead’st along, in airy dance,
Thy votive train of giris and boys;
A h ! there my young footsteps in infancy At length, in spells no longer bound,
wander’d ;
I break the fetters of my youtli;
My cap was tlie bonnet, my cloak was the No more I tread thy mystic round,
jilaid;
But leave thy realms for those of Truth.
On chieftains long perisli’d my memory
ponder’d,
And yet ’tis hard to quit the dreams
As daily I strode througli the pine-cover’d
W liieli haunt the unsuspicious soni,
glade;
Where every nymph a goddess seems,
I sought not my home till the day’s dyingglory
Wliose eyes through rays immortal r o ll;
Gave place to the rays of the bright polar W hile Fancy holds her boundless reign,
star;
And all assume a varied hue;
For fancy was clieer'd by traditioual story,
When virgins seem 110 longer vain,
Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch 11a
And even woman’s smiles are true.
Garr.
And must we own thee but a name,
II Shades of the dead! have I not heard your
And from thy ball of clouds descend ?
voices
Nor find a syljdi in every dame,
IUse on the niglit-rolling breath of the
A Pylades in every friend ?
gale?”
But leave at once thy realms of air
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices,
To mingling bands of fairy elves;
And rides on the wind, o’er his own High- Confess that woman’s false as fair,
land vale.
And friends have feeling for— themselves 1
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Witk sharne I o m I ’ve felt thy sway ;
Eepentant, now thy reign is o’er,
No more thy precepts I obey,
No moro on fancied pinions soar.
Fond fo o l! to loye a sparkling eye,
And think that eye to truth was dear;
To trust a passing wanton’s sigh,
And melt beneath a wanton’s tear!
Romance I disgusted with deceit,
Far írom thy motley conrt I fiy,
Where Atfectation liolds her seat,
And sickly Sensibility;
Whose silly tears can never flow
For any pangs excepting thine;
Who tnrns aside írom real woe,
To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine.
Now join with sahle Sympathy,
W ith cypress crown’d, array’d in weeds,
Who heaves with thee her simple sigh,
Whose breast for every hosom bleeds;
And call thy sylvan female choir,
To mourn a swain for ever gone,
Who once could glow with equal fire,
But bends not now before thy throne.
Ye genial nympks, whose ready tears
On all occasions swiftly flo w ;
Whose bosoms heave with fancied fears,
W ith fancied flames and phrensy glow ;
Say, will you mourn my absent natne,
Apostate from your gentle train ?
A n infant bard at least may claim
From you a sympatketic strain.
Adieu, fond race! a long adieu I
The liour of fate is liovering n igk ,
E ’en now tlie gulf ajipears hi view,
W here unlamented you must lie :
Oblivion’s blackening lake is seen,
Convulsed by gales you cannot weather;
Where you, and eke your gentle queen,
Alas 1 must perisk altogether.

A N S W E R TO SOME E L E G A N T VERSES
SENT B Y A FRIEND TO T H E A U TH O R ,
C O M PLAIN IN G T H A T ONE OF H IS
D E SC R IPTIO N S W A S R A T H E R TOO
W A R M L Y DRAW N.
■“ But if any oíd lady, knight, priesfc, or physician,
Should condemn me for prinfcing a second edition;
l f good Madam Squintum my work sliould abuse.
Hay I veuture to give her a sinack of my muse?”
New Bath Guidc.
C a n d o u r compels me, B e c h e r ! to commend
The verso which blends the censor with the
friend.
Your strong yet just reproof extorts applause
From me, the heedless and imprudent cause.
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For this wild error which pervades my strain,
I sue for pardon,— must I sue in vain ?
The wise sometimes from Wisdom’s ways
depart :
Can youtli tlien hush the dictates of the heart ?
Precepts of prudence curb, but can’t control,
The fierce emotions of the flowing soul.
When Love’s delirium haunt3 the glowing
müid,
Limping Decorum lingers far behind:
Vainly the dotard mends her prudish pace,
Outstript and vanquish’d in the mental chase.
The young, the old, have worn the ehains of
lo v e ;
Let those they ne’er confined my lay reprove:
Let those whose souls contemn the jileasing
power
Their censures on the hapless victim shower.
O h ! how I bate the nerveless, frigid song,
The ceaseless echo of the rhyming throng,
Whose labour’d lines in ckilling numbers flow,
To paint a pang the autkor ne'er can know 1
The artless Helicon I boast is youth;—
My lyre, the heart; my muse, the simple truth.
Far b e ’t from me the “ virgin’s m ind" to
“ taint
Seduction’s dread is kere no slight restraint.
The maid whose virgin breast is void of guile,
Whose wishes dimple in a modest smile,
Whose downcast eye disdains the wanton leer,
Firm in her virtue’s strength, yet not severe—
She wkom a conscious grace shall thus refine
W ill ne’er be “ tainted ’’ by a strain of mine.
But for the nympk whose premature desires
Torment her bosom with unholy fires,
No net to snare her willing heart is spread ;
She would have fallen, though she ne’er had
read.
For me, I fain would please the chosen few,
Whose souls, to feeling and to nature true,
W ill spare the ckildish verse, and not destroy
The light eíïusions of a heedless hoy.
I seek not glory from the senseless crowd;
Of fancied laureis I shall ne’er be proud ;
Their warmest plaudits I would scarcely prize,
Their sneers or censures I alike despise.
November 26, 1806.

E LE G Y ON N E W S T E A D ABBEY.
“ It is the voice of years that are gone ! they rolt
before me with all their deeds.”—Ossian.
N

1 fa st-fa llin g ,
dom e!

ew stead

on ce-resplen den t

Religion’s shrine! repentant H e n r y ’ s pride!
Of warriors, mouks, and dames the cloister’d
tomb,
Whose pensive skades around thy ruins
glide,

of

H ail to thy p ile ! more honour’d in thy fall
Thanmodern mansions in their pillar’d state;
Proudly majestic frowns thy vaulted hall,
Scowling defiance on the blasts of fate.
No mail-clad serfs, obedient to their lord,
In grim array the crimson cross demand;
Or gay assemble round the festive board
Their chief’s retainers, an immortal band:
Else miglit inspiring Fancy’s magic eye
Retrace their progress tkrougli the lapse of
time,
Marking each ardent youth, ordain’d to dïe,
A votive pilgrim in Judea’s clime.
But not from thee, dark p ile ! departs the
chief;
His feudal realm in other regions la y :
In thee the wounded conscience courts relief,
Retiring from the garisk blaze of day.
Y e s ! in thy gloomy celis and sliades profound
The monk abjured a world he ne’er could
view ;
Or blood-stain’d guilt repenting solace found,
Or innocence from stern oppression flew.
A monarch hade thee from that wild arise,
Where Sherwood’s outlaws once were wont
to p ro w l;
And Superstition’s crimes, of various dyes,
Sought shelterinthepriest’sprotectingcowl.
Where now the grass exhales a murky dew,
The liumid pall of life-extinguish’d clay,
In sainted fame the sacred fathers grew,
Nor raised their pious voices but to pray.
Where now the bats their wavering wings
extend
Soon as the gloaming spreads her waning
shade,
The choir did oft their mingling vespers blend,
Or matin orisons to Mary paid.
Years roll on years ; to ages, ages y ield ;
Abbots to abbots, iu a line, succeed;
Religion’s charter their protecting shield,
T ill royal sacrilege their doom decreed.
One holy H e n r y rear’d the Gotliic waUs,
And bade the pious inmates rest in peace;
Another H e n r y the kind gift recalis,
And bids devotion’s hallow’d echoes cease.
Vain is eacli tlireat or supplicating prayer;
He drives tliemexiles from their blest abode,
To roam a dreary world in deep despair—
No friend, no horne, no refuge, but their God.
Hark how the hall, resounding to the strain,
Shakes with the martial music’s novel d in!
The heralds of a warrior’s haughty reign,
High crested banners wave thy walls witkin.

Of changing sentinels the distant hum,
The mirth of feasts, the clang of burnisk’d
arme,
The braying trumpet and the hoarser drum,
Unite in concert with increased alarms.
An abbey once, a regal fortress now,
Encircled by insulting rebel powers,
W ar’sdreadmachineso’erhang thythi'eat’ning
brow,
Anddart destruetion in sulpkureous showers.
Ah vain defence! the hostile traitor’s siege,
Though oft repulsed, by guile o’ercomes
the brave;
His thronging foes oppress the faithful liege,
Rebellion’sreekiug standards o’er him wave.
Not unavenged the raging barón y ields;
The blood of traitors smears the purple
plain;
Unconquer’d still, his falchion there he wields,
And days of glory yet for him remain.
Still in that hour the warrior wish’d to strew
Self-gather’d laureis on a self-sought grave;
But Charles’ protecting genius hither flew,
The monarch’s friend, the monarch’s hope,
to save.
Trembling, she snatcli’d him from tk’ unequal
strife,
In other fields the torrent to rep el;
For nobler combats, here, reserved his life,
To lead the band wkere godlike F a l k l a n d
fell.
From thee, poor p ile! to lawless plunder given,
W liile dying groans their painful réquiem
sound,
Far different incense now ascends to heaven,
Such victims wallow on the gory ground.
There many a palé and rutkless robber’s corsé,
Noisome and gliast, defiles thy sacred sod;
O’er mingling man, and liorse commix’d with
liorse,
Corruption's heap, the savage spoilers trod.
Graves, Iong with rank and sighing weeds
o’erspread,
Ransack’d, resigu perforee their mortal
m ould:
From rutilan fangs escape not e’en the dead,
líaked from repose in searck of buried gold.
Husli’d is the harp, unstrung the Warlike lyre,
The minstrel’s palsied hand reclines iu
death;
No more he strikes the quivering chords with
fire,
Or sings the glories of the martial wreath.
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At length the sated murderers, gorged with
prey,
. ,
Iietire : tlie clamour of the fight is o e r ;
Silence again resumes her awful sway,
And sable Horror guards the massy door.
Here Desolation holds her dreary court:
What satellites declare her dismal reign !
Shriekiiig tlieir dirge, ill-omen’d birds resort,
To flit their yigils in the hoary íane.

Newstead! what saddening change of scene
is thine!
Thy yawning arch betokens slow decay;
The last and youngest of a noble line
Now holds thy mouldering turrets in his
sway.

Deserted now, he scans thy gray worn
towers;
Thy vaults, where dead of feudal ages
sleep;
Soon a new m onis restoring heams dispel
Thy cloisters,pervious to the wintry showers;
The clouds of anarcliy from Britain’s skies;
These, these he views, and views them but
The fierce usurper seeks his native liell,
to weep.
And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies.
Yct are his tears no emblem of regret:
W ith storms she welcomeskis expiringgroans;
Cherish’d affection only bids them flow.
Whirlwinds, responsive, greet his labouring Bride, hope, and love forbid llim to forget,
breatli;
But warm his bosom with impassion’d glow.
Earth shudders as her caves reeeive his bones,
Y et he prefers tliee to the gilded domes
Loathing the offering of so dark a death.
Or gewgaw grottos of the vaiuly great,
The legal ruler now resumes the helm,
Yet lingers ’rnid thy damp and mossy tombs,
He guides through gentle seas the prow of
Nor breathes a murmur ’gainst the w ill of
state;
fate.
Hope cheers, with wonted smiles, the peaceHaply thy sun, emergiug, yet may sliine,
ful realm,
Thee to irradiate with meridian ray ;
And heals the bleeding wounds of wearied
Hours splendid as the past may still be thine,
ha te.
And bless thy future as thy former day.
The gloomy tenants, New'stead! of thy celis,
Howling, resign their violated nest;
Again the master on llis tenure dwells,
C H ILD ISH RECOLLECTIONS.
Enjoy’d,from absence,with enraptured zest.
Yassals, witliin thy hospitable pale,
Loudly carousing, bless their lord’s return;
Culture again adorns the gladdening vale,
And matrons, once lamenting, cease to
mourn.
A thousand songs on tuneful echo lloat,
Unwonted foliage mantles o’er the trees ;
And hark ! the liorns proelaim a mellow note,
The hunters’ cry hangs lengtliening on the
breeze.
Beneatli their coursers’ hoofs the valley s shake:
What fears, what anxious liopes, attend the
chase!
The dying stag seeks refuge in the lake;
Exulting shouts announce the finish’d race.
A li happy days! too liappy to endure!
Such simple sports our plain forefatliers
knew :
No splendid vices glitter’d to nllure;
Their joys were inany, as their cares were
few.
From these descending, sons to sires succeed ;
Time steals along, and Death uprears his
d art;
Anotlier cliief impels the foaming steed,
Another crowd pursue the panting hart.

“ I caunot but reniember sucli tliings were,
And were most dear to me."

W h e n slow Disease, with all her host of pains,

Chills the warm tide which flows along the
veins;
When Health, affrighted, spreads lier rosy
wing,
,
,
And flies witli every changmg gale of spring,
Not to the acliing frame alone confined,
XJnyielding pangs assail the drooping m ind:
What grisly forms, the spectre-train of woe,
Bid shuddering Nature shrink beneath the
blow,
With Besignatiou wage relentless strife,
W liile Hope retires appall’d, and clings to life!
Y et less the pang when, through the tedious
hour,
Kemembrance sheds around lier genial power.
Calls back the vanish’d days to rapture given,
When love was bliss, and Beauty form’d our
heaven;
Or, dear to youtli, portrays eacli cliildish scene,
Thosefairv bowers, where all in turn have been.
As when through clouds that pour the summa
storm
The orb of day unveils his distant forní,
Gilds with faint heams the crystaldews of rain,
And dimly twinkles o’er the watery plain ;
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Thus, while the future dai'k and eheerless
gleams,
The sun of memory, glowing through my
dreams,
Though sunk the radiance of his former blaze,
To scenes far distant points his paler rays;
Still rules my senses with unbounded sway,
The past confounding with the present day.
Oft does my heart indulge therising thought,
Which still recurs, unlook’d for and unsought;
My soul to Fancy’s fond suggestion yields,
And roams romàntic o’er her airy fields.
Scenes of my youth, developed, crowd to
view,
To which I long have hade a last adieu!
Seats of delight, inspiring youthful tliemes ;
Friends lost to me for aye, except in dreams;
Some who in marble prematurely sleep,
Whose forms I now remember but to weep ;
Some who yet urge the same scholastic course
Of early Science, future fame the source;
Who, still contending in the studious race,
In quick rotation fill the senior place.
These with a thousand visions now unite,
To dazzle, though they please, my acliing sight.
I d a ! blest spot, where Scienceholdsherreign,
How joyous once I join’d thy youthful train!
Bright in idea gleams thy loíty spire,
Again I mingle with thy playíul quire ;
Our tricks of mischief, every childish game,
Unchanged by time or distance, seem the same;
Through winding paths along the glade, I trace
The social smile of every welcome fa c e ;
.My wonted haunts, my scenes of joy and woe,
Each early boyish friend, or youthful foe,
Our feuds dissolved, but not my friendship
past,—
I bless the former, and forgive the last.
Hours of my youth! when, nurtured in my
breast,
T o love a straifger, friendship made me blest,—
Friendship, the dear peculiar bond of youth,
When every artless bosom throbs with trutli;
Untaught by worldly wisdom how to feign,
And eheck each impulse with Prudential re in ;
When all we feel, our honest souls disclose—
In love to friends, in open hate to foes ;
No varnisli’d tales the lips of youth repeat,
No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit,
Hypocrisy, the gift of lengtlien’d years,
Matured by age, the garb of prudence wears.
When now the boy is ripen’d into man,
His careful sire chalks íorth some wary plan;
Instructs his son from candour’s path to
shrink,
Smootlily to speak, and cautiously to think ;
otill to assent, and never to deny—
A patrón’s praise can well reward the lie ;
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And who, when Fortune’s warning voice is
lieard,
Would lose his opening prospecte for a word ?
Although against' that word his heart rebel,
And truth indignant all his bosom swell.
Away with themes like this! not mine the
task
From flattering friends to tear the hateful
mask;
L et keener bards delight in satire’s sting;
My fancy soars not on Detraction’s w in g :
Once, and but once, she aim’d a deadly
blow,
To hurl defiance on a secret fo e ;
But when that foe, from íeeling or from
shame,
The cause unknown, yet still to me the same,
Warn’d by some friendly hint, perchance,
retired,
W ith this submission all her rage expired.
From dreaded pangs that feeble foe to save,
She hush’d her young resentment, and forgave;
Or, ií my muse a pedant’s portrait drew,
P o m p o s u s ’ virtues are but known to fe w ;
I never fear’d the young usurper’s nod,
And he who wields must sometimes feel the
rod.
I f since on Granta’s failings, known to all
Who share the converse of a college hall,
She sometimes trifled in a lighter strain,
’T is past, and thus she will not sin again ;
Soon must her early song for ever cease,
And all may rail when I shall rest in peace.
Here first remember’d he the joyous band,
Who hail’d me chief, obedient to commaud;
Who join’d with me in every boyish sport—
Their first adviser, and their last resort;
Nor shrunk beneath the upstart pedant’s
frown,
Or all the sable glories of his gown ;
Who, thus transplanted from his fatker’s
school—
Unfit to govern, ignorant of rule—
Succeeded him, whom all unite to praise,
The dear preceptor of my early days !
P k o b u s , the p rid e of Science, an d th e boast,
To I d a now, alas ! for ever lost,
W ith him, for years, we search’d the clàssic
page,
And fear’d the master, though we loved the
sage :
Betired at last, his small yet peaceful seat
From learning’s labour is the blest retreat.
P o m po s u s fills his magisterial chair ;
P o m po s u s governs,— but, myrnuse, forbear;
Contempt, in silence, be the pedant’s lot ;
His name and precepts be alike fo rgo t;
C
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No more liis mention shall my verse de
grade,—
To him my tribute is already paid,
Higli tlirougli those elms, with boary
brancbes crown’d,
Faii-

I d a ’s
rou n d ;

bow er

adorns

tlie

landscape

There Science, from ber favour’d seat,
surveys
The vale where rural Nature claims her
praise;
To her awhile resigna her youthful train,
Who move in joy, and dance along the plain;
In scatter’d groups each favour'd liaunt
pursue,
Repeat oíd pastimes, and discover n ew ;
í'lush’d with his raya, beneatli the noontide
sun,
In rival hands, between the wickets run,
Drive o’er the sward the hall with active
forcé,
Or chase with nimhle feet its rapid course.
But these with slower steps direct their way,
Where Brent’s cool waves in limpid currents
stray;
W hile yonder few search out some green
retreat
And arbours shade them from the summer
h eat:
Others, again, a pert and lively crew,
Some rough and thoughtless stranger placed
in view,
W ith frolic quaint their antic jests expose,
And tease the grumbling rustic as he goes ;
Ñor rest with tliis, but many a passing
fray
Tradition treasures for a future d ay:
“ ’Tw as here the gather’d swains for
vengeance fouglit,
And here we earn’d the couquest dearly
hought;
Here have we fled hefore superior miglit,
And here renew’d the wild tumultuous figlit.”
W hile thus our souls with early passions
swell,
In lingering tones resounds the distant bell,
Th’ allotted hour of daily sport is o’er,
And Learning beckons from her temple’s
door.
No splendid tahlets grace her simple hall,
But ruder records fill the dusky w a ll;
There, deeply carved, behold! each tyro’s
ñame
Secures its owner’s acadèmic fame ;
Here mingling view the ñames of aire and
son—■
The one long graved, the other just begun :
These shall survive alike when son and pire
Beneatli one common stroke of fate expire ;

Perhaps their last memorial these alone,
Denied in death a monumental stone,
Whilst to the gale in mournful cadenee wave
The sigliing weeds that liide their nameless
grave.
And here my ñame, and many au early
friend’s,
Along the wall in lengthen’d line extends.
Tliough still our deeds amuse the youthful
race,
Who tread our steps, and fili our former
place,
. . .
Who young ohey’d their lords in silent
awe,
Whose nod commanded, and wliose voice was
la w ;
And now, in turn, possess the reins of power,
To rule the little tyrants of an hour ;
Though sometimes, with the tales of ancient
day,
They pass the dreary winter’s eve away—
“ And thus our former rulers stemm’d the
tiñe,
And thus they dealt the combat side by side;
Just in tliis place the mouldering walls they
scaled,
Ñor bolts ñor bars against their strength
avail’d ;
Here P e o b c s carne, the rising fray to quell,
And here he falter’d forth his last farew ell;
And here one night abroad they dared to
roam,
While bold P o m f o s u s b r a v e ly s ta y ’d at
borne; ”
While thus they speak, the hour must soou
arrive,
When ñames of these, like ours, alone
survive:
Yet a few years, one general wreck will
whelm
The faint rcmembrance of our fairy realrn.
B e a r h on est ra c e ! tliou gh n o w w e m ee t no
m ore,

One last long look on what we were before—
Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu—
Drew tears from eyes unused to weep with
you.
Tlirough splendid circles, fashion’s gaudy
world,
Where folly’s glaring standard waves unfurl’d,
I plunged to drown in noise my fond regre-i,
And all I sought or hoped was to forget.
Vain wish 1 if chance some well-remember’d
face,
Some oíd companion of my early race,
Advanced to claim his friend with honest
joy,
My eyes, my heart, proclaim’d me still a boy;
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Tlie glittering scene, the fluttering groups
Alonzo ! best and dearest of my friends,
around,
Thy ñame ennobles him who thus commends;
Were quite forgotten when my friend was From this fond tribute thou canst gain no
found;
praise;
The smiles of beauty — (for, alas! I ’ve The praise is his who now that tribute pays.
known
Oh ! in the promise of thy early youth,
What ’t is to bend before L ove’s mighty I f hope anticipate the words of truth,
throne)—
Some loftier bard shall sing thy glorious
The smiles of beauty, though those smiles
ñame,
were dear,
To build his own upon thy deathless fame.
Could hardly charm me, when that friend Friend of my heart, and foremost of the list
was near;
Of those with whom I lived supremely blest,
My thoughts bewilder’d in the fond surprise, Oft have we drain’d the font of ancient lore ;
The woods of I d a danced before my eyes;
Though drinking deeply, thirsting still the
I saw the spriglitly wand’rers pour along,
more.
I saw and join’d again the joyous throng;
Yet, when confinement’s lingering hour was
Panting, again I traced her lofty grove,
done,
And friendship’s feelings triumph’d over love. Our sports, our studies, and our souls were
one:
Yet why should I alone with such delight
Together we impell’d the flying h all;
Retrace the circuit of my former flight ?
Togetlier waited in our tutor’s h a ll;
Is there no cause beyond the common claim
Together join’d in cricket’s manly toil,
Endear’d to all in cliildhood’s very ñame ?
Or shared the produce of the river’s sp oil;
A h ! sure some stronger impulse vibrates Or, plunging from the green declining shore,
here,
Our pliant limbs the buoyant billows bore ;
Which whispers friendship will be doubly In every element, unclianged, the same,
dear
All, all that brothers should be, but the ñame.
To one who thus for kindred hearts must
roam,
Ñor y e t a re y o u fo rg o t, m y jocu n d b o y !
And seek abroad the love denied at home.
D a v u s , the h a rb in g er o f cliild ish j o y ;
Those hearts, dear I da , have I found in For ever foremost in the ranks of fun,
thee—
The laughing herald of the harmless pun ;
A home, a world, a paradise to me.
Yet with a breast of such materials made—
Stern Death forbade my orphan youth to Anxious to please, of pleasing half afraid ;
share
Candid and liberal, with a heart of steel
The tender guidance of a father’s care.
In danger’s path, though not untaught to
Can rank, or e’en a guardian’s ñame supply
feel.
The love which glistens in a father’s eye ?
Still I remember, in the factious strife,
For tliis can wealtli or title’s sound atone,
The rustic’s musket aim’d against my life :
Made, by a parent’s early loss, my own?
High pois’d in air the massy weapon liung,
What brother springs a brother’s love to A cry of horror burst from every tongue ;
seek ?
Whilst I, in combat with anotlier foe,
What sister’s gentle kiss has prest my clieek ? Fouglit on, unconscious of th’ impending
For me how dull the vacant moments rise,
blow ;
To no fond bosom link’d by kindred ties !
Your arm, brave boy, arrested his career—
Oft in the progress of some fleeting dream
Forward you sprung, insensible to fear ;
Fraternal smiles collected round me seem;
Disarm’d and baffled by your conquering
While still the visions to my heart are prest,
hand,
The voice of love will murmur in my re s t:
The grovelling savage roll’d upon the sand :
I hear—I wake—and in the sound rejoice ;
An act like this, can simple tlianks repay ?
I hear again,-—but, a h ! no brother’s voice.
Or all the labours of a grateful lay ?
A hermit, ’midst of crowds, I fain must stray Oh no ! whene’er my breast forgets the deed,
Alone, though thousand pilgrims fill the w ay; That instant, D a v u s , it deserves to bleed.
While these a thousand kindred wreaths
entwine,
L y c u s ! on me thy claims are justly great:
I cannot cali one single blossom mine:
Thy milder virtues could my muse relate,
What then remains ? in solitude to groan,
To thee alone, unrivalí’d, would belong
To mix in friendship, or to sigh alone.
The feeble efforts of my lengthen’d song.
Ihus must I cling to some endearing liand,
W ell canst thou boast, to lead in senates fit,
And none more dear than I d a ’ s social band. A Spartan firmness with Athenian w it:
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Though yet in embryo these perfections shine,
L y c u s ! thy fatber’s fame will soon be thine.
Where learning nurtures the superior mind,
Wbat may we bope from genius thus refined!
When time at length matures tliy growing
years,
Horv wilt thou tower above thy fcllow peers!
Prudence and sense, a sp'irit bold and free,
W ith honour’s soul, United beam in thee.
Shall fair E u r y a l u s pass by unsung ?
From aucient lineage, not unworthy sprung:
What though one sad dissensiou hade us part?
That líame is yet embalm’d within my lieart;
Y et at the mention does that heart rebound,
And palpitate, responsivo to the sound.
Envy dissolved our ties, and not our w ill:
W e once were friends,—I 11 think we are so
still.
A form unmatch’d in nature’s partial mould,
A heart nntainted, we in thee behold :
Yet not the senate’s thunder thou shalt wield,
Ñor seek for glory in the tented íield ;
To minds of ruder texture these be given—
Thy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven.
Haply, in polish’d courts might be thy seat,
But that thy tongue could never forge deceit:
The courtier’s supple bow and sneering smile,
The flow of compliment, the slippery wile,
Wouldmake that breast with indignationburn,
And all the glittering snares to tempt thee
spurn.
Domèstic happiness w ill stamp thy fa te ;
Sacred to love, unclouded e’er by líate;
The world admire thee, and thy friends
adore;
Ambition’s slave alone would toil for more.

Drooping, she bends. o er pensive Fancy s
urn,
To trace the hours which never can return;
Yet with the retrospection loves to dwell,
And soothe the sorrows of her last farew ell!
Y et greets the triumph of my boyish mind,
As infant laméis round m y head were twined,
When P r o e u s ’ praise repaid m y lyric song,
Or placed me higher in the studious tnrong*,
Or when my first liarangue received applause,
His sage instruction the primeva! cause,
“What gratitude to him my soul possest,
While hope of dawning honours fill’d my
breast!
For all my humble fame, to him alone
The praise is due, who made that fame my
own.
O h! could I soar above these feeble lays,
These young effusions of my early days,
To him my muse her noblest strain would
g iv e :
The song might perish, but the theme might
live.
Yet why for him the needless verse essay ?
His honour’d ñame requires no vain display:
B y every son of grateful I d a blest,
I t finds an echo in each youtliful breast;
A fame beyond the glories of the proud,
Or all the plaudits of the venal crowd.
I d a 1 n o t y e t ex h au sted is the th em e,

Ñor closed the progress of my youthful dream.
How many a friend deserves the grateful
strain!
What seenes of childhood still unsung remain I
Y et let me hush this echo of the past,
This parting song, the dearest and the la s t;
And brood in secret o’er those hours of joy,
To me a silent and a sweet employ,
W hile future hope and fear alike miknown,
I think with pleasure on the past alone;
Yes, to the past alone my heart confine,
And chase the pliantom of what once was
mine.

Now last, but nearest of the social band,
See honest, open, generous C l e o n stand ;
W ith scarce one speck to cloud the pleasing
scene,
No vice degrades that purest soul serene.
On the same day our studious race begun,
On the same day our studious race was ruu ;
Thus side by side we pass’d our first career,
I d a ! still o’er thy hills in joy preside,
Thus side by side we strove for many a y ea r;
And proudly steer tbrough time’s eventful
A t last concluded our scholastic life,
tid e ;
W e neither conquer’d in the classic strife:
Still may thy blooming sons thy ñame revere,
As speakers each supports an equal ñame,
Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a
And crowds allow to botli a partial fam e:
tear,—
To soothe a youthful rival’ s early pride,
That
tear, perhaps, the fondest which will
Though Cleon’s candour would the palm di
flow,
vide,
O’er their last scene of happiness below.
Y et candour’s self compels me now to own
Tell me, ye hoary few, who glide along,
Justice awards it to my friend alone.
The feeble veterans of some former throng,
O h ! friends regretted, seenes for ever dear, Whose friends, like autumn leaves by tempests whirí’d,
Remembrance liails you with her warmest
Are swept for ever from this busy world;
tear!

Bevolve the fleeting moments of your youtli,
W hile Care has yet withheld her venom’d
tooth;
Say if remembrance days like these endears
Beyond the rapture of succeeding years ?
Say, can ambition’s fever’d dream bestow
So sweet a balm to soothe your hours of woe ?
Can treasures, hoarded for some thanldess
son,
Can royal smiles, or wreaths by slaughter
won,
Can stars or ermine, man’s maturer toys
(For glittering baubles are not left to boys),
Becall one scene so much beloved to view,
As those where Youth her garland twined for
you?
Ah, n o ! amidst the gloomy calm of age
You turn with faltering hand life’s varied
page;
Peruse the record of your days on earth,
Unsullied only where it marks your birth;
Still lingering pause above each chequer’d
leaf,
And blot with tears the sable lines of g rie f;
Where Passion o’er the theme her mantle
threw,
Or weeping Yirtue sigh’d a faint adieu;
But bless the scroll which fairer words adorn,
Traced by the rosy finger of the morn ;
When Friendship bow'd before the shrine of
Trutli,
And Love, witliout his pinion, smiled on
Youth.
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Once more the speaking eye revives,
Still beaming tbrough the lover’s strain;
For Petrarch’s Laura still survives:
She died, but ne’er will die again.
The rolling seasons pass away,
And Time, untiring, ivaves his w in g;
Whilst honour’s laureis ne’er decay,
But bloom in fresh, unfading spring.
All, all must sleep in grim repose,
Collected in the silent tomb ;
The oíd and young, with friends and foes,
Fest’ring alike in shrouds, consume.
The mouldering marble lasts its day,
Y et falls at length an useless fane;
To ruin’s ruthless fangs a prey,
The wrecks of pillar’d pride remain.
What, though the sculpture be destroy’d,
From dark oblivion meant to guard;
A bright renown shall be enjoy’d
B y those whose virtues claim reward.
Then do not say the common lot
Of all lies deep in Lethe’s w ave;
Some few who ne’er will be forgot
Shall burst the bondage of the grave.
1806.
TO A L A D Y
W H O P R E S E N T E D T H E A U T H O B W IT H T H E V E L V E T B A N D W H IC H B O U N D H E R T R E S S E S .

T h i s Band, which bound thy yellow hair,

A N S W E R TO A B E A U T IF U L POEM,
E N T IT L E D

“ T H E COMMON L O T .”

Is mine, sweet giri 1 thy pledge of love ;
I t claims my w-armest, dearest care,
Like relies left of saints above.

Of mortals lies in Lethe’s w ave;
Y et some shall never be forgot,
Some shall exist beyond the grave.

Oh ! I will wear it next my heart;
’T w ill hind my soul in bonds to thee:
From me again ’t will ne’er depart,
But mingle in the grave with me.

“ Unknown the región of his birth,”
The hero rolls the tide of w a r;
Yet not unknown his martial worth,
Which glares a meteor from afar.

The dew I gather from thy lip
Is not so dear to me as th is;
That I but for a moment sip,
And banquet on a transient bliss:

His joy or grief, his weal or woe,
Peí-chance may ’scape the page of fame ;
Yet nations now unborn will knów
The record of his deatliless ñame.

This will recall each youthful scene,
E ’en when our lives are on the wane;
The leaves of Love will still be green
When Memory bids them bud again.

M o n t o o m e r y ! true, the common lot

The patriot's and the poet’s frame
Must share the common tomb of all
Their glory will not sleep the same ;
That will arise, though empires fall.
The lustre of a beauty’s eye
Assumes the ghastly stare of death;
The fair, the brave, the good must die,
And sink the yawning grave beneath.

Oh ! little lock of golden hue,
In gently waving ringlet cuiTd,
By the dear head on which you grew,
I would not lose you for a world.
Not though a thousand more adorn
The polish’d brow where once you shone,
Like rays which gild a cloudless morn,
Beneath Columbia’s fervid zone.
1806. [First published, 1832.]
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LIN E S

A D D R E S S E D TO T H E E E V . J . T . B E C H E R , ON H IS
A D V IS IN G T H E A U T H O R TO M IX M ORE W IT H
SO CIE T Y .

Deceit is a stranger as yet to my soul:
I stili am unpractised to varnish the trutli:
Tlien why should I live in a hateful control ?
W hy waste upon folly the days of my
youth ?
1806.

D e a r Beclier, you teli me to mix witli man-

kind;
I cannot deny such a precept is w ise;
But retirement accords witli tlie tone of my
m ind:
I will not descend to a world I despise.
Did the senate or camp my exertions require,
Ambition might prompt me, at once, to go
fo r tli;
When infancy's years of jirobation expire,
Percliance I may strive to distinguish my
birth.
The fire in the cavern of Etna eonceal’d
Stili mantles unseen in its secret recese ;
At length, in a volume terrific reveal’d,
No torrent can quench it, no hounds can
repress.
O h ! thus, the desire in my bosom for fame
Bide me live but to hope for* posterity's
praise.
Could I soar with the phoenix on pinions of
fíame,
W ith him I would wisli to expire in the blaze.
For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the deatli,
What censure, what danger, wliat woe
would I brave!
Their lives did not end when they yielded
their breatli;
Their glory illumines the gloom' of their
grave.
Yet why should I mingle in Fashion’s full
lierd ?
W hy crouch to her leaders, or eringe to
her rules ?
W hy beud to the proud, or applaud the ab
surd ?
W hy seareli for delight in the friendship
of fools ?
I have tasted the sweets and the bitters of
lo v e ;
In friendship I early was taught to believe;
My passion the matrons of prudence reprove ;
I have found that a friend may profess, yet
deceive.
To me what is wealtli ?— it may pass in an
liour,
I f tyrants prevail, or if Fortune should
frown :
To me what is title ?— the phantom of power ;
To me what is fashion ?—I seek but renown.

REMEMBRANCE.
’T is done 1—I saw it in my dreams;
No more with Hope the future beams;
My days of happiness are fe w :
Chill’d by misfortune’s wintry blast,
My dawn of life is overcast;
Love, Hope, and Joy, alilie adieu 1
Would I could add Remembrance too ?
1806. [First published, 1832.]

T H E D E A T H OF C A L M A R AND O R LA.
A N IM IT A T IO N O F M A C P H E R S O N ’ S O S S IA N .

D e a r are the days of youth 1 Age dwells on

their remembrance through the mist of time.
In the twilight he recalis the sunny liours of
morn. H e lifts his spearwith trembling hand.
“ Not thus feebly did I raise the Steel hefore
m yfath ers!” Pastis the race of heroes. But
their fame rises on the harp ; their souls ride
on the wings of the w ind; they hear the
sound through the sighs of the storm, and
rejoice in their hall of clouds! Such is Calmar.
The gray stone marks his narrow house. He
looks down from eddying tempests : he rolls
his form in the whirlwind, and hovers on the
blast of the mountain.
In Morven dwelt the eliief ; a beam of war
to Fingal. His steps in the field were marked
in blood. Lochlin’s sons had fled before his
angry spear; but mild was the eye of Calmar;
soft was the flow of his yellow locks: they
streamed like the meteor of the night. No
maid was the sigli of his soul: his thoughts
were given to friendship,— to dark-haired
Orla, destróyer of heroes 1 Equal were their
swords in battle; but fierce was the pride of
Oria :—gentle alone to Calmar. Together
they dwelt in the cave of Oithona.
From Lochlin, Swaran bounded o’er the
blue waves. E rin’s sons feli beneath his
might. Fingal roused his chiefs to combat.
Their ships cover the ocean. Their hosts
throng on the green hilis. They come to the
aid of Erin.
Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the
armies: but the blazing oaks gleam through
the valley. The sons of Lochlin slept: their
dreams were of blood. They lift the spear
in thouglit, and Fingal flies. Not so the host
of Morven. To watch was the post of Oria.

Calmar stood by his side. Their spears were
in their hands. Fingal called his chiefs:
they stood around. The king was in the
midst. Gray were his locks, but strong was
the arm of the king. Age withered not his
powers. “ Sons of Morven,” said the hero,
“ to-morrow we meet the foe. But where is
Cuthullin, the sliield of Erin ? He rests in
the lialls of T u ra; he knows not of our coming.
Who will speed through Lochlin to the hero,
and cali the eliief to arms ? The path is by
the swords of foes; but many are my heroes.
They are thunderbolts of war. Spealc, ye
chiefs 1 Who will arise ? ”
“ Son of Trenmor 1 mine be the deed,”
said dark-haired Orla, “ and mine alone.
What is death to me ? I love the sleep of the
mighty, but little is the danger. The sons of
Lochlin dream. I will seek ear-borne Cuthullin. I f I fall, raise the song of bards ; and
lay me by the stream of Lubar.”— “ And shalt
thou fall alone ? ” said fair-haired Calmar.
“ W ilt thou leave tliy friend afar ? Cliief of
Oithona! not feeble is my arm in fight.
Could I see thee die, and not lift the spear ?
No, Orla! ours has beeu the chase of the roebuck, and the feast of sliells; ours be the
path of danger: ours has been the cave of
Oithona ; ours be the narrow dwelling on the
banks of Lubar.” “ Calmar,” said the chief
of Oithona, “ why should tliy yellow locks be
darkened in the dust of Erin ? L e t me fall
alone. My fatlier dwells in his hall of air :
he w ill rejoice in his hoy ; but the blue-eyed
Mora spreads the feast for her son in Morven.
She listens to the steps of the liunter on the
heath, and tliinks it is the tread of Calmar.
L e t her not say, ‘ Calmar has fallen by the
Steel of Loch lin: he died with gloomy Oria,
the chief of the dark brow.’ W hy should tears
dim the azure eye of Mora? W hy should
her voice curse Orla, the destróyer of Calmar?
Live, Calmar! Live to raise my stone of
moss; live to revenge me in the blood of
Lochlin. Join the song of bards above my
grave. Sweet will be the song of death to
Oria, from the voice of Calmar. My ghost
shall smile on the notes of praise.” “ Oria,”
said the son of Mora, “ could I raise the song
of death to my friend ? Could I give his fame
to the winds ? No, my lieart would speak in
sighs: faint and broken are the sounds of
sorrow. Orla 1 our souls shall hear the song
together. One cloud shall be ours on h igh :
the bards will mingle the ñames of Oria and
Calmar.”
They quit the circle of the chiefs. Their
steps are to the host of Lochlin. The dying
blaze of oak dim twinkles through the night.
The northern star points the path to Tura.
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Swaran, the king, rests on his lonely hili.
Here the troops are mixed: they frown in
sleep; their shields beneath their heads.
Their swords gleam at distance in heaps.
The fires are fa in t; tlieir embers fail in
smoke. A ll is huslied; but the gale sighs on
the roeks above. Lightly wheel the heroes
through the slumbering hand. H alf the
journey is past, when Matlion, resting on his
shield, meets the eye of Oria. I t rolls in
fiame, and glistens through the shade. His
spear is raised on high. “ AVliy dost thou
bend thy brow, chief of Oithona ? ” said fairhaired Calmar : “ we are in the midst of foes.
Is this a time for delay ?” “ I t is a time for
vengeance,” said Oria of the gloomy brow.
“ Matlion of Lochlin sleeps: seest thou his
spear ? Its point is dim with the gore of my
father. The blood of Matlion shall reek on
m ine; but shall I slay him sleeping, son of
Mora? N o ! he shall feel his wound: my
fame shall not soar on the blood of slumber.
Rise, Matlion, rise ! The son of Conna calls ;
thy life is his; rise to combat.” Mathon
starts from sleep; but did lie rise alone ?
No : the gathering chiefs hound on the plain.
“ F ly ! Calmar, f l y l ” said dark-haired Oria.
“ Mathon is mine. I sliall die in jo y : but
Lochlin crowds around. F ly through the
shade of night.” Oria turns. The lielm of
Mathon is c le ft; Ilis shield falis from his arm :
he shudders in his blood. He rolls by the
side of the blazing oak. Strumon sees him
f a l l : his wratli rises : his weapon glitters on
the liead of O rla: but a spear pierced his eye.
His brain guslies through the wound, and
foams on tlie spear of Calmar. As roll the
waves of the Ocean on two mighty barks of
the nortli, so pour tlie men of Lochlin on the
chiefs. As, breaking the surge in foam,
prondly steer the barks of the nortli, so rise
the chiefs of Morven on the scattered crests
of Lochlin. The din of arms cajne to the ear
of Fingal. He strikes his shield; his sons
throng around; the people pour along the
heath. Ryno hounds in joy. Ossian stalks
in his arms. Oscar shakes the spear. The
eagle wing of Filian floats on the ivind.
Dreadful is the clang of death! many are the
widows of L och lin! Morven prevails in its
strength.
Morn glimmers on the hilis : no living foe
is seen; but the sleepers are m any; grim
they lie on Erin. The breeze of ocean lifts
their locks ; yet they do not awake. Tlie
liawks scream above their prey.
Whose yellow locks wave o'er tlie breast of
a chief ? Briglit as the gold of the stranger,
they mingle witli tlie dark hair of his friend.
’T is Calmar: he lies on the bosom of Orla.
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Tkeirs is one stream of blood. Fierce is tlie
look of the gloomy Orla. Ho breatkes n o t;
but bis eye is stili a flame. I t glares in deatli
unclosed. His hand is grasped in Calmar’s;
but Calmar lives! be lives, tkougk low.
“ Bise,” said the ldng, “ rise, son of Mora:
’t is mine to keal tke wounds of heroes. Cal
mar may yet bound on the liills of Morven.”
“ Never more shall Calmar cliase tke deer
of Morven with Orla,” said tke kero. “ Wkat
were tke ckase to me alone ? W ko skould
skare tke spoils of battle witk Calmar ? Orla
is at res t! Bougk was tby soul, O rla! yet
soft to me as tke dew of morn. It glared ou
otkers in hgktning: to me a silver beam of
nigkt. Bear my sword to blue-eyed M ora ;
let it kang in my empty hall. I t is not pure
from blood : but it could not save Orla. Lay
me witk my friend. Baise tke song wken I am
d ark! ”
Tkey are laid by tke stream of Lubar.
Four gray stones mark tke dwelling of Orla
and Calmar. Wken Swaran was bound, our
sails rose on tke blue waves. Tke winds gave
our barks to M orven:— tke bards raised tke
song.
“ Wkat form rises on tke roar of clouds ?
Wkose dark gliost gleams on tke red streams
of tempests ? His voice rolls on tke tkunder.
’T is Orla, the brown ckief of Oitkona. He
was unmatcked in war. Peace to thy soul,
Orla ! thy fame will not perisli. Nor tkine,
Calmar 1 Lovely wast tkou, son of blue-eyed
M ora; but not karmless was thy sword. It
kangs in thy cave. The ghosts of Locklin
skriek around its steel. Hear thy praise,
Calmar! I t dwells on tke voice of tke
miglity. Thy name skakes on tke eckoes of
Morven. Tken raise thy fair locks, son of
Mora. Spread them on tke arek of tke rainb o w ; and smile tkrough tke tears of tke
storm.”
L ’A M IT IÉ E S T L ’AM O U R SANS A ILE S .
W iiy skould my anxious breast repine,
Because my youtk is fled ?
Days of deligkt may still be mine ;
Affection is not dead.
Tn tracing back tlie years of youtk,
One íirm record, one lasting trutk,
Celestial consolation brings;
Bear it, ye breezes, to tke seat,
Wkere first my lieart responsive beat,—
“ Friendskip is Love witkout his wings ! ”
Tkrough few, but deeply ckequer’d years,
Wkat moments kave been mine !
Now kalf obscured by clouds of tears,
Now brigkt in rays divine ;

Howe’er my future doom be cast,
My soul, enraptured witk tke past,
To one idea fondly clings;
Friendship! that tkought is all tkine own,
Wortk worlds of bliss, tkat thougkt alone—“ Friendskip is Love witkout kis wings ! ”
Wkere yonder yew-trees ligktly wave
Tkeir branckes on tke gale,
Unheeded keaves a simple grave,
Wkich telis tke commou tale;
Bound this unconscious sekoolboys stray,
T ill tke dull lmell of ehildisk play
From yonder studious mansión rings ;
But here whene’er my footsteps move,
My silent tears too plainly prove _
“ Friendship is Love witkout kis wings ! ”
Oli, Love ! before thy glowing skrine
My eai'ly vows were paid ;
My liopes, my dreams, my lieart was thino,
But tkese are now decay’d ;
For tkine are pinions like tke wind,
No trace of tkee remains bekind,
Except, alas! tky jealous stings.
Away, away ! delusive pow’er,
Tkou skalt not kaunt my coming kour;
Unless, indeed, without tky wings.
Seat of my youtk! tky distant spke
Itecalls eack scene of jo y ;
My bosom glows witk former tire,—
In mind again a boy.
Tky grove of elms, tky verdant kill,
Tky every patk deliglits me still,
Eack flower a double fragrance flings ;
Again, as once, in converse gay,
Eaeh dear associate seems to say,
“ Friendskip is Love witkout kis w ings! ”
My Lycus ! wherefore dost tkou weep ?
Thy falling tears restrain ;
Affection for a time may sleep.
But, oh, ’tw ill wake again.
Tliink, tliink, my friend, wken next wc meet,
Our long-wisli’d interview, kow sw eet!
From tliis my hope of rapture springs ;
W liile youtkful kearts tkus fondly swell,
Absence, my friend, can only teli,
“ Friendskip is Love witkout kis wings ! ”
In one, and one alone deceived,
Did I my error inourn ?
No—from oppressive bonds relieved,
I left tke wretck to scorn.
I turn’d to tkose my ckildkood knew,
With feelings warm, witk bosoms true,
Twined witk my keart’s according strings;
And till tkose vital ckords skall break,
For none but tkese my breast shall wake
Friendship, tke power deprived of wings I

Ye fe w ! my soul, my life is yours,
My memory and my kope;
Your wortk a lasting love insures,
Unfetter’d in its scope;
From smootli deceit and terror sprung
Witk aspect fair and koney’d tongue,
Let Adulation wait on liings;
Witk joy elate, by suares beset,
We, we, my friends, can ne’er forget
“ Fi'iendskip is Love witkout kis wings! ”
Fictions and dreams inspire tke bard
W ko rolls tke epic song;
Friendskip and trutk be my reward—
To me no bays belong;
I f laurell’d Fame but dwells witk lies,
Me the enckantress ever iiies,
Wkose lieart and not wkose fancy sings ;
Simple and young, I dare not feign ;
Mine be tke rude yet keartfelt strain,
“ Friendskip is Love witkout kis wings ! ”
December, 1806.
[Fk-st published. 1832.]

T H E P R A Y E R OF N ATU R E.
F a t h e r of L ig k t! great God of Heaven!

Hear’st tkou tke accents of despair ?
Can guilt Hke maii’s be e’er forgiven ?
Can vice atone for crimes by prayer ?
Father of Ligkt, on tkee I call I
Thou seest my soul is dark w itkin;
Tkou wko canst mark tke sparrow’s fall,
Avert from me the deatk of sin.
No skrine I seek, to sects unkuown;
Ok, point to me the patk of trutk !
Thy dread omnipotence I ow n;
Spare, yet amend, tke faults of youtk.
Let bigots rear a gloomy fane,
Let suporstition liail tke pile,
Let priests, to spread tkeir sable reign,
W itk tales of mystic rites beguile.
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Shall tkese, by creeds tkey can't expound,
Prepare a fancied bliss or woe ?
Shall reptiles, grovelling on tke ground,
Tlien- great Creator’s purpose know ?
Shall those, wko live for self alone,
Wkose years float on in daily crime—
Skall tkey by Faith for guilt atone,
And live beyond tke bounds of Time ?
Father! no propbet’s laws I seek,—
Tky laws in Nature’s works appear;—
I own myself corrupt and weak,
Yet will I pray, for thou wilt kear!
Tkou, who canst guide tke wandering star
Tkrough trackless realms of cether's space;
W ko calm’st tke elemental war,
Wkose hand from pole to pole I trace:
Tkou, wko in wisdom placed me kere,
Wko, wken tkou wilt, canst take me henee,
Ah ! wliilst I tread tkis eartkly spkere,
Extend to me tky wide defence.
To Tkee, my God, to tkee I call!
Whatever weal or woe betide,
B y thy command I rise or fall,
In tky protection I confide.
If, wken tkis dust to dust ’s restored,
My soul skall float on airy wing,
How skall tky glorious name adored
Inspire ker feeble voice to siug!
But, if tkis fleeting spirit share
W itk clay tke grave's eternal bed,
Wliile life yet throbs I raise my prayer,
Tkougk doom’d no more to quit tke dead.
To Tkee I breatlie my humble strain,
Grateful for all tky mercies past,
And kope, my God, to thee again
Tkis erring life may fly at last.
December 29, 1806.
[Fk'st published, 1830.J

TO E D W A R D NOEL LONG, ESQ.
Skall man confine kis Maker’s sway
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone ?
Thy temple is the face of d ay;
Earth, ocean, keaven, tky boundless tkrone.
Skall man condemn kis race to kell,
Unless they bend in pompous form?
Teli us that all, for one wko fell,
Must perisk in tke mingling storm ?
Skall eack pretend to reack tke skies,
Yet doom kis brother to expire,
W lióse soul a different kope supplies,
Or doctrines less severe inspire ?

“ N il ego oontulerim jocundo sanus amico.”—H or.
Dear L

ong,

in th is sequ ester’d scene,

W kile a ll a rou n d in slu m ber lie,
Tke joyous days wkick ours kave been
Come rolling fresk on Fancy’s e y e ;
Tkus if amidst tke gatkering storm,
1141116 clouds tke darken’d noon deform,
Yon keaven assumes a varied glow,
I kail the sky’s celestial bow,
Wkick spreads tke sign of future peace,
And bids tke war of tempests cease.
Ak 1 tkougk tke present brings but pain
I think tkose days may come again;
C3
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Or if, in melanclioly mood,
Some lurking envious fear intrude,
To clieck my bosom’s fondest thouglit,
And interrupt the golden dreain,
I crusli the fiend with malice fraugkt,
And still indulge my wonted theme.
Althougli we ne’er agaiu can trace,
In Granta’s vale, the pedant’s lore;
Nor tlirougli the groves of Ida chase
Our raptured visions as before,
Tbougb Youth has flown on rosy pinion,
And Manhood claims his stern dominión,
Age will not every liope destroy,
But yield some hours of sober joy.
Yres, I w ill hope that Time’s broad v in g
W ill shed around some dews of spring:
But if his scytbe must sweep the íiowers
AVliich bloom among the fairy bowers,
AVhere smiling Youth deligkts to dwell,
And liearts with early rapture swell;
I f frowning Age, with cold control,
Confines the current of the soul,
Congeals the tear of P ity’s eye,
Or checks the sympathetic sigil,
Or hears unmoved misfortune’s groan,
And bids me feel for self alone ;
O h ! may my bosom never learn
To soothe its wouted heedless flow ;
Still, still despise the censor stern,
But ne’er forget another’s woe.
Yes, as you knew me in the days
O’er whicli Kemembrance yet delays,
Still may I rove, untutor’d, wild,
And even in age at heart a cliild.
Tliough now on airy visions borne,
To you my soul is still the same.
Oft has it been my fate to mourn,
And all my former joys are lame.
But, henee! ye hours of sable hue!
Your frowns are gone, my sorrows o’e r :
B y every bliss my childhood knew,
I ’ll think upon your shade no more.
Thus, when the whirlwind’s rage is past,
And caves their sullen roar endose,
W e heed no more the wintry blast,
When lull’d by zephyr to repose.
Full often has my infaut Muse
Attuned to love her lànguid ly r e ;
But now, without a theme to clioose,
The strains in stolen sighs expire.
M y youthful nymphs, alas! are flown ;
E -----is a wife, and C------ a inother,
And Carolina sighs alone,
And Mary ’s given to another;
And Cora’s eye, which roll’d on me,
Can now no more my love recali:
In truth, dear L ong , 't was time to flee;
For Cora’s eye will shine on all.
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And tliough the sun, with genial rays,
His beams alike to all displays,
And every lady’s eye’s a sun,
These last sliould be confined to one.
The soul’s meridian don’t become her,
Whose sun displays a general summer !
Thus faint is every former llame,
And passion’s self is now a name.
As, when the ebbing flames are loiv,
The aid which once improved their light,
And hade them burn with fiercer glow,
Now queuclies all their sparks in night;
Thus has it been with passion’s fires,
As inany a boy and giri remembers,
W hile all the forcé of love expires, ,
Extinguish’d with the dying einbers.
But now, dear LoNG,’t is midnight’s noon,
And clouds obscure the watery moon,
Whose beauties I sliall not rehearse,
Described in every stripling’s verse;
For why should I the path go o’er,
Which every bard has trod before ?
Yet ere yon silver lamp of night
Has thrice perform’d her stated round,
Has thrice retraced her path of light,
And chased away the gloom jjrofound,
I trust that we, my gentle friend,
Shall see her rolling orbit wend
Above the dear-loved peaceful seat,
Which once contain’d our youth’s retreat;
And then with those our childhood knew
W e ’ll mingle in the festive crew ;
W hile mauy a tale of former day
Shall wing the laugliing hours away;
And all the flow of souls shall pour
The sacred intellectual shower,
Nor cease till Luna’s waniug horn
Scarce glimmers through the mist of morn.

TO A LAD Y.
Oh ! had my fato been join’d with thine,
As once this jiledge appear’d a token,
These follies had not then been mine,
For then my peaoe had not been broken.

Once I beheld a splendid dream,
A visionary scene of bliss:
T ru th !—wherefore did thy liated beam
Awake me to a world like this ?

Then fare thee well, deceitful m aid!
’T were vain and fruitless to regret thee;
Nor hope nor memory yield their aid,
But pride may teach me to forget thee.

I loved—but those I loved are gone ;
Had friends—my early friends are fled:
How cheerless feels the heart alone,
When all its former hopos are dead !
Thougli gay companions o’er the bowl
Dispel awliile the sense of i l l ;
Tliough pleasure stirs the maddening soul,
The heart— the heart— is lonely still.

Yet all this giddy waste of years,
This tiresome round of palling pleasures;
Those varied loves, these matron’s fears,
These thouglitless strains to passion’s
measures—
I f tliou wert mine, had all been liusli’d :—■
This clieek, now pale from early riot,
With passion’s hectic ne’er had flushed,
But bloom’d in calm domèstic quiet.
Yes, once the rural scene was sweet,
For Nature seem’d to smile before thee ;
And once my breast abliorr’d deceit,—
For then it beat but to adore thee.
But now I seek for other joys :
T o think would drive my soul to madness;
In thouglitless throngs and empty noise
I conquer lialf my bosom’s sadness.
Yet, even in these a thouglit will steal
In spite of every vain endeavour,—■
And fiends might pity what I feel,—
To know that tliou art lost for ever.

I W O U LD I W E R E A CARELESS CHILD.
I

I w e re a ca reless cliild ,
Still dwelling in my Highland cave,
Or roaming through the dusky wild,
Or bou nd ing o’er the dark lilu e w a v e ;
The cumbrous pomp of Saxon pride
Accords not with the freeborn soul,
Which loves the mountain’s craggy side,
And seeks the rocks where biUows roll.
w o u lb

For once my soul, like thine, was pure,
And all its rising fires could smother;
But now thy vows no more endure,
Bestow’d by thee upon another;

Fortune ! take back these cultured lands,
Take back this name of splendid sound !
I hate the touch of servile liands,
I bate the slaves that eringe around.
Place me among the rocks I love,
Wliich sound to Ocean’s wildest roar;
I ask but this—again to rove
Through scenes my youth liath known
before.

Perkaps his peace I could destroy,
And spoil the blisses that await llim ;
Yet let my rival smile in joy,
For thy dear sake I cannot hate him.

Few are my years, and yet I feel
The world was ne’er design’d for me :
A li! wliy do dark’ning shades conceal
The hour when man must cease to be ?

To thee these early faults I owe,
To thee, the wise and old reproving:
They know my sins, but do not know
’T was thine to break the bonds of loving.
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Ah! since thy ángel form is gone,
My heart no more can reet with an y;
But what it sought in thee alone.
Attempts, aias 1 to find in mauy.

How dull! to hear the voice of those
Wliom rank or chance, whoni wealth or
power,
Have made, thougli neither friends nor
foes,
Associates of the festive hour.
Give me again a faithful few,
In years and feelings still the same,
And I will fly the midniglit crew,
Where boist’rous joy is but a name.
And woman, lovely woman ! thou,
My hope, my comforter, my all I
How cold must be my bosom now,
When e’en thy smiles begin to p a ll!
Without a sigil would I resign
This busy scene of splendid woe,
To malee that calm contentment mine,
Which virtue lcnows, or seems to know.
Fain would I fly the haunts of men—
I seek to shun, not hate mankind ;
My breast requires the sullen glen,
Whose gloom may suit a darken’d mind.
Oh ! that to me the wings were given
Which bear the turtle to her nest!
Then would I cleave the vault of heaven,
To flee away, and be at rest.

W H E N I ROVED A YOUNG HIGHLAND ER.
W h e n I roved a young Highlander o’er the

dark lieatk,
And climb’d thy steep sunimit, oh Morven
of snow!
To gaze on the torrent that tliunder’d beneath,
Or the mist of the tempest that gather’d
below,
Untutor’d by Science, a stranger to fear,
And rude as the rocks where my infaney
grew,
No feeling, save one, to my bosom was dear;
Need I say, my sweet Mary, ’twas centred
in you ?

44

Q jjpon’ e (BOorfte.

Yet it could not be love, for I knew not the
líame,—
What passion can dwell in the heart of
a child ?
But stili I perceive an emotíon the same
As I felt, when a boy, on the crag-cover'd
wild
One image alone on my bosom hnpress’d,
I loved my bleak regions,.»o r panted for
n ew ;
And few were my wants, for my wishes were
bless’d ;
And puré were my thoughts, for my sonl
ivas with yon.
I aróse with the dawn; with my dog as my
guíele,
From mountain to monntain I bonnded
along;
I hreasted the billows of Bee's rusliing tide,
And heard at a distance the Highlander’s
song:
At eve, on my heath-eover’d coucli of repose,
No dreams, save of Mary, were spread to
my v ie w ;
And warin to the skies my devotions aróse,
For the first of my prayers was a blessing
on yon.
I left my bleak home, and my visions are
gone;
The mountains are vanish’d, my yonth is
no m ore;
As the last of my race, I must wither alone,
And delight but in days .1 have witness’d
before:
A l i ! splendonr has raised but embitter’d my
lo t ;
More dear were the scenes whicli my infaney knew:
Tiiough my liopes may have fail’d, yet tliey
are not forgot;
Though coid is my heart, still it lingers
with yon.
When I see some dark bilí point its crest to
the sky,
I think of the roeks that o'ershadow
Colbleen;
When I see the soft blue of a love-speaking
eye,
I think of those eyes that endear’d the rude
scene;
When, haply, some light-waving locks I behold,
That faintly resemble-my Mary’s in hne,
I think on the long, flowing ringlets of
gold,
The locks that were sacred to beauty, and
yon.

Yet the day may arrive when the mountains
once more
Shall rise to my sight in their mantles of
snow:
But while these soar above me, unchanged as
before,
W ill Mary be t.here to receive me ?— ah, n o!
Adieu, then, ye hills, wliere my eliildhood was
bred 1
Thou sweet flowing Dee, to thy waters
adieu 1
No home in the forest shall slielter my
liead,—
Ah I Mary, wliat borne could be mine but with
you?

TO GEORGE, E A R L D E L A W A R R .
O h ! yes, I w ill own we were dear to cach
o th e r;

The friendships of cliildhood, though fleeting, are tra e ;
The love which you felt was the love of a
brother,
Ñor less the affection I cherish'd for you.
But Friendsliip can vary her gentle dominión;
The attacliment of years in a moment
expires:
Like Love, too, she moves on a swift-waving
pinion,
But glows not, like Love, with unquenchable fires.
Full oft have we wander’d througli Ida together,
And blest were the scenes of our youth,
I allow :
In the spring of our life, how serene is the
weatlier !
But winter’s rude tempests are gatliering
now.
No more with affection shall memory blending,
The wonted delights of our childhood
retrace:
When pride steels the bosom, the heart is
unbending,
And what would be justice appears a
disgraee.
However, dear George, for I still must esteem
you;
The few whom I love I can never upbraid:
The chance which has lost may in future
redeem you,
Bepentance will cancel the vow you have
made.

'jfyou.ve
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I will not complain, and though chill’d is
affection,
W ith me no corroding resentment shall
live:
My bosom is calm’d by the simple refiection,
That both may be wrong, and that both
should forgive.
You knew that my soul, that my heart, my
existence,
I f danger demanded, were wholly your own;
You knew me unalter’d by years or by dis
tance,
Bevoted to love and to friendship alone.
You knew,—but away with the vain retrospectio n !
The bond of affection no longer endures;
Too late you may droop o’er the fond recollection,
And sigh for the friend who was formerly
yours.
For the present, we part,—I will hope not for
ever;
For time and regret will restore you at last:
To forget our dissension we both should
endeavour,
I ask no atonement, but days like the past.

TO T H E E A R L OF CLARE.
“ Tu semper amoris
Sis memor, et cari comitis ne abscedat imago/’

V al F lac.

F kiend of my youth 1 when young we roved,
Like striplings, mutually beloved,
With friendship’s purest glow,
The bliss which wing’d those rosy liours
Was such as pleasure seldom showers
On mortals here below.
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Our vital streams of weal or woe,
Though near, alas! distinctly flow,
Ñor mingle as before :
Now swift or slow, now black or clear,
T ill death’s unfathom’d gulf appear,
And both shall quit the shore.
Our souls, my friend 1 which once supplied
One wish, ñor breathed a thought beside,
Now flow in different channels :
Bisdaining humbler rural sports,
’T is yours to mix in polish’d courts,
And shine in fashion’s annals;
’T is mine to waste on love my time,
Or vent my reveries in rhyme,
Without the aid of reason ;
For sense and reason (critics know it)
Have quitted every amorous poet,
Ñor left a thought to seize on.
Poor L i t t l e 1 sweet, melodious bard !
Of late esteem’d it monstrous hard
That he, who sang before all,—
He who the lore of love expanded,—
By dire reviewers should be branded
As void of wit and moral.
And yet, while Beauty’s praise is thine,
Harmonious favourite of the Nine 1
Repine not at thy lot.
Thy soothing lays may still be read,
When Persecution’s arm is dead.
And critics are forgot.
Still I must yield those worthies merit.
Who chasten, with unsparing sphit,
Bad rhymes, and those who write them;
And though myself may be the next
By critieism to be vext,
I really will not fight them.

The recollection seems alone
Bearer than all the joys I ’ve known,
When distant far from you :
Though pain, ’tis still a pleasing pain,
To trace those days and hours again,
And sigh again, adieu I

Perhaps they would do quite as well
To break the rudely sounding shell
Of such a young beginner :
He who offends at pert nineteen,
Ere thirty may become, I ween,
A very harden’d sinner.

My pensive memory lingers o’er
Those scenes to be enjoy’d no more,
Those scenes regretted ever ;
The measure of our youth is full,
L ife’s evening dream is dark and dull,
And we may meet— ah ! never!

Now, Clare, I must return to you ;
And, sure, aj)ologies are due:
Accept, then, my concession.
In truth, dear Clare, in fancy's flight
I soar along from left to righ t;
My muse admires digression.

As when one parent spring supplies
Two streams which from one fountain rise,
Together join’d in vain ;
How soon, diverging from their source,
Each, murmuring, seeks another course,
T ill mingled in the main 1

I think I said ’t would be your fate
To add one star to royal state;—May regal smiles attend you 1
And should a noble monarch reign,
You will not seek his smiles in vain,
I f worth can recommend you.
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T et since in danger courts abound,
Where speeious rivals glitter round,
From suares may saints preserve you ;
And grant your love or friendship ne’er
From any claim a kindred care,
But tliose wlio best deserve you !
Not for a moment may you stray
l ’rom trutli’s secure, unerring w a y !
May no deligbts decoy!
O’er roses may your footsteps move,
Your smiles be ever smiles of love,
Your tears be tears of joy !
O h! if you wish tliat happiness
Your coming days and years may bless,
And virtues Crown your brow ;
Be still as you were wont to be,
Spotless as you’ve been known to me,—
Be still as you are now.
And thougli some trifling sliare of praise,
To cheer my last deelining days,
To me were doubly dear;
Whilst blessing your beloved name
I ’d waive at once a poet's fame,
To prove a prqphet liere.

LIN E S W R IT T E N B E N E ATH A N ELM IN
T H E C H U R C H Y A R D OF H A R R O W .
S po t of my youth! whose hoary branclies

sigh,
Swept by tlie breeze that fans thy cloudless
sky;
Where now alone I muse, wlio oft liave trod,
W itli those I loved, thy soft and verdant sod;
W ith tliose who, scatter’d far, perchance
deplore,
Like me, the happy scenes they knew before:
O h! as I trace again thy winding hill,
Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still,

Thou di'ooping E lm ! beneath whose boughs
I lay,
And freqüent mused the twilight hours away;
Where, as they once were wont, my limbs
recline,
But, a h ! without the thoughts which then
were m ine:
How do thy branches, moaning to the blast,
Invite the bosom to recali the past,
And seem to whisper, as they gently swell,
“ Take, while thou canst, a lingering, last
farew ell! ’’
When fate shall chill, at length, this fever’d
breast,
And cakn its cares and passions into rest,
Oft have I thouglit, ’twould soothe my dying
hour,—
I f aught may soothe when life resigus her
power,—
To know some humble grave, some narrow
celi,
Would hide my bosom where it loved to dwell;
W ith this fond dream, methinks’twere sweet
to die—
And liere it linger’d, here my heart might lie ;
Here might I sleep where allm y hopes aróse,
Scene of my youth, and couch of my repose;
Eor ever stretcli’d beneath this mantling
shade,
Press’d by the turf where once my cliildliood
play’d ;
Wrapt by the soil that veils the spot I loved,
M ix’d with the earth o’er which my footsteps
m oved;
Blest by the tongues that charm’d my youthful ear,
Mourn’d by the few my soul acknowledged
here;
Deplored by those in early days allied,
And unremember’d by the world beside.
September 2, 1802.

« O c c c u n o n a f ($ > ú e é £ *
1807— 1824.
TH E ADIEU.
WRITTEN UNDER TH E IMPRESSION TH A T THE
AUTHOR WOULD SOON D IE .

A d ie u , thou H ill! where early joy

Spread roses o’er my brow;
Where Science seeks each loitering boy
With knowledge to endow.
Adieu, my youthful friends or foes,
Partners of former bliss or woes ;
No more tlirough Ida’s paths we stray;
Soon must I share the gloomy celi,
Whose ever-slumbering inmates dwell
Unconscious of the day.
Adieu, ye hoary Eegal Panes,
Y e spires of Granta’s vale,
Where Learning robed in sable reigns,
And Melancholy pale.
Y e comrades of the jovial hour,
Y e tenants of the clàssic bower,
On Cama’s verdant margin placed,
Adieu ! while memory still is mine,
por, offerings on Oblivion’s shrine,
These scenes must be eiïaced.
Adieu, ye mountains of the clime
Where grew my youthful years ;
Where Loch na Garr in snows sublime
His giant summit reara.
W hy did my childhood wander forth
From you, ye regions of the North,
W ith sons of prido to roam ?
W hy did I quit my Ilighland cave,
Marr’s dusky heatli, and Dee’s clear wave,
To seek a Sotheron home !
H all of my Sires ! a long farewell—
Yet why to thee adieu ?
Thy vaults will echo back my knell,
Thy towers my tomb will v ie w :
The faltering tongue which sung thy fall,
And former glories of thy Hall,
Porgets its wonted simple note—
But yet the Eyre retains the strings,
And sometimes, on iEolian wings,
In dying strains may float.

Fields, which surround yon rústic cot,
While yet I linger here,
Adieu I you are not now íorgot,
To retrospection dear.
Streamlet! along whose rippling surge
My youthful limbs were wont to urge,
At noontide heat, their pliant course ;
Plunging with ardour from the shore,
Thy springs will lave these limbs no more,
Beprived of active forcé.
And shall I here forget the scene,
Still nearest to my breast ?
Rocks rise and rivers roll between
The spot which passion blest;
Yet, Mary, all thy beauties seem
Fresh as in L ove’s bewitching dream,
To me in smiles display’d ;
T ill slow disease resigns his prey
To Death, the parent of decay,
Thine image cannot fade.
And thou, my Friend ! whose gentle love
Yet thrills my bosom’s chords,
How much thy friendship was above
Descriptiou’s power of words!
Still near my breast thy gift I wear
Which sparkled once with Feeling’s tear,
Of Love the pure, the sacred gem ;
Our souls were equal, and our lot
In that dear moment quite forgo t;
L et Pride alone condemn I
All, all is dark and cheerless now 1
No smile of Love’s deceit
Can warm my veins with wonted glow,
Can bid L ife ’s pulses beat:
Not e’en the hope of future fame
Can wake my faint, exliausted frame,
Or crown with fancied wreaths my head.
Mine is a short inglorious race,—
To humble in the dust my face,
And mingle with the dead.
Oh Fame 1 thou goddess of my heart;
On him who gains thy praise,
Pointless must fall the Spectre’s dart,
Consumed in Glory’s blaze;
But me she beckons from the earth,
‘ My name obscure, unmark’d my birth,
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My Ufe a sliort and vulgar dream :
Lost in tlie dull, ignoble crowd,
M y liopes recline within a sUroud,
My fate is Lethe’s stream.

Wbile now amongst tby female peers
Tbou tell’st again the soothing tale,
Canst tbou not mark tbe rising sneers
Duplicity in vain would veil?

When I repose beneatli tbe sod,
Unheeded in the clay,
Wbere once my playful footsteps trod,
Where now my head must lay,
The meed of Pity will be shed
In dew-drops o’er my narrow bed,
B y nightly skies, and storms alone;
No mortal eye will deigu to steep
W ith tears tbe dark sepulchral deep
Which bidés a ñame unknown.

Tliese tales in secret silence husb,
Nor rnake thyself tbe publie gaze:
Wbat modest maid witbout a blusli
Becounts a flattering coxcomb’s praise ?

Forget tbis world, my restless sprite,
Turn, turn tby thoughts to Heaven:
Tbere must thou soon direct tby fligbt,
I f errors are forgiven.
To bigots and to sects unknown,
Bow down beneath tbe Almigbty’s Throne;
To Him address tby trembling prayer:
He, who is merciful and just,
W ill not reject a child of dust,
Although his meanest care.
Fatber of L ig h t! to Tbee I cali;
My soul is dark within:
Tbou who canst rnark tbe sparrow’s faU,
Avert tbe deatb of sin.
Tbou, who canst guide tbe wandering star,
Who calm’st tbe elemental war,
Wbose mantle is yon boundless sky,
My thoughts, my words, my crimes forgive :
And, since I soon must cease to live,
Instruet me bow to die.
1807. [First publisbed, 1832.]

TO A V A IN L A D Y .
A ii ! beedless g ir i! why tbus disclose
What ne’er was meant for other ears:
W hy tbus destroy thine own repose
And dig tbe source of future tears ?
Ob, tbou wilt weep, imprudent maid,
Wbile lurking envious foes will smile,
For all tbe follies thou hast said
Of tbose wbo spoke but to beguile.
Yaiu g ir l! tby liug'ring woes are nigli,
I f tbou believ’st wbat striplings s a y :
Ob, from tbe deép temptation fly,
Nor faU tbe specious spoiler's prey.
Dost tbou repeat, in childish boast,
Tbe words man utters to deceive ?
Tby peace, tby bope, tby ali is lost,
I f tbou canst venture to believe.

W ill not tbe laugbing boy despise
Her wbo relatos eaeb fond conceit—
Wbo, thinking Heaven is in ber eyes,
Yet cannot see tbe sligbt deceit ?
For sbe who takes a soft delight
Tliese amorous notbings in revealing,
Must credit all we say or write,
While vanity prevents concealing.
Cease, if you jn-ize your beauty’s reignt
No jealousy bids me reprove:
One, wbo is thus from nature vain,
I pity, but I cannot love.
January 15, 1807.
[First publisbed, 1832.]

TO ANNE.
O h , Anne, your offences to me bave been

grievous:
I tbougbt from my wrath no atonement
could save you :
But woman is made to command and deceive
us—
Ilook'd hi your face,and I almost forgave you.
I vow’d I could ne'er for a moment respect you,
Yet tbougbt tbat a day’s separation was
lon g;
Wben we met, I determined again to suspect
you—
Your smile soon eonvinced me suspicion
was wrong.
I swore, in a transport of j7oung indignation,
W itli fervent contempt evermore to di3daiu
you :
I saw you—my anger became admiration ;
And now, all my wisb, all my hope’s to
regain you.
W itb beauty like yours, ob, bow vain tbe
contention!
Tbus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you ;
At once to conclude sucli a fruitless dissension,
Be false, my sweet Anne, wben I cease to
adore you 1
January 16, 1807.
[First published, 1832.]

1807.]
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TO TH E SAME.

Oh , say not, sweet Anne, tbat tbe Fates bave
decreed
Tbe heart whicb adores you sbould wisb to
dissever;
Sucb Fates were to me most unkind ones
indeed,—
To bear me from love and from beauty for
ever.
Your frowns, lovely girl, are tbe Fates whicb
alone
Could bid me from fond admiration refrain;
B y tbese, every bope, every wisb were o’ertbrown,
T ill smiles sbould restore me to rapture
again.
As tbe ivy and oak, in tbe forest entwined,
Tbe rage of tbe tempest United must
weather;
My love and my life were by nature design’d
To flourish alike, or to perish togetber.
Tbeu say not, sweet Anne, tbat tbe Fates
bave decreed
Your lover sbould bid you a lasting adieu;
T ill Fate can ordain tbat bis bosom sball
bleed,
His soul, bis existence, are centred in you.
1807. [First publisbed, 1832.]

TO T H E A U T H O R OF A SONNET
BE6INNIN0 “

1SAD IS MY VEBSE,’ YOU SAY, ‘AND
YET NO TEAK.’ ”

T h y verse is “ sad ” enougb, no doubt:

A devilisb deal more sad tban witty I
W by we sbould weep I can’t find out,
Unless for thee we weep in pity.
Yet tbere is one I pity more ;
And much, alas 1 I think be needs i t ;
For be, I ’m sure, will suffer sore,
Wbo, to bis own misfortune, reads it.
Tby rbymes, witbout tbe aid of magic,
May once be read—but never after:
Yet tbeir effect ’s by no means tragic,
Altbough by far too dull for laughter.
But would you make our bosoms bleed,
And of no common pang complain—
I f you would make us weep indeed,
Teli us, you’ll read them o’er again.
March. 8, 1807.
[First publisbed, 1832.]
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ON FINDING A FAN.
I n one wbo fe lt as once he felt,

Tbis might, perbaps, bave fann’d tbe
Same;
But now bis beart no more will melt,
Because tbat beart is not the same.
As wben tbe ebbing flames are low,
Tbe aid whicb once improved their ligbt,
And bade tbem burn witb fiercer glow,
Now quenches all tbeu’ blaze in night.
Tbus lias it been with passion’s fires—
As many a boy and girl remembers—
W bile every bope of love expires,
Extmguish’d witb tbe dying embers.
ïbe.fïraí, thougli not a spark survive,
Some careful hand may teacb to burn;
Tbe last, alas 1 can ne'er survive ;
No toucb can bid its warmtb return
Or, if it chance to wake again,
Not always doom’d its beat to smother,
I t sbeds (so wayward fates ordain)
Its former warmtb around another.
1807. [First published, 1832.]

F A R E W E L L TO TH E MUSE.
T h o u P ow er! wbo bast ruled me througk

infancy’s days,
Young offspring of faney, ’t is time we
sbould p art;
Then rise on tbe gale tbis tbe last of my
lays,
The coldest effusion whicb springs from
my beart.
Tbis bosom, responsive to rapture no more,
Sball husli tby wild notes, nor implore
tbee to sing;
Tbe feelings of cbildhood, whicb taugbt tbee
to soar,
Are wafted far distant on Apathy’s wing.
Though simple tbe themes of my rude flowing Lyre,
Yet even tbese themes are departed for
ever;
No more beani tbe eyes whicb my dream
could inspue,
M y visions are flown, to return,—alas!
never.
Wben drain’d is tbe nectar whicb gladdens
tbe bowl,
How vain is tbe effort delight to prolong!
Wben cold is tbe beauty whicb dwelt in my
soul,
Wbat magic of Faney can lengthen my
song ?
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Can tbe lips sing of Love in tl:e desert alone,
Of kisses and smiles which tliey now must
resign ?
Or dwell with delight on the liours that are
flown ?
Ab, n o ! for those liours can no longer be
mine.
Can they spealc of tbe friends tliat I lived
but to love ?
Ab, surely aiïection ennobles the strain !
But how can my numbers in sympatby move,
Wben I scarcely can bope to behold tbem
again ?
Can I sing of tbe deeds which my Fathers
have done,
And raise my loud harp to tbe fame of my
Sires ?
For glories like theirs, oli, bow faint is my
tone!
For Heroes’ exploits bow unequal my fires !
Untouch’d, then, my Lyre shall reply to tbe
blast—
’T is liusli’d; and my feeble endeavours
are o’e r ;
And those wbo have beard it will pardon the
past,
Wben they know tliat its murmurs shall
vibrate no more.
And soon shall its wild erring notes be
forgot,
Since early affection and love are o’ercast:
O h! blest had my fate been, and bappy my
lot,
Had the first strain of love been tbe
dearest, tbe last.
Farewell, my young Muse! since we now can
ne’er m eet;
I f our songs have been lànguid, they surely
are fe w ;
Let us bope that tbe present at least will be
sweet—
Tbe present— which seals our eternal
Adieu.
1807. [First publislied, 1882.]

TO A N O AK A.T N EW STE AD .
Y oung Oak! when I planted tliee deep in the
ground,

I hoped tliat thy days woukl be longer than
m ine;
That thy dark-wavhig branches would flourisli around,
And iv y thy trunk with its mantle entwine.
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Sucb, such was my bope, when in infancy’s
years,
On tbe land of my fathers I rear’d tbee
with pride;
They are past, and I water thy stem with my
tears,—
Thy deeay not the weeds that surround
tliee can hide.
I left thee, my Oak, and, since that fatal hour,
A stranger has dwelt in the ball of my sire ;
Till manliood shall Crown me, not mine is the
power,
But his, whose neglect may have bade thee
expire.
Oh I hardy thou wert— even now little care
Might revive thy young liead, and thy
wounds gently heal:
But thou wert not fated affection to share—■
For who could suppose that a stranger
would feel 1
Ah, droop not, my Oak ! lift thy head for a
w liile;
Ere twice round yon Glory this planet
shall run,
The hand of thy Master will teach thee to
smile,
When Infancy’s years of probation are
done.
Oh, live then, my Oak! tow’r aloft from the
weeds,
That clog thy young growth, and assist thy
decay,
For stili in thy bosom are life s early seeds,
And stili may thy branches their beauty
display.
Oh ! yet, if maturity's years may bc thine,
Thougli I shall lie low in the cavern of
deatli,
On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may
sliine,
Uninjured by time, or the rude winíer’s
breath.
For centuries stili may thy boughs liglitly
wave
O’er the corsé of tliy lord in thy canopy
la id ;
W hile the branches thus gratefully shelter
his grave,
The cliief who survives may recline in thy
shade.
And as he, with his boys, shall revisit this spot,
H e will teli them in whispers more softly
to tread.
Oh ! surely, by these I shall ne’er be forgo t;
Remembrance stili hallows the dust of the
dead.

©ccaetona? (JKécícs.
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And here, will they say, when in liíe’s glowing prime,
Perhaps he has pour’d forth his young
simple lay,
And here must he sleep, till the moments of
time
Are lost in the hours of Etem ity’s day.
1807. [First published, 1832.]

ON RE V IS IT IN G H A R R O W .
H ere once engaged the stranger’s view

Y'oung Friendship’s record simply traced;
Few were her words,—but yet, thougli
few,
- Resentnient’s hand the line defaced.
Deeply she cut—but not erased,
The characters were stili so plain,
That Friendship once return’d, and gazed,—
T ill Memory hail’d the words again.
Bepentance placed them as before;
Forgiveness join’d her gentle name ;
So fair the inscription seem’d once more,
That Friendship thought it stili the same.
Thus might the Record now have been ;
But, ah, in spite of Hope's endeavour,
Or Friendship’s tears, Pride rush’d between,
And blotted out the line for ever.
September, 1807.
E P IT A P H ON JOHN AD AM S, OF
SO U TH W E LL,

51

And thou cansí lisp a father’s name—■
Ah, William, were thine own the same,—
No self-reproach— but, let me cease—
M y care for thee shall perchase peace ;
Thy mother’s shade shall smile in joy,
And pardon all the past, my Boy I
Her lowly grave the turf has prest,
And thou hast known a stranger’s breast;
Derision sneers upon thy birth,
And yields thee scarce a name on earth ;
Yet shall not these one hope destroy,—
A Father’s heart is thine, my Boy 1
Why, let the world unfeeling frown,
Must I fond Nature’s claim disown ?
Ah, no— thougli moralista reprove,
I hail thee, dearest child of love,
Fair cherub, pledge of youth and joy—
A Father guards thy birth, my Boy I
Oh, ’tw ill be sweet in thee to trace,
Ere age has wrínkled o’er my face,
Ere half my glass of life is run,
At once a brother and a son;
And all my wane of years employ
In justice done to thee, my Boy I
Althougli so young thy heedless sire,
Youth will not damp parental fire ;
And, wert thou stili less dear to me,
W hile Helen’s form revives in thee,
The breast, which beat to former joy,
W ill ne’er desert its pledge, my B o y !
1807. [First published, 1S30.]

A CARRIER, 'WHO DIED OF DRUNKENNESS.
J ohn A dams lies here, of the parish of South-

well,
A Carrier who carried his can to his mouth
w e ll:
He carried so much, and he carried so fast,
He could carri/ no more—so was carried at
la s t;
For, the liquor he drank, being too much for
one,
He could not carnj off,— so he ’s now carri-on.
September, 1807.
TO M Y SON.
T hose flaxen locks, those eyes of blue,
Bright as thy mother’s in their hue;
Those rosy lips, whose ¿limpies play
And smile to steal the heart away,
Recall a scene of former joy,
And touch thy father’s heart, my B o y !

F A R E W E L L ! IF E V E R FCNDEST
PRAYER.
F arewedl ! if ever fondest prayer
For other’s weal avail’d on liigh,
Mine will not all be lost in air,
But waft thy name beyond the sky.
’ T were vain to speak, to weep, to s ig li:
Oh ! more than tears of blood can teli,
When wrung from guilt’s expiring eye,
Are in that word—Farew ell!—F arew ell!
These lips are mute, these eyes are d ry ;
But in my breast and in my bvain,
Awake the pangs that pass not by,
The thought that ne’er shall sleep again.
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain,
Thougli grief and passion tliere reb el;
I only know we loved in vain—
I only feel—Farew ell!—Farew ell!
1808.
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B R IG H T BE TH E P LA C E OF T H Y SOUL.

[ 1808.

TO A Y O U T H F U L FRIEND.

B right be the place of thy soul!
No lovelier spirit than tbine
E 'er burst from its mortal control
In the orbs of the blessed to shine.

F e w years have pass'd since thou and I

On eartli thou wert all but divine,
As thy soul shall immortaUy b e ;
And our sorrow may cease to repine,
When ive know tiíat thy God is with thee.

But now, like me, too vvell thou know’st
What trilles oft the heart recall;
And those who once have loved the most
Too soon forget they loved at all.

Light be the turf of thy tomb !
May its verdure like emeralds b e :
There should not be the shadow of gloom
In aught that reminds us of thee.

And such the cliange the heart displays,
So frail is early friendship’s reign,
A month’s brief lapse, perhaps a da.v’s,
W ill view thy mind estranged again.

Young flowers and an evergreen tree
May spring from the spot of thy rest:
But ñor cypress ñor yew let us see;
For whv should we mourn for the blest!
1808.

I f so, it never shall be mine
To mourn the loss of such a heart;
The fault was Nature’s fault, not thine,
AVhich made thee fickle as thou art.
As rolls the ocean’s clianging tide,
So human feelings ebb and flow ;
And who would in a breast confide
Where stormy passions ever glow ?

Were firmest friends, at least in ñame,
And childhood’s gay sincerity
Preserved our feelings long the same.

W H EN W E TW O PARTED.

I t boots not that, together bred,
Our childish days were days of j o y :
My spring of life has epiicldy fled ;
Thou, too, hast ceased to be a boy.

W h en we two parted
In silence and tears,
H alf broken-hearted
To sever for years,
Palé grew thy cheek and coid,
Colder thy kiss;
Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to tliis.

And when we bid adieu to youth,
Slaves to the specious world’s control,
W e sigh a long farewell to truth ;
That world corrupts the noblest soul.

The dew of the morning
Sunk chill on m y brow—
I t felt like the warning
Of what I feel now.
Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame :
I hear thy llame spoken,
And share in its shame.

Ah, joyous season ! when the mind
Dares all things boldly but to lie ;
When thought ere spoke is unconfíned,
And sparkles in the placid eye.
Not so in Man’s maturer years,
When Man himself is but a to o l;
When interest sways our hopea and fears,
And all must love and hate by rule.

They líame thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;
A sliudder comes o’er me—•
W hy wert thou so dear ?
They know not I knew thee,
Who knew thee too w e ll:—•
Long, long shall I rué thee,
Too deeply to tell.

With fools in kindred vice the sanie,
W e learn at length our faults to blend ;
And those, and those alone, may clahn
The prostituted ñame of friend.
Such is the common lot of man :
Can we then ’scape from folly free ?
Can we reverse the general plan,
Ñor be what all in turn must be ?

In secret ive met—
In silence I grieve,
That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.
I f I should meet thee
After long years,
How should I greet thee ?—
W ith silence and tears.

No ; for myself, so dark my fate
Through every turn of life hath been;
Man and the world so much I hate,
I care not when I quit the scene.

1808.

But thou, with spirit frail and light,
W ilt shine awhile, and pass away;
As glow-worms sparkle through the night,
But daré not stand the test of day.

1808.]
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Alas ! whenever folly calis
Where parasites and prhices meet
(For cherish’d first in royal halls,
The welcome vices kindly greet),
Ev'n now thou ’rt nightly seen to add
One insect to the fluttering crowd ;
And still thy trifling heart is glad
To join the vain and court the proud.
There dost thou glide from fair to fair,
Still simpering on with eager haste,
As flies along the gay parterre,
That taint the flowers they scarcely taste.
But say, what nymph will prize the fíame
Wliich seems, as marshy vapours move,
To Hit along from dame to dame,
An ignis-fatuus gleam of love ?
What friend for tliee, liowe’er inclined,
W ill deign to own a kindred care ?
Who will debase his manly mind,
For friendship every fool may sliai'e ?
In time forbear; amidst the throng
No more so base a thing be seen;
No more so idly pass along ;
Be something, anything, but—mean.
1808.
LINES INSCRIBED UPON A CUP
FORMED FROM A SKULL.
S t a k t not—ñor deem my spirit fled;

In me behold the only skull,
From which, unlike a living head,
Whatever flows is never dull.
I lived, I loved, I quaff'd, like thee:
I died: let earth my bones resign;
Fill up—thou canst not injure me ;
The worm hath fouler lips than thine.
Better to liold the sparkling grape,
Than nurse the earth-worm’s slimy brood;
And circle in the goblet’s simpe
The drink of gods, than reptile’s food.
Where once my wit, perchance, hath shone,
In aid of others’ let me shine;
And when, alas ! our brains are gone,
What nobler substitute than wine ?
Quaff while thou canst: another race,
When thou and thine, like me, are sped,
May reseñe thee from earth’s embrace,
And rhyme and revel with the dead.
Why not ? since through life’s little day
Our heads such sad eifeets produce;
Bedeem’d from worms and wasting clay,
This chance is theirs, to be of use.
Newstead Abbey, 1808.
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W E L L ! THCU A R T H A PPY.
W e l l ! thou art happy, and I feel

That I should thus be happy too;
For still my heart regards thy weal
Warmly, as it was wont to do.
Thy husband’s blest—and ’twill impart
Some pangs to view his liappier lo t :
But let them pass— Oh ! how my heart
Would hate him if he loved thee n o t!
When late I saw thy favourite child,
I thought my jealons heart would break;
But -when the unconscious infant smiled,
I kiss’d it for its mother’s sake.
I kiss’d it,— and repress’d my sighs
Its father in its face to see;
But then it liad its mother’s eyes,
And they were all to love and me.
Mary, adieu ! I must away:
While thou art blest I ’ll not repine;
But near thee I can never stay;
My heart would soon again be thine.
I deem’d that time, I deem’d that pride,
Had quencli’d at length my boyish flame;
Nor knew, till seated by thy side,
My heart in all,— save hope,—the same.
Yet was I calm : I knew the time
My breast would thrill before thy look ;
But now to tremble were a erime—
W e mét,— and not a nerve was shook.
I saw thee gaze upon my face,
Yet meet with no confusión there:
One only feeling could’st thou trace;
The sullen calmness of despair.
A w a y! away! my early dream
Itemembranee never must awake :
Oh ! where is Lethe’s fabled stream ?
My foolish heart, be still, or break.
November 2, 1808.
IN S C R IPT IO N ON T H E MONUMENT
OF A NEW FOUNDLAND DOG.
W h e n some proud son o f man returns to
earth,

Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth,
The sculptor’s art exhausts the pomp of woe,
And storied urns record who rest below:
AVlien all is done, upon the tomb is seen,
Not what he was, but what he should have
been:
But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend,
The first to -welcome, foremost to defend,
AVliose honest lieart is still his master’s own,
AYho labours, fights, lives, breathes for him
alone,
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Unhonour'd falls, qnnoticed all his worth,
Denied in heaven the soni be beld on earth:
W liile man, vain insect! hopes to be forgiven,
And claims bimself a solé exclusive heaven.
Oh m an! thou feeble tenant of an hour,
Debased hy slavery, or corrupt by power,
Who knows thee well must quit thee with
disgust,
Degraded mass of anhnated dust!
Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a ckeat,
Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit!
By nature vile, ennobled hut by name,
Each kindred brute might bid thee hlush for
shame.
Ye 1 who perchance heliold this simple urn,
Pass on—it liouours none you wish to mourn:
ï o mark a friend’s remains these stones arise;
I never knew hut one,— and here he lies.
Newstead Abbey, November 30,1808.

TO A L A D Y ,
ON B E IN G A S K E D M ï E E A SO N FO K Q U IT X IN O
E N G L A N D I N T H E S P E IN G .

W h e n Man, expell’d from Eden’s bowers,

A moment linger’d near the gate,
Each scene recall’d the vanish’d hours,
And hade llim curse his future fate.
But, wandering on tlirough distant climes,
He learnt to bear bis load of g r ie f;
Just gave a sigil to other times,
And found in busier scenes relief.
Thus, la d y ! will it be with me,
And I must view thy charms no more •
For, while I linger near to thee,
I sigh for all I knew before.
In flight I sliall be surely wise,
Escaping from temptation’s snare ;
I cannot view my paradise
Without the wish of dwelling there.
December 2, 1808.

REMIND ME NOT, REMIND ME NOT.
B e m in d me not, remind me not,

Of those beloved, those vanish’d hours,
When all my soul was given to thee;
Hours that may never be forgot,
T ill time unnerves our vital powers,
And thou and I shall cease to be.
Can I forget— canst thou forget,
When playing with thy golden hair,
How quick thy fluttering heart did move ?
O h! hy my soul, I see thee yet,
W ith eyes so lànguid, breast so fair,
And lips, though silent, breathing love.

[ 1808.

When thus recliniug on my breast,
Those ejres threw back a glance so sweet,
As half reproach’d yet raised desire,
And still we near and nearer prest,
And still our glowing lips would meet,
As if in kisses to expire.
And then those pensive eyes would close.
And bid their lids each other seek,
Yeiling the azure orbs below;
While their long laslies’ darken’d gloss
Seem’d steahng o’er thy brilliant cheek,
Like raven’s plumage smooth’d on snow.
I dreamt last night our love return’d,
And, sooth to say, that very dream
W as sweeter in its pliantasy,
Than if for other liearts I burn’d,
For eyes that ne’er like thine could beam
In rapture’s wild reality.
Then teli me not, remind me not,
Of hours which, though for ever gone,
Cau still a pleasing dream restore,
T ill thou and I shall be forgot,
And senseless, as the mouldering stone
Which telis that we shall he no more.

TH E R E W A S A TIM E, I NEED NOT
NAME.
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AND W I L T TH O U W E E P W H E N I AM
LOW ?
A nd wilt thou weep when I am low ?

Sweet lad y! speak those words again
Y'et if they grieve thee, say not so—
I would not give that bosom pain.
My heart is sad, my hopes are gone,
My blood runs coldly through my breast;
And when I perish, thou alone
W ilt sigh above my place of rest.
And yet, methinks, a gleam of peace
Doth through my cloud of anguish sliine :
And for a while my sorrows cease,
To know thy heart hath felt for mine.
Oh lad y! blessed be that tear—It falls for one who cannot w eep;
Such precious drops are doubly dear
To those whose eyes no tear may steep.
Sweet lady 1 once my heart was warm
With every feeling soft as thine ;
But beauty’s self hath ceased to charm
A wretch created to repine.
Yet wilt thou weep when I am low ?
Sweet lady 1 speak those words again :
Yet if they grieve thee, say not so—
I would not give that bosom pain.

T h k e e was a time, I need not name,

Since it will ne’er forgotten he,
When all our feelings were the same
As still my soul hath been to thee.
And from that hour w'hen first thy tongue
Confess’d a love which equall’d mine,
Though many a grief my heart hath wrung,
Unknown, and thus uufelt, by thine,
None, none hath sunk so deep as this—
To think how all that love hath flow n;
Transient as every faithless kiss,
But transient in thy breast alone.
And yet my heart some solace knew',
When late I heard thy lips declare,
In accents once imagined true,
Bemembrance of the days that were.
Yes ! my adored, yet most unkind 1
Though thou wilt never love again,
To me ’tis doubly sweet to find
Bemembrance of that love remain.
Y e s ! ’tis a glorious thought to me,
Nor longer shall my soul repine,
Whate’er thou art or e’er slialt be,
Thou bast been dearly, solely mine.

F IL L T H E GOBLET AG AIN .

55

The heart of a mistress some boy may
estrange,
Friendship sliifts with the sunbeam— thou
never canst change;
Thou grow’st old—who does not ?— but ou
earth what appears,
Whose virtues, like thine, still increase with
its years ?
Yet if blest to the utmost that love can
bestow,
Should a rival how down to our idol below,
W e are jealous !—who ’s not ?— thou bast no
such a llo y ;
For the more that cnjoy thee, the more we
enjoy.
Then the season of youth and its vanities
past,
For refuge we fly to the goblet at last;
There we find—do we not ?—in the flow of
the soul,
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl.
When the box of Pandora was opened on
earth,
And Misery’s triumph commenced over Mirth,
Hope was left,—was she not ?—but the goblet
we kiss,
And care not for Hope, who are certain of
bliss.
Long life to the grajie 1 for when summer is
flown,
The age of our nectar shall gladdeu our ow n:
W e must die—who shall not ?— May our sins
be forgiven,
And Hebe shall never be idle in heaven.

A SONG.

F il l the goblet again! for I never before
Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart
to its core;
Let us drink !— who would not ?— since,
through life’s varied round,
In the goblet alone no deception is found.

S T A N Z A S TO A L A D Y , ON L E A V IN G
ENGLAND.
’T is done— and shivering in the gale
The bark unfurls her snowy sail;
And whistling o’er the bending mast,
Loud sings on high the fresli’ning blast;
And I must from this land be gone,
Because I cannot love hut one.

I ha ve tried in its turn all that life cau supply;
I liave bask’d in the beam of a dark rolling
eye ;
I liave loved !— who has not ?—but what But could I be what I liave been,
heart can declare
And could I see what I have seen—
That pleasure existed while passion was Could I repose upon the breast
there ?
Which once my warmest wishes blest—
In the days of my youth, when the heart ’s I should not seek another zone
Because I cannot love but one.
in its spring,
And dreams that affection can never take
wiug,
I had frieuds I—who has not ?— but what
tongue will avow,
That friends, rosy wine! are so faithful as
thou?

’T is long since I beheld that eye
Which gave me bliss or m isery;
And I have striven, hut in vain,
Never to think of it again :
For though I fly from Albion,
I still can only love but one.
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As some lone bird, vithout a mate,
My weary lieart is desolate;
I look around, and cannot trace
One friendly smile or welcome face,
And ev’n in crowds am still alone,
Becanse I cannot love but one.
And I will cross tile whitening foani,
And I will seek a foreign lióm e;
T ill I forget a false fair face,
I ne’er sliall find a resting-place;
M y own dark thouglits I cannot sliun,
But ever loye, and love but one.
The poorest, veriest wretch on earth
Still finds some liospitable hearth,
Where friendship’s or love’s softer glow
May smile in joy or soothe in w oe;
But friend or lemán I have none,
Becanse I cannot love but one.
I go— but wheresoe’er I flee
There’s not an eye will weep for me;
There ’s not a kind congenial lieart,
Where I can claim the meanest p art;
Ñor thou, who hast my hopes undone,
W ilt sigh, altliough I love but one.
To think of every early scene,
Of what we are, and what w e ’ve been,
Would whelm some softer hearts with woe—
But mine, alas ! has stood the blow :
Yet still beats on as it begun,
And never truly loves but one.
And who that dear loved one may be,
Is not for vulgar eyes to see;
And why that early love was cross’d,
Thou know’st the best, I feel the m ost:
But few that dwell beneatli the aun
Have loved so long, and loved but one.
I ’ve tried another’s fetters too,
W ith charms perchance as fair to v ie w ;
And I would fain have loved as well,
But some unconquerable spell
Forbade my bleeding breast to own
A kindred care for aught but one.
'Twould soothe to take one lingering view,
And bless thee in my last adieu;
Yet wish I not tliose eyes to weep
For him that wanders o’er the deep;
His lióme, bis liope, his youth are gone,
Yet still lie loves, and loves but one.
1S09.
LINES TO MR. HODGSON.
W R ITT E N ON BOARD TH E LISBON PACKET.

H u z z a ! Hodgson, -we are going,

Our embargo’s off at last;
Favourable breezes blowing
Bend the canvass o’er the mast.
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From aloft the signal’s streaming,
Hark 1 the farewell gun is fired;
Women screeching, tars blasplieming,
Tell US that our time’s expired.
H ere’s a rascal
Come to task all,
Prying from the custom-house
Trunks unpacking,
Cases cracking,
Not a córner for a mouse
’Scapes unsearch’d amid the racket,
Ere we sail on board the Packet.
Now our boatmen qnit tlieir mooring,
And all liands must ply the oar;
Baggage from the quay is lowering,
W e ’re impatient, push from shore.
o Have a care 1 that case holds liquor Stop the boat—I ’m sick—oh L o rd ! ”
“ Sick, ma’am, damme, you’ll be sicker
Ere you’ve been an hour on board.”
Thus are screaming
Men and women,
Geminen, ladies, servants, Jacks ;
Here entangling,
A ll are wrangling,
Stuck together cióse as wax.—
Such the general noise and racket,
Ere we reacli the Lisbon Packet.
Now we ’ve reach’d her, l o ! the captain,
Gallant Kidd, commands the crew ;
Passengers tlieir berths are clapt in,
Some to grumble, some to spew.
“ H eyday! cali yon that a cabin ?
W hy ’tis hardly three feet square:
Not enougli to stow Queen Mab in—
Who the deuce can harbour there ? ”
“ Who, sir ? plenty—
Nobles twenty
Did at once my vessel fill.” —
“ Did they? Jesús,
How you squeeze us !
Would to God they did so still:
Then I ’d scape the lieat and racket
Of the good ship, Lisbon Packet.”
Fletcher! M urray! B ob ! where are you ?
Stretch’d along the deck like logs—
Bear a hand, you jolly tar, you !
Here ’s a rope’s end for the dogs.
Hobliouse muttering fearful curses,
As the hatchway down he rolls,
Now his breakfast, now his verses,
Vomits forth—and damns our souls.
“ H ere’s a stanza
On Braganza—
Help !
“ A couplet ?
“ No, a cup
Of warm water— ”
“ What ’s the matter ?”
“ Zounds ! my livor1s coming up ;
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I shall not survive the racket
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet.”
Now at length we ’re off for Turkey,
Lord knows when we shall come back !
Breezes foul and tempests murky
May unship us in a crack.
But, since life at most a jest is,
As philosopliers allow,
Still to laugh by far the best is,
Then laugh on—as I do now.
Laugh at all things,
Great and small things,
Sick or well,.at sea or shore;
While we ’re quaffing,
Let ’s have laughing—
Who the devil cares for more ?—
Some good wiue ! and who would lack it,
E v ’n on board the Lisbon Packet ?
Falmouth Boads, June 30, 1809.
[First published, 1830.]

TO FLORENCE.
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L a d y ! when I shall view the walls
Where free Byzantium once aróse,
And Stamboul’s Oriental halls
The Turkish tyrants now endose;
Though mightiest in the lists of fame,
That glorious city still shall b e;
On me ’tw ill liold a dearer claim,
As spot of thy nativity:
And though I bid thee now farewell,
When I behold that wondrous scene,
Since where thou art I may not dwell,
’T will soothe to be where thou hast been.
September, 1809.
LIN E S W R IT T E N IN AN ALBUM , A T
M ALTA.
As o’er the coid sepulchral stone
Some ñame arrests the passer-by;
Tlius, when thou view’st this page alone,
May mine attract thy pensive eye !

Oh L a d y ! when I left the shore,
The cÜstant shore wliich gave me birth,
X hardly thought to grieve once more
To quit another spot on earth:

And when by thee that ñame is read,
Perchance in some succeeding year,
Reflect on me as on the dead,
And think my lieart is buried here.
September 14, 1809.

Yet here, amidst this barren isle,
Where panting Nature droops the head,
Where only thou art seen to smile,
I view my parting hour with dread.

S T A N Z A S COMPOSED DURING A
THUNDER-STORM.

Though far from Álbin’s craggy shore,
Divided by the dark-blue main;
A few, brief, rolling seasons o’er,
Perchance I view her cliffs again :

C h il e and mirk is the n igh tly blast,

Where Pindus’ mountains rise,
And angry clouds are pouriug fast
The vengeance of the skies.
Our guides are gone, our hope is lost,
And lightnings, as they pla3',
But show where rocíes our patli have crost,
Or gild the torrent’s spray.

But wdieresoe’er I now may roam,
Through scorcking clime, and varied sea,
Though Time restore me to my lióme,
I ne’er shall bend mine eyes on thee:
On thee, in whom at once conspire
A ll charms which heedless hearts can move,
Whom but to see is to admire,
And, oh ! forgive the word—to love.

Is yon a cot I saw, though low ?
When liglitning broke the gloom—
How welcome were its sliade!— ah, n o !
’T is but a Turkish tomb.

Forgive the word, in one who ne’er
With such a word can more offend;
And since thy lieart I cannot share,
Believe me, what I am, thy friend.

Through sounds of foaniing vraterfalls,
I hear a voice exclaini—
My way-worn countryman, who calis
On distant England’s líame.

And who so coid as look on thee,
Thou lovely wand’rer, and be less ?
Ñor be, what man sliould ever be,
The friend of Beauty in distress ?

A shot is fired—by foe or friend ?
Another— ’tis to tell
The mountain-peasants to descend,
And lead us where they dwell.

A h ! who would think that forni liad past
Through Danger’s most destructive path,
Had braved the death-wing’d tempest’s blast,
And ’scaped a tyrant’s fiercer wrath ?

Oh ! who in such a night will daré
To tempt the wdlderness ?
And who ’mid thunder-peals can hear
Our signal of distress ?

58

QiJjjvon’a Q35orft0.

[ 1809.

1811.]

(JDccdeíonaf çpkces.

Ancl who that heard our sliouts would rise
To try the dubious road ?
Nor rather deem from nigbtly cries
Tliat outlaws were abroad.
Clonds burst, skies flash, oh, dreaciful hour !
More fiercely pours the storra !
Yet here one thougkt has still the power
To keep my bosom warm.
Wliile wandering through each broken path,
O'er brake and craggy brow ;
W'hile elements exhaust their wrath,
Sweet Florence, where art thou ?

And now upon the scene I look,
The azure grave of many a Roman;
Where stern Ambition once forsook
His wavering crown to follow woman.

IN TH IS BOOK A TRAVEL·LER HAD W R ITTE N :—

Florence ! whom I will love as well
As ever yet was said or sung
(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from heli),
Wliilst thou art fair and I am young;

“ F a i r Albion, smiling, sees her son depart
To trace the birth and nursery of a r t:
Noble his object, glorious is his aim ;
He comes to Athens, and he writes his name.”

Not on the sea, not on the sea,
Thy bark hath long heen gone :
Oh, may the storm that pours on me
Bow down my head alone !
Full swiftly blew the swift Siroc,
When last I press'd thy lip ;
And long ere now, with foaming shock
Impell’d thy gallant ship.
Now thou art safe ; nay, long ere now
Hast trod the shore of Spain ;
’T were hard if aught so fair as thou
Should linger on the main.
And since I now remember thee
I 11 darkness and in dread,
As in those hours of revelry
Wliich mirth and music sped;
Do thou, amid the fair white walls,
I f Cádiz yet be free,
At times from out her latticed halls
Look o’er the dark hlue sea;
Then think upon Calypso's isles,
Endear’d by days gone b y ;
To others give a thousand smiles,
To me a single sigh.
And when the admiring circle mark
The paleness of thy face,
A lialf-form’d tear, a transient spark
Of melancholy grace,
Again thou I t smile, and blushing shun
Some coxcombs raillery;
Nor own for once thou thought’st on one,
W ho ever thinks on thee.
Though smile and sigh alike are vain,
When sever'd hearts repine,
My spirit flies o'er mount and main,
And mouras in search of thine.

Though Fate forbids sucli things to be,
Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curl’d !
I cannot lose a world for thee,
But would not lose thee for a world.
Nov. 14, 1809.

S T A N Z A S W R IT T E N IN P A S S IN G TH E
A M B R A C IA N GULF.
T h r o u g h cloudless skies, in silvery sheen,
Full beams the moon on Actium's coast:
And on these waves, for Egypt’s queen,
The ancient world was won and lost.

Sweet Florence ! those were pleasant times,
When worlds were staked for ladies’ eyes:
Had bards as many realms as rhymes,
Thy charms might raise new Antonies.

TH E S P E L L IS BROKE, T H E C H AR M
IS F L O W N !
W R ITT E N A T A TH E N S , JANUARY 16, 1810.
T h e spell is broke, the cliarm is flown !
Thus is it with life’s fitful fe ve r:
W e madly smile when we should groan
Delirium is our best deceiver.
Each lucid interval of thought
Recalis the woes of Nature s charter ;
And he that acts as wise men ouglit,
But lives, as saints have died, a martyr.
W R IT T E N A F T E R SW IM M ING FROM
SESTOS TO ABYDOS.
I f , in the month of dark December,

Leander, who was nigbtly wont
(What inaid will not the tale remember ?)
To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont!
If, when the wintry tempest roar'd,
He sped to Hero, nothing loth,
And thus of old thy current pour’d,
Fair Venus I how I pity both !
For me, degenerate modern wretcli,
Though in the genial month of May,
M y dripping limbs I faintly stretch,
And think I ’ve done a feat to-day.
But since he cross’d the rapid tide,
According to the doubtful story,
To woo,—and—Lord knows what heside,
And swam for Love, as I for G lory;
’T were hard to say who fared the best:
Sad mortals ! thus the gods still plague
you !
He lost his labour, I my je s t;
For he was drown’d, and I ’ve the ague.
May 9, 1810.

LINES IN TH E T R A V E L L E R S ’ BOOK
A T ORCHOMENUS.

BENEATH W H ICH LORD BYRON INSERTED THE
FOLLO W IN G :—
T h e modest bard, like many a hard unknown,
Rhymes on our ñames,but wisely hides his own;
But yet, whoe’er he be, to say no worse,
His name would bring more credit than his
verse.
..
1810.
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Nature, and relenting Jove,
To keep my lainp in strongly strove;
But Romanelli was so stout,
He beat all three— and blew it out.
Oct. 1810.
Y outh,

SU B S TIT U T E FO R A N E P IT A P H .
Reader! take your choice to cry or
laugh;
Here H a r o l d lies—hut where ’s his Epitaph ?
I f such you seek, try Westminster, and
view
Ten thousand just as fit for him as you.
Athens.
K in d

M AID OF A T H E N S , ERE W E P A R T .
Zt út\ (MOV, <raç ayam ò.

of Athens, ere we part,
Give, oh give me back my heart}
Or, since that has left my breast,
Keep it now, and take the rest!
Hear my vow before I go,
M a id

Zcúrj

fiov,

<raç

àyairíà.

By those tresses unconfined,
W oo’d by each iEgean w in d;
By those lids whose jetty fringe
Kiss thy soft cheeks’ blooming tinge;
By those wild eyes like the roe,
Z ojt) fxovy traç àya7ru>.
By that lip I long to taste;
By that zone-encircled waist;
By all the token-flowers that teli
What words can never speak so w e ll;
B y love’s alternate joy and woe,
Ztórj

fJLOv,

craç ayeurto.

Maid of Athens! I am gone :
Think of me, sweet! when alone.
Though I fly to Istambol,
Athens liolds my heart and soul:
Can I cease to love thee? N oi
Z

úr] fiov,

traç àyairw.

Athens, 1S10.
T R A N S L A T IO N OF T H E NURSE’S DOLE
IN TH E MEDEA OF EURIPIDES.
O h how I wish tliat an embargo
Had kept in port the good ship Argo 1
Who, still unlaunch’d from Grecian docks,
Had never pass’d the Azure rocks ;
But now I fear her trip will be a
Damn’d business for my Miss Medea, &c. &c.
June, 1810.

LINES W R IT T E N B E N E ATH A
PIC T U R E .
D ear object of defeated care !
Though now of Love and thee bereft,
To reconcile me with despair,
Thine image and my tears are left.
’T is said with Sorrow Time can cope ;
But this I feel can ne’er be true :
For by the death-blow of my Hope
My Memory immortal grew.
Athens, January, 1811.

T R A N S L A T IO N OF TH E FAMOUS
GREEK W A R SONG,
“ Aeúre iraiScç rwr 'EAAúfüh*.”
of the Greeks, arise!
The glorious hour ’s gone forth,
And, worthy of such ties,
Display who gave us birth.
S ons

CHORUS.

Sons of Greeks! let us go
In arms against the foe,
T ill their hated blood shall flow
In a river past our feet.
Then manfully despising
The Turkish tyrant’s yoke,
Let your country see you rising,
And all her cliains are broke.
Brave shades of chiefs and sages,
Behold the coming strife 1
Hellénes of past ages,
Oh, start again to life 1
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At tlie sound of my trumpet, breaking
Your sleep, oh, join with me !
And tbe seven-hill’d city seeking,
Figlit, conquer, till we ’re free.
Sons of Greeks, &c.
Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers
Letbargic dost tbou lie ?
Awake, and join thy numbers
W ith Athens, oíd ally 1
Leonidas recalling,
Tkat cliief of ancient song,
Who saved ye once from falling,
The terrible ! tbe strong !
Who made that bold diversión
In oíd Thermopylse,
And warring with the Persian
To keep his eountry fr e e ;
W ith his three hundred waging
The battle, long he stood,
And like a lion raging,
Expired in seas of blood.
Sons of Greeks, &c.

Ah, teli me, my soul! must I perish
B y pangs which a smile would dispel ?
Would the hope, which thou once bad’st me
cherish,
For torture repay me too well ?
Now sad is the garden of roses,
Beloved but false Haidée!
There Flora all wither’d reposes,
And mourns o’er thine absence with me.
1811.

ON P A R T IN G .
T h e kiss, dear m a id ! thy lip has left
Shall never part from mine,

T ill happier hours restore the gift
Untainted back to thine.
Thy parting glance, which fondly beams,
An equal love may see :
The tear that from thine eyelid streams
Can weep no change in me.
I ask no pledge to make me bles!
In gazing wheñ alone;
Ñ o r one m em orial fo r a breast,

T R A N S L A T IO N OF T H E R O M AIC SONG,
** M7T€i/to /xeç ' tct’ 7repi/3óAt

’ClpaiÓTaTr] Xá^Sí/,”
I

&C.

thy garden of roses,
Beloved and fair Haidée,
Eaoh morning where Elora reposes,
For surely I see her in .thee.
Oh, Lovely ! thus low I implore thee,
Receive this fond trutli from my tongue,
Which utters its song to adore thee,
Y et trembles for what it has sung;
As the branch, at the bidding of Nature,
Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree,
Tlirough her eyes, through her every feature,
Shiues the soul of the young Haidée.
entes

But the loveliest garden grows hateful
When Love lias abandon’d the bowers ;
Bring me hemlock—since mine is ungrateful,
That herb is more fragrant than flowers.
The poison, when pour’d from the chalice,
W ill deeply embitter the bow l;
But when drunk to escape from thy malice,
The draught shall be sweet to my soul.
Too cru el! in vain I implore thee
My heart from those horrors to save:
W ill nouglit to my bosom restore thee ?
Then open the gates of the grave.
As the chief who to combat advances
Secure of his conquest before,
Tlius thou, with those eyes for thy lances,
Hast pierced through my heart to its core.

1811.]
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F A R E W E L L TO M A L T A .

A d ie u , ye joys of La Yalette !
Adieu, sirocco, sun, and sweat!
Adieu, thou palace rarely enter’d !
Adieu, ye mansions where—I ’ve ventured !
Adieu, ye cursed streets of stairs !
(How surely he who mounts you swears!)
Adieu, ye merchants often failing!
Adieu, thou mob for ever railing!
Adieu, ye packets—without letters!
Adieu, ye fools—who ape your betters!
Adieu, thou damned’st quarantine,
That gave me fever, and the spleeu !
Adieu, that stage which makes us yawn, Sirs,
Adieu, his Excellency’s dancers!
Adieu to Peter—whorn no fault’s in,
But could not teach a colonel waltzing;
Adieu, ye females fraught with graees 1
Adieu, red coats, and redder faces!
Adieu, the supercilious air
Of all that strut “ en militaire! ”
I go—but God knows when, or why,
To smoky towns and cloudy sky,
To things (the honest trutli to say)
As bad—but in a different way.

6i

Prefer my nightcap to my beaver,
And bless the gods I ’ve got a fever.
May 26, 1811.
[First published, 1832.]

TO

D I VES.

A FRAGMENT.

U n h a p p y D iv e s ! in an evil hour

’ Gainst Nature’s voice seduced to deeds accurst!
Once Fortune’s minion, now thou feel’st her
power;
W rath’s vial on thy lofty liead hath burst.
In Wit, in Genius, as in Wealtli the first,
How wondr-ous bright thy blooming moni
aróse!
But thou wert smitten with tk’ unhallow’d
thirst
Of crime un-named, and thy sad noon must
cióse
In scorn, and solitude unsought, the worst of
woes.
1811. [First published, 1832.]

Whose thoughts are all thine own.
Nor need I write—to tell the tale
M y pen were doubly weak :
1Oh 1 what can idle words avail,
Unless the heart could speak ?
B y day or night, in weal or woe,
That heart, no longer free,
Must bear the love it canuot show,
And silent aclie for thee.
March, 1811.
E P IT A P H FO R JOSEPH B LA C K E T T ,
L A T E P O E T AND SHOEM AKER.
S tk a n g e r ! behold, interr’d together,

The souls of learning and of leather.
Poor lo e is gone, but left his a ll:
Y o u ’ll find his relies in a stall.
His works were neat, and often found
W ell stitch’d, and with morocco bound.
Tread lightly—where the bard is laid
H e canuot mend the shoe he made ;
Yet is he happy in his lióle,
With verse immortal as his solé.
But still to business he keld fast,
And stuck to Phoebus to the last.
Then who shall say so good a fellow
Was only “ leather and prunella ? ”
For character—he did not lack i t ;
And if he did, ’ twere shame to “ Black it."
Malta, May 16, 181L

Farewell to these, but not adieu,
Triumphant sons of truest blue!
While either Adriàtic sliore,
And fallen cliiefs, and fleets no more,
And nightly smiles, and daily dinners,
Proclaim you war and woman’s winners.
Pardon my Muse, who apt to prate is,
And take my rhyme—because ’tis “ gi-atis.”
And now I ’ve got to Mrs. Fraser,
Perhaps you tlihik I mean to praise her—
And were I vain enougk to tliink
My praise was worth this drop of ink,
A line—or two—were no liard matter,
As here, indeed, I need not flatter:
But she must be content to shine
In better praises than in mine,
With lively ah, and open heart,
And fasliion’s ease, without its a r t;
Her hours can gaily glide along,
Ñor ask the aid of idle song.
And now, O M alta! since thou’st got us,
Thou little military hothouse!
I ’ll not offend with words uncivil,
And wish thee rudely at the Devil,
But only stare from out my casement,
And ask, for what is such a place meant ?
Then, in my solitary nook,
Beturn to scribbling, or a book,
Or take my physic while I ’m able
(lw o spoonfuls hourly by the label),

ON MOORE’S L A S T O PE R A TIO FARCE,
OR F A R C IC A L O PERA.
G ood plays are scarce,

So Moore writes farce :
The poet’s fame grows brittle—
W e knew before
That L ittle ’s Moore,
But now ’tis Moore tliat’s little.
September 14,1811.
[First published, 1830.]

E P IS T L E TO A FRIEND,
IN ANSWER TO S03IE LIN ES EXHORTING THE
AUTHOR TO BE CHEERFUL, AND TO “ BANIS H OARE.”

“ Oh ! banish care ”— such ever be
The motto of thy revelry!
Percliance of mine, when wassail nights
Renew those riotous delights,
Wlierewith the children of Despair
Lull the lone heart, and “ banish care.”
But not in m onis reflecting hour,
When present, past, and future lower,
When all I loved is changed or gone,
Mock with such taunts the woes of one,
Whose every tliought—but let tkem pass—
Thou know’st I am not what I was.
But, above all, if thou wouldst hold
Place in a heart that ne’er was coid,

Q jJ p o n ’ e
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B y all the powers that men revere,
By all unto tliy bosom dear,
T liy joys below, thy hopes above,
Speak—speak of anytbing bat love.
’Twere long to teli, and vain to bear,
The tale of one who scorns a tear;
And there is little in that tale
Which better bosoms would bewail.
But mine has suffer’d more than well
’T would suit iihilosophy to teli.
I ’ye seen my bride another’s bride,—
Have seen her seated by his side,—
Have seen the infant, which slie bore,
Wear the sweet smile the mother wore,
When she and I in youtli have smiled,
i s fond and faultless as her child;
Have seen her eyes, in cold disdain,
Ask if I felt no secret pain ;
And I have acted well my part,
And made my cheek belie my lieart,
Keturn’d the freezing glance she gave,
Y et felt the while that womau’s slave
Have kiss’d, as if without design,
The babe which ought to have been mine,
And show’d, alas I in eacli caress
Time had not made me love the less.

(XSorRe.
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TO T H Y R Z A .
And say, what Truth might well have
said,
By all, save one, perchance forgot,
Ah ! wherefore art thou lowly laid ?
By many a shore and many a sea
Divided, yet beloved in vain ;
The past, the future fled to thee,
To b id us m e e t —no— n e ’e r a g a in

To me they speak of brighter days—
But lull the chords, for now, alas !
I must not think, I may not gaze,
On what I am—on what I was.

And didst thou not, since Death for thee
Prepared a light and pangless dart,
Once long for him thou ne’er shalt see,
Who held, and holds thee in his heart ?

The voice that made those sounds more sweet
Is hush’d, and all their charms are fled •
And now their softest notes repeat
A dirge, an anthem o’er the dead !
Yes, Thyrza ! yes, they breathe of thee,
Beloved dust! süice dust thou a r t;
And all that once was liarmony
Is worse than discord to my heart!

Oh ! who like him had watch’d thee here ?
Or sadly mark’d thy glazing eye,
In that dread hour ere death appear,
Wheu silent sorrow fears to sigh,
T ill all was past ? But when no more
’T was thine to reck of human woe,
Affection’s heart-drops, gnshing o’er
Had flow'd as fast—as now they flow.
Shall they not flow, when many a day
In these, to me, deserted towers,
Ere call’d but for a time away,
Affection’s mingling tears were ours ?
Ours too the glance none saw beside ;
The smile none else might understand;
The whisper’d thought of hearts allied,
The pressure of the thrilling hand;
The kiss, so guiltless and refined,
That Love eacli warmer wish forbore;
Those eyes proclaim’d so pure a mind,
Even Passion blush’d to plead for more,

Teach me— too early taught by thoe !
To bear, forgiving and forgiven :
On earth thy love was such to m e ;
It fain would form my hope in lieaven !
(t
October 11, 1811.
A W A Y , A W A Y , Y E NOTES OF W O E !
away, ye notes of woe !
Be silent, thou once sootlnng strain,
Or I must flee from henee—for, oh !
I dare not trust those sounds again.

Aw ay,

!

© c c a e tto n a f’ Çptécee.

Could this have been—a word, a look, ^
That softly said, “ W e part m peace,
Had taught my bosom how to brook,
W ith fainter sighs, thy soul’s release.

But let this pass—I ’ll whine no more,
Nor seek agaiu an eastern shore;
The world befits a busy brain,—•
The tone, that taught me to rejoice,
l ’li hie me to its haunts again.
When prone, unlike thee, to repine ;
But if, in some succeediug year,
The song, celestial from thy voice,
When Britain’s “ May is in the sere,’
But sweet to me from none but thine;
Thou hear’st of one whose deepening crimes
Suit with the sablest of the times,
The pledge we wore—I wear it still,
Of one, whom love nor pity sways,
But wliere is thine ?— A l i ! where art thou ?
Nor hope of faine, nor good meu’s praise;
Oí't have I borne the weight of ill,
One, who in stern ambition’s pride,
But never bent beneath till now 1
Perchance not blood sliall turn aside ;
W ell hast thou left in life’s best bloom
One rank’d in some recording page
The cup of woe for me to drain.
W ith the worst anarchs of the a.ge,
I f rest alone be in the tomb,
Him wilt thou Jcnow— and hnowing pause,
I would not wish thee here again.
N or with the effect forget the cause.
Ñewstead Abbey, Oct. 11, 1811. But if in worlds more blest than Jhis
Thy virtues seek a fitter spliere,
[First published, 1S30.]
Impart some portion of thy bliss,
To wean me from mine anguish here.

W i t h o u t a s to n e to m a r k t h e s p o t,

1812.]

’T is silent a ll!—but on my ear
The well remember’d echoes th rill;
I hear a voice I would not liear,
A voice that now might well be s till:
Yet oft my doubting soul ’tw ill shake;
Even slumber owns its gentle tone,
T ill consciousness will vainly wake
To listen, though the dream be flown.
Sweet Thyrza! waking as in sleep,
Thou art but now a lovely dream ;
A star that trembled o’er the deep,
Then turn’d from earth its tender beam.
But he who through life’s dreary way
Must pass, when lieaven is veü’d in wrath,
W ill long lament the vanish’d ray
That scatter’d gladness o’er his path.
December 6, 1811.
ONE

STRUGGLE MORE, AND I AM
FREE.
O ne struggle more, and I am free
From pangs that rend my heart in twain;
One last long sigh to love and thee,
Then back to busy life again.
It suits me well to mingle now
With things that never pleased before!
Though every joy is fled below,
What future grief can touch me more ?
Then bring me wine, the banquet bring ;
Man was not form’d to live alone:
I ’ll be that light, unmeaning tliing
That smiles with all, and weeps with none.
It was not thus in days more dear,
It never would have been, but thou
Hast fled, and left me lonely here ;
Thou ’rt nothing—all are nothing now.
In vain my lyre would liglitly breathe !
The smile that sorrow fain would wear
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath.
i Like roses o’er a sepulchre.
Though gay companions o’er the bowl
Dispel awhile the sense of i l l :
rmU^L P^easure fires the maddening soul,
lh e heart,— the heart is lonely still 1
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On many a lone and lovely night
It sooth’d to gaze upon the sky ;
For then I deem’d the heavenly light
Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye :
And oft I thought at Cynthia’s noon,
When sailing o’er the Aügean wave,
“ Now Thyrza gazes on that moon ”—
Alas, it gleam’d upon her grave!
When stretch’d on fever’s sleepless bed,
And sickness shrunk my throbbing veins,
“ ’T is comfort still,” I faintly said,
“ That Thyrza cannot know my pains : ”
Like freedom to the time-worn slave,
A boon ’t is idle then to give,
Belenting Nature vainlv gave
My life, when Thyrza ceased to livc 1
My Thyrza's pledge in better days,
When love and life alike were n ew !
How different now thou meet’st my gaze 1
How tinged by time with sorrow’s hue !
The heart that gave itself with thee
Is silent—ah, were mine as s till!
Though cold as e’en the dead can be,
It feels, it sickens with the chill.
Thou bitter pledge! thou mournful token !
Though painful, welcome to my breast 1
Still, still preserve that love unbroken,
Or break the heart to which thou ’rt press’d.
Time tempers love, but not removes,
More hallow’d when its hope is fled :
O h! what are thousand living loves
To that which cannot quit the dead ?

E U T H A N A S IA .
W h e n Time, or soon or late, shall bring

The dreamless sleep that lulls the dead,
Oblivion! may thy lànguid wing
Wave gently o’er my dying bed!
No band of friends or heirs be there,
To weep, or wish, the Corning- blow :
No maiden, witli dislievelled hair,
To feel, or feign, decorous woe.
But silent let me sink to earth,
AVith no officious mourners near:
I would not mar one hour of mirth,
Nor startle íriendsliip with a tear.
Yet Love, if Love in such an hour
Could nobly clieck its useless sighs,
Might then exert its latest power
In her who lives, and him who dies.
’T were sweet, my Psyche! to the last
Thy features still serene to see :
Forgetful of its struggles past,
E ’en Pain itself should smile on thee.
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But vain the wisli—íor Beauty still
W ill shrink, as skrinks tke ebbing breatk;
And women’s tears, produced at will,
Deceive in life, unman in deatli.
Then lonely be my latest hour,
Without regret, witliout a groan ?
For thonsands Death Iiath ceas’d to lower,
And pain been transient or unknown.
“ Ay, but to die, and go,” alas !
Where all liave gone, and all must g o !
To be tbe notking that I was
Ere born to life and living w oe!
Count o’er the joys thine hours kave seen,
Count o’er tliy days from anguish free,
And know, whatever thou bast been,
’T is sometbing better not to be.

AND TH O U A R T DEAD, A S YOUNG
AND F A IR .
“ Heu, quanto minus est cum reliquis versari quam
tui meminisse! ”
A nd thou art dead, as young and fair
As augbt of mortal birth;
And form so soft, and charms so rare,
Too soon return’d to Earth !
Thougli Earth received them in lier bed
And o’er the spot the crowd may tread
In carelessness or mirth,
There is au eye whicli could not brook
A moment on that grave to look.
I will not ask where thou liest low,
Nor gaze upon the spot;
There iiowers or weeds at will may grow,
So I behold them n ot:
I t is enougli for me to prove
That what I loved, and long must love,
Like common earth can r o t ;
To me there needs no stone to teli,
’Tis Nothing that I loved so well.
Yet did I love thee to the last
As fervently as thou,
Who didst not change througli all the past,
And canst not alter now.
The love where Death has set his seal,
Nor age can ckill, nor rival steal,
Nor falsehood disavow:
And, what were worse, thou canst not see
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me.
The better days of life were ours ;
The worst can be but m ine:
The sun that cheers, the storm tliat lowers,
Shall never more be thine.
The silence of that dreamless sleep
I envy now too much to weep;
Nor need I to repine,
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That all those charms liave pass’d away;
I might kave watck’d througli long decay.
The flower in ripen’d bloom umnatch’d
Must fall the earliest p rey;
Thougli by no hand untimely snatch’d,
The leaves must drop away :
And yet it were a greater grief
To watch it withering, leaf by leaf,
Than see it pluck’d to-day;
Silice earthly eye but ili can bear
To trace the change to foul from fair.
I know not if I could llave borne
To see thy beauties fad e;
The nigkt that follow’d such a morn
Had worn a deeper sbade:'
Thy day without a cloud hatli pass’d,
And thou wert lovely to the last;
Extinguisk’d, not decay’d ;
As stars that slioot along the sky
Shine brigktest as they fall from liigh.
As once I.wept, if I could weep,
My tears might well be shed,
To think I was not near to keep
One vigil o’er thy bed ;
To gaze, how fondly! on thy face,
To fold thee in a faint embrace,
Uphold thy drooping head ;
And show that love, liowever vain,
Nor thou nor I can feel again.
Yet how much less it were to gain,
Though thou hast left me free,
The loveliest things that still remaiiij
Than thus remember thee !
The all of thine tliat cannot die
Througli dark and dread Eternity
Beturns again to me,
And more thy buried love endears
Than aught excejit its living years.
February, 1812.

Occaatonaf (JJtecee,

1812.]

Nor deem that memory less dear,
That then I seem not to repine ;
I would not fools sliould overhear
One sigh that should be wholly thine.
I f not the goblet pass miquaff’d,
It is not drain’d to banish care ;
The cup must hold a deadlier draught,
That brings a Lethe for despair.
And could Oblivion set my soul
From all ker troubled visions free,
I ’d dasii to earth the sweetest bowl
That drown’d a single thought of thee.
For wert thou vanisk’d from my mind,
Where could my vacant bosom turn ?
And who would then remain behind
To lionour thine abandon’d Urn ?
No, no—it-is my sorrow’s pride
That last dear duty to fnlfil :
Though all the World forget beside,
’T is meet that I remember still.
For well I know, that such had been
Thy gentle care for liim, who now
Unmourn’d shall quit this mortal scene,
Where none regarded him, but thou:
And, o h ! I feel in that was given
A biessing never meant for me ;
Thou wert too like a dream of Heaven
For earthly Love to inerit thee.
March 14, 1812.
FROM TH E FRENCH.
AScile, beauty and poet, has two little crimes;
She makes ker own face, and does not make
her rhymes.
ON A CORNELIAN H E A R T W H IC H
W A S BROKEN.
H ea rt! and can it be,
That thou skould’st thus be rent in twain ?
Have years of care for thine and thee
Alike been all employ’d in vain ?
I l i .-f a t e d

IF SOMETIMES IN T H E H AU N TS
OF MEN.
I f sometimes in the haunts of nien

Thine image from my breast may fade,
The lonely liour presents again
The semblaiice of thy gentle shade:
And now that sad and silent hour
Thus much of thee can still restore,
And sorrow unobserved may pour
The plaint she dare not speak before.
Oh, jlardón that in crowds awliile
I waste one thought I owe to thee,
And self-condemn’d, appear to smile,
Unfaithful to thy memory ;

Yet precious seems each shatter’d part,
And every fragment dearer grown,
Since he who wears thee feels thou art
A fitter emblem of his own.
March 16, 1812.
LINES TO A L A D Y WEEPING.
W e e i >, daughter of a royal line,

A Sire’s disgrace, a reahn’s decay ;
Ah ! happy if each tear of thine
Could wash a father’s fault away 1

Weep—for thy tears are Virtue’s tears—
Auspicious to these suffering isles ;
And be each drop in future years
Repaid thee by thy people’s smiles!
,,
March, 1812.
T H E C H AIN I GAVE.
FROM THE TURKISH.

T h e chain I gave was fair to view,

The lute I added sweet in sound;
The heart that ofïer’d botli was true,
And ill deserved the fate it found.
These gifts were charm’d by secret spell,
Thy truth in absence to divine;
And they have done tlieir duty well,—
Alas ! they could not teach thee thine.
That chain was firm in every link,
But not to bear a stranger’s touch ;
That lute was sweet— till thou could’st think
In otker hands its notes were such.
Let him who from thy neclc unbound
The chain wliich skiver’d in his grasp,
Who saw that lute refuse to sound,
Bestring the chords, renew the clasp.
When thou wert changed, they alter’d to o;
The chain is broke, the music mute.
’T is past—to them and thee adieu—
False heart, frail chain, and silent lute.
LINES W R IT T E N ON A B LAN K L E A F
OF.“ TH E PLE ASU R E S OF MEMORY.”
A b s e n t or present, stili to thee,

My friend, what magic spells belong 1
A s all can teli, who share, like me,
In turn thy converse and thy song.
But when the dreaded hour shall come
B y Friendskip ever deem’d too nigh,
And “ M em ory ” o’er her Druid’s tomb
Shall weep that aught of thee can die,
H ow fondly will she then repay
Thy homage olfer’d at her slirine,
And blend, while ages roll away,
lie r name innnortally with thine !
,,
A pril 19, 1812.
ADDRESS, SPOKEN A T TH E OPENING
OF D R U R Y-LA N E T H E A T R E ,
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 10, 1812.
I n one dread night our city saw, and sigk’d,

Bow’d to the dust, the Drama’s tower of
pride;
Iu one short liour beheld the blazing fane,

Apollo sink, and Shakspeare cease to reign,
D
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Y e who beheld, (o li! sight admired and
mourn’d,
.
.
Whose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn cl
Tlirough clouds of fire the massy fragments
riven,
. . . .
Like Israel’s pillar, chase the mght from
heaven;
Saw the long column of revolvnig flames
Shake its red skadow o’er tlie startled
Thames,
While thousands, throng’d around the burning dome,
Shrank back appall’d, and trembled for their
home,
As glared the yolumed blaze, and ghastly
sbone
The slcles, with lightuings awful as their own,
T ill blackeniug asiles and the lonely Wall
TJsurp’d the Muse’s reabn, and mark’d her
faU;
,
. . . .
Say— shall this new, nsr less aspinug pile,
Rear’d where once rose tlie mightiest in our
isle,
Know the same favour which the former
knew,
. . .
,
À skrine for Shakspeare—worthy hizn and
you ?
Yes—it sliall be— the magic of tliat name
Defies tlie scytlie of time, the torcli of llame ;
On the same spot stili consecrates the scene,
And bids the Drama be where slie liatli been :
This fabric’s birth attests the potent spell—
Indulge our honest pride, and say, llow well!
' As soars this fane to emulate the last,
O h! might we draw our omens from tlie past,
Some lfour propitious to our prayers may
boast
.
,
Ñames sucli as liallow still the dome we lost.
On Drury first your Siddons’ thrillhig art
O’erwhelm’d the gentlest, storm d the sternest heart.
On Drury, Garrick’s latest laureis grew ;
Here your last tears retiring Koscius drew,
gigh’d bis last thanks, and wept his last
adieu:
But still for living wit the wreaths may
bloom,
That only Waste their odours o er the tomb.
Such Drury claim’d and claims—nor you
refusG
One tribute to revive his slumbering muse
With garlands deck your own Menander s
head,
Nor hoard your honours idly for the dead.
Dear are the days which made our annals
briglit,
Ere Garrick fled, or Brinsley ceased to write.
Heirs to their labours, like all higli-born heu-s,
Yain of our ancestry as they of theirsj
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While thus Bemembrance borrows Banciuo’s
glass
To claim the sceptred shadows as they pass,
And we the mirror hold, where imaged shine
Immortal ñames, emblazon’d on our line,
Pause—ere their feebler offspring you con
denan,
Beflect how hard the task to rival them 1
Friends of the stage 1 to whom bothPlayers
and Plays
Must sue alike for pardon or for praise,
Whose judging voice and eye alone direct
The boundless power to cherish or reject;
I f e’er frivolity has led to fame,
And made us blush that you forbore to blame;
I f e’er the sinking stage could condeseeiul
To soothe the sickly taste it dare not mend,
A ll past reproacli may present scenes refute,
And censure, wisely loud, be justly mute!
O h! since your fiat stamps the Drama’s laws,
Forbear to mock us with misplaced applause ;
So pride shall doubly nerve the actor’s
powers,
And reason’s voice be echo’d back by ours!
This greeting o’er, the ancient rule obey’d,
The Drama’s homage by her herald paid,
Keceive our welcome too, whose every tone
Springs from our hearts, and fain would W in
your own.
The curtain rises—may our stage unfold
Scenes not unworthy Drury’s days of old!
Britons our judges, Nature for our guide,
Still may we please—long, long may you pre
side.

F A R E N T H E T IC A L ADDRESS.
BY EB. PI.AGIAKY.

Half stolen, with acknowledgments, to be spoken
in an inarticulate voice by Mastcr P. at the
opening of the ncxt new thcatrc. Stolen parts
marked with the invertcd coinmas of quotationthus “---“ W h e n energising objects men pursue,”
Tlien Lord knows what is writ by Lord knows
who.
“ A modest monologue you here survey,
Hiss’d from the theatro the “ other day,”
As if Sir Fretful wrote “ the slumberous”
And'gave'his son “ the rubbish” to rehearse.
“ Yet at the thing you’d never be amazed,”
Iïuew you the rumpus which the author
raised,
„
“ Nor even here your smiles would be represt,
Iïuew you these lines—the badness of the
best,
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“ Fíame! fire! and flam e!” (words borrowed
from Lucretius,)
“ Dread metaphors which open wounds ” like
issues!
“ And sleeping pangs awake—and—but away ”
(Confound me if I know what next to say).
“ Lo Hope reviving re-expands her wings,”
And Master G ----- recites what Dr. Busby
sings!—
“ I f mighty things with small we may com
pare,”
(Translated from the grammar for the fair I)
Dramatic “ spirit chives a conquering car,”
And burn’d poor Moscow like a tub of
“ tar.”
“ This spirit Wellington has shown in Spain,”
To furnish melodrames for Drury Lane.
“ Another Marlborough points to Blenheim’s
story,”
And George and I will dramatise it for ye.
“ I 11 arts and Sciences om- isle hath shone ”
(This deep discovery is mine alone).
“ O'1 British poesy, whose powers inspire ”
My verse—or I ’m a fool—and Fame’s a liar,
“ Thee we iuvoke, your sister arts implore ”
With “ smiles,” and “ lyres,” and “ pencils,”
and much more.
These, if we win the Graces, too, we gain
Disgraces, too I “ inseparable train! ”
“ Tliree who llave stolen their witching airs
from Cupid ”
(You all know what I mean, unless you ’re
stupid):
“ Harmonious throng” that I have kept in
petto
Now to produce in a “ divine sestetto ” !!
“ While Poesy,” with these delightful doxies,
^ Sustains her part ” in all the “ upper ” boxes!
‘ Thus lifted gloriously, you’ll soar along,”
Borne in the vast balloon of Busby’s song;
“ Shine in your farce, masque, scenery.Vnd
iday ”
(For tliis last liiie George liad a lioliday).
“ Old Drury never, never soar’d so high,”
So says the manager, and so say I.
But hold, you say, this self-complacent
boast; ”
1« this tlie poem which the public lost ?
-thue truc— tliat lowers at once our mounting pride; ”
?° •—the papers print wliat ycu deride.
I is ours to look ou you—you hold the
prize,”
’T is t.wctity guineas, as they advertise!
A clouble blessing your rewards impart ” —
I wish I fiad them, then, with all mv
heart.
tuiofold feeling owns its twofold cause,”
' ’ W sou anct I hoth beg for your applause.
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“ When in your fostering beams you bid us
live,”
My next subscription list shall say how much
you g iv e !
é
October, 1812.
VERSES FOUND IN A SUMMER-HOUSE
A T HALES-OW EN.
W hen Dryden’s fool, “ unknowing what he
sought,”
His liours in wbistling spent, “ for want of
tliought,”
This guiltless oaf his vacancy of sense
Supplied, and amply too, by innocence:
Did modern swains, possess’d of Cymon’s
powers,
In Cymon’s manner waste their leisure hours,
Th’ offended guests would not, with blushing,
see
These fair green walks disgraced by infamy.
Severe the fate of modern fools, alas !
When vice and folly mark them as they pass.
Like noxious reptiles o’er the whiten’d wall,
The filtli they leave still points out where
they crawl.
REMEMBER TH E E! REMEMBER T H E E !
R emembeií thee! remember thee !
T ill Lethe quench life’s burning stream
Bemorse and shame shall cling to thee,
And haunt thee like a feverish dream!
Bemember thee ! Ay, doubt it not.
Thy liusband too shall think of thee !
By neither shalt tliou be forgot,
Thou/af»e to him, thou fiend to m e!

TO TIME.
T iñ e ! on whose arbitrary wing
The varyin g hours must flag or fly,

Wliose tardy winter, íleeting spring,
But drag or drive us on to die—
Hail thou I who 011 my birth bestow’d
Tliose boons to all tliat know thee known;
Yet better I sustain thy load,
For now I bear the weight alone.
I would not one fond heart should share
The bitter moments thou hast given ;
And pardon thee, since thou could’st spare
All that I loved, to peace or heaven.
To them be joy or rest, on me
Thy_future ills shall press in vain ;
I nothing owe but years to thee,
A debt already paid in pain.
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Yet eren that paiu was some relief,
I t felt, but stili forgot tliy power:
The active agony oí grief
Eetards, but never counts the hour.
In joy l ’ve sigh’d to think tby fliglit
Would soon subside from swift to slow ;
Tby cloud could overcast the light,
But could uot add a night to woe ;
For then, however drear and dark,
My soul was suited to thy sky;
One star alone shot forth a spark
To prove thee—not Eternity.
That beam hath sunk, and now thou art
A blank; a thing to count and curse,
Through each dull tedious trifling part,
Which all regrat, yet all rehearse.
One scene even thou canst not deform ;
The limit o£ thy sloth or speed
When future wanderers bear the storm
Which we shall sleep too sound to heed:
And I can smile to think how weak
Thine efforts shortly shall be shown,
When all the vengeance thou canst wreak
Must fall upon—a nameless stone.

T R A N S L A T IO N OF A ROM AIC LOVE
SONG.
A n ! Love was never yet without
The pang, the agony, the doubt,
Which reuds my heart witb ceaseless sigb,
While day and niglit roll darkling by.
Without one friend to bear my woe,
I faint, I die beneath the blow.
That Love had arrows well I knew;
Alas 1 I find tkem poison’d too.
Birds, yet in freedom, shun the net
Which Love around your haunts hath set;
Or, cireled by his fatal iire,
Your hearts shall buru, your hopes expire.
A bird of free and careless wing
Was I through rnany a smiling spring ;
But caught within the subtle snare,
I burn, and feebly flutter there.
Who ne’er have loved, and loved in vain,
Can neither ieel nor pity pain,
The cold repulse, the look askance,
The lightning oí Love’s angry glauce.
In flatteriug dreams I deem’d thee m ine;
Now hope, and he who lioped, decline ;
Like melting wax, or withering flower,
I feel my passion, and tby power.

[ 1812.

My light of life ! ah, teli me why
That pouting lip, and alter’d eye ?
My bird of love ! my beauteous mate!
And art thou changed, and canst thou bate ?
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And should’st thou seek his end to know:
My heart forebades, my fears foresee,
He ’11 linger long in silent woe;
But live—until I cease to be.

Mine eyes like wintry streams o’erflow :
What wretch with me would barter woe ?
My bird! relent: one note could give
A ckarm to bid tby lover live.
My curdling blood, my maddiiing brain,
In silent anguish I sustain ;
And stili thy heart, without partaking _
One pang, exults—while mine is breaking.

Severely, deeply, vainly proved :
Remember thou that dangerous hour,
When neither feli, though both were loved.

Pour me the poison; fear not thou!
Thou canst not murder more than now :
I ’ve lived to curse my natal day,
And Love, that thus can liugering slay.

That yielding breast, that melting eye,
Too much invited to be bless’d :
That gentle prayer, that pleading sigli,
The wilder wish reproved, repress’d.

My wounded soul, my bleeding breast,
Can patience preach thee into rest?
Alas 1 too late, I dearly know
That joy is harbinger of woe.
THOU A R T NOT FALSE, BUT THOU
A R T FICKLE.
T hou art not false, but thou art iickle,
To those thyself so fondly sought
The tears that thou liast forced to trickle
Are doubly bitter from that thouglit:
’T is this which breaks the heart thou grievest,
Too well thou lov’st—too soon thou leavest.
The wholly false the heart despises,
And spurns deceiver and deceit;
But she who not a thought disguises,
Whose love is as sincere as sweet,—
When she can change who loved so truly,
It feels what mine has felt so newly.
To dream of joy and wake to sorrow
Is doom’d to all who love or liv e ;
And if, when conscious on the morrow,
W e scarce our fancy can forgive,
That cheated us in slumber only,
To leave the waking soul more lonely,
What must they feel wliom no false visión,
But truest, tenderest passion warm’d ?
Sincere, but swift in sad transition;
As if a dream alone had charm’d ? _
A li! sure sucli grief is fancy’s sckeming,
And all thy change can be but dreaming!
■
---♦-*--- ON BEING ASEED W H A T W A S THE
“ ORIGIN OF LOVE.”
T h e “ Origin of L o v e ! ” —Ah, why

That cruel question ask of me,
When thou mav’st read in many an eye
He starts to life on seeing thee?

REMEMBER HIM W HOM PASSIO N’ S
POW ER.

Yet think of this when many a tongue,
Whose busy accents whisper blarne,
Would do the heart that loved thee wrong,
And brand a nearly blighted name.
Think that, whate’er to others, thou
Hast seen each selfisli thouglit subdned :
I bless thy purer soul even now,
Even now, in midnight solitude.
Oh, God! that we had met in time,
Our hearts as fond, thy hand more free ;
When thou hadst loved without a crime,
And I been less unworthy thee!
Far may thy days, as heretofore,
From this our gaudy World be past!
And that too bitter moment o’er,
Oh! may such trial be thy last.
This heart, alas 1 perverted long,
Itself destroy’d might there destroy;
To meet thee in the glittering throng,
Would wake Presumption’s hope of joy.
Then to the tliings whose bliss or woe,
Like mine, is wild and worthless all,
That world resign— such scenes forego,
Where those who feel must surely fall.
Thy youth, thy charms, thy tenderness,
Tliy soul from long seclnsion pure ;
From what even here hath pass’d, may guess
• What there thy bosom must endure.
Oh! pardon that imploring tear,
Since not by Virtue shed in vain,
My frenzy drew from eyes so dear ;
For me they shall not weep again.

9

Though long and mournful must it be,
_ The thought that we no more may meet;
Yet I deserve the stern decree,
And almost deem the sentence sweet.
Stili, had I loved thee less, my heart
Had then less sacrificed to thine;
It felt not half so much to part
As if its guilt had made thee mine.
1813.

R em em ber him whom passion’s power

Oh ! let me feel that all I lost
But saved thee all that conscience fears ;
And blush for every pang it cost
To spare the vain remorse of years.

6

ON LORD T H U R L O W ’S POEMS.
W h e n Tkurlow this darnn'd nonsense sent

(I hope I am not violent),
Nor men nor gods knew what he meant.
And since not even our Rogers’ praise
To common sense his thoughts could raise—
Why would they let him print his lays ?

To me, divine Apollo, grant—0 !
Hermilda’s first and second canto,
I ’m fitting up a new portmanteau;
And thus to furnish decent lining,
My own and others’ bays I ’m twining,—
So, gentle Tkurlow, throw me thine in. •

TO LORD TH U R LO W .
“ I lay my branch of laurel down,
Then thus to form Apollo’s Crown,
Let every other bring his own.”

Lord Thurlow’s lines to Mr. Rogers.
“ H a y my branch o f laurel down."
T hou “ lay thy branch of laurel down ! ”
Why, what thou ’st stole is not enow;
And, were it lawfully thine own,
Does Rogers want it most, or thou ?
Iveep to thyself thy wither’d bough,
Or send it baek to Doctor Donne:
Were justice done to both, I trow,
He ’d have but little, and thou—none.
“ Then thus to f o r m Apollo's Crown."
A crown ! why, twist it how you will,
Thy chaplet must be foolscap still.
When next ycu visit Delphi’s town,
Inquire amongst your fellow-lodgers,
They ’ll teli you Phoebus gave his crown,
Some years before your birtli, to Rogers.
“ L e t every other bring his own."
When coals to Newcastle are carried,
And owls sent to Athens, as wonders,
From his spouse when the Regent’s unmarried,
Or Liverpool weeps o’er his blunders;

7o
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When Tories and Whigs cease to quarrel,
When Castlereagli’s wife has an lieir,
Then Bogers shall ask us for laurel,
Aud tliou slialt have plenty to spare.
TO TH O M AS MOORE.
W R ITT E N TH E EVEN INO 15EF0RE H IS V IS IT TO
MR. L E IG H H U N T IN HORSEMONGER LANE
GAOL, MAY 19, 1S13.
O h y o u , w h o in a l l ñ a m e s c a n l i c k l e t l i e t o w n ,

Anacreon, Tom Little, Tom Moore, or Tom
Brown,
For liang me if I know of which you may
most brag,
Your Quarto two-pounds, or your Two-penny
Post B a g ;

Have thrown such speaking sadness in thine
air,
That—but I know tliy blessed bosom
frauglit
With mines of unalloy’d and stainless
tliought—
I should have deem’d tliee doom’d to earthly
care.
With sucli an aspect, by his colours blent,
Whenfrom his beauty-breatliing pencil born
(Except tliat thou liast nothing to repent),
The Magdalen of Guido saw the morn—■
Such seem’st thou—but how much more
excellent!
With nought Bemorse can claim—nor
Virtue scorii.
December 17, 1813.

But now to my letter—to yours ’tis an
SONNET, TO T H E SAME.
answer—
To-morrow be with me, as soon as you can, sir, T h y cheek is pale with thought, but not from
woe,
A ll ready and dress’d for proceeding to spunge
And yet so lovely, that if Mirth could flush
on
Its
rose
of whiteness with the brightest
(According to compact) the wit in tlie
blusli,
dungeon—
My lieart would wish away that ruder g lo w :
Pray Phoebus at length our political malice
May not get us lodgings witliin the same palace! And dazzle not thy deep-blue eyes—but, o h !
While gazing on tliem sterner eyes will
I suppose that to-niglit you ’re engaged with
gush,
some codgers,
And into mine mymotlier’s weakness rush,
And for Sotheby’s Blues liave deserted Sam
Soft
as
the last drops round heaven’s airy how.
Bogers;
And I, tliough with coid I liave nearly my For, tlirough thy long dark lashes low depending,
death got,
The soul of melancholy Gentleness
Must put on my breeclies, and wait on the
Gleams like a seraplifrom the sky descending,
Heathcote;
Above all pain, yet pitying all distress ;
But to-morrow, at four, we will botli play the
At
once such majesty with sweetness blending,
Scurra,
I worship more, but cannot love tliee less.
And you '11 be Catullus, the Begent Mamurra.
December 17, 1813.
[First published in 1830.]
IM PRO M PTU , IN R E P L Y TO A FRIEND.
W h e n , from tlie lieart where Sorrow sits,

Her dusky shadow mounts too high,
And o’er the clianging aspect ílits,
And clouds the brow, or fills the eye;
Heed not that gloom, which soon shall sink :
My tkouglits tlieir dungeon know too w e ll;
Back to my breast the wanderers slirink,
And droop witliiu their silent celi.
_______ September, 1813.

FROM T H E PORTUGUESE.
! “ TU M I CHAMAS.”

I n moments to delight devoted,

“ My life ! ” with tenderest tone, you cry;
Dear words! on which my lieart had doted,
I f youth could neither fade nor die.
To death even hours like these must roll,
Ah 1 then repeat those accents never ;
Or cliange “ my life ! ” iiito “ my soul! ”
Which, like my love, exists for ever.

SONNET, TO GENEVRA.

ANOTHER VERSION.

T h in e eyes’ blue tenderness, thy long fair hair,

You call me still your life.— Ohl cliange the
word—
Life is as transient as the inconstant sigh:
Say rather I ’m your soul; more just that
name,
For, like the soul, my love can never die.

And the wTan lustre of thy features— cauglit
From
contemplatioii — where serenely
wrOuglit,
Seems Sorrow’s softness charm’d from its
despair—

Occastonaf Çptiue,
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DE V I L ’ S

D R IV E ;

AN UNFINISHED RHAPSODY.

T h e D e vil return’d to heli by two,

And he stay’d at home till five ;
When he dined on some homicides done in
ragoüt,
And a rebel or so in an Irish stew,
And sausages made of a self-slain Jew—
And bethought liimself what next to do,
“ And,” quoth he, “ IT1 take a drive.
I walk’d hi the morning, I ’ll ride to-niglit;
In darkness my children take most deliglit,
And I ’ll see how my favourites tlrrive.
“ And what shall I ride in ? ” quoth Lucifer
then—■
“ I f I follow’d my taste, indeed,
I should mount in a waggon of womided men,
And smile to see them bleed.
But these will be furnish’d again and again,
And at present my purpose is speed;
To see my manor as much as I may,
And w’atch that no souls shall be poach’d
away.
“ I have a state-coach at Carlton House,
A chariot in Seymour Place;
But they’re lent to two friends, who make
me amends,
B y driving my favourite pace:
And they handle their reins with such a grace,
I have something for both at the eud of their
race.
“ So now for the earth to take my chance : ”
Then up to the earth spruug h e ;
And making a jump from Moscow to France,
He stepp’d across the sea,
And rested his hoof on a turnpike road,
No very great way from a bishop’s abode.
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But the softest note that soothed his ear
Was the sound of a widow sigking;
And the sweetest sight was the icy tear,
Which horror froze in the blue eye clear
Of a maid by lier lover lying—
As round her fell her long fair hair;
And slie look’d to heaven with that frenzied air,
Which seem’d to ask if a God were there !
And, stretch’d by the Wall of a ruin’d liut,
With its hollow cheek, and eyes half shut,
A cliild of famine dying:
And the earnage begun, when resistance is
done,
And the fall of the vainly flying !
But the Devil has reacli’d our cliffs so wliite,
And what did he there, I pray ?
I f bis eyes were good, he but saw by niglit
What we see every day :
But lie made a tour, and kept a journal
Of all the wondrous siglits nocturna],
And he sold it in sliares to the Men of the
Eme,
Who bid pretty well—but they cheated him,
tliough!
The Devil first saw, as he thought, the Mail,
Its coadunan and his coat;
So iustead of a pistol he cock’d his tail,
And seized him by the throat:
“ Alia 1” quoth he, “ what have we here ?
’T is a new barouche, and an ancient peer I "
So he sat him on his box again,
And bade him have no fear,
But be truc to his club, and stanch to his
rein,
His brothel, and his beer;
“ Next to seeing a lord at the council board,
I would rather see him here.”

The Devil gat next to Westminster,
And he turn’d to “ the room ” of the Com
But first as he flew, I forgot to say
mous ;
That he hover’d a moment upon his way,
But he heard, as he purposed to enter in
To look upon Leipsic plain;
there,
And so sweet to his eye was its sulphury
That “ the L ord s” had reeeived a sumglare,
mons;
And so soft to his ear was the cry of despair,
And he thought, as a “ quondam aristocrat,”
That he percli’d 011 a mountain of slain ;
And he gazed with delight from its growing He might peep at the peers, thougli to hear
them were-flat;
height,
And he ivalk’d uji the house so like one of
Nor ofteu on earth had he seen such a sight,
our own,
Nor bis Work done half as w e ll:
For the field ran so red with the blood of the That they say that he stood pretty near the
throne.
dead,
That it bíush’d like the waves of h eli!
He saw the Lord Liverpool seemingly wise,
Then loudly, and wildly, aud long laugh’d he:
The Lord Westmoreland certainly silly,
“ Hetliinks they have here little need of me I " And Jolinny of Norfolk— a man of some size—
And Chatham, so like his friend B illy ;
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And he saw the tears in Lord Eldon's eyes,
Because the Catholics would not rise,
In spite of liig prayers and liis prophecies;
And he heard—which set Satan himself a
staring—
A certain Ckief Justice say something like
swearing.
And the Devil was shock’d— and quoth he,
“ I must go,
For I find we have much better manners
below:
I f thus he harangues when he passes my
border,
I shall hint to friend Moloch to cali him to
order.”

Since he, miscall’d the Morning Star,
Ñor man ñor fiend hath fallen so far.
n.
Hl-minded m an! why scourge thy kind
Who bow’d so low the linee ?
By gazing on thyself grówn blind,
Thou taught’st the rest to see.
With might unquestion’d,—power to save,—
Thine only gift hath been the grave,
To those that worshipp’d thee ;
Ñor till thy fall could mortals guess
Ambition’s less than littleness!

in.

Thanks for that lessou—Xt wBl teach
W INDSOR POETICS.
To after-warriors more,
Lines composed on the occasion of His Royal Than high Philosophy can preach,
Highness the Prince Regent being seen standing
And vainly preach’d before.
between the cofíins of Henry VIII. and Charles I., That spell upon the minds of men
in the royal vault at Windsor.
Breaks never to unite again,
F amed for contemptuous breach of sacred
That led them to adore
ties,
Those Pagod things of sabre sway
By headless Challes see heartless Henry lies; With fronts of brass, and feet of clay.
Between tkem stands another sceptred
thing—
IV.
It moves, it reigns—in all but ñame, a king:
The triumph and the vanity,
Charles to his people, Henry to his wife,
The rapture of the strife—■
— In him the double tyrant starts to life ;
The earthquake voice of Victory,
Justice and death have mix’d tkeir dust in
To thee the breath of life ;
vain,
The sword, the seeptre, and that sway
Each royal vampire wakes to life again.
Which man seem’d made but to obey,
Ah, what can tombs, avail!—since these disWherewith renown was rife—
gorge
All quell’d !—Dark Sph'it! what must be
The blood and dust of both—to mould a The madness of thy memory 1
George.
V.
ODE TO NAPOLEON B UO NAPARTE.
The Desolator desolate!
The Victor overthrown!
“ Expende Annibalem:—quot libras in duce summo
The Arbiter of others’ fate
Invenies ? Juvena!, Sat. x.
A
Suppliant for his own 1
"The Emperor Nepos ivas acknowlcdged by the
Senate, by the Italians, and by the Provincials of Is it some yet imperial hope
Gaul; his moral virtues, and military talents, were That with such change can calmly cope ?
loudly celebrated; and those who derived any
Or dread of death alone ?
private benefit from his government announced iñ To die a prince—or live a slave—
prophetic strains the restoration of public felicity.
. . . By this shameful abdication, he protracted his Thy choice is most ignobly brave!
Ufe a few years, in a very ambiguous State, between
an Emperor and an Exile, t ill ----— Gibbon’s
VI.
Decline and Fall, vol. vi., p. 220.
He who of oíd would rend the oak,
X.
Dream’d not of the rebound:
’T is done—but j'esterday a K in g !
Chain’d by the trunk he vainly broke—
Alone—how look’d he round ?
And arm’d witli Kings to strive—
And now tliou art a nameless thing:
Thou, in the sternness of thy strength,
So abject— yet alive 1
An equal deed hast done at length.
Is this the man of thousand thrones,
And darlcer fate hast found:
Who strew’d our earth with hostile bones,
He fell, the forest prowlers’ p rey;
And can he thus survive ?
But thou must eat thy keart away I
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vn.
The Boman, when his burning heart
Was slaked with blood of Borne,
Threw down the dagger—dared depart,
In savage grandeur, home—
He dared depart in utter scorn
Of men that such a yoke had borne,
Yet left him such a doom!
His only glory was that hour
Of self-upheld abandon’d power.
V H I.
The Spaniard, when the lust of sway
Had lost its quickening spell,
Cast crowns for rosaries away,
An empire for a cell;
A striet accountant of his beads,
A subtle disputant on creeds,
His dotage trifled w ell:
Yet better liad he neither known
A bigot’s shrine, ñor despot’s throne.
IX.
But thou—from thy reluctant haud
The thunderbolt is wrung—•
Too late thou leav’st the high command
To which thy weakness clung;
All E vil Spirit as thou art,
It is enough to grieve the heart
To see thine own unstrung;
To think that God’s fair world hath been
The footstool of a thing so mean;
X.
And Earth hath spilt her blood for him,
Who thus can hoard his own !
And Monarchs bow’d the trembling lirnb,
And thank’d him for a throne!
Fair Freedom I we may hold thee dear,
IVlien thus thy mightiest foes their fear
In humblest guise have shown.
O h! ne’er may tyrant leave behind
A brighter ñame to Iure mankind 1
XI.
Thine evil deeds are writ in gore,
Ñor written thus in vain—
Thy triumphs teli of fame no more,
Or deepen every stain:
I f thou hadst died as lionour dies,
Some new Napoleón might arise,
To shame the world again—But who would soar the solar heiglit,
To set in such a starless night ?

xn.
Weigh’d in the balance, hero dust
Is vile as vulgar clay;
Thy scales, Mortality! are just
To all that pass away:
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But yet methought the living great
Some higher sparks should animate,
To dazzle and dismay:
Ñor deem’d Contempt could thus make mh'th
Of these, the Conquerors of the earth.
X III.
And she, proud Austria’s mournful fiower,
Thy still imperial bride;
How bears her breast the torturiug hour ?
Still clings she to thy side ?
Must she too bend, must she too share
Thy late repentance, long despair,
Thou throneless Homicide ?
I f still she loves thee, lioard that gem,—
’T is worth thy vanish’d diademl
X IV .
Then haste thee to thy sullen Isle,
And gaze upon the sea;
That element may meet thy smile—
It ne’er was ruled by thee!
Or trace with thine all idle hand
In loitering mood upon the sand
That Earth is now as free 1
That Corinth’s pedagogue hath now
Transferr.’d his by-word to thy brow.
XV.
Thou Timour ! in his captive’s cage
What tlioughts will tliere be thine,
W liile brooding in thy prison’d rage ?
But one— “ The world was mine! ”
Unless, like he of Babylon,
A ll sense is with thy seeptre gone,
Life will not long confine
That spirit pour’d so widely forth—
So long obey’d—so little worth!
X V I.
Or, like the thief of fire from heaven,
W ilt thou withstand the shock ?
And share with him, the unforgiven,
His vulture and his rock!
Foredoom’d by God—by man accurst,
And that last act, though not thy worst,
The very Fiend’s areli mock;
He in his fall preserved his pride,
And, if a mortal, had as proudly died!
X V II.
There was a day—there was an hour,
While earth was Gaul’s—Gaul thine—
When that immeasurable power
Unsated to resign
Had been an act of purer fame
Than gathers round Marengo’s ñame,
And gilded thy decline,
Through the long twilight of all time,
Despite some passing clouds of crime,
D 3
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xvni.
But thou forsootli must be a kiug,
Ami don tlie purple vest,
As if tliat foolish robe could wring
Remembrance from tby breast.
Where is tbat faded gannent ? wbere
The gewgaws tliou wert fond to wear,
The star, tlie string, the crest ?
Vain froward cliild of empire ! say,
Are all tby playtliings snatched away ?
XIX.
Where may the wearied eye repose
When gazing on the Great;
Wliere neither guilty glory glows,
Nor despieable state ?
Yes—one—the first—the last—the best—
The Cincinnatus of the West,
Whom envy dared not liate,
Bequeath’d the name of Washington,
To make man blush there was but one 1

S T A N Z A S FOR MUSIC.
I

n ot,
n am e,

speak

I

t r a c e n o t,

I

b r e a th e n o t t h y

There is grief in the sound, there is guilt in
the fam e:
But the tear which now burns on my cheek
may impart
The deep thoughts that dwell in that silence
of heart.
Too brief for our passion, too long for our
peace,
Were those hours— can their joy or their
bitterness cease ?
W e repent, we abjure, we will break from
our ehain,—
W e w ill part, we will fly to—unite it again 1
O h! thine be the gladness, and mine be the
gu ilt!
Forgive me, adored one!—forsake, if thou
w ilt;—
But the heart which is thine shall expire
undebased,
And man shall not break it—whatever thou
mayst.
And stern to the haughty, but humble to
thee,
This soul, in its bitterest blackness, shall b e ;
And our days seem as swift, and our mo
ments more sweet,
With thee by my side, than with worlds at
our feet,

[ 1814.

One sigh of thy sorrow, one look of thy love,
Shall turn me or fix, shall reward or reprove;
And the heartless may wonder at all I resign—
Thy lip shall reply, not to them, but to mine.
May, 1814.

ADDRESS 1NTENDED TO BE RECITED
A T TH E C ALEDONIAN MEETING.
W ho hath not glow’d above the page where
fame
Hath fix’d high Caledon’s unconquer’d name;
The mountain-land which spnrn’d the Roman
chain,
And baffied back the fiery-crested Dane,
Whose bright claymore and hardihood of
hand
No foe could tame—no tyrant could com.
mand ?
That race is gone—but still their children
breathe,
And glory crowns them with redoubled
wreath:
O'er Gael and Saxon mingling banners shine,
And, England 1 add their stubborn strengtli
to thine.
The blood which flow’d with Wallace flows
as free,
But now ’tis only shed for fame and thee 1
Oh! pass not by the northern veteran’s claim,
But give support—the World hath given liim
fam e!
The humbler ranks, the lowly brave, who bled
W liile clieerly following where the mighty
led—
Who sleep beneath the undistinguish’d sod
Where happier comrades in their triumph
trod,
To us bequeath— ’tis all their fate allows—
The sireless offspriug and the lonely spouse:
Slie on high Albyn’s dusky hills may raise
The tearful eye in melanclioly gaze,
Or yiew, wliile shadowy auguries disclose
The Highland Seer’s anticipated woes,
The bleeding phantom of each martial form
Dim in the cloud, or darkling in the storm;
While sad, she cliants the solitary song,
The soft lament for him who tarries long—
For him, whose distant relies yainly crave
The Coronach’s wild requiera to the brave 1
’T is Heaven—not man—must charm away
the woe,
Which bursts when Nature’s feelings newly
flow ;
Yet tenderness and time may rob the tear
Of half its bitterness for one so dear;
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A nation’s gratitude perchance may spread
A thornless pillow for the widow’d head;
May lighteu well her heart’s maternal care,
And wean from penury the soldier’s heir.
May, 1814.
FRAGM ENT OF A N E P IS T L E TO
TH O M AS MOORE.
“ W h a t say / ? ” —not a syllable further in
prose;
I ’m your man “ of all measures,” dear Tom,—
so here goes!
Here goes, for a swim on the stream of old
Time,
On those buoyant supporters, the bladders of
rliyme.
I f our weight breaks them down, and we sink
in the flood,
We are smother’d, at least,in respectable mud,
Where the Divers of Batlios lie drown’d in a
heap,
And Southey’s last Fajan has pillow’d his
sleep;—That “ Felo de se,” who, half drunk with his
malmsey,
Walk'd out of bis depth and was lost in a
calrn sea,
Singing “ Glory to God ” in a spick and span
stanza,
The like (since Tom Sternhold was choked)
never man saw.
The papers have told you, no doubt, of the
fusses,
The fétes, and the gapings to get at tliese
Russes,—■
Of his Majesty’s suite, up from coadunan to
Hetmán,
And what dignity decks the flat face of the
great man.
I saw him, last week, at two balls and a
party,—
For a prince, his demeanour was rather too
hearty.
You know toe are used to quite different
graces,
The Czar's look, I own, was mucli brigliter
and brisker,
But theu he is sadly deficient in whisker;
And wore but a starless blue coat, and in
kersey-mere hreeches rvhisk’d round, in a waltz
with the Jersey,
Who lovely as ever, seem’d just as delighted
With Majesty’s presence as those she invited.
June, 1814.
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CO ND O LATO R Y ADDRESS TO SA R A H ,
COUNTESS OF JERSEY,
ON THE PRINCE REGENT’ S RETURNING HER
PICTURE TO MRS. MEE.

W hen the vain triumph of the imperial lord,
Whom servile Rome obey’d, and yet abhorr’d,
Gave to the vulgar gaze each glorious bust,
That left a likeness of the brave or ju st;
What most admired each scrutinising eye
Of all that deck’d that passing pageantry ?
What spread from face to face that w-ondering air ?
The thought of Brutus—for his was not
there1
That absence proved his worth,—that absence
fix'd
His memory on the longing mind, unmix’d ;
And more decreed liis glory to endure,
Than all a gold Colossus could secure.
I f thus, fair Jersey, our desiring gaze
Search for thy form, in vain and mute amaze,
Amidst those pictured charms, whose loveliness,
Bright thougli they be, thine own had render’d lees:
I f he, that vain old man, whom truth admita
Hcir of his fatlier’s Crown, and of his wits,
I f his corrupted eye, and wither’d heart,
Could with thy gentle image bear depart;
That tasteless shame be his, and ours the
grief,
To gaze on Beauty's band without its chief:
Yet comfort still one selfish thought imparts,
W e lose the portrait, but preserve our hearts.
What can his vaulted gallery now disclose ?
A garden with all flowers— except the rose;—A fount that only wants its living stream;
A night, with every star, save Dian’s beam.
Lost to our eyes the present íorms shall be,
That turn from tracing them to dream of
thee;
And more on that recall’d resemblance pause,
Than all he shall not forcé on our applause.
Long may thy yet meridian lustre shine,
With all that Virtue asks of Homage thine :
The symmetry of youtli, the grace of mien,
The eye that gladdens, and the brow serene;
The glossy darkness of that clustering hair,
Which shades, yet shows that forehead more
than fa ir !
Each glance that wins us, and the life that
tlirows
A spell which will not let our looks repose,
But turn to gaze again, and find anew
Some charm that well rewards another view.
These are not lessen’d, these are still a8
bright,
Albeit too dazzling for a dotard’s sight;

76

[ 1814.

QSjwon’e Q8 otr8iï.

And tbose must wait till ev’ry charm is gone,
To please the qmltry lieart tbat pleases
none;—
Tliat dull cold sensualist, wbose sickly eye
I 11 envious dimness pass’d thy portrait b y ;
Wbo rack’d bis little spn-it to combine
Its bate of Frecdom's loveliness, and thine.
August, 1S14.
ELE G ÍAC S T A N Z A S ON TH E D E A T H
OF S IR P E T E R P A R K E R , B A R T.
T h e b e is a t e a r f o r a l l t b a t d ie ,

A mourner o’er tbe humblest grave;
But nations swell tbe funeral cry,
And Triumpb weeps above tbe brave.
For tliem is Sorrow’s purest sigb
O’er Ocean’s beaving bosom sent:
In vain tbeir bones unburied lie,
A ll eartb becomes tbeb- monument 1
A tomb is tbeh-s on every page,
An epitapb on every tongue:
Tbe present bours, tbe future age,
For tbem bewail, to tbem belong.
For tbem tbe voice of festal mb-tb
Grows busb’d, tlieir name tbe only sound;
Wbile deep Bemembrance pours to Worth
Tbe goblet’s tributary round.
A tbeme to crowds tbat knew tbem not,
Lamented by admiring foes,
Wbo would not sliare tbeir glorious lot ? .
W bo would not die tbe deatb tbey cbose ?
And, gallant Parker! tbus enslirined
Thy life, tby fall, thy fame shall b e ;
And early valour, glowing, find
A model in tby memory.
But tbere are breasts tbat bleed witb tbee
I 11 woe, tbat glory eaunot quell;
And sbuddering bear of viotory,
Wbere one so dear, so dauntless, fell.
Wbere sball tbey turn to mourn tbee less ?
Wben cease to bear tby cberisb’d name ?
Time cannot teacli forgetfulness,
W bile Grief’s full beart is fed by Fame.
Alas! for tbem, tbougb not for tbee,
Tbey cannot cboose but weep tbe m ore;
Deep for tbe dead tbe grief must be,
Wbo ne’er gave cause to mourn before.
October, 1814.
TO B E LS H A Z ZA R .
B e l s h a z z a k ! from tbe banquet turn,
Nor in tby sensual fuluess fa ll;
Bebold! wliile yet before tbee burn
Tbe graven words, tbe glowing wall,

Many a despot men miscall
Crown’d and anointed from on b igb ;
But tbou, tbe weakest, worst of all—
Is it not written, tbou must die ?
G o ! dasb the roses from tby brow—
Grey bairs but poorly wreatbe witb tbem ;
Youtb’s garlands misbecome tbee now,
More than thy very diadem,
Wbere tbou bast tarnisb’d every gem :—•
Tlien throw tbe wortbless bauble by,
Wbicb, worn by tbee, ev’n slaves contemn;
And learn like better meu to d ie!
Ob ! early in tbe balance weigb’d,
And ever íigbt of word and wortb,
Wbose soul expired ere youtb decay’d,
And left tbee but a mass of eartb.
To see tbee moves tbe scorner’s mü-tb:
But tears in Hope’s averted eye
Lament tbat even tbou badst bb'tli—
Unfit to govern, live, or die.

HEBREW MELODIES.
ADVEKTISE3IENT.
T he subsequent poems were written at the request
o f my friend, the Hou. Douglas Kinnaird, for a
Selectiou o f Hebrew Melodies, and have been published, witb the musió, arranged by Mr. Braham
and Mr. Natlian.
January, 1815.

SHE W ALICS IN BEAUTY.
I.
She walks in beauty, like tbe nigbi
Of cloudless climes and starry skies ;
And all tbat’s best of dark and brigkt
Meet in ber aspect and ber eyes:
Tbus mellow’d to tbat tender Íigbt
Wbicb beaven to gaudy day denies.
II.
One sbade tbe more, one ray tbe less,
Had balf impair’d tbe nameless gi'ace
Wbicb waves in every raven tress,
Or softly ligbtens o’er ber face;
Wbere tbouglits serenely sweet express
How puré, bow dea?- tbeir dwelling-place.
III
And on tbat cbeek, and o’er tbat brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloqüent,
Tbe smiles tbat win, tbe tints tbat glow,
But teli of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace witb all below,
A beart wbose love is innocent!
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TH E H A R P T H E M ONARCH M IN STR E L
S W E PT .
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II.
A step as fleet, an eye more bright,
Hath Judah witness’d tbere;
And o’er ber scenes of lost delight
Inbabitants more fair.
The cedars wave on Lebanon,
But Judah’s statelier maids are gone !

I.
tbe monarcli minstrel swept,
Tbe King of men, tbe loved of Heaven,
Whicb Music ballow’d wbile sbe wept
O’er tones ber beart of bearts had given,
Eedoubled be ber tears, its chords are riven I
I II .
It soften’d men of iron mould,
More blest eacb palrn tbat shades tbose
It gave them virtues not tbeir own;
plains
No ear so dull, no soul so cold,
Tlian Israel’s scatter’d race ;
Tbat felt not, fired not to tbe tone,
T ill David’s lyre grew migbtier than bis For, taking root, it tbere remains
In solitary grace:
throne >
It cannot quit its place of birtb,
II.
It will not live in other eartb.
It told tbe triumphs of onr King,
IV .
It wafted glory to our God;
It made our gladden’d valleys ring,
But we must wander witheringly,
Tbe cedars bow, the monntains nod;
In otber lands to d ie;
Its sound aspired to beaven and tbere And wbere our fathers’ asbes be,
abode!
Our own may never lie :
Since tlien, tbougb hcard on eartb no more,
Our temple hath not left a stone,
Devotion and ber daughter Love
And Mockery sits on Salem’s throne.
Still bid tbe bursting spb'it soar
To sounds tbat seem as from above,
O H ! W E E P FO R THOSE.
In dreams tbat day’s broad Íigbt can not
I.
remove.
Oh ! weep for tbose tbat wept by Babel’s
IF T H A T H IG H W O RLD .
stream,
Wbose shrines are desolate, wbose land a
I.
dream;
I e tbat bigb world, wbicb lies beyond
Weep for tbe barp of Judab’s broken shell;
Our own, surviving Love endears;
Mourn—wbere tbeir God hath dwelt the godI f tbere tbe cberisb’d beart be fond,
less dwell 1
The eye tbe same, except in tears—
T h e b a rp

How welcome tbose untrodden spberes !
How sweet tbis very hour to die 1
To soar from eartb and find all fears
Lost in tby light—E ternity!
II.
I t must be so: ’tis not for self
Tbat we so tremble on tbe brink;
And striving to o’erleap the gulf,
Yet clmg to Being's severing link.
Ob 1 in tbat future let us think
To liold eacli beart tbe beart tbat shares ;
Witb tbem tbe immortal wàters drink,
And soul in soul grow deatbless theirs 1

II.
And wbere sball Israel lave ber bleeding
feet ?
And wben sball Zion’s songs again seem
sweet ?
And Judab’s melody once more rejoice
Tbe bearts tbat leap’d before its heavenly
voice ?
I II .
Tribes of tbe rvandering foot and weary
breast,
How sball ye flee away and be at res t!
Tbe wild-dove hath ber nest, tbe fox bis cave,
Mankind tbeir country—Israel but tbe grave !

TH E W IL D GAZELLE.
I.
wild gazelle on Judab’s bilis
Exulting yet may bound,
And drink from all the living rills
Tbat gush on boly ground :
Its ab-y step and glorious eye
May glance in tameless transport by
T he

ON JORDAN'S BANKS.
I.
On Jordan’s banks the Arab’s camels stray,
On Sion’s hili tbe False One’s votaries pray,
Tbe Baal-adorer bows on Sinai’s steep—
Yet tbere—even tbere— Ob God I thy thun
ders sleep :

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■
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.
There—wliere thy finger scorch’d the tahlet
stone!
There—where thy shadpw to thy people
shone!
Thy glory shrouded in its garb of fire :
Thyself— none living see andVot expire!
ii

H I.
O h! in the lightning let thy glance appear;
Sweep from his shiver’d hand the oppressor’s
spear!
How long hy tyrants sliall thy land he trod ?
How long thy temple worshipless, Oh God ?

II.
And oft hy yon hlue gushing stream
Shall Sorrow lean lier drooping head,
And feed deep thought with many a di'eam.
And lingering pause and lightly tread ;
Fond wretch! as if lier step disturb’d the
dcad 1
rn .
A w a y! we know that tears are vain,
That deatli nor heeds nor hears distress:
W ill this unteach us to complain ?
Or make one mourner weep the less ?
And thou—who tell’st me to forget,
Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet.

J E P H T H A ’S DAUGHTER.
l.

Sin c e our Country, our God— Oh, m y Sire !

Demand that thy Daughter expire;
Since thy triumph was bought hy thy vow—
Strike the hosom that ’s hared for thee now 1
II.
And the voice of my mourning is o’er,
And the mountains behold me no more :
I f the hand that I love lay me lo w !
There cannot he pain in the blow i
m.
And of this, oh, my Father! be sure—
That the hlood of thy child is as pure
As the hlessing I heg ere it flow,
And the last thought that soothes me below.

[1815.

M Y SOUL IS DARK.
I.
M y soul is dark— Oh! quickly string
The liarp I yet can hrook to jiea r;
And let thy gentle fingers fling
Its melting murmurs o’er mine ear.
I f in this heart a hope he dear,
That sound shall chann it forth again:
I f in these eyes there lurk a tear,
’T will ñow, and cease to hurn my hrain.

V.
When this hlood of thy giving liatli gush’d,
When the voice that thou lovest is hush’d,
Let my memory stili he thy pride,
And forget not I smiled as I died 1
OH!

S N A T C H ’D A W A Y IN B E A U T Y ’S
BLOOM.
I.

O h ! snatch’d away in beauty’s hloom,

On thee shall press no ponderous tomh;
But on thy turf shall roses rear
Their leaves, the earliest of the year ;
And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom :

T H Y D A Y S A R E DONE.
I.
T hy days are done, thy fame begun ;
Thy country’s strains record
The triumphs of lier chosen Son,
The slaughters of his sword!
The deeds he did, the fields he won,
The freedom he restored !
II.
Though thou art fall’n, whñe we are free
Thou shalt not taste of deatli!
The generous hlood that flow’d from thee
Disdain’d to sink beneath:
Within our veins its currents be.
Thy spirit on our breath!
H I.
Thy name, our charging hosts along,
Shall he the battle-word!
Thy fall, the theme of choral song
From virgin voices pour’d !
To weep would do thy glory wrong:
Thou shalt not be deplored.
SAUL.

H.
But hid the strain he wild and deep,
Nor let thy notes of joy he first:
I teli thee, minstrel, I must weep,
Or else this heavy heart will burst;
For it hath been hy sorrow nursed,
And ach’d in sleepless silence lon g;
And now ’tis doom’d to know the worst,
And break at once—or yield to song.

IV .
Though the virgius of Salem lament,
Be the judge and the hero unbent!
I have won the great battle for thee,
And my Father and Country are fr e e !
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I S A W TH E E W EEP.
I.
thee weep— the big briglit tear
Came o’er that eye of hlue;
And then metliought it did appear
A violet dropping dew ;
I saw thee smile— the sapphire’s blaze
Beside thee ceased to shine;
It could not match the living raj’s
That fill’d that glance of thine.
I

saw

n.
As clouds from yonder sun receive
A deep and mellow dye,
Which scarce the shade of coming eve
Can banisli from the sky,
Those smiles unto the moodiest mind
Their own pure joy im part;
Their sunshine leaves a glow behind
That lightens o’er the heart.

I.
T hou whose spell can raise the dead,
Bid the prophet’s form appear.
“ Samuel, raise thy huried head!
King, behold the pliantom seer! ”
Earth yawn’d ; he stood the centre of a cloud :
Light changed its hue, retiring from his
shroud.
Death stood ali glassy in his fixed eye;
His hand was wither’d, and his veins were
d ry ;
His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter’d there,
Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly liare;
From lips that moved not and unhreathing
frame,
Like cavern’d winds, the hollow accents came.
Saul saw, and feli to earth, as falis the oak,
At once, and hlasted hy the tkunder-stroke.

n.
“ Why is my sleep disquieted ?
Who is he that calls the dead ?
Is it thou, 0 King ? Behold,
Bloodless are these limhs, and cold :
Sncli are mine ; and such shall be
Thine to-morrow, when with m e:
Ere the coming day is done,
Such shalt thou he, such thy son.
Fare thee well, but for a day,
Then we mix our mouldering clay.
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Thou, thy race, lie pale and low,
Pierced hy shafts of many a how ;
And the falchion hy thy side
To thy heart thy hand shall guide :
Crownless, breathless, headless fall,
Son and sire, the house of Saul! ”
SONG OF SAUL BEFOKE HIS LA ST BATTLE.

I.
W arrioks and chiefs ! should the shaft or the

sword
Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord,
Heed not the corsé, though a king’s, in your
path:
Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath!

n.
Tliou who art bearing my buckler and how,
Should the soldiers of Saul look away from
the foe,
Stretcli me that moment in hlood at thy feet 1
Mme he the doom which they dared not to
meet.
IH .
Farewell to others, but never we part,
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart!
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway,
Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-day I
“ A L L IS V A N IT Y , S A IT H TH E
P R E A C H E R .”
I.
F am e , wisdom, love, and power were mine,

And liealth and youth possess’d me ;
My gohlets blusli’d from every vine,
And lovely forms caress’d m e;
I sunn’d my heart in beauty’s eyes,
And felt my soul grow tender;
A ll earth can give, or mortal prize,
Was mine of regal splendour.
II.
I strive to number o’er what days
Remembrance can discover,
Which ali that life or earth displays
Would lure me to live over.
There rose no day, there rolTd no hour
Of pleasure unembitter’d ;
And not a trapping deck’d my power
That gall’d not while it glitter’d.
IH .
The serpent of the field, hy art
And spells, is won from harming;
But that which coils around the heart,
Oh I who hath power of charming ?
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I t w ill not list to wisdom’s lore,
Ñor music’s voice can hu'e i t ;
But there it stings for evermore
The soul that must endure it.
W H E N CQLDNESS W R A P S
SUFFERING C LA Y .

T H IS

I.
W h en coldness wraps this suffering clay,
Ah ! whitlier strays the immortal mind ?
It cannot die, it eannot stay,
But leaves its darken’d dust behind.
Then, unembodied, doth it trace
By steps each planet’s heavenly way ?
Or fill at once the realms of space,
A thing of eyes, that all survey ?
II.
Eterna!, boundless, undecay’d,
A thought unseen, but seeing all,
All, all in earth or skies display’d,
Shall it survey, shall it recall:
Eacli fainter trace that memory holds
So darkly of departed years,
In one broad glance the soul beholds,
And all, that was, at once appears.
I II.
Before Creation peopled earth,
Its eye shall roll through chaos back ;
And where the furthest heaven had birth,
The spirit trace its rising track.
And where the future mars or makes,
Its glance dilate o'er all to be,
While sun is quench’d or system breaks,
F ix ’d in its o r a eternity.
IY .
Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Eear,
It lives all passionless and puré :
An age shall fleet like earthly year;
Its years as moments shall endure.
Away, away, witliout a wing,
O’er all, tlrrough all, its thought shall fly,
A nameless and eternal thing,
Eorgetting what it was to die.
V ISIO N OF B E LS H A Z Z A R .
I.
T he King was on his throne,
The Satraps throng’d the h a ll:
A thousand briglit lamjis shone
O’er that high festival.
A thousand cups of gold,
In Judah deem’d divine—
Jehovah’s vessels hold
The godless Heathen’s wine!

II.
In that same honr and hall,
The fingers of a hand
Carne forth against the Wall,
And wrote as if on sand :
The fingers of a m an;—
A solitary hand
Along the letters ran,
And traced tliem like a wand.

m.
Tlie monarch saw, and shook,
And hade no more rejoice;
All bloodless wax’d bis look,
And tremulous bis voice. ,
“ Let the men of lore appear,
The wisest of the earth,
And expound the words of fear,
Which mar our royal mirth.”
IY.
Chaldea’s seers are good,
But here they have no skill;
And the unknown letters stood
Untold and awful still.
And Babel’s men of age
Are wise and deep in lore ;
But now they were not sage,
They saw—but knew no moreY.
A captive in the land,
A stranger and a youth,
He heard the king’s command,
He saw that writing’s truth.
The lamps around were bright.
The prophecy in v ie w ;
He read it on tliat night,—
The morrow proved it true.
Y I.
“ Belshazzar’s grave is made,
His kingdom pass’d away,
He, in the balance weigh’d,
Is light and worthless clay ;
The shroud his robe of state,
His canopy the stone;
The Mede is at his gate!
The Persian on his throne ! ”
SUN OF T H E SLE E PLE SS!
Sun of the sleepless ! melancholy star I
Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far,
That sliow’st the darkness thou canst not dispel,
How like art thou to joy remember’d w e ll!
So gleams the past, the light of other days,
Which shines, but warms not with its powerless. rays;
A night-beam Sorrow watcheth to behold,
Distinet, but distant—ciear— but, oh how coid 1
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W E R E M Y BOSOM A S F A L S E A S
TH O U DEEM’S T I T TO BE.

ON T H E D A Y OF T H E D ESTRUCTION
OF JER U SALEM B Y TITU S.

I.
W eke my bosom as false as thou deem’st it
to be,
I nced not have wander’d from far Galilee ;
It was but abjuring my creed to efface
The curse which, thou say’st, is the crime of
my race.
II.
I f the bad never triumph, then God is with
thee!
I f the slave only sin, thou art spotless and free!
I f the Exile on earth is an Outcast on high,
Live on in thy faith, but in mine I will die.

I.
F kom the last bilí that looks on thy once holy
dome,
I beheld thee, oh Sion! when render’d to
Borne:
’T was thy last sun went down, and the
flames of thy fall
Plash’d back on the last glance I gave to
thy wall.

I II.
I have lost for that faith more than thou
canst bestow,
As the God who permits thee to prosper doth
know;
In his hand is my heart and my hope—and in
thine
The land and the life which for him I resign.
HEROD’ S LA M E N T FO R M ARIAM NE.
I.
O h , Mariamne ! now for thee
The heart for which thou bled’st is bleeding;
Kevenge is lost in agony,
And wild remorse to rage succeeding.
Oh, Mariamne! where art thou ?
Thou canst not liear my bitter pleading:
A h ! could’stthou— thou would’stpardon now,
Though Heaven were to my prayer unheeding.
II.
And is she dead ?—and did they daré
Obey my frenzy’s jealous raving ?
M y wrath but doom’d my own despair:
The sword that smote her’s o’er me waving —
But thou art coid, my murder’d love!
And this dark heart is vainly eraving
Eor her who soars alone above,
And leaves my soul unwortby saving.

II.
I look’d for thy temple, I look'd for my
lióme,
And forgot for a moment my bondage to
come;
I beheld but the deatli-fire that fed on thy
fane,
And the fast-fetter’d hands that made vengeance in vain.
IH .
On many an eve, the high spot whence I
gazed
Had reflected the last beam of day as it
blazed;
While I stood on the lieight,.and beheld the
decline
Of the rays from the mountain that shone
on thy shrine.
IV .
And now on that mountain I stood on that
day,
But I mark’d not the twilight beam melting away;
O h! would that the lightning had glared in
its stead,
And the thunderbolt burst on the conqueror’s
head!
Y.
But the gods of the Pagan shall never profane
The shrine where Jehovah disdain’d not to
reign ;
And scatter'd and scorn’d as thy people
may be,
Our worsliip, oh Fatlier ! is only for thee.

B Y T H E R IV E R S OF BABYLO N W E
I II.
S A T DOW N AND W E P T .
She ’ s gone, who shared my diadem;
I.
She sunk, with her my joys entombing ;
I swept that flower from Judah’s stem,
W e sat down and wept by the waters
Whose leaves for me alone were blooming;
Of Babel, and thought of the day
And mine’s the guilt, and mine the hell,
When our foe, in the hue of his slaughters,
This bosom’s desolation dooming ;
Made Salem’s high places his prey;
And I have earn’d those tortures well,
And ye, oh her desolate daughters !
Which unconsumed are still consuming !
Were scatter’d all weeping away.

QSjwon’e Q30orfte.
n.
While sadly we gazed on the river
AVhich roll’d on in freedom below,
Tbey demanded tbe song; bnt, olí never
That trimnpb tbe stranger sball kiiow !
May tbis rigbt band be wither’d for ever,
Ere it string our bigb barp for tbe foe í
nx
On tbe willow tbat barp is suspended,
Olí Salem! its sound sbould be free ;
And tbe bour wben tby glories were ended
But left me tbat token of tliee:
And ne’er sball its soft tones be blended
AVith tbe voice of tlie spoiler by me 1
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V.
And tbere lay tbe rider distorted and palé,
W itb tbe dew on bis brow, and tlie rust on
bis m ail:
And tlie tents were all silent, tbe banners
alone,
Tbe lances unlifted, tbe trumpet unblown.
VI.
And tbe widows of Asbur are loud in tbeir
wail,
And tlie idols are broke in tbe temple of
Baal;
And tbe migbt of tbe Gentile, unsmote by
tbe sword,
Hatli melted like snow in tbe glance of tbe
Lord 1

T H E DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB.

A S P IR IT P A S S ’D BEFORE ME.

I.

I ’HOM JOB.

T he Assyrian carne down like tbe wolf on
tbe fold,
And liis coborts were gleaming in purple and
gold;
And tbe sbeen of tbeir spears was like stars
on tbe sea,
Wben tbe blue wave rolls nigbtly on deep
Galilee.

I.
A S PIR IT pass’d before me : I belield
Tbe face of immortality unveü’d—
Deep sleep carne down on every eye save
mine—
And tbere it stood,—all formless—but divine:
Along my bones the creeping fiesh did quake;
And as my damp hair stiffen’d, tbus it spake:

n.
Like tbe leaves of tbe forest wben Summer is
green,
Tbat bost witb tbeir banners at sunset were
seen:
Like tile leaves of tbe forest wben Autumn
batli blown,
Tbat bost ou tbe morrow lay witber’d and
strown.

in.
For tbe Angel of Deatb spread bis wings on
tbe blast,
And breathed in tbe face of tbe foe as be
pass’d ;
And tbe eyes of tbe sleepers wax’d deadly
and chill,
And tbeir bearts but once beaved, and for
ever grew s till!
IV.
And tbere lay tbe steed witb bis nostril all
wide,
But tlirougb it there roll’d not tbe breatk of
bis pride;
And tile foam of bis gasping lay wliite on
tbe turf,
And coid as tbe spray of tbe rock-beating
surf.

II.
“ Is man more just tban God ? Is man more
puré
Tban be wbo deems even Serapks insecure ?
Creatures of clay—vain dwellers in tbe dust!
Tbe moth survives you, and are ye more
just?
Tbings of a day ! you witker ere tbe nigbt,
Heedless and blind to Wisdom’s wasted
lig lit! ”

S T A N Z A S FO R MUSIO.
be n o n e o f Beauty’s daugbters
Witb a magic like tbee;
And like music on the waters
Is tby sweet voice to m e :
Wben, as if its sound were causing
Tbe cliarmed ocean’s pausing,
Tbe waves lie still and gleaming,
And tbe lull’d winds seem dreammg:
T here

And tbe midnigbt moon is weaving
Her bright cliain o’er tbe deep;
Wliose breast is gently heaving,
As an infant’s asleep:

Occaetonaf
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So tbe spirit bows before tbee,
To listen and adore tbee;
W itb a full but soft emotion,
Like tbe swell of Summer’s ocean.

S T A N Z A S FO R MUSIO.
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ON NAPO LEO N’S ESCAPE FROM ELBA.
O n c e fairly set out on bis party of pleasure,

Taking towns at bis liking, and crowns at bis
leisure,
From Elba to Lyons and Paris be goes,
Making balls f o r tbe ladies, and bows to bis
ibes.
March 27,1815.

“ O Lachrymarum fons, tenero sacros
Ducentium ortus ex animo : quater
Felix ! in imo qui scatentem
Pectore te, i>ia Nympha, sensit.”
G r a y 's

Poemata.

T h e r e ’s n o t a j o y t b e w o r ld c a n g i v e lik e
t b a t i t ta k e s a w a y ,

Wben tlie glow of early tbougbt declines in
feeling’s dull decay;
’T is not on youtk’s smootli cbeek the blusb
alone, which fades so fast,
But tbe tender bloom of lieart is gone, ere
youtb itself be past.
Tben tbe few wbose spirits float above tbe
wreck of bappiness
Are driven o’er tbe sboals of guilt or ocean
of excess:
Tbe magnet of tbeir course is gone, or only
points in vain
Tbe sbore to which tbeir shiver’d sail sball
never stretcb again.
Tben tbe mortal coldness of tbe soul like
death itself comes down ;
It cannot feel for otbers’ woes, it dare not
dream its ow n;
Tbat lieavy chill lias frozen o’er tbe fountain
of our tears,
And tliougli tbe eye may sparkle still, ’t is
wbere tbe ice appears.
Tbougli wit may flash from fluent lips, and
mirth distract tbe breast,
Tkrough midnight liours that yield no more
tbeir former liope of rest;
’T is but as ivy-leaves around tbe ruin’d
turret wreatb,
All green and wilelly fresb witbout, but worn
and grey beneath.
Oh could I feel as I have felt,— or be wbat
I have been,
Or weep as I could once have wept o’er
many a vanish’d scene;
As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all
brackisk tbougli tkey be,
So, midst tbe wither’d waste of life, those
tears would flow to me.
March, 1815.

ODE FROM TH E FRENCH.
I.
do not curse tbee, W aterloo!
Tbougb Freedom’s blood tby plain bedew;
Tbere’twas sbed, but is not sunk—
llising from each gory trunk,
Like tbe water-spout from ocean,
Witb a strong and growing motion—
It soars, and mingles in tbe air,
Witb tbat of lost Labedoyòre—
Witb tbat of libn wbose bonour’d grave
Contains tbe “ bravest of tbe brave.”
A crimson cloud it spreads and glows,
But sball return to wbence it rose;
Wben ’tis full ’tw ill burst asunder—
Never yet was beard sucb tbunder
As then sball sbake tbe world witb wonder—
Never yet was seen sucb ligbtning
As o’er beaven sball tben be brigbt’ning!
Like tbe AVormwood Star foretold
By the sainted Seer of oíd,
Show’ring down a fiery flood,
Turning rivers into blood.
W

e

n.
The Cliief has fallen, but not by you,
Vanquisbers of Waterloo!
W’lien tbe soldier Citizen
Sway’d not o’er liis fellow-men—
Save in deeds that led them on
AVhere Glory smiled on Freedom’s son—
AATho, of all tile despots banded,
AVitb that youthful cbief competed ?
AVbo could boast o’er France defeated,
T ill lone Tyranny commanded ?
Till, goaded by ambition’s sting,
Tbe Hero sunk into tbe King ?
Tben be fe ll:—so perish all,
AVbo would men by man enthral!
I II.
And tliou, too, of tbe snow-wbite plume!
AVliose realm refused tbee ev’n a tomb;
Better hadst tliou still been leading
France o'er hosts of liirelings bleeding,
Tban sold tliyself to deatb and sbame
For a meanly royal ñame;
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Such as he of Naples wears,
Who thy blood-bought title bears.
Little didst thou deem, when dashing
On thy war-horse through the ranks,
Like a stream which burst its banks,
While helmets cleft, and sabres clashing,
Shone and shiver’d fast around thee—
Of the fate at last which found thee:
Was that haughty plume laid low
By a slave’s dishonest blow ?
Once— as the moon sways o’er the tide,
It roll’d in air, the warrior’s guide;
ïhrough the smoke-created night
Of the black and sulphurous fight,
The soldier raised his seeking eye
To catch that crest’s ascendancy,—
And, as it onward rolling rose,
So moved his heart upon our foes.
There, where death’s brief pang was quickest,
And the battle’s wreck lay thickest,
Strew’d beneath the advancing banner
Of the eagle’s burning crest—
(There with thunder-clouds to fan her,
TF7¡o could then her wing arrest—
Victory beaming from her breast ?)
While the broken line enlarging
Fell, or fled along the plain;
There be sure was Murat charging!
There he ne’er shall charge again I
IV.
O’er glories gone the invaders march,
Weeps Triumph o’er each levell’d arch—
But let Freedom rejoice,
With her heart in her voice;
But, her liand on her sword,
Doubly shall she be adored;
France hath twice too well been taught
The “ moral lesson ” dearly bought—•
Her safety sits not on a throne,
W ith Capet or Napoleón!
But in equal rights and laws,
Hearts and hands in one great cause—
Freedom, such as God hath given
Unto all heneatli his heaven,
W ith tlieir breath, and from their birtli,
Though guilt would sweep it from the earth;
With a fierce and lavish hand
Scattering nations’ wealth like sand;
Pouring nations’ blood like water,
In imperial seas of slaughter!
V.
But the heart and the mind,
And the voice of mankind,
Shall arise in communion—
And who shall resist that proud unión ?
The time is past when swords subdued—
Man may die—the soul ’s renew’d :

Even in this low world of care
Freedom ne’er shall want an heir;
Millions breatlie but to inlierit
Her for ever bounding spirit—
When once more her hosts assemble,
Tyrants shall believe and tremble—
Smile they at this idle threat ?
Crimson tears will follow yet.

FROM T H E FRENCH.
I.
M ust thou go, my glorious Chief,
Sever’d from thy faithful few ?
Who can teli thy warrior’s grief,
Maddening o’er that long adieu ?
Woman’s love, and friendship’s zeal,
Dear as both have been to me—
What are they to all I feel,
With a soldier’s faith for thee ?
n.
ídol of the soldier’s soul!
First in fight, but miglitiest now;
Many could a world control;
Thee alone no doom can bow.
B y thy side for years I dared
Death; and envied those who fell,
When their dying shout was heard,
Blessing him they served so well.

in.
Would that I were cold with those,
Since this hour I live to see;
When the doubts of coward foes
Scarce dare trust a man with thee,
Dreading each should set thee free I
Oh! although in dungeons pent,
A ll their chains were light to me,
Gazing on thy soul unbent.
IV.
Would the sycopliants of him
Now so deaf to duty’s prayer,
Were his borrow’d glories dim,
In his native darkness share ?
Were that world this hour his own,
A ll thou calmly dost resign,
Could he purchase with that throne
Hearts like those which still are thine ?
V.
My chief, my king, my friend, adieu 1
Never did I droop before;
Ne ver to my sovereign sue,
As his foes I now implore:
All I ask is to divide
Every peril he must brave;
Sharing by the hero’s side
His fall, his exile, and his grave.

OccaetonaF Çpbcee.
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ON TH E S T A R OF “ TH E LEGION OF
HONOUR.”
[ f r o m THE FRENCH.]

S t a r of the brave !—whose beam hath shed

Such glory o’er the quick and dead—■
Thou radiant and adored deceit 1
Which millions rush’d in arms to greet,'
W ild meteor of immortal birth;
W hy rise iu Heaven to set on Earth ?
Souls of slain heroes form’d thy rays;
Eternity flash’d throngh thy blaze;
The music of thy martial sphere
Was fame on high and honour here;
And thy light broke on human eyes,
Like a volcano of the skies.
Like lava roll’d thy stream of blood,
And swept down empires with its flood;
Earth rock’d beneath thee to her base,
As thou didst lighten throngh all space;
And the shorn Snn grew dim in air,
And set while thou wert dwelling there.
Before thee rose, and with thee grew,
A rainbow of the loveliest hue
Of three bright colours, each divine,
And fit for that celestial sign;
For Freedom’s hand had blended them,
Like tints in an immortal gem.
One tint was of the sunbeam’s dyes ;
One, the blue deptli of Seraph’s eyes ;
One, the pure Sph'it’s veil of white
Had robed in radiance of its lig h t:
The three so miugled did beseem
The texture of a heavenly dream.
Star of the brave ! thy ray is pale,
And darkness must again prevail!
(3ut, oh tliou Rainbow of the free !
Our tears and blood must flow for thee.
When thy bright promise fades away,
Our life is but a load of clay.
And Freedom hallows with her tread
The silent cities of the dead;
For beautiful in death are they
Who proudly fall in her array;
And soon, oh Goddess 1 may we be
For evermore with them or thee !
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She abandons me now— but the page of her
story,
The brightest or blackest, is fill’d with my
fame.
I have warr’d with a world which vanquish’d
me only
When the meteor of conquest allured me too
fa r;
I have coped with the nations which dread me
thus lonely,
The last single Captive to millions in war.
II.
Farewell to thee, France 1 when thy diadem
crown’d me,
I made thee the gem and the wonder of earth,
But thy weakness decrees I should leave as
I found thee,
Decay’d in thy glory, and sunk in thy wortli.
Oh! for the veteran hearts that were wasted
In strife with the storm, when their battles
were won—
Then the Eagle, whose gaze in that moment
was blasted,
Had still soar’d with eyes fix’d on victory’s
sun 1

m.

Farewell to thee, France!—but when Liberty
rallies
Once more in thy regions, remember me
then,—•
The violet still grows in the depth of thy
valleys;
Though wither’d, thy tear will unfold it
again—
Yet, yet, I may baffle the hosts that surround us,
And yet may thy heart leap awake to my
voice—
There are links which must break in the chain
that has bound us,
Then turn thee and call on the Chief of thy
choice!

DOMÈSTIC

P I E CES.

1816.
NAPO LEO N ’S F A R E W E L L .
[ f r o m T IIE FRENCH.]

I.
F a r e w e l l to the Land where the gloom of

my Glory
Aróse and o’ershadow’d the earth with her
name—•

F A R E TH E E W E L L .
*{ A la s ! they had been friends in youth ;
But whispering tongues can poison truth;
And constancy lives iu realms above ;
And life is thorny; and youth is vain;
And to be wroth with one we love,
Doth work like madness in the brain;
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But never eitlier found another
To free the hollow heart from paining—
They stood aloof, the scars remaining,
Like clifls which had been rent asunder;
A dreary sea now flows between,
But neither heat, ñor frost, ñor thunder,
Shall wholly do away, I ween,
The marks o f that which once hath been.’'

Coleridges Christabcl.
F ar e tliee w e ll! and if for ever,

Still for ever, fare tliee w e ll:
Even tbougli unforgiving, never
’Gainst tliee sliall my heart rebel.
Would that breast were bared before tbee
Where tby liead so oft hath lain,
While that placid sleep camo o’er tliee
Which tbou ne’er canst know again:
Would that breast, by tbee glanced over,
Every inmost tbougbt could show 1
Tlien tbou wouldst at last discover
’T was not well to spurn it so.
Tbongli the world for tbis eommend tbee—
Tbougb it smile upon the blow,
Even its praises must offend tbee,
Founded on another’s w oe:
Tbough my many faults defaced me,
Could no otber arm be found,
Than the one which once embraced me,
To inflict a cureless wound ?
Yet, oh yet, tliyself deceive n ot;
Love may sink by slow decay,
But by sudden wrench, believe not
Hearts can thus be torn away:
Still thine own its life retainetli,
Still must mine, tbougb bleeding, beat;
And tile undying tliouglit which paineth
Is—that we no more may meet.
Tliese are words of deeper sorrow
Tlian the wail above the dead ;
Botli shall live, but every morrow
Wake us from a widow’d bed.
And wben tbou wouldst solace gatlier,
Wben our cliild's first accents flow,
W ilt thou teacli her to say “ Father ! ”
Thougli bis care sbe must forego ?
Wlien her little hands sliall press tbee,
Wben her lip to thine is press’d,
Think of liim whose prayer sliall bless tbee,
Tbink of bim tby love bad bless’d 1
Sliould her lineaments resemble
Those tbou never more may’st see,
Tlien tby heart will softly tremble
With a pulse yet true to me.

All my faults perchance tbou knowest,
A ll my maduess none can know ;
All my liopes, where’er tliou goest,
Wither, yet witb thee they go.
Every feeling liatli been shaken;
Pride, which not a world could bow,
Bows to tbee—by tbee forsaken,
Even my soul forsakes me now :
But ’t is done—all words are idle—
Words from me are vainer s till;
But the tliougbts we cannot bridle
Forcé tlieir way without the will.
Fare thee w ell! tbus disunited,
Torn from every nearer tie,
Sear’d ni heart, and lone, and bligbted,
More tban tbis I scarce can die.
March 17, 1816.
A SKETCH.
“ Honest—honest la g o !
I f that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee.”

Shakspeare.
B orn in the garret, in the kitchen bred,

Promoted thence to deck her mistress’ head ;
Next—for some gracious Service unexpress’d,
And from its wages only to be guess'd—
Kaised from the toilette to the table,—where
Her wondering betters wait behind ber chair.
Witb eye unmoved, and forehead nnabash’d,
Sbe dines from off the píate she lately wash’d.
Qnick witb the tale, and ready with the lie,
The genial confidante, and general spy,
Wbo could, ye gods 1 ber next employment
guess—
An only infant’s earliest governess !
Sbe taugbt the cbild to read, and taugbt so
well,
That she herself, by teacbing, learn’d to spell.
An adept next ni penmanship sbe grows,
As many a nameless slander deftly shows :
Wbat sbe bad made the pupil of ber art,
None know—but that higli Soul secured the
heart,
And panted for the truth it could not liear,'
With longing breast and undeluded ear.
F o il’d was perversión by tliat youtbful mind,
Wbicli Flattery foo l’d not, Baseness could
not blind,
Deceit iiifect not, near Contagión soil,
Indulgence weaken, ñor Example spoil,
Ñor master’d Science tempt ber to look down
On humbler talents with a pitying frown,
Ñor Genius swell, ñor Beauty render vain,
Nor Envy ruffle to retaliate pani,
Ñor Fortune cbange, Pride raise, ñor Passion
bow,
Ñor virtue teacb austerity— till now.
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Serenely purest of her sex that live,
But wanting one sweet weakuess—to forgive,
Too shock’d at faults her soul can never
know,
She deems that all could be like ber below ■
Foe to aH vice, yet liardly Virtue’s friend,
For Yirtue pardons those sbe wonld amend.
But to the theme, now laid aside too long,
The baleful burthen of tbis honest song,
Tbougb all her former functions are no more,
She rules the circle which sbe served before.
I f mothers—none know wby—before her
quake;
I f daugbters dread ber for the mothers’ sake;
I f early babits—those false liuks, wbicli bind
At times the loftiest to the meanest mind—
Have given ber power too deeply to instü
The angry essenee of her deadly w ill;
I f like a snake sbe steal witliin your walls,
T ill the black slime betray ber as sbe crawls;
I f like a viper to tlie lieart sbe wind,
And leave the venom there she did not
find;
What marvel that tbis hag of hatred works
Eternal evil latent as sbe lurks,
To make a Pandemónium where sbe dwells,
And reign the Hecate of domèstic bells ?
Skill’d by a toucb to deepen scandal’s tints
Witb all the kind mendaeity of hints,
While mingling truth witb falsebood, sneers
with smiles,
A thread of candour with a web of wiles:
A plain blunt show of briefly-spoken seemmg,
To bidé ber bloodless beart’s soul-harden’d
scheming;
A lip of lie s ; a face form’d to conceal,
And, without feelnig, mock at all wbo f e e l:
With a vile mask tlie Gorgon would disown,—•
A cbeek of parcbment, and an eye of stone.
Mark, how tlie channels of her yellow blood
Ooze to ber skin, and stagnate there to mud,
Cased like the centipede in saffron mail,
Or darker greenness of the seorpion’s scale—
(For drawn from reptiles only may we trace
Congenial colours in tliat soul or face)—
Look ou her features ! and behold ber mind
As in a mirror of itself defined :
Look on the picture! deem it not o ’ercharged—
There is no trait which miglit not be enlarged:
Yet true to “ Nature’s journeymen,” wbo
made
Tbis monster when their mistress left ofí
trade—
Tbis female dog-star of ber little sky,
Where all beneatb ber influence droop or
die.

O h! wretch without a tear— without a
tbougbt,
Save joy above the ruin thou bast wrought—
The time sbaU come, nor long remote, wben
tbou
Shalt feel far more than thou inflictest now ¡
Feel for tby vile self-loving self in vain,
And turn tbee liowling in unpitied pain.
May the strong curse of crush’d affections
liglit
Back on tby bosom with reflected bligbt!
And make tliee in tby leprosy of mind
As loatlisome to thyself as to mankind!
T ill aU tby self-thoughts curdle into bate,
Black— as tby will for others would create:
T ill tby hard lieart be calcined into dust,
And tby soul welter in its hideous crust.
Oh, may thy gravo be sleepless as the bed,
The widow’d coucli of íire, that tbou bast
spread!
Then, wben tbou fam wouldst weary Heaven
witb prayer,
Look on thine earthly victims—and despair !
Down to the dust!—and, as tbou rott’st
away,
Even worms shall perish on thy poisonous
clay.
But for the love I bore, and still must bear,
To ber tby malice from all ties would tear—
Tby ñame—tby human ñame— to every eye
The climax of all scorn sliould hang on higli,
Exalted o ’er tby less abborr ’d compeers—
And festering in the infamy of years.
March 29, 1816.

ENDORSEMENT TO TH E DEED OF
SE P A R A T IO N .
IN THE APIUL OF 1816.
A

ago, yon swore, fond sbe !
“ To love, to honour,” and so forth:
Such was tile vow you pledged to me,
And here’s exactly wbat ’tis worth.
year

S T A N Z A S TO AU G U STA.
I.
W hen all around grew drear and darle,
And reason balf withlield her ray—
And bope but shed a dying spark
Wbicli more misled my lonely w ay;

n.
In that deep midnigbt of the mind,
And tliat internal strife of lieart,
Wben dreading to be deem’d too kind,
The weak despair—the coid depart;

n i.
Wlien fortune cl·ianged—and love fled far,
And hatred’s sliafts flew thick and fast,
Thou wert tke solitary star
Wliich rose and set not to tke last.
IV ;
Ok ! blest be tkine
Tkat watck’d me
And stood between
For ever shining
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unbroken lig k t!
as a seraph’s eye,
me and tke nigkt,
sweetly nigk.
V.

And wken tke cloud upon us came,
Wkick strove to blacken o ’er tby ray—
Tken purer spread its gentle flame,
And dask’d tke darkness ali away.
VI.
Stili may tky spirit dwell on mine,
And teack it what to brave or brook—
There’s more in one soft word of tkine
Than in tke world’s defied rebuke.
V II.
Tkou stood’st, as stands a lovely tree,
Tliat stili unbroke, thougk gently bent,
Stili waves witk fond fidelity
Its boughs above a monument.
V III.
Tke winds migkt rend— tke skies might pour,
But tkere tkou wert—and stili wouldst be
Devoted in tke stormiest hour
To sked tby weeping leayes o’er me.
IX.
But tkou and tliine skall know no bligkt,
Wkatever fate on me may fa ll;
For keaven in sunsliine wiU requite
Tke kind—and tkee tke most of ali.
X.
Tken let tke ties of baftled love
Be broken— tkine will never break ;
Thy keart can feel—but wiU not m ove;
Tky soul, thougk soft, will never slmke.
XI.
And tliese, wken all was lost beside,
Were found and stili are fix’d in tkee ;—
And bearing stili a breast so tried,
Eartk is no desert—ev’n to me.

S T A N Z A S TO AU G U STA.
I.
T h o u g h tk e d a y o f m y d e s tin y ’ s o v e r,

And tke star of my fate liatk declined,
Tky soft keart refused to discover
Tke faults wkick so many could fin d ;
Thougk tky soul witk my grief was acquainted,
It shrunk not to skare it witk me,
And tke love wkick my spirit katli painted
It never katli found but in thee.
II.
Tken wken nature around me is smiling,
Tke last smile wkick answers to mine,
I do not believe it beguiling,
Because it reminds me of tkine;
And wken winds are at war witk tke ocean,
As tke breasts I believed in witk me,
I f tkeir billows excite an emotion,
It is tkat tkey bear me from thee.
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In the desert a fountain is springing,
In tke wide waste tkere stili is a tree,
And a bird in the solitude singing,
Wkich speaks to my spirit of thee.
July 24, 1816.

E P IS T LE TO AU G U STA.
I.
M y sister ! my sweet sister! if a nanie
Dearer and purer were, it skould be thine;
Mountains and seas divide us, but I claim
No tears, but tenderness to answer mine;
Go wkere I will, to me tkou art tke same—
A loved regret wkick I would not resign.
Tkere yet are two tkings in my destiny,—
A world to roam tkrougk, and a horne witk
tkee.
II.

m.
Tkougli tke rock of my last kope is skiver’d,
And its fragments are sunk in tke wave,
Thougk I feel tkat my soul is deliver’d
To pain—it skall not be its slave.
Tkere is many a pang to pursue m e:
Tkey may crusk, but tkey skall not contenm;
Tkey may torture, but skall not subdue me;
’T is of thee tkat I tliiuk—not of thern.

Tke flrst were liotliing—kad I stili tke last,
It were tke haven of my kappiness;
But other claims and other ties tkou hast,
And mine is not tke wish to liiake tkem
less.
A strange doom is tky father’s son’s, and
past
Becalling, as it lies beyond redress ;
Reversed for him our grandsire’s fate of
yore,—
He liad 110 rest at sea, nor I 011 sliore.

IV.
Thougk human, tkou didst not deceive me,
Thougk woman, tkou didst not forsake,
Though loved, tkou forborest to grieve me,
Thougk slander’d, tkou never couldst
skake;
Thougk trusted, tkou didst not diselaim me,
Tkougli parted, it was not to fly,
Tliougk watckful, ’twas not to defame me,
Nor, mute, tkat tke world migkt belie.

I f my inheritanee of storms katk been
In other elements, and on the rocks
Of perils, overlook’d or unforeseen,
I kave sustam’dmy skare of worldly shocks,
The fault ivas mine; nor do I seek to
screen
My errors with defensive paradox;
I kave been cunning in mine overtkrow,
Tke careful pilot of my proper woe.

V.
Yet I blame not tke world, lior despise it,
Nor the war of tke many witk one;
I f my soul was not fitted to prize it,
’Twas follynot sooner to skun:
And if dearly tkat error katk cost me,
And more tkan I once could foresee,
I liave found tkat, wkatever it lost me,
I t could not deprive me of thee.
VI.
From tke wreek of tke past, wkich katk
perisk’d,
Tlius muck I at least may recall,
It katk tauglit me tkat what I most ckerisk’d
Deserved to be dearest of a ll:

III.

IV.
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V.
Kingdoms and empires in my little day
I kave outlived, and yet I am not old ;
And wken I look on tliis, tke petty spray
Of my own years of trouble, wkich have
rolTd
Like a wild bay of breakers, melts away:
Something—I know not what— does stili
upkold
A spirit of sligkt patience;— not in vain,
Even for its own sake, do we purchase pain.
V I.
Perhaps tke workings of defiance stir
Within me—or perhaps a cold despair,
Brougkt on wken ilis kabitually recur,—
Perhaps a kinder clime, or purer air,
(For even to tliis may ckange of soul refer,
And witk light armour we may learn to
bear,)
Have taught me a strange quiet, wkich
was not
The chief companion of a calmer lot.

vn.
I feel almost at times as I have felt
In happy childkood; trees, and flowers,
and brooks,
Wkich do remember me of wkere I dwelt
Ere my young mind was sacrificed to books,
Come as of yore upon me, and can melt
My keart witk recognition of tkeir looks;
And even at moments I could tkink I see
Some living tking to love—but none like
tkee.
V III.
Here are tke Alpine landscapes wkich
create
A fund for contemplation;— to admire
Is a brief feeling of a trivial date;
But something wortkier do such scenes
inspire:
Here to be lonely is not desolate,
For mueh I view wkich I could most desire,
And, above all, a lake I can behold
Lovelier, not dearer, tkan our own of old.

Mine were my faults, and mine be tkeir
reward.
IX.
My wliole life was a contest, since tlie day
Tkat gave me being, gave me tkat wkick
Ok that tkou wert but witk m e!— but. I
marr’d
grow
Tke gift,—a fate, or will, tkat walk’d
Tke fool of my own wishes, and forget
astray;
The solitude wkick I have vaunted so
And I at times kave found tke struggle
Has lost its praise in this but one regret;
kard,
There may be others wkich I less may
And tkought of shaking off my bonds of
show;—
clay:
I am not of tke plaintive mood, and yet
But now I fain would for a time survive,
I feel an ebb in my pkilosopky,
If but to see what next can well arrive.
And the tide rising in my alter’d eye.
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XV.
x.
And for the remnant which may be to come
I did remind tliee of our own dear Lake,
I am content; and for the past I feel
By the oíd Hall wliieh may be mine no more.
Not thankless,—for witliin the crowded sum
Leman’a is fa ir ; but think not I forsake
Of struggles, happiness at times would
The sweet remembrance of a dearer skore:
steal,
Sad kavoc Time must with my memory
And for the present, I would not benumb
make,
My feelings further.— Nor shall I conceal
Ere that or thou cau fade tliese eyes before;
That with all this I still can look around,
Though, like all tkings which I have loyed,
And worship Nature with a thought profound.
tliey are
Eesign’d for ever, or divided far.
X VI.
XI.
For thee, my own sweet sister, in thy heart
I know myself secure, as thou in m ine;
The world is all before me ; I but ask
W e were and are— I am, even as thou artOf Nature that with which she will comBeings who ne’er each other can resign ;
piy—
It is the same, together or apart,
It is but in her summer’s sun to bask,
From life’s commencement to its slow de
To mingle with the quiet of her sky,
cline
To see her gentle face without a mask,
, W e are entwined—let death come slow or
And never gaze on it with apatliy.
fast,
She was my early friend, and now shall be
The tie which bound the first endures the
My sister—till I look again on thee.
last t
xn.
I can reduce all feelings but tliis one;
TH E DREAM.
And that I would not;—for at lengtli I see
Such scenes as those wkerein my life
I.
begun.
Our life is two-fold: Sleep hath its own
The earliest— even the only patlis for me—
world,
Had I but sooner learnt the crowd to shun,
A boundary hetween the things misnamed
I had been better than I now can b e;
Death and existence: Sleep hath its own
The passions which have torn me would
world,
have slept;
And a wide realm of wild reality.
/had not sufïer’d, and thou hadst not wept.
And dreams in their development have breath,
And tears, and tortures, and the touch of jo y ;
X III.
They leave a weight upon om- waking
With false Ambition wliat had I to do ?
thoughts,
Little with Love, and least of all with They take a weight from off our w7aking toils,
F am e;
They do divide our being; they become
And yet they came unsought, and with me A portion of ourselves as of our time,
grew,
And look like heralds of eteruity;
And made me all which they can make—a They pass like spirits of the past,— they speak
name.
Like Sibyls of the future: they have power—
Yet this was not the end I did pursue;
The tyranny of pleasure and of pam ;
Surely I once beheld a nobler aim.
They make us what we were not—what they
But all is over—I am one the more
will,
To baffled millions which have gone before.
And shake us with the visión that ’s gone by,
The dread of vanish’d shadows—Are they so ?
X IV.
Is not the past all shadow ?—What are they ?
And for the future, this world’s future may Creations of the mind ?— The mind can make
Brom me demand but little of my care;
Substance, and people planets of its own
I have outlived myself by many a day;
With beings brighter than have been, and
Having survived so many tliings that w ere;
give
My years have been no slumber, but the A breath to forms which can outlivo all flesh.
prey
I would recali a visión which I dream’d
Of ceaseless vigils ; for I had the share
Perehance in sleep—for in itself a thought,
Of life which might have fill’d a century,
A slumbering thought, is capable of years,
Before its fourth in time had pass’d me by.
And curdles a long life into one hour.
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ii.
I saw tw'O beings in the hues of youth
Standing upon a hili, a gentle liill,
Green and of mild declivitv, the last
As 't were the cape of a long ridge of such,
Save that tliere w7as no sea to lave its base,
But a most living landscape, and the wave
Of woods and corn-fields, and the abodes of
meu
Scatter’d at intervals, and wreathing smoke
Arising from such rústic roofs ;— the hill
Was crown’d with a peculiar diadem
Of trees, in circular array, so fix’d,
Not by the sport of nature, but of man:
Theso two, a maiden and a youth, were tliere
Gazing—the one on all that was beneath
Fair as lierself—but the boy gazed on h er;
And both were young, and one was beautiful:
And both were young—yet not alike in youth.
As the sweet moou on the liorizon’s verge,
The maid was on the eve of womanhood;
The boy had feiver summers, but his heart
Had far outgrown his years, and to his eye
There was but one beloved face on earth,
And that ivas shining on him : he had look’d
Upon it till it could not pass away;
He had no breath, no bemg, but in liers;
She was his voice; he did not speak to her,
But trembled on her ivords; she was his
siglit,
For his eye follow'd liers, and saw with liers,
Which colour’d all his objects:—he had ceasecl
To live within liim self; she was his life,
The ocean to the river of Iris thoughts,
Which terminated a ll: upon a tone,
A touch of liers, his blood would ebb and flow,
And his cheek change tempestuously—his
heart
Unknowing of its cause of agony.
But she in these fond feelings had no share:
Her siglis were not for him ; to her he was
Even as a brother—but no m ore; ’t was
much,
For brotherless she was, save in the name
Her infant friendship had bestow’d on h im ;
Herself the solitary scion left
Of a tinie-honour’d race.—It was a name
Which pleased liim, and yet pleased him not
— and wdij7?
Time taught him a deep answer—when she
loved
Another; even noio she loved another,
And on the sumrnit of that hill she stood
Looking afar if yet her lover’s steed
Kept pace with her expectancy, and dew.
III.
A change came o’er the spirit of my dream.
There was an ancient mansión, and before
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Its walls there was a steed caparison’d :
Within an antique Oratory stood
The Boy of wliom I spake ;—he was alone,
And pale, and pacing to and fro : anon
He sate him down, and seized a pen, and traced
Words which I could not guess o f ; tlien he
lean’d
His bow’d head on his hands, and shook as
’tivere
With a convulsión—then aróse again,.
And with his teetli and quivering hands did
tear
What he had written, but he slied no tears,
And he did calm liimself, and fix his brow
Into a kind of quiet: as he paused,
The Lady of his love re-entered there;
She was serene and smiling then, and yet
She knew she was by him beloved,— she
knew,
For quickly comes such knowledge, that his
heart
Was darken’d with her shadow, and she saw
That he was wretched, but she saw not all.
He rose, and with a cold and gentle grasp
He took her hand ; a moment o’er his face
A tablet of unutterable thoughts
Was traced, and then it faded, as it came ;
He dropp’d the hand he lield, and with slow
steps
Retired, but not as bidding her adieu,
For they did part with mutual smiles ; he
pass’d
From out the massy gate of that oíd Hall,
And mounting on his steed he went liis w ay;
And ne’er repass’d that hoary threshold more.
IV.
A change came o’er the spirit of my dream.
The Boy was sprung to manhood: in the
wilds
Of fiery climes he made liimself a home,
And his soul drank their sunbeams : he w7as
girt
W itli strange and dusky aspects ; he was not
l·Iimself like what he had been ; on the sea
And on the sliore he was a wanderer;
There was a mass of many images
Crowded like waves upon me, but he was
A part of a ll; and in the last he lay
Reposing from the noontide sultriness,
Couch’d among fallen columns, in the shade
Of ruin’d walls that had survived the ñames
Of those who rear’d them; by his sleeping side
Stood camels grazing, aiuí some goodly steeds
Were fasten’d near a fountain ; and a man
Ciad in a flowing garb did watch the wliile,
While many of his tribe slumber’d around:
And they were canopied by the blue sky,
So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful,
That God alone was to be seen in heaven.
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Y.
A ehange carne o’er the spirit of iny dream.
The Lady of his love was wed with One
AVho did not love lier better :—in her lióme,
A thonsand leagues from his,—her native
home,
She dwelt, begirt with growing Infancy,
Daughters and sons of Beauty,— but hehohl!
Upon her face there was the tint of grief,
The settled shadow of au inward strife,
And an unquiet drooping of the eye,
As if its lid were charged with unshed tears.
What could her grief be?— she had all she
loved,
And he who had so loved her was not there
To trouble with had hopes, or evü wish,
Or ill-repress’d affliction, her pure thoughts.
What_ could her grief be ?— she had loved
him not,
Nor given him cause to deem liimself beloved,
Nor could he he a part of that whicli prey’d
Upon her mind—a spectre of tlie past.
VI.
A change carne o'er the spirit of my dream.
The Wanderer was return’d.—I saw him
stand
Before an Altar—with a gentle bride;
Her face was fair, but was not that wliicli
made
The Starlight of his Boyhood;—as he stood
Even at the altar, o’er his brow there carne
The self-same aspect, and the quivering
• shock
That in the antique Oratory shook
Hisbosom in its solitude; and then—
As in that hour—a moment o’er his face
The tablet of unutterable thoughts
Was traced,—and then it faded as it eame,
And he stood calm and quiet, and he spoke
The fitting vows, but heard not his own
words,
And all things reel’d around him ; he could see
Not that wliich was, nor that wliich should
liave been—■
But the oíd mansión, and the accustom’d hall,
And the remember’d cliambers, and the place,
The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the
shade,
A ll things pertaining to that place and hour,
And her who was his destiny,— came back
And thrust themselves between him and the
lig h t:
What business had they there at such a time ?

vn.
A change came o’er the spirit of my dream.
The Lady of his love:— Oh 1 she was changed
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As by the sickness of the soul; her mind
Had wander’d from its dwelling, and her eyes
They had not their own lustre, but the look
Which is not of the earth; she was become
The queen of a fantastic realm ; her thoughts
Were combinations of disjointed things;
And forms impalpable and unperceived
Of others’ sight familiar were to liers.
And tliis the world calls fren zy; but the wise
Ha ve a far deeper madness, and the glance
Of melanckoly is a fearfnl gift;
What is it but the telescope of truth ?
Which strips the distance of its fantasies,
And brings life near in utter nakedness,
Making the coid reality too rea l!
V III.
À change came o’er the spirit of my dream.
The Wanderer was alone as heretofore,
The beings which surrounded him were gone,
Or were at war with him ; he was a mark
Por bliglit and desolation, compass’d round
With Hatred and Contention; Pain was mix’d
In all which was served up to him, until,
Like to the Pontic monarch of old days,
He fed on poisons, and they had no power,
But were a kind of nutriment; he lived
Througli that which had been deatli to many
mon,
And made him friends of mountains: with
the stars
And the quiclc Spirit of the Universe
He held his dialogues ; and they did teach
To him the magic of their mysteries ;
To him the book of Niglit was open’d wide,
And voices from the deep abyss reveal’d
A marvel and a secret—Be it so.
IX .
My dream was past; it had no further change.
I t was of a strange order, that the doom
Of these two creatures should be thus traced
out
Almost like a reality—the one
To end in madness—both in misery.
___ _ ____
July, 1816.

LINES ON H E AR IN G T H A T L A D Y
B YRON W A S ILL.
A nd thou wert sad—yet I was not with thee ;

And thou wert sick, and yet I was not near;
Methouglit that joy and health alone could be
Where I was not—and pain and sorrowhere!
And is it thus ?—it is as I foretold,
And shall be more so ; for the mind recoils
Upon itself, and the wreck’d heart lies cold,
While heaviness collects the shatter’d
spoils.
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It is not in the storm nor in the strife
W efeel henumb’d, and wish to be no more,
But in the after-süence on the shore,
When all is lost, except a little life.
I am. too well avenged !—but ’twas my righ t;
Whate’er my sins inight be, thou wert not
sent
To be the Nemesis who should requite—
Nor did Heaven choose so near an instru
ment.
Mercy is for the merciful!—if thou
Hast been of such, ’t will be accorded now.
Thy nights are banish’d from the realms of
sleep!—
Yes ! they may flatter thee, but thou shalt
feel
A hollow agony which will not heal,
Por thou art pillow’d on a curse too deep;
Thou hast' sown in my sorrow, and must reap
The bitter harvest in a woe as rea l!
I have had many foes, but none like thee;
Por ’gainst the rest myself I could defend,
And be avenged, or turn thern into friend;
But thou in safe implacability
Hadst nought to dread—in thy own weakness
sbielded,
And in my love, which hath but too muck
yielded,
And spared, for thy sake, some I should
not spare;
And thus upon the world—trust in thy truth,
And the wild fame of my ungovern’d youth—
On things that were not, and on things that
are—
Even upon such a basis hast thou built
A monument, whose cernent hath been guilt 1
The moral Clytemnestra of thy lord,
And hew’d down, with an unsuspected
sword,
Pame, peace, and liope— and all the better
life,
Which, but for tliis cold treason of thy
heart,
Might still liave risen from out the grave of
strife,
And found a nobler duty than to part.
But of thy virtues didst thou make a vice,
Trafficking with them in a purpose cold,
For present anger, and for future gold—
And buying other’s grief at any price.
And thus once enter’d into crooked ways,
The early truth, which was thy proper praise,
Did not still walk beside thee— but at times,
And with a breast unknowing its own crnnes,
Deceit, averments incompatible,
Equivocations, and the thoughts which dwell
In Janus-spirits—the significant eye
Which learns to lie with süence— the pretext
Of prudenee, with advantages annex’d—

93

The acquiescence in all things which tend,
No matter how, to the desired end—
All found a place in thy philosophy.
The means were wortliy, and the end is
won—■
I would not do by thee as thou hast done !
September, 1816.
DARKNESS.
I h a d a dream, which was not all a dream-.
The bright sun was extinguish’d, and the
stars
Did wander darkling in the eternal space,
Rayless, and pathless, and the icy earth
Swung blind and blackening in the moonless
a ir;
Mom came and went— and came, and brought
no day,
And men forgot their passions in the dread
Of this their desolation ; and all hearts
Were chill’d into a selfish prayer for ligh t:
And they did live by watchfires—and the
thrones,
The palaces of crowned kings—the Irats,
The habitations of all things which dwell,
Were bumt for beacons; cities were consumed,
And men were gather’d round their blazing
homes
To look once more into each other’s face ;
Happy were those who dwelt within the eye
Of the voléanos, and their mountain-torch:
A fearful hope was all the world eontain’d ;
Forests were set on fire—but hour by hour
They fell and faded— and the crackling
trunks
Extinguish’d with a crash—and all was
black.
The brows of men by the despairing light
Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits
The flashes fell upon them; some lay down
And hid their eyes and w ept; and some did
rest
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and
smiled ;
And others hurried to and fro, and fed
Their funeral piles with fuel, and look’d up
With mad disquietnde on the dull sky,
The pali of a past world ; and then again
With curses cast them dowu upon the dust,
And gnash’d their teeth and howl’d : the wild
birds shriek’d
And, terrified, did flutter on the ground,
And flap their useless wings ; the wildest
brutes
Came tame and tremulous; and vipers crawl’d
And twined themselves among the multitude,
Hissing, but stingless— they were slain for
food
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And War, wbicb for a moment was no
more,
Did glut bimself again :—a rneal was bought
Witb blood, and eacb sate sullenly apart
Gorging bimself in gloom : no love was le ft ;
All eartli ivas but one thought— and tbat was
dea til
Immediate and inglorious ; and tbe pang
Of famine fed upon all entrails—men
Died, and tbeir bones were tombless as tbeir
• flesh;
Tbe meagre by tbe meagre were devour’d,
Even dogs assail’d tben- masters, all save
one,
And be was faitbful to a corsé, and kept
Tbe birds and beasts and famisb’d men at
bay,
T ill hunger clung tbem, or tbe dropping dead
Lured tbeir lank ja w s ; bimself sougbt out
no food,
But witb a piteous and perpetual moan,
And a quick desoíate cry, licking tbe band
Wbicb answer’d not witb a caress—be died.
Tbe crowd was famisb’d by degrees ; but two
Of an enormous city did survive,
And tbey were enemies : tliey met beside
Tbe dying embers of an altar-place
Wbere bad been beap’d a mass of boly tbings
Eor an unboly usage; tbey raked up,
And sbivering scraped witb tbeir coid skeleton
bands
Tbe feeble asbes, and tbeir feeble breatb
Blew for a little life, and made a llame
W bicb was a mockery ; tben tbey lifted up
Tbeir eyes as it grew ligbter, and bebeld
Eacb otber’s aspects—saw, and sbriek’d, and
died—
Even of tben- mutual bideousness tbey died,
Unknowing wbo he was upon wbose brow
Famine had written Fiend. Tbe world ■was
void,
Tbe populous and tbe powerful was a lump.
Seasonless, berbless, treeless, manless, lifeless,
A lump of deatli—a chaos of bard clay.
Tbe rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still,
And nothhig stirr’d witbin tlieb- silent deptlis ;
Sbips sailorless lay rotting on tbe sea,
And tbeir masts fell down piecemeal: as tbey
dropp’d
Tbey slept on tbe abyss witliout a surge—
Tbe waves were dead ; the tides were in tbeir
grave,
Tbe moon, tbeir mistress, bad expired before;
Tbe winds were wither’d in tbe stagnant
an-,
And tbe clouds perish’d ; Darkness bad no
need
Of aid from tbem— She was tbe Universe.
Diodati, July, 1816.

MONODY ON THE DEATH
OF

TH E R IG H T HON. R. B. SHERIDAN.
SPOKEN AT DEURY-LANE TIIEATKE.

tbe last sunshine of expiring day
In summer’s twiligbt weeps itself away,
Wbo liath not felt tbe softness of tbe bour
Sink on tbe beart, as dew along tbe flower ?
Witb a puré feeling wbicb absorbs and awes
Wbile Nature makes tbat melancholy pause,
Her breatbing moment on tbe bridge wbere
Time
Of liglit and darkness forms an arcb sublime,
Wbo liath not sbared tbat calm, so still and
deep,
Tbe voiceless tbougbt wbicb would not speak
but weep,
A boly concord, and a bright regret,
A glorious syunpathy witb suus tbat set ?
’ Tis not harsh sorrow, but a tenderer woe,
Nameless, but dear to gentle bearts below,
Felt witbout bitterness, but full and clear,
A sweet dejection, a transparent tear,
Unmix’d witb worldly grief or selfisb stain,
Sbed witbout sbame, and secret witbout pain.
W

h en

Even as the tenderness tbat bour instils
When Summer’s day declines along tbe bilis.
So feels tbe fulness of our beart and eyes
When all of Genius wbicb can perisb dies.
A mighty Spirit is eclipsed— a Power
Hatb pass’d from day to darkness—to wbose
bour
Of light no likeness is bequeath’d—no ñame,
Focus at once of all the rays of Fame!
Tbe flash of W it, tbe brigbt Intelligence,
Tbe beam of Song, tbe blaze of Eloquence,
Set witb tbeir Sun, but still llave left beliind
The enduring produce of nnmortal Miud ;
Fruits of a genial morn, and glorious noon,
A deatbless part of him wbo died too soon.
But small tbat portion of tbe wondrous wbole,
These sparkling segments of tbat eircling soul,
Wbicb all embraced, and ligbten’d over all,
To cbeer, to pierce, to please, or to appal.
From tbe cbarm’d council to tbe festive board,
Of human feelings the unbounded lord;
In wbose acclaim tbe loftiest voices vied,
Tbe praised, tbe proud, wbo made bis praise
tbeir pride.
When tbe loud cry of trampled Hindostán
Aróse to Heaven in ber aiipeal from man,.
His was tbe tbunder, bis tile avenging rod,
Tbe wrath—tbe delegated voice of God!
Wliicli shook tbe nations tbrougb bis lips,
and blazed
T ill vanquish’d senates trcmbled as tbey
praised.
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But far from us and from our mimic scene
And bere, ob! bere, wbere yet all young
Sucli tbings sbould be—if sucb bave ever
and warm,
been;
Tbe gay creations of liis spirit charm,
Ours be tlie gentler wisb, the kinder task,
Tbe matchless dialogue, tbe deatbless wit,
To
give
tbe tribute Glory need not ask,
Wbicb knew not wbat it was to intermit;
Tbe glowing portraits, fresh from life, that To mourn tbe vanish’d beam, and add our
mite
bring
Home to our bearts tbe trutb from wbicb Of praise in payment of a long deligbt.
Ye Orators 1 whom yet our councils yield,
tbey spring ;
Tbese wondrous beings of bis fancy, wrought Mourn for tbe veteran Hero of your field !
The wortliy rival of tbe wondrous Three !
To fulness by the fiat of liis tbougbt,
Wbose words were sparks of Immortality!
Here in tbeir first abode you still may meet,
Y
e Bards! to whom tbe Drama’s muse is
Brigbt witb the liues of bis Promethean beat;
dear,
A balo of tbe ligbt of other days,
He was your Master— emulate bim here I
Wbicb still tbe splendour of its orb betrays.
Ye men of wit and social eloquence!
But sliould tliere be to whom the fatal He was your brother—bear his asbes henee !
Wbile Powers of mind almost of boundless
blight
range,
Of failing Wisdom yields a base deliglit,
Men wbo exult vlien minds of heavenly tone Complete in kind, as various in tbeir cliange.
Wbile Eloquence, Wit, Poesy, and Mirth,
Jar in tbe music wbicb was born tbeir own,
Still let tbem pause—ab ! little do tbey know Tbat humbler Haimonist of care on Earth,
Tbat wbat to tbem seem’d Yice migbt be but Survive witbin our souls— wbile lives our
sense
Woe.
Of pride in Merit’s proud pre-eminenee,
Hard is his fate on whom tbe public gaze
Long
sball we seelc bis likeness, long in vain,
Is fix’d for ever to detract or praise;
And turn to all of bim wbicb may remain,
Bepose denies ber réquiem to bis líame,
Sigbing that nature form’d but one sucb man,
And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame.
And broke tbe die—in moulding Sheridan!
Tbe secret enemy wbose sleepless eye
Stands sentinel, accuser, judge, and spy,
Diodati. July 17, 1816.
Tbe foe, tbe fool, tbe jealous, and tbe rain,
Tbe envious wbo but breatlie in otliers’ pam,
C H U R C H ILL’ S G R A V E ;
Bebold tbe bost! deligbting to deprave,
Wbo track the steps of Glory to the grave,
A F A C T L IT E R A L L Y R E N D E R E D .
Watcb every fault tbat daring Genius owes
I s t o o d beside tbe grave of bim wbo blazed
Half to the ardour wbicb its birth bestows,
Tbe comet of a season, and I saw
Distort tbe trutb, accumulate tbe be,
Tbe liumblest of all sepulchres, and gazed
And pile tbe pyramid of Calumny!
Witb not tbe less of sorrow and of awe
Tbese are bis portion—but if join’d to tbese
Gaunt Poverty sbould league witb deep On tbat neglected turf and quiet stone,
Witb
ñame no clearer than tbe ñames unDisease,
known,
I f tbe bigb Spirit must forget to soar,
Wbicb lay unread around i t ; and I ask'd
And stoop to strive witb Misery at tbe door,
Tbe Gardener of tbat ground, wby it migbt
To sootbe Indignity—and face to face
be
Meet sordid Bage, and wrestle witb Disgrace,
Tbat for tliis plant strangers bis memory
To find in Hope but tbe renew’d caress,
task’d,
The serpent-fold of further Faitblessness :—
Tbrougb tbe tbick deatlis of half a century ?
I f sucli may be tbe ills wbicb men assail,
And tlius be answer’d— “ W ell, I do not know
Wbat marvel if at last the mightiest fail ?
Breasts to whom all tbe strengtb of feeling W by freqüent travellers turn to pilgrims so ;
He died before my day of Sextonship,
given
And I bad not tbe digging of tliis grave.”
Bear bearts electric—cbarged witb fire from
And is tbis all ? I tbougbt—and do we rip
Heaven,
Tbe veil of Immortality, and crave
Black witb the rude collision, inly toril,
By clouds surrounded, and on wbirlwinds I know not wbat of honour and of ligbt
Tbrougb unborn ages, to endure tbis blight,
borne,
Driven o’er tbe lowering atmospbere tbat So soon, and so successless ? As I said,
Tbe Architect of all on wbicb we tread,
nurst
Tbougbts wbicb have turn’d to tbunder— For Eartli is but a tombstone, did essay
To extricate remembrance from tbe clay,
scorch, and burst.
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Whose minglings might confuse a Newton’s
thought,
Were it not that all life must end in one,
Of which we are but dreamers;—as be caught,
As ’twere the twilight of a former Sun,
Thus spoke he,— “ I believe the man of wliom
You wot, who lies in this selected tomb,
Was a most famous writer in his day,
And therefore travellers step from out tlieir
way
To pay him honour,—and myself whate’er
Your honour pleases : ” —then most pleased
Ishook
From out my pocket’s avaricious nook
Some certain coins of silver, which as ’twere
Perforce I gave this man, though I eould
spare
So much but inconveniently
Ye smile,
I see ye, ye profane ones! all the while,
Because my liomely phrase the truth would
teli.
You are the fools, not I —for I did dwell
With a deep thought, and with a soften’d eye,
On that Old Sexton’s natural homily,
In which there was Obscurity and Fame—
The Glory and the Nothing of a Name.
Diodati, 1816.
PROMETHEUS.

'

Was but the menace which flung back
On him the tormente of thy rack;
The fate thou didst so well foresee,
But would not to appease him teli ¡
And in thy Silence was his Sentence,
And in his Soul a vain repentance,
And evil dread so ill dissembled,
That in his hand the lightnings trembled,

I II.
Thy Godlike crime was to be kind,
To render with thy precepts less
The sum of human wretchedness,
And strengthen Man with his own m ind;
But baflled as thou wert from high,
Stili in thy patient energy,
In the endurance, and repulse
Of thine impenetrable Spirit,
Which Earth and Heaven eould not convulse,
A mighty lesson we inherit:
Thou art a S y m b o l and a sign
To Mortals of their fate and forcé;
Like thee, Man is in part divine,
A troubled strearn from a puré source;
And Man in portions can foresee
His own funereal destiny;
His wretchedness, and his resistance,
And his sad unallied existence :
To which his Spirit may oppose
Itself—and equal to all woes,
And a firm will, and a deep sense,
Which even in torture can descry
Its own concenter’d recompense,
Triumphant where it dares defy,
And making Death a Yictory.
Diodati,
1816.

I.
T i t a n ! to whose immortal eyes
The sufferings of mortality,
Seen in their sad reality, '
Were not as things that gods despise;
What was thy pity’s recompense ?
A silent sufïering, and intense;
The rock, the vulture, and the chain,
A ll that the proud can feel of pain,
The agony they do not show,
The suffocating sense of woe,
Which speaks but in its loneliness,
And then is jealous lest the sky
Should have a listener, nor will sigh
Until its voice is echoless.

A FRAGMENT.
I remount the river of my years
To the íirst fountain of our smiles and tears,
I would not trace agam the strearn of hours
Between their outworn banks of wither’d
iiowers,
But bid it flow as now—until it glides
Into the number of the nameless tides.

II.
T itan ! to thee the strife was given
Between the suíïering and the will,
Which torture where they cannot k ill;
And the inexorable Heaven,
And the deaf tyranny of Fate,
The ruling principie of Hate,
Which for its pleasnre doth create
The things it may anniliilate,
Ilefused thee even the boon to die:
The wi'etched gift eternity
W as thine— and thou hast borne it well.
A ll that the Thunderer wrung from thee

What is this Death ?—a quiet of the heart ?
The whole of that of which we are a part ?
For life is but a visión—what I see
Of all which lives alone is life to me,
And being so—the absent are the dead,
Who haunt us from tranquillity, and spread
A dreary shroud around us, and invest
With sad remembrances om- hours of rest.
The absent are the dead—for they are cold,
And ne’er can be what once we did beliold ;
And they are changed, and cheerless,— or if
yet
The unforgotten do not all forget

Júly,

C ou ld
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On earth thou wert all but divine,
As thy soul sliall immortally b e ;
And our sorrow may cease to repine
When we know that thy God is with thee.

Since thus divided—equal must it be
I f the deep barrier be of earth, or sea;
It may be both—but one day end it must
In the dark unión of insensate dust.
The under-earth inhabitants—are they
But mingled millions decomposed to clay ?
II.
The ashes of a thousand ages spread
Light
be
the
turf
of
tliy
tomb !
Wherever man has trodden or sliall tread ?
May its verdure like emeralds b e!
Or do they in their silent cities dwell
There should not be the sliadow of gloom
Each in his incommunieative celi ?
In aught that reminds us of thee.
Or have they their own language ? and a
Young
iiowers and an evergreen tree
sense
May spring from the spot of thy rest:
Of breathless being ?—darken’d and intense
But nor cypress nor yew let us see;
As midnight in her solitude ?—Oli Earth!
For why should we mourn for the blest ?
Where are the past ?—and wherefore had they
birth ?
The dead are thy inlieritors—and we
But bubbles on thy surface ; and the key
A V E R Y M OURNFUL B A L L A D ON THE
Of thy profundity is in the grave,
SIEGE AND CONQUEST OF A L H A M A ,
The ebon portal of thy peopled cave,
Where I -would walk in spirit, and beliold
TVhich, in the Aràbic language, is to the
Our elements resolved to things untold,
follovñng 'purport.
And fathom hidden wonders, and explore
I.
The essence of great bosoms now no more.
T h e Moorish King rides up and down,
Through Granada’s royal town ;
Diodati, July, 1816.
From E lvira’s gate to tliose
Of Bivarambla on he goes.
Woe is me, Alhama 1
SONNET TO L A X E LEMAN.
R o u s s e a u —Voltaire—our

Gibbon—and De
Staél—•
Lem an! these ñames are worthy of thy
sliore,
Thy shore of ñames like these! wert thou
no more
Their memory thy remembrance would re
cali:
To them thy banks were lovely as to all,
But they have made them lovelier, for the
lore
Of mighty minds doth ballow in the core
Of human hearts the ruin of a wall
Where dwelt the wise and wondrous; but
by thee
How much more, Lake of Beauty ! do we feel,
In sweetly gliding o’er thy crystal sea,
The wild glow of that not ungentle zeal,
Which of the heirs of immortality
Is proud, and makes the breath of glory rea l!
Diodati, July, 1816.
S T A N Z A S FOR MUS1C.

I.
B r i g h t be the place of thy soul!
No lovelier spirit than thine
E ’er burst from its mortal control.
In the orbs of the blessed to shine.

n.
Letters to the monarcli teli
How Alhama’s city fe ll:
In tlie fire the scroll he threw,
And the messenger he sleiv.
Woe is me, Alhama !
I II.
He quits his mule, and mounts his horse,
And through the Street direets his course ;
Through the Street of Zacatín
To the Alhambra spurring in.
Woe is me, Alhama !
IY .
When the Alhambra walls he gain’d,
On the moment he ordain’d
That the trumpet straight should sound
W ith the silver clarión round.
Woe is me, Alhama 1
Y.
And when the liollow drums of war
Beat the loud alarm afar,
That the Moors of town and plain
Might answer to the martial strain.
Woe is me, Alhama I
E
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V I.
Then the Moors, by tbis aware,
That bloody Mars recall’d them there,
One by one, and two by two,
To a inighty squadron grew.
Woe is me, Alhama !
VH.
Out then spalte an aged Moor
In these words the king before,
“ Wherefore call on us, oh King ?
What may mean this gathering ? ”
Woe is me, Alhama !

vm.
“ Eriends 1 ye have, alas ! to know
Of a most disastrous blow ;
That the Christians, stern and bold,
Have obtain’d Alhama’s hold.’’
Woe is me, Alhama 1
IX .
Out then spalte old Alfaqui,
With his beard so wbite to see,
“ Good King ! thou art justly served,
Good K in g ! this thou hast deserved.
Woe is me, Alhama!
X.
“ By thee were slain, in evil hour,
Tbe Abencerrage, Granada’s flower;
And strangers were received by thee
Of Cordova the Chivalry.
W oe is me, Alhama !
X I.
“ And for this, oh King ! is sent
On thee a double chastisement:
Thee and thine, thy crown and realm,
One last wreck shall overwhelm.
Woe is me, Alhama !
X II.
“ He who holds no laws in awe,
He must perish by the law ;
And Granada must be won,
And thyself with her undone.”
Woe is me, Alhama !
X IH .
Fire flash’d from out the old Moor’s eyes,
The Monarch’s wrath began to rise,
Because he answer’d, and because
He spake exceeding well of laws.
Woe is me, Alhama !
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X IV .
“ There is no law to say such things
As may disgust the ear of kings : ” —
Thus, snorting with his choler, said
The Moorish King, and doom’d him dead.
Woe is me, Alhama !
XV.
Moor Alfaqui 1 Moor Alfaqui!
Though thy beard so hoary be,
The King hath sent to have thee seized,
For Alhama’s loss displeased.
Woe is me, Alhama !

•Dccaetonaf

And men and infants therein weep
Tlieir loss, so heavy and so deep;
Granada’s ladies, all she rears
Within her walls, burst into tears.
Woe is me, Alhama !

xxm.

xvn.
“ Cavalier, and man of worth !
Let these words of mine go forth!
Let the Moorish Monarch know,
That to him I notliing owe.
Woe is me, Alhama !
X V IH .
“ But on my soul Alhama weighs,
And on my inmost spirit preys;
And if the King his land hath lost,
Yet others may have lost the most.
Woe is me, Alhama!

f r o m t lie W in d o w s o ’e r t h e w a lls
'l’ h e s a b le w e b o f m o u r u in g f a l l s ;

The King weeps as a woman o’er
His loss, for it is much and sore.
Woe is me, Alhama!

S T A N Z A S FOR MUSIO.
I.
say that Hope is happiness;
But genuine Love must prize the past,
And Memory wakes tbe thoughtsthat bless:
Tbey rose tbe first— they set the last;
T hey

n.
And all that Memory loves the most
Was once our only Hope to be,
And all that Hope adored and lost
Hath melted into Memory.
n i.
Alas 1 it is delusion a ll:
The future cheats us from afar,
Nor can we be what we recali,
Nor dare we think on what we are.

X IX .
“ Sires have lost their children, wives
Their lords, and valiant men their lives !
One what best his love might claim
Hath lost, another wealth, or fame.
Woe is me, Alhama !
XX.
“ I lost a damsel in that hour,
Of all the land the loveliest flower;
Doubloons a hundred I would pay,
And think her ransom cheap that day.”
Woe is me, Alhama !
X X I.
And as these things the old Moor said,
They sever’d from the trunk his head;
And to the Alhambra’s wall with speed
’T was carried, as the King decreed.
Woe is me, Alhama!
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But thou at least from out the jealous door,
Which shuts between your never-meeting
eyes,
May’st hear her sweet and pious voice once
more:
I to the marble, where my daughter lies,
ltusli,— the swoln ílood of bitterness I pour,
And knock, and knock, and knock—but
none replies.

And

X V I.
And to fix thy head upon
High Alhambra’s loftiest stone ;
That this for thee should be the law,
And others tremble when they saw.
W oe is me, Alhama !

(pítete.

T R A N S L A T IO N FROM V IT T O R E L L I.
ON A N U N .

Sonnet composed in the ñame of a father, whose
daughter liad reeently died shortly after her
maiTiage; and addressed to the father of her who
had lately takeu the veil.
O f two fair virgins, modest, tliough admired,
Heaven made us happy; and now, wretched
sires,
Heaven for a nobler doom their worth
desires,
And gazing upon either, both required.
Mine, while the torcli of Hymen newly flred
Becomes extinguish’d, soon—too soon—
expires:
But thine, within the elosing grate retired,
Eternal captive, to her God aspires.

ON TH E BUST OF HELEN B Y CANOVA.
I n tbis beloved marble view,

Above the works and thoughts of man,
What Nature could, but would not, do,
And Beauty and Canova can!
Beyond imagination’s power,
Beyond the Bard’s defeated art,
W ith immortality her dower,
Behold the Helen of the heart!
November, 181G.
SONG FO R TH E LUDDITES.
I.
As the Liberty lads o’er the sea
Bought their freedom, and cheaply, with
blood,
So we, boys, we
W ill die fighting, or live free,
And down with all kiugs but King Ludd !
II.
When the web that we weave is complete,
And the shuttle exchanged for the sword,
W e will fling the winding sheet
O’er the despot at our feet,
And dye it deep in the gore he has pour’d.
IH .
Tliough black as his heart its hue,
Since his veins are corrupted to mud,
Yet tbis is the dew
Which the tree shall renew
Of Liberty, planted by Ludd!
December, 1816.
VERSICLES.
I

the “ Christabel; ”
Very w e ll:
I read the “ Missionary; ”
Pretty—very:
I tried at “ Hderirn; ”
Ahem !
I read a sheet of “ Marg’ret of A ijo u
Can you?
kead
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I turn’d a page of Scott’s “ W aterloo;"
Pooh! pooh!
I look'd at Wordsworth’s milk-white
“ Bylstone D oe; ”
H illo !
&c. &c. &c.
March, 1817.
SO, W E ’L L GO NO MORE A ROVING.
X.
So, we ’ll go no more a roving
So late into tile night,
Though tke keart be still as loving,
And the moon be still as brigbt.

n.
Por the sword outwears its sbeatli,
And tbe soul wears out the breast,
And the heart must pause to breathe,
And love itself have rest.

ni.
Though the night was made for loying,
And the day retaras too soon,
Yet we ’ll go no more a roving
By the light of the moon.
1817.
TO TH O M AS MOORE.
W h a t are yon doing now,
Oh Tilomas Moore?
What are you doing now,
Oh Thomas Moore?
Sighing or suing now,
Bliyming or wooing now,
Billing or cooing now,
Which, Thomas Moore?

But the Carnival’s eoming,
Oh Thomas Moore!
The Carnival’s eoming,
Oh Thomas Moore!
Masking and humming,
Fifing and drumming,
Guitarring and strumming,
Oh Thomas Moore 1

TO MR. M U R R A Y.
To hook the reader, yon, John Murray,
Have publish’d “ Anjou’s Margaret,”
Which won’t be sold otf in a hurry
(A t least, it has not been as y e t );
And then, still further to bewilder ’em,
Without remorse, you set up “ Ilderim ¡ ”
So mind you don’t get into debt,
Because as how, if you should fail,
These books would be but baddish bail.

[ 1817.

And mind you do not let escape
These rhymes to Morning Post or Perry,
Which would be very treacherous—veri/,
And get me into such a scrape!
For, firstly, I should have to sally,
All hi my little boat, against a Galley ;
And, should I chance to slay the Assyrian
wight,
Have next to combat with the female knight.
March 25,1817.

TO THOM AS MOORE.
I.
My boat is on the shore,
And my bark is on the sea;
But, before I go, Tom Moore,
Here ’s a double health to thee!
II.
H ere’s a sigli to tliose who love me,
And a smile to tliose who líate;
And, whatever sky’s above me,
Here ’s a heart for every fate.
III.
Thougli the ocean roar around me,
Yet it still shall bear me on ;
Though a desert should surround me,
It hath springs tliat may he won.
IV.
Were ’t the last drop in the well,
As I gasp’d upon the brink,
Ere my fainting spirit fell,
’T is to thee that I would drmk.
V.
With that water, as this wine,
The libation I would pour
Should be—peace with thiue and mine,
And a health to thee, Tom Moore.
July, 1817.
E P IS T LE FROM MR. M U R R A Y TO
DR. POLIDORI.
D e a e Doctor, I have read your play,
Which is a good one in its way,—
Purges the eyes and moves the bowels,
And drenches handkerchiefs like towels
With tears, that, in a flux of grief,
Afford hysterical relief
To shatter’d nerves and quicken’d pulses,
Which your catastrophe convulses.

I like your moral and machhiery ;
Your plot, too, has such scope for scenery;
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Your dialogue is apt and smart:
The play’s concoction full of a rt;
Your liero raves, your heroine cries,
All stab, and everybody dies.
In short, your tragedy would be
The very thing to liear and see:
And for a piece of publication,
I f I decline on this occasion,
I t is not that I am not sensible
To merits in tliemselves ostensible,
But— and I grieve to speak it—plays
Are drugs—mere drugs, sir—now-a-days.
I had a heavy loss by “ Manuel,"—
Too lucky if it prove not annual,—
And Sotheby, with his “ Orestes,”
(Which, by the by, the author’s best is,)
Has lain so very long on liand,
That I despair of all demand.
I ’ve advertised, but see my books,
Or only watch my shopman’s looks;—•
Still Ivan, Ina, and such lumber,
My back-sliop glut, my shelves encumber.
There’s Byron too, who once did better,
Has sent me, folded in a letter,
A sort of—i t ’s lio more a drama
Than Darnley, Ivan, or Kehama:
So alter'd since last year bis pen is,
I think he’s lost bis wits at Venice.
In short, sir, what with one and t’other,
I dare not venture on another.
I write in baste; excuse each blunder;
The coaches tlirough the Street so thunder!
My room’s so full—w e’ve Gifford here
Beading MS., with Hookham Frere,
Pronouncing on the nouns and partides
Of some of our fortheoming Articles.
The Quarterly—Ah, sir, if you
Had but the genius to review !—
A smart critique upon St. Helena,
Or if you only would but tell in a
Short compass what-----but to resume:
As I was saying, sir, the room—
The room’s so full of wits and bards,
Crabbes, Campbells, Crokers, Freres, and
Wards,
And others, neither bards ñor wits:—
My liumble tenement admits
All persons in the dress of gent,
From Mr. Hammond to Dog Dent.
A party dines with me to-day,
All clever men, who make tlieir way ;
Crabbe, Malcolm, Hamilton, and Cliantrey,
Are all partakers of my pantry.
They ’re at this moment in discussion
On poor De Stael’s late dissolution.
Her hook, they say, was in advance—
Pray Heaven, she tell the truth of France 1
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Thus run our time and tongues away ;—
But, to retara, sir, to your play :
Sorry, sir, but I cannot deal,
Unless ’twere acted by O’Neill;
My hands so full, my head so busy,
I ’m almost dead, and always d izzy;
And so, with endíess truth and hurry,
Dear Doctor, I am yours,
J ohn M u r k a y.

August, 1817.

E P IS T L E TO MR. M U R R AY.
M y dear Mr. Murray,
Y ou ’re in a damn’d hurry,
To set up this ultimate Canto;
But (if they don’t rob us)
Y o u ’ll see Mr. Hobhouse
W ill bring it safe in bis portmanteau.
For the Journal you liint of.
As ready to print off.
No doubt you do right to commend i t ;
But as yet I have writ oiï
The devil a bit of
Our “ Beppo : ” —when copied, I ’ll send it.
Then you ’ve . . . . ’s Tour,—
No great things, to be sure,—
You could liardly begin with a less w ork;
For the pompous rascallion,
Who don’t speak Italian
Ñor French, must have scribbled by guess
work.
You can make any loss up
With “ Spence ” and bis gossip,
A work which must surely succeed;
Then Queen Mary’s Epistle-craft,
With the new “ F y tte ” of “ Whistlecraft,”
Must make people purcliase and read.
Then you’ve General Gordon,
Who girded bis sword on,
To serve with a Muscovite master
And help him to polish
A nation so owlisli,
They thought shaving tlieir beards a disaster.
For the man, “ poor and slrrewd,”
With whom you’d conclude
A compact without more delay,
Perhaps some such pen is
Still extant in V enice;
But please, sir, to mention your joay.
Venice, January 8, 1818.
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No mellower harvest! Thirteen hundred
years
S t r a h a n , Tonson, Lintot o£ the times,
Of wealth and glory turn ’d to dust and tears;
Patrón and publisher o£ rliymes,
And every monument the strauger meets,
For tliee tlie bard up Pindus climbs,
Church, palace, pillar, as a mourner greets ;
My Murray.
And even the Lion all subdued appears,
And the liarsh sound of the barbarían drum,
To thee, with bope and terror dumb,
With dull and daily dissonance, repeats
The unfledged MS. authors come;
The echo of thy tyrant’s voice along
Tbou printest all—and sellest some—
The soft waves, once all musical to song,
My Murray.
That heaved beneath the moonlight with the
TJpon tby table's baize so green
throng
The last new Quarterly is seen,—
Of góndolas—and to the busy hum
Put where is thy new Magazine,
Of cheerful creatures, wliose most sinful
My Murray ?
deeds
Were but the overbeating of the heart,
Along thy sprucest bookshelves shine
And flow of too mucli lmppiness, which needs
The works tliou deemest most divine—
The aid of age to turn its course apart
The “ Art of Cookery,” and mine,
From
the luxmlant and voluptuous flood
My Murray.
Of sweet sensations, battling with the blood.
Tours, Travels, Essays, too, I wist,
But these are better than the gloomy errors,
And Sermons, to thy mill bring grist;
The weeds of nations in their last decay,
And then tliou liast the “ Navy List,”
When Vice walks forth with her unsoften’d
My Murray.
terrors,
And
Mirth is madness, and but smiles to
And Heaven forbid I should conclude
slay;
Without “ the Board of Longitude,”
And Hope is notliing but a false delay,
Although this narrow paper would,
The sick man’s lightning half an hour ere
My Murray.
death,
Yenice, March 25, 1818.
When Faintness, the last mortal birth of
Pain,
And apathy of limb, the dull beginnir.g
ON T H E B IR T H OF
Of
the
cold staggering race which Death is
JOHN W IL L IA M RIZZO HOPPNER.
winning,
H is father’s sense, his mother’s grace,
Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away;
In him, I hopo, will always fit so;
Yet so relieving the o’er-tortured clay,
With—still to keep him in good case—■
To him appears renewal of his breath,
The health and appetite of Bizzo.
And freedom the mere numbness of his chain;
February, 1818. And then he talles of life, and how again
He feels his spirit soaring—albeit weak,
And of the fresher air, which he would seek:
ODE ON VENICE.
And as he whispers knows not that he gasps,
I.
That his thin finger feels not what it clasps,
O h Venice! Yenice! when thy marble walls And so the film comes o ’er him, and the
dizzy
Are level with the wàters, there sliall be
Ckamber swims round and round, and
A cry of nations o’er thy sunken halls,
shadows busy,
A loud lament along the sweeping sea !
At which he vainly catches, flit and gleam,
I f I, a northern wanderer, weep for thee,
What should thy sons do?—anytliing but Till the last rattle chokes the strangled
seream,
w eep:
And yet they only murmur in their sleep.
And all is ice and blackness,—and the earth
That which it was the moment ere our birth.
In contrast with their fathers—as the slime,
The dull green ooze of the receding deep,
n.
Is with the dashing of the spring-tide foam
That drives the sailor shipless to his home,
There is no hope for nations!—Search the
Are they to those that w ere; and thus they
page
creep,
Of many thousand years— the daily scene,
Crouching and crab-like, tlirough their sap- The flow and ebb of each recurring age,
ping streets.
The everlasting to be whieli hath been,
Oh ! agony—that centuries should reap
Hath tauglitusnought, or little : still we lean
TO MR. M U R R AY.
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On things that rot beneath our weight, and '
wear
Our strengtli away in wrestling with the a ir :
For ’tis our nature strikes us down: the
beasts
Slaughter’d in liourly hecatombs for feasts
Are of as high an order— they must go
Even where their dríver goads them, thougli
to slaughter.
Ye men, wlio pour your blood for kings as
water, *
What have they given your children m return ?
A lieritage of servitude and woes,
A blindfold bondage, where your hire is blows.
W h a t! do not yet the red-hot plough-shares
burn,
0 ’er which you stumble in a false ordeal,
And deem this proof of loyalty the real;
Kissing the hand that guides you to your
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m.
Glory and Empire! once upon these towers
With Freedom—godlike T ria d ! how ye
sate!
The league of mightiest nations, in those
hours
When Yenice was an envy, might abate,
But did not quench her spirit; in her fate
A ll were enwrapp ’d : the íeasted monarchs
knew
And loved their hostess, nor could learn to
líate,
.
Although they humbled— with the kingly few
The many felt, for from all days and climes
She was the voyager’s worship; even her
crimes
Were of the softer order—born of Love,
She drank no blood, nor fatten’d on the dead,
But gladden’d where her harmless conquesta
spread;
For these restored the Cross, that from above
Hallow’d her sheltering banners, which in
cessant
Flew between earth and the unholy Crescent,
Which, if it waned and dwindled, Earth may
thank
The city it has clothed in chaina, which elank
Now, creaking in the ears of those wlio owe
The name of Freedom to her glorious
struggles;
Yet she but shares with them a common woe,
And call ’d the “ kingdom ” of a conquering
foe,
But knows what all—and, most of all, we
know—With what set gilded terms a tyrant juggles!

And glorying as you tread the glowing bars ?
All that your sires have left you, all that
Time
Bequeatlis of free, and History of sublime,
Spring from a different theme! Ye see and
read,
Admire and sigh, and then succumb and
bleed!
Save the few spirits wlio, despite of all,
And worse than all, the sudden crimes engender’d
By the down-thundering of the prison-wall,
And thirst to swallow the sweet wàters tender’d,
Gushing from Freedom’s fountains, when the
crowd,
Madcíen ’d With centuries of drought, are
IY .
loud,
The name of Commonwealtli is past and gone
And trample 011 each other to obtain
O ’er the three fractions of the groaning
The cup which brings oblivion of a chain
globe;
Heavy and sore, in which long yoked they
Venice
is crush’d, and Holland deigns to own
plough’d
A
sceptre, and endures the purple robe;
The sand,— or if there sprung the yellow
I f the free Switzer yet bestrides alone
grain,
’T was not for them, their necks were too His chainless mountains, ’t is but for a time,
For tyranny of late is cunning grown,
much bow’d,
And their dead palates chew’d the cud of And in its own good season tramples down
The sparkles of our aslies. One great clime,
pain:
Whose vigorous offspring by dividing ocean
Y es ! the few spirits, wlio, despite of deeds
Are
kept apart and nursed in the devotion
Which they abhor, confound not with the
Of Freedom, which their fathers fought for,
cause
and
Those momentary starts from Nature’s laws,
Which, like the pestilence and earthquake, Bequeath’d— a lieritage of heart and hand,
And proud distinction from each other land,
smite
But for a term, then pass, and leave the earth Whose sons must bow them at a monarch’s
motion,
With all her seàsons to repair the bliglit
As if his senseless sceptre were a wand
With a few summers, and again put forth
Full
of the magic of exploded Science—
Cities and generations—fair, wlien freo—
For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for thee! Still one great clime, in full and free defiance,

104

QtJpron’e Q2)orfte.

Yet rears ker crest, unconquer’d and sub
lime,
Above tbe far Atlantic!— Sbe lias taught
Her Esau-bretbren tbat tbe liaughty ílag,
The floating fence oí Albion’s feebler crag,
May strike to those ivkose red right hands
have bought
Rigkts cheaply earn’d witk blood. Still, still,
for ever,
Better, tkougk each man's life-blood were a
river,
Tliat it sliould flow, and overflow, tban creep
Tbrougb thousand lazy cbannels in our veins,
Damm'd like tbe dull canal with locks and
cbains,
And moving, as a siek man in bis sleep,
Tliree paces, and tben faltering: better be
AVkere tbe extinguish’d Spartans still are
free,
In tbeir proud cliaimel o£ Thermopylíe,
Tban stagnate in our marsli,—or o’er tbe
deep
Fly, and one current to tbe ocean add,
One spirit to tbe souls our fatkers bad,
One freeman more, America, to tliee!

S T A N Z A S TO T H E PO.
R iv e r , tbat rollest by tbe ancient walls,
W bere dwells the lady o f my love, when
sbe

Walks by tby brmk, and tbere perckanc'e
recalis
A fam t and fleeting memory of me ;
Wkat if tby deep and ampie stream skould
be
A mirror of my keart, ivhere slie may read
The thousand tboughts I now betray to tbee,
W ild as tby wave, and beadlong as tby
speed!
Wkat do I say— a mirror of my lieart ?
Are not tby ivaters sweeping, dark, and
strong ?
Sucb as my feelings ivere and are, tbou a rt;
And sucb as tbou art were my passions
long.
Time may have somewkat tamed tbem,—not
for ever;
Tbou overflow’st tby banks, and not for
aye
Tby bosom overboils, congenial river 1
Tby floods subside, and mine liave sunk
away:
But left long wrecks beliind, and now again,
Borne on our oíd unclianged career, we
m ove:
Tbou tendest wildly onwards to the main,
And I — to loviug one I should not love.

[ 1819,

Tbe current I bebold will sweep beneatk
Her native walls, and murmur at her fe e t;
Her eyes will look on tbee, wben sbe shall
breatlie
Tbe twiligbt air, unliarm’d by summer’s beat.
Sbe will look on tbee,—I llave look’d on tbee,
Full of tbat thought: and, from tbat
moment, ne’er
Tby ivaters could I dream of, ñame, or see
Witkout tbe inseparable sigb fgr k e r!
Her briglit eyes will be imaged in tby stream,
Yes ! tbey will meet tbe wave I gaze on
now:
Mine cannot witness, even in a dream,
Tbat liappy wave repass me in its flow !
Tbe wave tbat bears my tears returns no
more:
W ill sbe returu by wliom tbat wave sball
sweep ?—
Botb tread tby banks, botb ivander on tby
skore,
I by tby source, sbe by tbe dark-blue deep.
But tbat ivliick keepetb us apart is not
Distance, ñor deptli of wave, ñor space of
eartlí,
But tbe distraction of a various lot,
As various as tbe climates of our birtk.
A stranger loves the lady of tbe land,
Born far beyond tbe mountains, but bis
blood
Is all meridian, as if never fann’d
By tbe black ivind tbat ckills tbe polar
flood.
My blood is all meridian ; were it not,
I bad not left my elimo, ñor sliould I be,
In spite of tortures ne’er to be forgot,
A slave again of love,— at least of tbee.
’T is vain to struggle—let me perisk young—
Live as I lived, and love as I liave loved ;
To dust if I return, from dust I sprung,
And tben, at least, my keart can ne’er be
moved.
Ajpril, 1819.
SONNET TO GEORGE THE FOURTH,
ON TH E REPEAL OF LORD EDWARD FITZg e r a l d ’s f o r f e it u r e .

T o be tbe fatber of tbe fatherless,

To stretcli tbe hand from tbe tbrone's
beigbt, and raise
S is offspriug, ivbo expired in otlier days
To make tby sire’s sway by a kingdom less,—
Thia is to be a monarch, and represa
Envy iuto unutterable praise.
Dismiss tby guard, and trust tbee to sucb
traits,

©ccaetonaf (pkcee.
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For who would lift a hand, except to bless ?
Were it not easy, sir, and is ’t not sweet
To make thyself beloved ? and to be
Omnipotent by mercy’s means ? for thus
Tby sovereignty would grow but more
complete:
A despot tbou, and yet tby people free,
And by the lieart, not hand, enslaving us.
Bologna, Aifgust 12, 1819.

EPIGRAM.
FROM THE FRENCH OF RULHiÉRES.

I f , for silver or for gold,

You could melt ten thousand pimples
luto half a dozen dimples,
Tben your face we migbt bebold,
Looking, doubtless, much more snugly;
Yet even then ’tivould be d— d ugly.
August 12, 1819.
STANZAS.
Coum Love for ever
Run like a river,
And Time’s endeavour
Be tried in vain—
No other pleasure
With this could measure ;
And like a treasure
W e ’d hug tbe cliain.
But since our sigbing
Ends not in dying,
And, form’d for flying,
Love plumes bis iving ;
Then for this reason
Let ’s love a season;
But let tbat season be only Spring.
When lovers parted
Feel broken-hearted,
And, all bopes tbwarted,
Expect to d ie;
A few years older,
A h ! bow mucli colder
Tbey migbt bebold her
For ivliom tbey sigb 1
When link’d together,
In every iveatker,
Tbey pluck Love’s featber
From out bis iving—
H e ’ll stay for ever,
But sadly sliiver
Witkout bis plumage, wben past tbe Spring.
Like chiefs of Faction,
His life is action—
A formal paction
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Tbat curbs bis reign,
Obscures bis glory,
Despot no more, lie
Sucb territory
Quits witb disdain.
Still, still advancbig,
Witb banners glancing,
His power enkancing,
He must move on—Repose but cloys kim,
Eetreat destroys bim,
Love brooks not a degraded tbrone.
Wait not, fond lover !
T ill years are over,
And then recover
As from a dream.
Wbile eacb beivaÜing
The other’s failing,
Witb wratb and railing,
A ll bideous seem—
W bile first decreasing,
Yet not quite ceasing,
AVait not till teasing
A ll passion b liglit:
I f once diminish’d,
Love’s reign is finish’d—Tben parí in friendship—and bid good-nigkt.
So sball Affection
To recollection
Tbe dear connexion
Bring back with j o y :
You bad not ivaited
Till, tired or hated,
Your passions sated
Began to cloy.
Your last embraces
Leave no coid traces—
The same fond faces
As tbrougb tbe past:
And eyes, tbe mirrors
Of your sweet errors,
Reflect but rapture—not least tliough last.
True, separations
Ask more tban patience;
AVbat desperations
From sucb have risen 1
But yet remaining,
AVbat is ’t but cbaining
Hearts wbicb, once ivaning,
Beat ’gainst tbeir prison ?
Time can but cloy love
And use destroy lo v e :
Tbe winged boy, Love,
Is but for boys—
Y ou ’ll find it torture,
Tkougli sharper, sborter,
To wean, and not ivear out your joys.
1819.
E 3

ON M Y WEDDING-DAY.
’ s a liappy new yea r! but with reason
I beg you ’ll permit me to say—
Wish me many returns of the season,
But as few as you please of tbe day.
January 2, 1820.
H
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Wliat matters—a lieart which, though faulty,
was feeling,
Be driveu to excessos which once could
appal—
That the sinuer should suffer is only fair
dealing,
As the saint keops her charity back for
“ the ball! ”

E P IT A P H FOR W IL L IA M P IT T .
i t h death doom'd to grapple,
Beneath this cold slab, be
W lio lied iu the Chapel
Now lies in the Abbey.
January, 1820.

W

EPIGRAM .
I n digging up your boues, Tom Paine,
W m . Corbett has done w e ll:
You visit him on earth again,
He ’ll visit you in heli.
January, 1820.
STA N Z A S.
W h e n a man hath no freedom to fight for at
home,

Let him combat for that of his neighbours;
Let him think of the glories of Greeee and of
Rome,
And get lmock’d on the head for his labours.
To do good to mankind is the chivalrous plan,
And is always as nobly requited ;
Tlien battle for freedom wherever you can,
And, if not shot or hang’d, you ’ll get
knighted.
November, 1820.

ON T H E B R A Z IE R S ’ CO M PANY H A V IN O RE SO LVE D
TO P R E S E N T A N A D D R E SS TO Q U E E N C A R O L IN E .

braziers, it seems, are preparing t o pass
An address, and present it themselves all in
brass;—
A superfluous pageaut—for, by the Lord
Harry 1
They’ll find where they’re going much more
than they carry.
T he

T h e world is a bundle of hay,
Mankind are the asses who p u ll;
Each tugs it a different way.

And the greatest of all is John Bull.

I f his sorrows in exile be great or be small,
So the Pharisee’s glories around her she
gather,
And the saint patronizes her “ charity
b all! ”

,

So Castlereagh has cut his throat!—The worst
Of this is,—that his own was not the first.
So He has cut his throat at last!—He ! Who ?
The man who cut his couutry’s long ago.
E P IT A P H .
P o s t e r i t y w i l l n e ’e r s u r v e y
A n o b le r g r a v e th a n t h i s :

Here lie the bones of Castlereagh:
Stop, traveller------- -

T h is day, of all our days, has done
The worst for me and y o u :—
’T is just eix years since w e were one,
And five since w e were tico.

JOHN K E ATS.
kill’d John Keats ?
“ I ,” says the Quarterly,
So savage and Tartarly ;
“ ’Twas one of my feats.”

January 2, 1821.

W

ON M Y T H IR T Y -THIRD B IR T H D A Y .
anuary

.

,

EPIGRAMS.
Castlereagh! thou art a patriot now;
Cato died for his country, so didst thou :
He perish’d rather than see Borne enslaved,
Thou cutt’st thy throat that Britain may be
saved!
___________
h

TO P E N E L O P E .

22, 1821.

ho

Who shot the arrow ?
“ The poet-priest Milman
(So ready to kill man),
Or Southey, or Barrow.”
July, 1821.

T h r o u g h l i f e ’s d u ll r o a d , s o d im a n d d ii’t y ,
I h a v e d r a g g ’d to t h r e e - a n d - t h ir ty .

What have these years left to me ?
Nothing—except thirty-three.

THE CONQUEST.
“ Hic est, quem legis, ille, quem requiris,
Tota notus in orbe Martialis,’’ &c.

H e unto whom tliou art so partial,

Oh, reader 1 is the well-known Martial,
The Epigrammatist: while living,
Give him the fame thou wouldst be giviug;
So shall he hear, and feel, and know it—
Post obits rarely reach a poet.

TH E C H A R IT Y B ALL.
W h a t matter the pangs of a husband and
father,

answ er
h y

E PIG R AM ON M Y WEDDING-DAY.

J

«Dccrtfftondf (jMéces.

how now, Billy Bowles ?
Sure the priest is maudlin!
( To the públic) How can you, d—n your souls!
Listen to his twaddling?
February 22, 1821.

W

O

EPIGRAM ,

M A R T IA L , LIB. I., EPIG. I.
EPIGRAM .

1821.]

BOW LES AND CAMPBELL.
To the tune o f “ Why, how now, saucv jade ? ”
W

h y,

how now , sau cy T o m ?

I f you thus must ramble,

I will publish some
Bemarks on Mister Campbell.

[This fragment was found amongst Lord Byron’s pa
pers after his departure from Genoa for Greeee.]

Son of Love and Lord of War I sing;
Him who hade England bow to Normandy,
And left the name of conqueror more than king
To llis unconquerable dynasty.
Not fann’d alone by Yictory’s íieeting wing,
He rear’d his bold and brilliant throne on
high:
The Bastard kept, like lions, his prey fast,
And Britain’s bravest victor was the last.
March 8-9, 1823.

T he

TO MR. M U R R AY.
P or Orford and for Waldegrave

You give much more than me you gave;
Which is not fairly to beliave,
My Murray.
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Because if a live dog, ’t is said,
Be worth a lion fairly sped,
A Uve lord must be worth two dead,
My Murray.
And if, as the opinion goes,
Verse hath a better sale than prose,—
Certes, I should have more than tkose,
My Murray.
But now this slieet is nearly cramm’d,
So, if you will, I shan’t be shamm’d,
And if you won’t, you may be damu’d,
My Murray.

T H E IR IS H A V A T A R .
“ And Ireland, like a bastinadoed elepliant, kneeling to receive the paltry rider.” — C orran.

E re the daughter o f Brunswick is cold in
her grave,

And her ashes still float to their home o’er
the tide,
L o ! George the triumphant speeds over the
wave,
To the long-cherish’d isle which he loved
like his—bride!
Trne, the great of her bright and brief era
are gone,
The rainbow-like epoch where Freedom
could pause
For the few little years, out of centuries won,
Which betray’d not, or crush’d not, or wept
not her cause.
True, the chains of the Catholic clank o’er
his rags,
The castle still stands, and the senate ’s no
more,
And the famine which dwelt on her freedomless crags
Is extending its steps to her desolate shore.
To her desolate shore—where the emigrant
stands
For a moment to gaze ere he flies from his
hearth;
Tears fall on his chain, though it drops from
his hands,
For the dungeon he quits is the place of
his birth.
But he comes! the Messiah of royalty comes!
Like a goodly Leviathan roll’d from the
waves;
Tlien receive him as best such an advent
becomes,
With a legión of cooks, and an army of
slaves I

io 8
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He comes in the promise and bloom of Let the poor squalid splendour thy wreck
can afford
threeseore,
(As the bankrupt’s profusión his ruin would
To perform in the pageant the sovereign’s
hide),
part—
But iong live the Shamrock, which shadows Gild over the palace, L o ! Erin, thy lord !
Kiss his foot with thy blessing, his blessiiim o’e r !
ings denied !
Could the green in Lis hat he transferr’d to
llis heart!
Or i f freedom past hope be extorted at last,
I f the idol of brass fiud his feet are of clay,
Could that long-wither’d spot but be verdant
Must wliat terror or policy wring fortli be
again,
class’d
And a new spring of noble affections
With what monarchs ne’er give, but as
arise—•
wolves yield their prey ?
Then might freedom forgive thee this dance
in thy chain,
Eacli
brute
hath its nature; a king's is to
And this shout of thy slavery which saddens
reign,—
the skies.
To reign! in that word see, ye ages, comprised
Is it madness or meanness which clings to
The cause of the curses all annals contain,
thee now ?
From Ciesar the dreaded to George the
Were he God—as he is but the commonest
despised !
clay,
With scaree fewer ivrinldes than sins on his Wear, Fingal, thy trapping! O’Connell, pro
brow—
clama
Such servile devotion might shame him
His aecomplishmeuts! l l i s ! ! ! and thy
away.
country convince
Half an age's contempt was au error of fame,
Ay, roar in his train ! let thine orators lash
And that “ Hal is the rascaliest, sweetest
Their fanciful spií'its to pamper his pride—
young prince 1 ”
Not thus did thy Grattan indignantly ílash
His soni o’er the freedom implored and
denied.
Ever glorious Grattan! the best of the good!
So simple in heart, so sublime in the rest I
With all which Demosthenes wanted endued,
And his rival or victor in all he possess’d.

W ill thy yard of blue riband, poor Fingal, recali
The íetters from millions of Catholic limbs ?
Or, has it not bound thee the fastest of all
The slaves, who now hail their betrayer
with hymns ?

Ere Tully aróse in the zenitli of Bome,
Tkough unequall’d, preceded, the task was
begun—
But Grattan sprung up like a god from the
tomb
Of ages, the lirst, last, the saviour, the one!

Ay 1 “ Build liim a dwelling! ” let each give
his m ite!
Till, like Babel, the new royal dome hath
arisen 1
Let thy beggars and lielots their pittance
unite—
And a palace bestow for a poor-liouse and
prison 1

W'ith the skill of an Orpheus to soften the
brute;
With the fire of Prometheus to kindle
mankind;
Even Tyranny listening sate melted or mute,
And Corruption shrunk scorcli’d from the
glance of his mind.

Spread— spread, for Vitellius, the royal repast,
T ill the gluttonous despot he stuiï’d to the
gorge 1
And the roar of his drunkards proclaim him
at last
The fourtli of the fools and oppressors
call’d “ George! ”

But back to our theme! Back to despots and Let the tables be loaded with feasts till they
groan !
slaves!
T ill they groan like thy people, through
Feasts furnish’d by Famine! rejoicings by
Pain I
ages oí w oe!
True freedom but tvelcomes, while slavery Let the wine flow around tlie old Bacchanal’s
lliroiie,
still raves,
Like their blood which has flow’d, and
When a week’s saturnalia hath loosen’d
which yet has to flow.
her chain.
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But let not his name be thine idol alone—
On his riglit hand behold a Sejanus appears!
Thine own Castlereagh ! let him still be thine
own!
A wretch never named but with curses and
jecrs!
T ill now, when the isle which should blush
for his birth,
Deep, deep as the gore which he shed on
her soil,
Seems proud of the reptile which crawl’d
from her earlh,
And for murder repays him with shouts
and a smile.
Without one single ray of her genius, without
The fancy, the manhood, the fire of her
race—
The misereant who well might plunge Erin
in doubt
I f she ever gave birth to a being so base.
I f she did—let her long-boasted proverb be
liusli’d,
Which proclaims that from Erin no reptile
can spring—
See the cold-blooded serpent, with venom full
flush’d,
Still warming its folds in the breast of
a king!
Shout, drink, feast, and flatter! O h! Erin,
how low
W ert thou sunk by misfortune and tyranny,
till
Thy welcome of tyrants hath plunged thee
below
The deptli of thy deep in a deeper gulf still!
My voice, though but humble, was raised for
thy right,
My vote, as a freeman’s, still voted thee free,
This hand, though but feeble, would arm in
thy fight,
And this heart, though outworn, had a
tlirob still for lliee !
Yes, I loved thee and thine, though thou art
not my land,
I lmve known noble hearts and great souls
in thy sons,
And Iweptwith the world, o'er the patriotband
Who are gone, but I weep them 110 longer
as once.
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Yes, happy are they in their cold English
graves!
Their shades eannot start to thy shouts of
to-day—
Nor the steps of enslavers and cham-kissing
slaves
Be stamp’d in the turf o’er their fetterless
clay.
Till now I had envied thy sons and their shore,
Though their virtues were liunted, their
liberties fied ;
There was something so warm and sublime
in the core
Of an Irishman’s heart, that I envy— thy
dead.
Or, if aught inmy bosom can quenchfor an hour
My contempt for a nation so servile,
though sore,
Which though trod like the worm will not
turn upou power,
’T is the glory of Grattan, and genius of
Moore !
September, 1821.

ST A N Z A S W R IT T E N ON THE ROAD
E E TW E E N FLORENCE AND PIS A.
Oh , talk not to me of a naine great in story ;
The days of our youth are the days of our
g lory;
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-andtwenty
Are worth all your laméis, though ever so
plenty.
What are garlands and crowns to the brow
that is wrinkled ?
’T is but as a dead-flower with May-dew besprinkled.
Then away with all such from the head that
is hoary!
What care I for the wreaths that can only
give g lory!
Oh F ame !—if I e’er took delight in thy praises,
’Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding
phrases,
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one
discover,
She thought that I was not unworthy to love
her.

There chiefly I songlit thee, there only I
found thee ;
Her glance was the best of the rays that
For happy are they now reposing afar,—
snrrouud thee;
Thy Grattan, tliy Curran, thy Sheridan, all
WI10, for years, were the chiefs in the elo When it sparkled o’er aught that was bright
in my story,
qüent war,
And redeem’d, if they have not retarded, I kuew it was love, and I felt it was glory.
November, 1821.
thy fall.
í
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S T A N Z A S TO A HINDOO A IR .

O h ! my lonely—lonely—lonely—Pillow !

Where is my lover ? wliere is my lover ?
Is it liis bark which my clreary dreams discover ?
Par—far away! and alone along the billow?
, Oh! my lonely—lonely—lonely—P illow !
AVhy musí my liead aelie wliere bis gentle
brow lay ?
How the long night flags lovelessly and
slowly,
And my head droops over thee like the
willow 1
Oh ! thou, my sad and solitary F illow !
Send me kind dreams to keep my heart from
breaking,
In return for the tears I shed npon thee
waking;
Let me not die till he comes baek o'er the
billow.
Then if thou wilt—no more my lonely
Pillow,
In one embrace let these anns again eníold
liim,
And then expire of the joy—but to behold
him !
Oh ! my lone bosom!—oh ! my lonely
P illow !

Let the young and the brilliant aspire
To sing what I gaze on in vaiu ;
For sorrow has torn from my lyre
The string which was worthy the strain.

0 n < jM
ON T H IS D A Y I COMPLETE M Y
T H IR T Y -S IX T H Y E A R .
T is time this heart should be umnoved,
Since others it hath ceased to m ove:
Yet, though I cannot be beloved,
Still let me love !
My days are in the yellow le a f;
The iiowers and fruits of love are gone;
The worm, the canker, and the grief
. Are mine alone!
The fire that on my bosom preys
Is lone as some volcànic is le ;
No torch is kindled at its blaze—
A funeral pile.
The hope, the fear, the jealous care,
The exalted portion of the pain
-And power of love, I cannot share,
But wear tlie ckain.

noto,

Bexeath Blessington’s eyes
The reclaimed Paradise
Should be free as the former from e v il;
But if the new Eve
Por an Apple should grieve,
What mortal would not play the Devil ?
1823.

Where glory decks the hero’s bier,
Or binds his brow.
The sword, the banner, and the field,
Glory and Greece, around me see!
The Spartan, borne upon his shield,
Was not more free.

TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON.

Awake! (not Greece—she is awake!)
Awake, my spirit!. Think througli whom
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake,
And then strike home I

You llave ask’d for a verse:— the request
In a rhymer ’twere strange to deuy;
But my Hippocrene was but my breast,
And my feelings (its fountain) are dry.

Tread those reviving passions down,
Unworthy manhood !—unto thee
Indifferent should the smile or frown
Of beauty be.

Were I now as I was, I liad sung
What Lawrence has painted so w e ll;
But tile strain would expire on my tongue,
And the theme is too soft for my shell.
I am ashes where once I was fire,
And the bard in my bosom is dead;
What I loved I now merely admire,
And my heart is as grey as my head.

I f thou regrett’st thy youth, wliy Uve ?
The land of honourable death
Is here:—up to the field, and give
Away thy breath!

•T.';
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SATIRE .

M issolonghi, Jan. 22, 1824.

But ’tis not thus—and ’tis not Itere—
Such tlioughts should shake my soul, ñor

IMPROM PTU.

SATIEES

My life is not dated by years—
There are moments which act as a plough ;
And tliere is not a furrow appears
But is deep in my soul as my brow.

Seek out—less often sougkt than fonrid—
A soldier’s grave, for thee the best¡
Then look around, and choose thy ground,
And take thy rest.

.. V -'i 5

« I liad rather be a Tdtten, and cry m ew !
Than one o f these same metre baUad-mongers.
Shakspeare .
“ Such shameless bards we have ; and yet ’t is truc,
There are as mad, abandon’d critics too.’ —P ope.

PREFACE*.
witli my ñame any production which was not en*
tirely and exclusively my own composition.
W ith * regard to the real talents of many of tho
poetical persons whose performances are mentioned
or alluded to in the following pages, it is presiimed
by the author that there can be little difference of
opinión in the public at large; though, like other
sectàries, each has his separate tabernacle of prose
lytos, by whom his abilities are over-rated, his faults
overlooked, and his metrical canons received with
out scruple and without consideration. But the
unquestionablc possession of considerable genius by
several of the writers here censured renders their
mental prostitution more to be regretted. Imbecility
may be pitied, or, at worst, laughed at and forgotten:
perverted powers dernand the most decided repre
hensión. No one can wish more than the author
that some known and able writer had undertaken
their exposure; but Mr. Gifford has devoted himself
to Massinger, and,in the absence o f tho- regular physician, a country practitioner may, in cases o f abso
lute necessity, be allowed to prescribe his nostrum
to prevent the extensión of so deplorable an epidemic, provided there be no quackery in his treatment of the malady. A caustic is here offered; as
it is to be feared nothing short of actual cautery
can recover tlic numerous patients afflicted with the
present prevalent and distressing rabies for rhyming.—As to the Edinburgli Reviewers, it would indeed
require an Hercules to crush the H ydra ; but i f the
author succeeds in merely “ bruising one of the heads
of the serpent,” though his own hand should suffer
* This preface was written for the second edition, and
printed with it. The noble author had left this country in the encounter, he will be amply satisfled.
previous to the publication of that edition, and is not
yet returned.—Note to thefourth edition, 1811.
* [Here the preface to the first edition commenced.]
t [Mr. Hobhouse.J

A ll my friends, lcarned and unlearned, have
urged me not to publish this Satire with my ñame.
I f I were to be “ turned from the carcer o f my humour by quibbles quick, and paper bullets o f the
brain,” I should have complied with their counsel.
But í am not to be terrifled by abuse, or bullied by
revicwers, with or without arms. I can safely say
that I have attacked nono personally, who did not
commence on the offensive. An author s works are
public property: he who purchases may judge, and
publish his opinión if he picases; and the authors
I have endeavoured to commemorate may do by me
as I have done by tkem. I daré say they will succeed
better in condemning my scribblings, than in mending their own. But my object is not to prove that I
can write well, but, if possible, to makc others write
better.
As the poem has met with far more success than
I expected, I have endeavoured in this edition to
make some additions and alterations, to render it
more worthy o f public perusal.
In the flrst edition of this satire, published anonymously, fourteen lines on the subjcct of Bowles’s
Pope were written by, and inserted at the request
of, an ingenious friend o f mine f, who has now in the
press a volume o f poetry. In the present edition
they are erased, and some o f my own substituted in
their stead; my only reason for this being that which
I conceive would operate with any otlier person in
the same manner,—a determination not to publish

6rt<jfí0$

ENGrLISH B AE D S A N D SOOTOÏÏ EEYIEW EES.
S t i l l must I hear ?—shall hoarse Fitzgerald

Laugh when I laugk, I seek no other fam e;
The cry is up, and scribblers are my game.
Speed, Pegasus!—ye strains of great and
small,
Ode, epic, elegy, have at you a ll!
I too can scrawl, and once upon a time
I pour’d along the town a flood of rhyme,
A schoolboy freak, unworthy praise or blame;
I printed—older children do the same.
’T is pleasant, sure, to see one’s ñame in print;
O h! naturc’s noblest gift—my grey goose- A book ’s a book, although there’s nothing in ’t.
qu ill!
Not that a title’s sounding charm can save
Slave of my thoughts, obedient to my will,
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave :
ïo r n from thy parent bird to form a pen,
This Lambe must own, sinco his patriciau
That mighty instrument of little men!
líame
The pen! foredoom’d to aid the mental throes Fail’d to preserve the spurious farce from
Of brains that labour, big with verse or prose,
sliame.
Though nymphs forsake, and critics may de- No matter, George continues still to write,
ride,
Though now the ñame is veü’d from public
The lover’s solace, and the author’s pride.
sight.
What wits, what poets dost thou daily raise! Moved by the great example, I pursue
How freqüent is thy use, how small thy The self-same road, but make my own review :
praise!
Not seek great Jeffrey’s, yet, like him, will be
Condemn’d at lengtli to be forgotten quite,
Self-constituted judge of poesy.
With all the pages which ’t was thine to write.
But thou, at least, mine own especial pen!
A man must serve his time to every trade
Once laid aside, but now assumed again,
Save censure—critics all are ready inade.
Our task complete, like Hamet’s shall be free; Take hackuey’d jokes from Miller, got by rote,
Though spurn’d by others, yet beloved by m e: With just enough of learniug to misquote;
Then let us soar to-day; no common theme,
A mind well skill’d to find or íorge a fault;
No eastern visión, no distemper’d dream
A turn for punning, call it Attic salt;
Inspires—our patli, though full of thorns, is To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet,
plain;
His pay is just ten sterling pounds per sheet:
Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain.
Fear not to lie, ’twill seem a sharper hit;
Shrink not from blaspliemy, ’twill pass for
w it;
When Vice triumphant holds her sov’reign
svvay,
Care not for feeling —pass your proper jest,
Obey’d by all who nought beside obey;
And stand a critic, hated yet caress’d.
When Folly, freqüent harbinger of crime,
Bedecks her cap with bells of every clime;
And shall we own such judgment ? no—as
When knaves and fools combined o ’er all
soon
prevail,
Seek roses in December—ice in June;
And weigh tlieir justice in a golden scale ;
Ilope constancy in wind, or cora in clíaff;
E ’en then the boldest start from public sneers, Believe a woman or an epitapli,
Afraid of shanie, unknown to other fears,
Or any other thing that ’s false, before
More darkly sin, by satire kept in awe,
You trust in critics, who themselves are sore;
And slirink from ridicule, though not from law. Or yield one single tliought to be misled
By Jeffrey’s heart, or Lambe’s Bceotian head.
Sucli is the forcé of w it! but not belong
To these young tyrants, by themselves misTo me the arrows of satirio song;
placed,
The royal vices of our age demand
Combined usurpers on the throne of tasto ;
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand.
To these, when authors beud in humble awe,
Still there are follies, e’en for me to chase,
And liail tlieir voice as truth, then- word as
And yield at least amusement in the race:
law—
bawl
His creaking couplets in a tavern hall,
And I not sing, lest, haply, Scotch reviews
Should dnb me scribbler, and denonnce my
muse ?
Prepare for rhyme—I 'l l publish, right or
wrong:
Pools are my theme, let satire be my song.
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Thus saith the Preacher: “ Nought beneath
the sun
Is new; ” yet still from change to change we
run :
What varied wonders tempt us as they pass i
The cow-pox, tractors, galvanism, and gas,
In turas appear, to make the vulgar stare,
Till the swoln bubble bursts—and all is a h !
Ñor less new schools of Poetry arise,
Where dull pretenders grapple for the prize :
Then should you ask me, why I venture o’er O’er taste awhile these pseudo-bards prevail;
The path which Pope and Giíford trod before; Each country book-club boivs the knee to
Baal,
I f not yet sicken’d, you can still proceed :
And, hurling lawful genius from the throne,
Go on ; my rhyme will tell you as you read.
“ But hold ! ” exclaims a friend, “ here’s some Erects a shrine and idol of its own ;
neglect:
Some leaden calí—but whom it matters not,
This—that—and t’ other lino seem incorreet.” From soaring Southey down to grovelling
What then? the self-same blunder Pope has
Stott.
got,
Behold! in various throngs the scribbling
And careless Dryden— “ Ay, but Pye has
n ot: ”—•
crew,
Indeed !—’tis granted, faith !—but what care For notice eager, pass in long review:
Each spurs his jaded Pegasus apace,
I?
Better to err with Pope, than shine with Pye. And rhyme and blank maintain an equal
race;
Time was, ere yet in these degenerate days Sonncts on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode;
And tales of terror jostle on the road;
Ignoble themes obtain’d mistaken praise,
Immeasurable mensures move along;
When sense and wit with poesy allied,
No fabled graces, ilourish’d side by sido ;
For simpering folly loves a varied song,
From the same fount then inspiration drew, To strange mysterious dulness still the friend,
And, rear’d by taste, bloom’d fairer as they Admires the strain she cannot comprelieud.
Thus Lays of Minstrels—may they be the
grew.
last !—
Then, in this happy isle, a Pope’s puré strain
Souglit the rapt soul to charm, ñor sought in On half-strung harps whine mournful to the
vain ;
blast.
While mountain spirits prate to river sprites,
A polish’d nation’s praise aspired to claim,
That dames may listen to the sound at
And raised the people’s, as the poet’s fame.
Like him great Dryden pour’d the tide of
nights;
song,
And goblin brats, of Gilpin Horner’s brood,
In stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly Decoy young border-nobles through the wood,
strong.
And skip at every step, Lord knows how
high,
Then Congreve’s scenes could çheer, or Otway’s melt—And frighten foolish babes, the Lord knows
w h y;
For nature then an English audience felt.
But why these ñames, or greater still, retrace, Wliile liigli-born ladies in tlieir magic cell,
When all to feebler bards resign then- place ? Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell,
Yet to such times our lingering looks are cast, Despatch a courier to a wizard’s grave,
When taste and reason with those times are And íight with honest men to shield a knave.
past.
Now look around, and tura each trifling page,
Next view in state, proud prancing on his
roan,
Survey the preeious works that please the
age;
The golden-crested haughty Marmion,
This truth at least let satire’s self allow,
Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the
No dearth of bards can be complain’d of now.
figlit,
The loaded press beneath her labour groañs, Not quite a felón, yet but half a knight,
And printers’ devils shake tlieir weary bones; The gibbet or the field prepared to grace;
While Southey’s épica cram the creaking A mighty mixture of the great and base.
And think’st thou, Scott! by vain conceit
shelves,
jjerchance,
And Little’s lyrics shine in hot-press’d
twelves.
On public taste to foist thy stale romance,
While these are censors, ’t would be sin to
spare;
While such are critics, why should I forbear ?
But yet, so near all modera worthies run,
’T is doubtful whom to seek, or whom to
sliun;
Nor know we when to spare, or wherc to
strike,
Our bards and censors are so much alike.
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Though Murray with his Miller may combine
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line?
N o ! when the sons of song descend to trade,
Their bays are sear, tlieir former laureis
fade.
Let sucb forego the poet's sacred ñame,
Who rack their brains for lucre, not for
f ame:
Still for stern Mammón may they toil in
vain!
And sadly gaze on gold they cannot gain!
Such be their meed, snch still the just
reward
Of prostituted muse and hireling bard!
For this we spurn Apiollo’s venal son.
And bid a long “ good night to Marmion.”
These are the themes that claim our plaudits now;
These are the bards to whom the muse must
bow ;
While Milton, Dryden, Pope, alike forgot,
Kesign their hallow’d bays to Walter Scott.
The time has been, when yet the muse was
young,
When Homer swept the lyre, and Maro suug,
An epic scarce ten centuries could claim,
While awe-struck nations liail'd the magic
ñame:
The work of each immortal bard appears
The single wonder of a thousand years.
Empires have moulder'd from the face of
earth,
Tongues have expired with those who gave
them birth,
Without the glory such a strain can give,
As even in ruin bids the language live.
Not so with us, tliough minor bards, conten
On one great work a life of labour spent:
With eagle pinion soaring to the skies,
Behold the ballad-monger Southey rise!
To him let Camoens, Milton, Tasso yield,
Whose annual strains, like armies, take the
field.
First in the ranks see Joan of Are advance,
The scourge of England and the boast of
France!
Though burnt by wicked Bedford for a witch,
Behold her statue placed in glory’s niclie;
Her fetters burst, and just released from
prison,
A yirgin pheenix from her ashes risen.
Next see tremendous Thalaba come on,
Arabia’s monstrous, wild, and wondrous son;
Domdaniel’s dread destróyer, who o’erthrew
More mad magicians than the world e’er
knew.
Immortal hero! all thy foes o'ercome,
For ever reign—the rival of Tom Thumb ?

Since startled metre fled before thy face,
W ell wert thou doom’d the last of all thy
racel
W ell might triumphant genii bear thee henee,
Illustrious conquei'or of common sense !
Now, last and greatest, Madoc spreads his
sails,
Cacique in México, and prince in W ales;
Tells us strange tales, as otlier travellers do,
More oíd than Mandeville’s, and not so true.
Oh I Southey I Southey I cease thy varied
songl
A bard may chant too often and too long:
As thou art strong in verse, in merey, spare!
A fourth, alas! were more than we could
bear.
But if, in spite of all the world can say,
Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary
way;
I f still in Berkley ballads most uncivil,
Thou wilt devote oíd women to the devil,
The babe unborn thy dread intent may rué:
“ God lielp thee,” Southey, and thy readera
too.
Next comes the dull disciple of thy school,
That mild apostate from poetic rule,
The simple Wordsworth, framer of a lay
As soft as evening in his favourite May,
Who warns hÍ3 friend “ to shake off toil and
trouble,
And quit his books, for fear of growing
double;”
Who, both by precept and example, shows
That prose is verse, and verse is merely
prose;
Convincing all, by demonstration plaiu,
Poetic souls delight in prose insane;
And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme
Contain the essence of the true sublime.
Thus, when he tells the tale of Betty Foy,
The idiot mother of “ an idiot boy ; ”
A moon-struck, silly lad, who lost his way,
And, like his bard, cpnfounded night witli
day;
So cióse on each pathetic part he dwells,
And each adventure so sublimely tells,
That all who view the “ idiot in his glory ”
Conceive the bard the hero of the story.
Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here,
To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear ?
Though themes of innocence amuse him best,
Yet still obscurity’s a welcome guest.
I f Inspiration should her aid refuse
To him who takes a pixy for a muse,
Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass
The bard who soars to elegise an ass.
So well the subject suits his noble mind,
He bravs the laureat of the long-ear’d kind.

(Bngftefl (parlis Anl
Oh! wonder-working L ew is! monk, or
bard,
Who fain wouldst make Parnassus a churchyard!
L o ! wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy
brow,
Thy muse a sprite, Apollo's sexton thou!
Whether on ancient tombs thou tak’st thy
stand,
By gibb’ring spectres hail’d, thy kindred
band;
Or tracest chaste descriptions on thy page,
To please the females of our modest age;
All hail, M. P . ! from whose infernal brain
Tliin-sheeted phantoms glide, a grisly train;
At whose command “ grim women” throng in
. crowds,
And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds,
With “ small gray men,” “ wild yagers,” and
wliat not,
To crown with honour thee and Walter
Scott;
Again all haill if tales like tkine may
please,
St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease;
Even Satan’s self with thee might dread to
dwell,
And in thy skull discern a deeper liell.
Who in soft guise, surrounded by a choir
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta’s tire,
With sparkling eyes, and cheek by passion
flusli’d,
Strikes his wild lyre, whilst listening dames
are hush’d ?
’Tis Little! young Catullus of his day,
As sweet, but as immoral, in his la y !
Grieved to condemn, the muse must still be
just,
Nor spare melodious advocates of lust.
Puré is the fíame which o’er her altar burns;
From grosser incense with disgust she turas:
Yet kind to youth, this expiation o’er,
She bids thee “ mend thy line and sin no
more.”

(Kétnéwére.
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Mend, Strangford! mend thy morals and thy
taste;
Be warm, but puré; be amorous, but be
chaste;
Cease to deceive; thy pilfer’d liarp restore,
Ñor teach the Lusian bard to copy Moore.
Behold!—ye tarts!—one moment spare the
text—
Hayley’s last work, and wmrst—until his
next;
Whether he spin poor couplets into plays,
Or damu the dead witli purgatorial praise,
His style in youth or age is still the same,
For ever feeble and for ever tame.
Triumphant first see “ Temper’s Trimnphs ”
shine!
At least I ’m sure they triumph’d ovev mine.
Of “ Music’s Triumphs,” all ivho read may
swear
That luckless music never triumph’d there.
Moravians, rise! bestow some meet re
ward
On dull devotion—Lo ! the Sabbath bard,
Sepulchral Grahame, pours his notes sub
lime
In mangled prose, nor e’en aspires to rhyme;
Breaks into blank the Gospel of St. Luke,
And boldly pilfers from the Pentateucli ;
And, undisturb’d by conscientious qualms,
Perverts the Prophets, and purloins the
Psalins.

Hall, Sympathy ! thy soft idea brings
A thousand visions of a thousand things,
And shows, still whimpering through threescore of years,
The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers.
And art thou not their prince, harmonious
Bowles!
Thou first, great oracle of tender souls ?
Whether thou sing’st with equal ease, and
grief,
The fall of empires, or a yellow le a f;
Whether thy muse most lamentably tells
What merry sounds proceed from Oxford
For thee, translator of the tinsel song,
bells,
To whom such glittering ornaments belong,
Hiberniau Strangford! with thine eyes of Or, still in bells delighting, finds a friend
In every chime that jingled from Ostend;
blue,
Ah ! how much juster were thy muse’s hap,
And boasted locks of red or auburn hue,
Whose plaintive strain each love-sick miss I f to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap !
Delightful Bowles! still blessing and still
admires,
blest,
And o’er harmonious fustian half expires,
Learn, if thou canst, to yield thine author’s A ll love thy strain, but cliildren like it best.
’T
is
thine, with gentle Little’s moral song,
sense,
To soothe the mania of the amorous throng !
Nor vend thy sonnets on a false pretence.
Think’st thou to gain thy verse a higher With thee our nursery damsels shed their
tears,
place,
Ere miss as yet completes her infant years:
By dressing Camoens in a suit of lace ?
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But in her teens thy wliining powers are
vain;
She quits poor Bowles for Little’s purer
strain.
Now to soft themes tliou scornest to confine
ïl i e lofty numbers of a harp like thine;
“ Aivake a louder and a loftier strain,”
Sucfi as none heard before, or will again !
Wliere all Discoveries jumbled from tlie
flood,
Since first tlie leaky ark reposed in mud,
By more or less, are sung in every book,
From Captain Noah down to Captain Cook.
Ñor this alone; but, pausing ou the road,
The bard siglis fortli a gentle episode;
And gravely telis—attend, each beauteous
m iss!—
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss.
Bowles! in thy rnemory let this precept
dwell,
Stick to thy sonnets, man !—at least they sell.
But if some new-born wliim, or larger hribe,
Prompt thy crude braiu, and claim thee for
a scribe;
I f chance some bard, though once hy dunces
fear’d,
Now, prone in dust, can only he revered;
I f Pope, whose fame and genius, from the
first,
Have foil’d the host of critics, needs the
worst,
Do thou essay: each fault, each failing sean;
The first of poets was, alas ! hut mau.
Bake from each ancient dungliill every pearl,
Consuit Lord Fanny, and confide in Curll ;
Let all the scandals of a former age
Perch on thy pen, and flutter o’er thy page;
Affect a candour whicli thou canst not feel,
Clothe euvy in the garb of honest zeal;
Write, as if St. Jolm’s soul could still inspire,
Aaid do from bate what Mallet did for hire.
O h! hadst thou lived in that congenial time,
T o rave with Dennis, and with Balph to
rhyme;
Throng'd with the rest around his living
head,
Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead ;
A meet reward had crown’d thy glorious
gains,
And link’d thee to the Dunciad for thy pains.
Another epic! Who infliets again
More books of hlank upon the sons of meu ?
Bceotian Cottle, rich Bristowa’s hoast,
Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast,
And seuds his goods to market—all alive !
Lines forty thousand, cantos twenty-five ?
Fresli fish from Helicon! who ’ll buy, who ’ll
huy ?
The precious bargain ’s cheap—in faith, not I.

Your turtle-feeder’s verse must needs be flat,
Though Bristol bloat him with the verdant
fa t;
I f Commerce fills the purse, she clogs the
brain,
And Amos Cottle strikes the lyre in vain.
In him an author’s luckless lot hehold,
Condemn’d to make the books which once
he sold.
Oh, Amos Cottle!—Phcebus! what a name
To fill the speaking trump of future fam e!—
Oh, Amos Cottle 1 for a moment thiuk
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink!
When thus devoted to poetic dreams,
Who will peruso thy prostituted reams ?
Oh! pen perverted í paper misapplied!
Had Cottle still adorn’d the counter’s side,
Bent o’er the desk, or, hoi’n to useful toils,
Been taught to make the paper which he
soils,
Plough’d, delved, or plied the oar with lusty
limb,
He had not sung of Wales, nor I of him.
As Sisyphus against the infernal steep
Bolls the huge rock whose motions ne’er
may sleep,
So up thy bilí, ambrosial Richmond, heaves
Dull Maurice all his granite weiglit of leaves:
Smooth, solid monuments of mental pain!
The petrifactions of a plodding brain,
That, ere they reach the top, fall lumbering
back again.
W ith broken lyre, and clieek serenely palé,
Lo I sad Alcasus wanders down the vale ;
Though fair they rose, and might have
bloom’d at last,
His hopes have perish’d by the northern
blast:
Nipp’d in the bud by Caledonian gales,
His blossoms wither as the hlast prevails!
O’er his lost works let elassie Sheffield weej);
May no rude hand disturb their early sleep !
Yet say! why should the bard at once
resign
His claim to favour from the sacred nine ?
For ever startled by the mingled howl
Of northern wolves, that still in darknesa
prowl;
A coward brood, which mangle as they prey,
By hellish instinct, all that cross their w ay;
Aged or young, the living or the dead,
No rnerey find—these harpies must be fed.
Why do the injured unresisting yield
The calm possession of their nativo field ?
Why tamely thus before their fangs retreat,
Ñor hunt the hlood-hounds back to Artkur’s
Seat?
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This of his candour seem’d the sable dew,
That of his valour sliow’d the bloodless hue;
And all with justice deem’d the two combiued
The mingled emblems of his mighty mind.
But Caledonia’s goddess hover’d o’er
The field, and saved him from the wrath of
Moore;
From either pistol snatch’d the vengeful lead,
¿And straight restored it to her favourite’s
head;
That head, with greater than magnètic power,
Caught it, as Danae caught the golden shower,
And, though the tliickening dross will scarce
refine,
Augments its ore, and is itself a mine.
“ My son,” she cried, “ ne’er thirst for gore
again,
Iíesign the pistol and resume the pen;
O’er politics and poesy preside,
Boast of thy tountry, and Britannia’s guide I
For long as Albion’s heedless sons submit,
Or Scottish taste decides on English wit,
So long shall last thine unmolested reign,
Ñor any daré to take thy name in vain.
Beliold, a chosen hand shall aid thy plan,
And own thee chieftain of the critic clan.
First in the oat-fed phalanx shall be seen
Health to great Jeffrey 1 Heaven preserve The travell’d thane, Athenian Aberdeen.
Herbert shall wield Thor’s hammer, and
his life,
sometimes,
To flourish on the fertile shores of Fife,
In gratitude, thou ’lt praise his rugged rhymes.
And guard it sacred in its futuro wars,
Since authors sometimes seek the field of Smug Sidney too thy bitter page shall seek,
And elassie Hallara, much renown’d for Greek;
M ars!
Scott may perchance his name and influence
Can none remember that eventful day,
lend,
That ever-glorious, almost fatal fray,
When Little’s leadless pistol met his eye,
And paltry Pillans shall traduce his friend;
And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing While gay Thalia’s luckless votary, Lambe,
Damn’d like the devil, devil-liko will damn.
by?
Known be thy name, unbounded be thy sway I
Oh, day disastrous ! on her firm-set rock,
Thy Holland’s banquets shall each toil repay;
Dunedin’s castle felt a secret shock;
While grateful Britain yields the praise she
Dark roll’d the sympathetic waves of Forth,
Low groan’d the startled whirlwinds of the
owes
nortli;
To Holland’s birelings and to learning’s
Tweed ruffled half his waves to form a tear,
foes.
Yet mark one caution ere thy next Review
The other half pursued its calm career;
Arthur’s steep summit nodded to its base,
Spread its light wings of saffron and of blue,
The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her place.
Beware lest blundering Brougham destroy
The Tolbooth felt—for marble sometimes can,
the sale,
On such occasions, feel as much as man—
Turn beef to bannocks, cauliflowers to kail.”
The Tolbooth felt defrauded of his charras,
Thus having said, the kilted goddess lriss’d
I f Jeffrey died, except within her arms :
Her son, and vanish’d in a Scottish mist.
Nay last, not least, on that portentous morn,
The sixteenth story, where himself was
Then prosper, Jeffrey! pertest of the train
born,
Wliom Seotland pampers with her fiery grain!
Whatever blessing wait a genuine Scot,
His patrimonial garret, fell to ground,
In double portion swells thy glorious lo t;
And palé Edina shudder’d at the souud:
Strew’d were the streets around with milk- For thee Edina culis her evening sweets,
And showers their odours on thy candid
white reams,
sheets,
Flow’d all the Canongate with inky streams ;
Health to immortal Jeffrey! once, in name,
England could hoast a judge almost the same;
In soul so like, so merciful, yet just,
Some thiuk that Satan has resign’d his trust,
And given the spirit to the World again,
To sentence letters, as he sentenced men.
With hand less mighty, but with heart as
black,
With voice as willing to decree the rack;
Bred in the courts betimes, though all that
law
As yet hath taught him is to find a flaw;
Since well instructed in the patriot school
To rail at party, though a party lool,
Who knows, if chance his patrons should
restore
Back to the sway they forfeited before,
His scribbling toils some recompense may
meet,
And raise this Daniel to the judgment-seat ?
Let Jeffreys’ shade indulge the pions liope,
And greeting thus, present him with a rope:
“ Heir to my virtues! man of equal mind!
Skill’d to condemn as to traduce mankind,
This cord receive, for thee reserved with
care,
To wield in judgment, and at length to wear.”
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Whose hue and fragrance to tby work Heavens! is all sense of sbame and talent
gone ?
adliere—
Tliis scents its pages, and that gilds its rear. Have we no living bard of merit ?—none 1
L o ! blushing Itcli, coy nympli, enamour’d Awake, George Cohnan! Cumberland, awake!
Ring tbe alarum b ell! let folly quake!
grown.
Forsakes tke rest, and cleaves to tliee alone; Ob, Sheridan! if augbt can move tby pen,
Let Comedy assume ber throne again;
And, too unjust to other Pictisb men,
Abjure tbe mummery of tbe Germán scbools ;
Enjoys tby person, and inspires tby pen!
Leave new Pizarros to translating fools;
IUustrious Holland! liard would be bis lot, Give, as tby last memorial to tbe age,
One clàssic drama, and reform tbe stage.
His hn-elings mention’d, and himself: forgot!
Gods! o’er those boards sball Folly rear her
Holland, with Henry Petty at bis back,
bead,
The whipper-in and buntsman of tlie pack.
Blest be tbe banquets spread at Holland Where Garrick trod, and Siddons lives to
tread ?
House,
Where Scotchmen feed, and critics may On tbose sball Farce display Buffoon’ry’s
mask,
carouse!
And Hook conceal bis heroes in a cask ?
Long, long beneath tbat hospitable roof
Sball Grub-street dine, rvliile dons are kept Sball sapient managers new scenes produce
From Cherry, Skeffington, andMother Goose ?
aloof. _
Wbile Sbakspeare, Otway, Massinger, forgot,
See honest Hallam lay aside bis fork,
Besume bis pen, review bis Lordsbip’s work, On stalls must moulder, or in closets rot ?
L o l with what pomp tbe daily prints proAnd, grateful for tbe dainties on bis píate,
claim
Declare bis landlord can at least translate!
The rival candidates for Attic fam e!
Dunedin! view tby cbildren witli debgbt,
They write for food—and feed because they In grim array though Lewis’ spectres rise,
Still Skeffington and Goose divide tbe prize.
write:
And lest, wken beated witb tbe unusual And sure great Skeffington must claim our
praise,
grape,
Some glowing thougkts sbould to tbe presa For skirtless coats and skeletons of plays
Renown’d alike; wbose genius ne’er confines
escape,
And tinge witb red tbe female reader’s cbeek, Her fliglit to garnish Greenwood’s gay designs;
My lady skbns tbe cream of each critique;
Nor sleeps witb “ Sleepmg Beauties,” but
Breathes o'er tbe page ber purity of soul,
anon
Keforins eacb error, and refines tbe wbole.
In five facetious acts comes thundering on,
While
poor John Bull, bewilder’d witb tbe
Now to tbe Drama turn—Ob i motley
scene
sight!
What precious scenes tbe wondering eyes Stares, wondering what tbe devil it can
mean;
invite!
But as some hands applaud, a venal fe w !
Puns, and a prince within a barrel pent,
And Dibdin’s nonsense yield complete con Ratber tlian sleep, wby John applauds it
too.
tent.
Though now, thank Heaven! tbe RoscioSuch
are we now. A b ! vherefore sbould
mania’s o’er,
we turn
And full-grown actors are endurad once more;
Yet what avail their vam attempts to please, To what our fathers wrere, unless to moui-n ?
While Britisb critics suffer scenes like tbese; Degenei’ate Britons 1 are ye dead to sbame,
While Reynolds vents bis “ dammes!” Or, kind to dulness, do you fear to blame ?
W ell may tbe nobles of our present race
“ poohs! ” and “ zounds! ”
And common-place and common sense con- Watch eacb distortion of a Naldi’s face;
W ell may they smile on Italy’s buffoons,
founds ?
While Kenney’s “ W orld ”—a b ! where is And worsbip Catalani’s pantaloons,
Since their own drama yields no fan-er trace
Keuney’s wdt ?—•
Of wit tban puns, of liumour than grimace.
Tires tbe sad gallery, lulls tbe listless p it;
And Beauinont’s pilfer’d Caratacli affords
Then let Ausonia, skill’d in every art
A tragedy complete in all but words ?
Who but must mourn, wbile tbese are all tbe To soften manners, but corrupt the heart,
Pour ber exòtic follies o’er tbe town,
rage,
To sanction Yice, and hunt Decorum dowu r
Tbe degradation of our vaunted stage 1
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Let wedded strumpets languisb o’er Desbayes,
And bless the promise whicb his form displays;
While'Gayton bouuds before tb’ enraptured
looks
Of hoary marquises and stripling dukes:
Let.bigb-born lecbers eye tbe lively Brésle
Twirl ber ügbt limbs, that spum the needless
veil;
Let Angiolini bare her breast of snow,
Wave the white arm, and poiut the pliant
toe;
Collini trill her love-inspiring song,
Stram her fair neck, and charm the listening tbrong!
Whet not your scythe, suppressors of our
vice!
Reforming saints ! too delicately nice!
By whose decrees, our siirful souls to save,
No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shav e ;
And beer' undrawn, and beards unmown,
display
Yrour lioly reverence for tbe Sabbatb-day.
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Tbese after husbands wing tben' eager fligbt,
Nor leave mucli mystery for the nuptial
night.
O h! blest retreats of infamy and ease,
Where, all forgotten but tbe powrer to please,
Each maid may give a loose to genial
tbougbt,
Each swain may teacb new Systems, or be
taught;
There tbe blithe youngster, just return’d
from Spain,
Cuts the liglit jiack, or 'calls the rattling
main;
The jovial caster’s set, and seven’s the nick,
Or—done!—a thousand on the coming trick 1
If, mad with loss, existence 'gins to tire,
And all your hope or wish is to expn-e,
H ere’s Powell’s pistol ready for your life,
And, kinder still, two Pagets for your w ife;
Fit consummation of an earthly race
Begun in folly, ended in disgrace;
While none but menials o’er the bed of
death,
Wash tby red wounds, or watch tliy wavering breatli,
Traduced by liars, and forgot by all,
Tbe mangled victim of a drunken brawl,
To live like Clodius, and like Falkland fall.

Or hail at once the patrón and the pile
Of vice and folly, Greville and Argyle!
Where yon proud palace, Fashion’s hallow’d
fane,
Spreads wide her portals for the motley
Trutb! rouse some genuine bard, and guide
train,
bis hand
Behold tbe new Petronius of the day,
To drive tbis pestilence from out tbe land.
Our arbiter of pleasure and of play!
There tbe hired eunuch, tbe Hesperian chob-, E ’en I —least thinking of a thoughtless
tbrong,
Tbe melting lute, the soft lascivious lyre,
Just skill’d to know tbe right and choose tbe
Tbe song from Italy, the step from France,
wrong,
The midnight orgy, and the mazy dance,
Freed at that age when reason’s sliield is
Tbe smile of beauty, and tbe flush of wine,
lost,
For fops, fools, gamesters, knaves, and lords
To fight my course througb passion’s countcombine:
less host,
Each to bis liumour— Cornus all allows;
Cbampaign, dice, músic, or your neighbour’s Whom every path of pleasure’s flowery way
Has
lured in turn, and all have led astray—
spouse.
E ’en I must raise my voice, e’en I must
Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade!
feel
Of piteous ruin, wbich ourselves have made;
In plenty’s sunsliine Fortune’s minions bask, Such scenes, such men, destroy tbe públic
weal:
Nor think of poverty, except “ en masque,”
Althougb some kmd, censorious friend will
Wben for the niglit some lately titled ass
say,
Appears tbe beggar which bis grandsh-e was.
“ What art tbou better, meddling fool, tban
The curtain dropp’d, the gay burletta o’er,
they? ”
Tbe andience take their turn upon the floor:
Now round tbe room tbe circling dow’gers And every brother rake will smile to see
That miracle, a moralist in me.
sweep,
Now in loose waltz tbe thin-clad daughters No matter— wben some bard in virtue strong,
Gifïord percbance, sball raise the chastening
leai);
song,
Tbe first in lengtben’d line majestic swim,
Then sleep my pen for ever ! and my voice
The last display the free unfetter’d limb !
Be
only
lieard to hail him, and rejoice;
Those for Hibernia’s lusty sons repair
Witb art the chamis which nature could not Rejoice, and yield my feeble pi-aise, though I
May feel tbe lasb that Virtue must apply.
spare;
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As for the smaller fry, who swarm in
slioals,
From silly Hafiz up to simple Bowles,
Wlty shoulcl we cali tliem from their tlark
abode,
In broad St. Giles’s or in Tottenham-road ?
Or (since some men of fasliion nobly dare
To scrawl in verse) from Bond-street or tlie
Square?
I f things of ton their liarmless lays indite,
Most wisely doom’d to shun the public sight,
What harm ? in spite of every critic elf,
Sir T. may read his stanzas to liimself;
Miles Andrews stili his strength in couplets
try,
And live in prologues, though his dramas
d ie:
Lords too are bards, such things at times
befall,
And ’tis some praise in peers to write at all.
Yet, did or taste or reason sway the times,
Ah í who would take their titles with their
rhymes ?
Boscommon I Sheffield! with 3*0111* spirits
fled,
No future laureis deck a noble liead;
No muse will cheer, with renovatmg smile,
The paralytic puling of Carlisle.
The puny schoolbo3r and his early lay
Men pardon, if his follies pass away;
But who forgives the senior’s ceaseless verse,
Whose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow
worse ?
What heterogeneous lionours deck the peer!
Lord, rliymester, petit-maítre, and pamphleteer!
•So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age,
His scenes alone liad damn’d our sinking
stage;
But managers for once cried, “ Hold, enougli! ”
Ñor drugg’d their audience with the tragic
stuff.
Yet at their judgment let his lordsliip laugh,
And case his volumes in congenial calf;
Y e s ! doff tliat covering, where morocco
shines,
And hang a calf-skin on those recreant lines.

Such damning fame as Dunciads only give
Could bid your lines beyond a moming liv e ;
But now at once your fleetiug labours cióse,
With ñames of greater note in West repose.
Par he ’t from me unkindly to upbraid
The lovely Bosa’s prose in masquerade,
Whose strains, the faithful echoes of her
mind,
Leave wondering comprehension far behind.
Though Crusca’s bards no more our journals
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Some stragglers skirmisli round the columna
still;
Last of the howling host which once was
Bell’s,
Matilda snivels yet, and Hafiz yells;
And Merry’s metaphors appear anew,
Chain’d to the signature of O. P. Q.

When some brisk youth, the tenant of a
stall,
Employs a pen less pointed than his awl,
Leaves his snug shop, forsakes his store of
shoes,
St. Crispin quits, and cobbles for the muse,
Heavens 1 how the vulgar stare 1 how crowds
applaud!
How ladies read, and literati laúd !
I f chance some wicked wag should pass his
jest,
’T is slieer ill-nature—don’t the World lmow
best ?
Genius must guide when wits admire the
rhyme,
And Capel Lofft declares ’tis quite sublime.
Hear, then, ye happy sons of needless trade !
Swains! quit the plougb, resign the useless
spade!
L o ! Burns and Bloomfield, nay, a greater
far,
Gifford was born beneatli an adverse star,
Forsook.the labours of a servile state,
Stemm’d the rude storm, and triumph’d over
fate:
Then why no more? if Phcebus smiled on
yo«.
Bloomfield! why not on brother Nathan
too ?
With you, ye Druids ! rich in native lead,
Him too the mania, not the muse, has seized;
Who daily scribble for your daily bread ;
Not inspiration, but a mind diseased :
W ith you I war not: Gifford’s lieavy hand
And now no boor can seek his last abode,
Has crush’d,without remorse, your numerous No common be enclosed without an ode.
band.
Oh! since increased refinement deigns to
On “ all the talents ” vent your venal spleen ;
smile
Want is your plea, let pity be 3*our screen.
On Britain’s sons, and bless our genial isle,
Let monodies on Fox regale 3rour crew,
Let poesy go forth, pervade the ivliole,
And Melville’s Mantle prove a blanket too!
Alike the rustic, and meclianic soul!
One common Lethe waits each hapless bard, Ye tuneful cobblers ! still your notes proAnd, peace be with 3*011! ’t is your best
long,
reward.
Compose at once a slipper and a song;
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The spoiler swept that soaring lyre away,
Which else liad sounded an immortal lay.
Oh! what a noble heart was liere undone,
When Science’ self destroy’d her favourite
son !
Yes, she too much iudulged thy fond pursuit,
She sow’d the seeds, but death has reap’d the
fruit.
’Twas thine own genius gave the final blow,
And lielp’d to plant the wound that laid thee
lo w :
To the famed throng now paid the tribute
So the struck eagle, stretch’d upon the plain,
due,
No
more
througli rolling clouds to soar again,
Neglected genius! let me turn to you.
Come fortli, oh Campbell! give thy talents View’d his own feather on tlie fatal dart,
And wing’d the sliaft that quiver’d ni his
scope;
heart;
Who dares aspire if tliou must cease to hope ?
Keen were bis pangs, but keener far to feel
And thou, melodious Bogers ! rise at last,
He nursed the pinion which impell’d the
Becall the pleasing memory of the past;
steel;
Arise! let blest remembrance still inspire,
And strike to wonted tones thy hallow’d While the same plumage that had warm’d llis
nest
lyre;
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding
Bestore Apollo to his vacant throne,
breast.
Assert thy country’s honour and thine own.
W hat! must deserted Poesy still weep
There be who say, in these enlighten’d
Where her last hopes with pious Cowper
days,
sleep ?
Unless, perchance, from his coid bier she That splendid lies are all the poet’s praise;
That strain’d invention, ever on the wing,
turns,
To deck the turf that wraps her minstrel, Alone impels tbe modern bard to sing:
’T is true, that all who rhyme—nay, all who
Burns!
write,
N o ! lliough contempt liatli mark’d the
Shrink from that fatal word to genius—trite;
spurious brood,
Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest
The race who rhyme from folly, or for food,
fires,
Yet still some genuine sons ’t is hers to
And decorate the verse lierself inspires :
boast,
This fact in Virtue’s ñame let Crabbe attest;
Who, least affecting, still affect the most:
Feel as they write, and write but as they Though nature’s steruest painter, yet the
best.
feel—
Bear witness Gifford, Sotheby, Macneil.
And liere let Shee and Genius find a place,
“ Why slumbers Gifford ? ” once was ask’d Whose pen and pencil yield au equal grace;
To guide wliose liand the sister arts combine,
in vain;
And trace the poet’s or the painter's line;
Why slumbers Gifford? let us ask again.
Whose magic touch can bid the canvas
Are there no follies for his pen to purge ?
glow,
Are there no fools whose backs demand tbe
Or pour tile easy rliyme’s liarmonious flow ;
scourge ?
While lionours, doubly merited, attend
Are there no sins for satire’s bard to greet ?
The poet’s rival, but the painter’s friend.
Stalks not gigantic Vice in every Street ?
Shall peers or princes tread pollution’s patli,
Blest is the man who dares approach the
And ’scape alike the law’s and muse’s wratb ?
bower
Nor blaze with guilty glare tbrough future
Where
dwelt the muses at tlieh- natal liour;
time,
Wliose steps liave press’d, whose eye has
Eternal beacons of consummate crime ?
mark’d afar,
Arouse tbee, Gifford! be tby promise claim’d,
The elime that nursed the sons of song and
Make bad men better, or at least ashamed.
war,
Unbappy W h ite! while life was in its The scenes which glory still must llover o’er,
Her place of birtli, her own Achaian shore.
spring,
And thy young muse just waved her joyous But doubly blest is lie whose heart expands
Withhallow’d
feelings for those classic lands;
wing,
So shall the fair your handywork peruse,
Your sonnets sure shall please—perhaps your
shoes.
May Moorland weavers boast Pindaric skill,
And tailors’ lays be longer than their b ilí!
While punctual beaux reward the grateful
notes,
And pay for poems—when they pay for
coats.
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Let spectre-mongering Lewis aim, at most,
To rouse the galleries, or to raise a ghost;
Let Moore stili sigh; let Strangford steal
from Moore,
And swear that Camoéns sang such notes or
yore;
Let Hayley hobble on, Montgomery rave,
And you, associate bards I who snatch'd to And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave:
Let sonneteering Bowles his strains refine,
light
Those gems too long withheld from modern And whine aud whimper to tlie fourteenth
lin e ;
sight;
Whose mingling taste combined to culi the Let Stott, Carlisle, Matilda, and the rest
Of Grub Street, and of Grosvenor Place the
wreath
best,
Wliere Attic flowers Aonion odours breathe,
Scrawl on, till death release us from the
And ali their renovated fragrance flung
strain,
To grace the beauties of your native tongue;
Now let those minds, that nobly could trans Or Common Sense assert her riglits again.
But thou, with powers that mock the aid of
fuse
praise,
The glorious spirit of the Grecian muse,
Tliough soft the echo, scorn a borrow’d tone : Shouldst leave to humbler bards ignoble lays:
Thy country’s voice, the voice of ali the ninc,
Resign Achaia’s lyre, and strike your own.
Demand a liallow’d harp—that liarp is thine.
Let these, or such as these, with just ap Say! will not Caledonia’s annals yield
The glorious record of some nobler field,
plause,
Than the wild foray of a plundering clan,
Restore the muse’s violated laws;
Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of
But not in ilimsy Darwin’s pompous chime,
man ?
That mighty master of unmeaning rhyme,
Whose gilded cymbals, more adorn’d than Or Marmion’s acts of darkness, fitter food
For Sherwood’s outlaw tales of Robin Hood ?
ciear,
Scotland! stili proudly claim tliy native bard,
The oye delighted, but fatigued the ear;
And be thy piraise his first, his best reward !
In show the simple lyre could once surpass,
But now, worn down, appear in native brass; Yet not with thee alone his name should live,
While ali his train of liovering sylphs around But own the vast renown a world can g iv e :
Be known, perchance, when Albion is no more,
Evaporate in similes and souud :
And teli the tale of what she was before;
Him let tliem shun, with him let tinsel d ie:
False glare attracts, but more offends the To future times her faded fame recall,
And save her glory, though his country fall.
eye.
Who rends the veil of ages long gone by,
And views their remnants with a poet’s eye !
W right! ’t was thy happy lot at once to view
Those shores of glory, and to sing tliem too ;
And sure no common muse inspired thy pen
To hail the land of gods and godlike men.

Yet wliat avails the sanguine poet’s hope,
Yet let tkem not to vulgar Wordsworth
To conquer ages, and with time to cope ?
stoop,
New
eras spread their wings, new nations
The meanest object of the lowly group,
rise,
Whose verse, of ali but cliildisli prattle void,
Seems blessed harmony to Lamb and Lloyd : And other victors fili the applauding skies;
Let them—but hold, my muse, nor dare to A few brief generations fleet along,
Whose sons forget the poet and his song:
teacli
E ’en now, what once-loved minstrels scarce
A strain far, far beyond thy humble reach :
may claim
The native genius with their being given
W ill point the path, and peal their notes to The transient mention of a dubious name !
When
fame’s loud trump hath blown its
heaven.
noblest blast,
And thou, too, Scott! resign to minstrels Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at
last;
rude
And glory, like the phoenix midst her fires,
The wilder slogan of a border feud:
Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires.
Let others spin their meagre lines for hire;
Enough for genius, if itself inspire!
Shall hoary Granta cali her sable sons,
Let Southey sing, although his teeming muse,
Expert in S cien ce, more expert at puns ?
Prolific every spring, be too profuse;
Let simple Wordsworth chime his cliildisli Shall these approach the muse ? ah, n o ! she
flies,
verse,
And brother Coleridge lull the habe at nurse; Even from the tempting ore of Seaton’s prize;
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Though printers condescend the press to soil
With rhyme by Hoare, and epic blank by
H oyle:
Not him whose page, if stili upheld by whist,
Requires no sacred theme to bid us list.
Y e ! who in Granta’s honours would surpass,
Must mount her Pegasus, a full-grown ass ;
A foal well worthy of her ancient dam,
Whose Helicon is duller than her Cam.
There Clarke, stili striving piteously “ to
please,”
Forgetting doggrel leads not to degrees,
A would-be satirist, a hired buffoon,
A monthly scribbler of some low lampoon,
Condemn’d to drudge, the meanest of the
mean,
And furbish falsehoods for a magazine,
Devotes to scandal his congenial mind;
Himself a living libel on mankind.
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To themes less lofty stili my lay confine,
And urge thy bards to gain a name like thine.
Then, hapless Britain! be thy rulers blest,
The senate’s oracles, the people’s jestl
Stili hear thy motley orators dispense
The flowers of rhetoric, though not of sense,
While Canning’s colleagues hate him for his
wit,
And oíd dame Pòrtland filis the place of Pitt.

Yet once again, adieu ! ere this the sail
That wafts me henee is sliivering in the gale ;
And Afric’s coast and Calpe’s adverse lieight,
And Stamboul’s minareis must greet my
sight:
Thence shall I stray through beauty’s native
clime,
Where Kaff is ciad in rocks, and crown’d
with snows sublime.
But should I back return, no tempting press
Shall drag my journal from the desk’s recess ;
Oh! dark asylum of a Vandal race!
Let coxcombs, printing as they come from
At once the boast of learning, and disgrace !
far,
So lost to Phoebus, that nor Hodgson’s verse
Can make thee better, nor poor Hewson’s Snatch his own wreath of ridicule from Carr ;
Let Aberdeen and Elgin stili pursue
worse.
The sbade of fame through regions of v iríú ;
But where fair Isis rolls her purer wave,
Waste useless thousands on their Phidian
The partial muse delighted loves to lave;
On her green banks a greener wreath she
freaks,
Misshapen monuments and maim’d antiques;
wove,
To crown the bards that haunt her classic And make their grand saloons a general
grove:
mart
Where Richards wakes a genuine poet’s fires, For all the mutilated blocks of a r t:
Of Dardan tours let dilettanti teli,
And modern Britons glory in their sires.
I leave topograpliy to rapid G eli;
Por me, who, thus unask’d, have dared to And, quite content, no more shall interpose
teli
To stun the public ear— at least with piróse.
My country what her sons should know too
■well,
Thus far I ’ve lield my undisturb’d career,
Zeal for her lionour bade me here engage
Prepared for rancour, steel’d ’gainst selfish
The host of idiots that infest her age;
fear:
No just applause her honottr’d name shall This thing of rlipne I ne’er disdain’d to own—
Though not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown:
lose,
My voice was heard again, though not so loud,
As first in freedom, dearest to the muse.
My page, though nameless, never disavow’d ;
Oh 1 would thy bards but emulate thy fame,
And
now at once I tear the veil away:—•
And rise more worthy, Albion, of thy name!
AVhat Athens was in Science, Rome in power, Cheer on the pack! the quarry stands at bay,
Unscared by all the din of Melbourne House,
What Tyre appear’d in her meridian liour,
’Tis thine at once, fair Albion ! to have been— By Lambe’s resentment, or by Holland’s
spouse,
Earth’s chief dictatress, ocean’s lovely queen:
But Rome decay’d, and Athens strew’d the By Jeffrey’s harmless pistol, Hallam’s rage,
Edina’s brawny sons and brimstone page.
plain,
And Tyre’s proud piers lie shatter’d in the Our men in buckram shall have blows enough,
And feel they too are “ penetrable stuff: ’’
m ain;
Like these, thy strength may sink, in ruin And though I hope not henee unscathed to go,
Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe.
hurl’d,
The time hath been, when no harsh sound
And Britain fall, the bulwark of the world.
would fall
But let me cease, and dread Cassandra’s
From lips that now may seem imbued with
fate,
With warning ever scoffd at, till too late ;
g a ll;
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Nor fools nor follies tempt me to despise
The meanest thing that crawl’d beneath my
eyes:
But now, so callous grown, so clianged since
youth,
I ’ve learn’d to think, and sternly speak tlie
truth;
Learn’d to deride the critic’s starch decree,
Ancl break him on the wkeel he meant for
me;
To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss,
Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or
liiss:
Nay more, though all my rival rhymesters
frown,
I too can líuiit a poetaster down ;
And, arm’d in proof, the gauntlet cast at
once
T o Scotch m arauder, and to Southern dunce.

Thus much I ’ve dared; if my incondite lay
Hath wrong’d these righteous times, let
others say;
This, let the world, wliicli knows not how to
spare,
Yet rarely blames unjustly, now declare.
POSTSCRIPT TO TH E SECOND EDITION .
I iiAVE been informed, since the present edition
went to the press, that my trusty and well-beloved
cousins, the Edinburgh Reviewers, are preparing
a most vehement critique on my poor, gcntle, unresisting Muse, whom they have already so be-devilled
with their ungodly ribaldry:
“ Tantaene animis coelestibus irce! ”
I suppose I must say o f Jcffrey as Sir Andrew
Aguecheek saith, “ An I had known he was so cunning’ o f fenee, I had seen him damned ere I had
fouglit him.” What a pity it is that I shall be
beyond the Bosphorus before the next number has
passed the Tw eed! But I yet hope to light my pipe
with it in Persia.
My nortliern friends have accused me, with justice, of personality towards their great literary
anthropopliagus, Jeflrey; but what else was to be
done with him and his dirty pack, wlio feed by
“ lying and slandering,” and slake their thirst by
“ evil speaking” ? I have adduced facts already
w eir known, and o f Jeffrey’s mind I have stated

my free opinión, nor has he thence sustained any
injury;—what scavenger wras ever soiled by being
pelted with mud ? It may be said that I quit England because I have censured there “ persons of
honour and wit about tow n ;” but I am coming
back again, and their vengeancc will keep hot till
my return. Those who know me, can testify that
my motives for leaving England are very diíferent
from fears, literary or personal: those who do not,
may one day be convlnced. Since the publication
of this thing, my ñame lias not been concealed; I
have been mostly in London, ready to answer for
my transgressions, and in daily expectation of
sundry cartels; but, alas ! “ the age of chivalry is
over,” or, in the vulgar tongue, there is no spirit
now-a-days.
There is a youth ycleped Hewson Clarke (subaudi
esquivé), a s'.zer of Emanuel College, and, I believe,
a denizen of Berwick-upon-Tweed, whom I have
introduced in these pages to much better company
tlian he has been accustomed to meet; he is,
notwithstanding, a very sad dog, and for no reason
that I can discover, except a personal quarrel
with a bear, kept by me at Cambridge to sit for
a fellowsliip, and whom the jealousy of his Trinity
contemporaries prevented from success, has been
abusing me, and, what is w'orse, the defenceless
innocent above mentioned, in “ The Satirist,” for
one year and some months. I am utterly unconscious of having given him any provocation; indeed,
I am guiltless of having heard his name, till coupled
Avith “ The Satirist.” H e has therefore no reason
to complain, and I dare say that, like Sir FretfuI
Plagiary, he is rather qüeased tlian otherwise.
I have now mentioned all who have done me the
honour to notice me and mine, that is, my bear
and my book, except the editor of “ The Satirist,”
who, it seems, is a gentleman—God Avot! I wish
he could impart a little of his gentility to his
subordínate scribblers. I bear that Mr. Jerningham is about to take up the cudgels for his Maicenas,
Lord Carlisle. I hope n o t: lie ivas one of the few,
who, in the very short intercourse I had with him,
treated me with kindness when a b o y ; and wliatever he may say or do, “ pour on, I will endure.”
I have nothing further to add, save a general note
o f tlianksgiving to readers, purchasers, and publislicrs, and, in the words of Scott, I wish
“ To all and each a fair good night,
And rosy dreams and slumbers light.”
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BEING A N A LLU SIO N I N
PO E TIC A,” A N D

EN G LISH VERSE TO TH E EPISTLE

IN TEN D ED

AS A

SEQUEL

TO

“ AD PISONES, DE A RTE

“ EN G LISH

BARDS A ND

SCOTCH

R E V IE W E R S .”

-----“ Ergo fungar vice cotis, acutum
Reddere quae ferrum valet, exsors ipsa secandi ”
H or. De A rte Poet.
“ Rhymes are difflcult things—they are stubborn things, sir.”
F ielding 's Am elia.

A lahour’d, long exordium, sometimes tends
(Like patriot speeches) but to paltry ends;
And nonsense in a lofty note goes down,
W h o wonld not laugb, if Lawrence, liired to As pertness passes with a legal gown :
grace
Thus many a bard describes in pompous
His costly canvas with each flatter’d face,
strain
Ahused his art, till Nature, with a blush,
The ciear brook babbling through the goodly
Saw cits growcentaurs underneathliis brusli?
plain:
Or, should some limner join, for show or sale, The groves of Granta, and lier Gothic halls,
A maid of honour to a mermáid’s tail ?
King’s Coll., Cam’s stream, stain’d Windows,
Or low Dubost—as once the world has seen—
and old walls:
Degrade God’s creatures in his graphic Or, in advent’rous numbers, neatly aims
spleen ?
To paint a rainbow, or— the river Thames.
Not ali that forced politeness, which defends
You sketch a tree, and so perhaps may
Fools in their faults, could gag his grinning
shine—•
friends.
Believe me, Moschus, like that picture seems But daub a shipwreck like an alehouse sign ;
The book which, sillier tlian a sick man’s You plan a vase—it dwiudles to a pot;
Then glide down Grub-street—fasting and
dreams,
forgot;
Displays a crowd of figures incomplete,
Laugh’d into Lethe by some quaint Eeview,
Poetie nightmares, without head or feet.
Whose wit is never troublesome till— true.
Poets and painters, as all artists know,
In fine, to whatsoever you aspire,
May shoot a little with a lengthen’d how;
Let it at least be simple and entire.
We elaim this mutual mercy for our task,
The greater portion of the rliyming tribe
And grant in tum the pardon which we ask ;
But make not monsters spring from gentle (Give ear, my friend, for thon hast been a
scribe)
dams—■
Birds breed not vipers, tigers nurse not Are led astray by some peculiar lure.
I
labour
to be brief—become obscure;
lambs.
A t h e n s : Ca p u c h in C o n v e n t ,
M a rch 12, 1811.

Humano capiti cervicem pictor equinam
lungere si velit, et varias inducere plumas,
Undique coilatis membris, ut turpiter atrum
Desinat in piscem mulier formosa superne:
Spectatum admissi risum teneatis, amici?
Credite, Pisones, isti tabulae fore librum
Persimilem, cuius, velut aegri somnia, vanae
Fingentur species; ut nec nes nec caput uni
Reddatur formae. Pictoribus atque poetis
Quidlibet audendi semper fuit aequa potestas.
Scimus, et lmnc veniam petimusque darausque vicissim;
Sed non ut placidis coeant immitia; non ut

Serpentes avibus geminentur, tigribus agni.
.
Incoeptis gravibus plerumque et magna professis,
Purpureus, late qui splendeat, unus et alter
Assuitur pannus ; cum lucus et ara Dianae,
Et properantis aquae per amoenos ambitus agros,
Aut flumen Rhenum, aut pluvius describitur arcus.
Sed nunc non erat his locus: et fortasse cupressum
Scis simulare; quid hoc, si fractis enatat exspes
Navibus, aere dato qui pingitur? amphora coepit
Institui; currente rota cur urceus exit?
Denique sit quod vis, simplex duntaxat et unum.
Maxima pars vatum, pater et iuvenes patre digni,
Decipimur specie recti. Brevis esse laboro,

I2Ó

Q0£ron’0 Q30orfta.

One falis wkile following e’ egance too fa st;
Anotker soars, inflated with bombast;
Too low a thii'cl crawls on, afraid to fly,
He spins his subject to satiety;
Absurdly varying, he at last engi-aves
Fisk in tke woods, and boars beneath tke
waves !
Unless your care’s exact, your judgment
niee,
The fiigkt from folly leads but into vice;
None are complete, all wanting in some part,
Like certain tailors, limited in art.
l'or galligaskins Slowskears is your man ;
But coats must claim another artisan.
Now this to me, I own, seems much the same
As Vulcan’s feet to bear Apollo’s frame ;
Or, with a fair complexión, to expose
Black eyes, black ringlets, but—a bottle nose!

50 you incleed, with care,— (but be content
To take tliis license rarely)— may invent.
New worcls find credit in tliese latter days,
I f neatly grafted on a Gallic phrase.
Wliat Cliaucer, Spenser did, we scarce refuse
To Dryden’s or to Pope’s maturer muse,
I f you can add a little, say wliy not,
As well as William Pitt, and Walter Scott ?
Since tliey, by forcé of rliyrne and forcé of
lungs,
Enrick’d our island’s ill-united tongues;
’T is then—and shall be—lawful to present
Beform in writing, as in parliament.

As forests shed tkeir foliage by degrees,
So fade expressions which in season please;
And we and ours, alas! are due to fate,
And works and words but dwindle to a date.
Though as amonarclinods,andcommercecalls,
Impetuous rivers stagnate in canals;
Dear authors! suit your tòpics to your Though swamps subdued, and marshes
strength,
drain’d, sustain
And ponder well your subject and its length; The heavy plougkskare and the yellow grain,
Ñor lift your load before you’re quite aware
And rising ports along the busy shore
Wliat weight your shoulders will, or will not, Protect the vessel from oíd Ocean’s roar,
bear.
Ali, ali, must perisli; but, surviving last,
But lucid Order, and W it’s siren yoice,
The love of letters half preserves the past.
Await the poet, skilful in his choice ;
True, some decay, yet not a few revive;
With native eloquence he soars along,
Though those shall sink, which now appear
Grace in his thoughts, and music in his song.
to thrive,
As
custom arbitrales, whose skifting sway
Let judgment teach them wisely to combine
Our
life and language must alike obey.
With future parts the now omitted line :
This shall the autlior choose, or that reject,
The immortal wars which gods and angels
Precise in style, and cautious to select;
wage,
Nor slight applause will càndid pens afford
Are they not shown in Milton’s sacred page ?
To kim who furnishes a wanting word.
His strain will teach what numbers best belong
Then fear not, if ’tis needful, to produce
To themes celestial told in epic song.
Some term unlmown, or obsolete in use,
(As Bitt has furnish’d us a word or two,
The slow, sad stanza will correctly paint
Which lexicogi-aphers declined to d o;)
The lover’s anguish, or the friend’s complaint.
Obscurus fio: sectantem levia, nervi
Deficiunt animique: professus grandia, turget:
Serpit humi, tutus nimium, timidusque procellae:
Qui variare cupit rem prodigialiter unam,
Delphinum sylvis appingit, fluctibus aprum.
Iu vitium ducit culpae fuga, si caret arte.
Aemilium circa ludum faber unus et ungues
Exprimet, et molles imitabitur aere capillos;
Infelix operis summa, quia ponere totum
Nesciet. Hunc ego me, si quid componere curem,
Non magis esse velim, quam pravo vivere naso,
Spectandum nigris oculis nigroque capillo.
Sumite materiam vestris, qui scribitis, aequam
Viribus; et versate diu quid ferre recusent
Quid valeant humeri. Cui lecta potenter erit res,
Nec facundia deseret hunc nec lucidus ordo.
Ordinis haec virtus erit et venus, aut ego fallor,
U t iam nunc dicat, iam nunc debentia dici
Pleraque differat, et praesens in tempus omittat;
In verbis etiam tenuis cautusque serendis :
Hoc amet, hoc spernat promissi carminis auctor.
Dixeris egregio, notum si callida verbum
lleddiderit iuuctura novum. Si forte necesse est
Indiciis monstrare recentibus abdita rerum,
Pingere cinctutis non exaudita Cethegis

Continget; dabiturque licentia sumpta pudenter;
Et nova fictaque nuper habebunt verba fidem, si
Graeco fonte cadant, parce detorta. Quid autem
Caecilio Plautoque dabit Romanus, ademptum
Virgilio Varioque? ego cur, acquirere pauca
51 possum, invideor; cum lingua Catonis et Enni
Sermonem patrium ditaverit, et nova rerum
Nomina protulerit? Licuit, seinperque licebit,
Signatum praesente nota producere nomen.
U t silvae foliis pronos mutantur in annos;
Prima cadunt: ita verborum vetus interit aetas,
Et iuvenum ritu florent modo nata, vigentque.
Debemur morti nos, nostraque: sive receptus
Terra Neptunus classes Aquilonibus arcet,
Regis opus ; sterilisque diu palus, aptaque remis
Vicinas urbes alit, et grave sentit aratrum :
Seu cursum mutavit iniquum frugibus amnis,
Doctus iter melius; mortalia facta peribunt:
Nedum sermonum stet honos, et gratia vivax.
Multa renascentur, quae iam cecidere; cadentque,
Quae nunc sunt in honore vocabula, si volet usus,
Quem penes arbitrium est, et ius, et norma loquendi.
Res gestae regumque ducumque et tristia bella,
Quo scribi possent numero, monstravit Homerus.
Versibus impariter iunctis querimonia primum;
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But which deserves the laurei—rhyme or
hlank ?
Which holils on Helicon the higher rank ?
Let squabbling critics by tkemselves dispute
This point, as puzzling as a Chancery suit.
Satirio rhyme first sprang from selfish
spleen.
You doubt—see Dryden, Pope, St. Patrick’s
deán.
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Where’er the scene be laid, whate’er the
song,
Stili let it bear the hearer’s soul along ;
Command your audience or to smile or weep,
Whiche’er may please you—anything but
sleep.
The poet claims our tears; but, by his léave,
Before I shed them, let me see him grieve.

I f banish’d Borneo feign’d nor sigh nor
tear,
Lull’d by his languor, I should sleep or sneer.
Sad words, no doubt, become a serious face,
And men look angry in the proper place.
At double meanings folks seem wondrous sly,
And sentiment prescribes a pensive eye ;
For nature form’d at first the inward man,
And actors copy nature—when they can.
She bids the beating heart with rapture
bound,
Baised to the stars, or levelTd with the
ground;
And for expression’s aid, ’tis said, or sung,
She gave our mind’s interpreter—the tongue,
Who, worn with use, of late would fain
dispense
Whate’er the scene, let this advice have (At least in theatres) with common sense;
weight:—
O’erwhelm with sound the boxes, gallery, pit,
Adapt your language to your kero’s state.
And raise a laugh with anything—but wit.
At times Melpomene forgets to groan,
And brisk Thalia takes a serious tone ;
To skilful writers it will much import,
Nor unregarded will the act pass by
Where angry Townly lifts his voice on high. Whence spring their scenes, from common
life or court;
Again our Shakspeare limita verse to kings,
When common prose will serve for comiuon Wlietker they seek applause by smile or tear,
To draw a “ Lying Valet,” or a “ Lear,”
things;
A sage, or rakisli youngster wild from school,
And lively Hal resigns heroic ire,
To “ hollowing Hotspur ” and the sceptred A wandering “ Peregrine,” or plain “ John
B u ll;”
sire.
All persons please when nature’s voice
prevails,
’ Tis not enough, ye bards, with allyour art,
To polish poems; they must touch the keart: Scottish or Irisli, born in Wilts or Wales.

Blank verse is now, with one consent, allied
To Tragedy, and rarely quits lier side.
Though mad Aknanzor rhymed in Dryden’s
days,
No sing-song hero rants in modern plays;
Wkile modest Comedy lier verse foregoes
Por jest anillare in very middling prose.
Not that our Bens or Beaumonts show the
worse,
Or lose one point, because they wrote in
verse.
But so Thalia pleases to appear,
Poor virgin! damn’d some tvventy times
a year 1

Post etiam inclusa est voti sententia compos.
Quis tamen exiguos elegos emiserit auctor,
Grammatici certant, et adliuc sub iudice lis est.
Archilochum proprio rabies armavit iambo ;
Ilunc socci cepere pedem grandesque cothurni,
Alternis aptum sermonibus, et populares
Vincentem strepitus, et natum rebus agendis.
Musa dedit fidibus divos, puerosque deorum,
Et pugilem victorem, et equum certamine primum,
Et iuvenum curas, et libera vina referre.
Descriptas servare vices, operumque colores,
Cur ego, si nequeo ignoroque, poeta salutor ?
Cur nescire, pudens prave, quam discere malo ?
Versibus exponi tragicis res comica non vult;
Indignatur item privatis, ac prope socco
Dignis carminibus narrari coena Thyestae.
Singula quaeque locum teneant sortita decenter
Interdum tamen et vocem comoedia tollit,
Iratusque Chremes tumido delitigat ore:
Et tragicus plerumque dolet sermone pedestri.
Telephus et Peleus, cum pauper et exui, uterque
Proicit ampullas, et sesquipedalia verba,
Si curat cor spectantis tetigisse querela.
Non satis est pulchra esse poemata; dulcia sunto,

Efc quocunque volent, animum auditoris agunto.
U t ridentibus arrident, ita flentibus adsunt
Humani vultus; si vis me flere dolendum est
Primum ipsi tib i; tunc tua me infortunia laedent
Telephe, vel Peleu, male si mandata loqueris
Aut dormitabo, aut ridebo: tristia moestum
Vultum verba decent; iratum, plena minarum;
Ludentem, lasciva ; severum, seria dictu.
Format enim natura prius nos intus ad omnem
Fortunarum habitum ; iuvat, aut impellit ad iram;
Aut ad liumum moerore gravi deducit, et angit;
Post effert animi motus interprete lingua.
Si dicentis erunt fortunis absona dicta,
Itomani tollent equites, peditesque cachinnum.
Intererit multum, Davusne loquatur an heros;
Maturusne senex, an adhuc florente iuventa
Fervidus ; an matrona potens, an sedula nutrix;
Mercatorne vagus, cuitóme virentis agelli ;
Colchus an Assyrius ; Thebis nutritus, an Argis.
Aut famam sequere, aut sibi convenientia tinge,
Scriptor. Honoratum si forte reponis Achillem;
Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis acer,
lura neget sibi nata, nihil non arroget armis.
Sit Medea ferox invictaque; flebilis Ino;
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Stili to the midst of tliings lie liastens on,
As if we witness’d ali already done;
Leavea on his path wliatever seema too mean
To raise the subject, or adorn the scene;
Gives, aa eacli page improves upon the
I f some Drawcansir you aspire to draw,
sight,
Present him raving, and above all la w :
Not smoke from briglitness, but from darkI f female furies in your sclieme are plann’d,
ness—lig b t;
Macbeth’s fierce dame is ready to your band; And truth and fiction with such art comPor tears and treachery, for good and evil,
pounds,
Constance, King Bichard, Hamlet, and tlie W e know not where to fix their several
Devil I
bounds.
But if a new design you dare essay,
I f yon would please the public, deign to hear
And freely wander from the beaten way,
What soothes the many-headed monster’s ear :
Trae to your ckaracters, till all be past,
I f your lieart triumph when the hands of all
Preserve consistency from first to last.
Applaud in thunder at the curtain’s fail,
Deserve those plaudits—study nature’s page,
’T is kard to venture where our betters fail, And sketch the strikmg traits of every age ;
Or lend fresli interest to a twice-told tale;
While varying man and varying years unfold
And yet, perchance, ’tis wiser to prefer
Life's little tale, so oft, so vainly told;
A hackney’d plot, tlian choose a new, and err; Observe his simple cliildliood’s dawning days,
Yet copy not too closely, but record,
His pranks, his prate, his playmates, and his
More justly, tliouglit for tliouglit tlian word
plays;
for word;
Till time at length the mannisli tyro weans,
Ñor trace your prototype tkrough narrow ways, And prurient vice outstrips his tardy teens !
But only follow where he mèrits praise.
Or follow common fame, or forge a plot;
W lio cares if mimic lieroes lived or not ?
One precept serves to regulate the scene:—
Make it appear as if it might liave been.

For you, young bard! whom luckless fate
may lead
To tremble on the nod of all wlio read,
Ere your first score of cantos time unrolls,
Beware—for God’s sake, don’t begin like
Bowles!
“ Awake a louder and a loftier strain,” —
And pray, what follows from his boiling
brain ?—
He sinks to Southey’s level in a trice,
Whosè epic mountains never fail in m ice!
Not so of yore awoke your miglity sire
The temper’d warblings of his master-lyre ;
Soft as the gentler breathing of the lute, _
4í Of man’s first disobedience and the fruit ”
He speaks, but, as his subject swells along,
Earth, Heaven, and Hades echo with the song.

Behold him Freshman 1 forced no more to
groan
O’er Virgil’s devilish verses and his own ;
Prayers are too tedious, lectures too abstruse,
He flies from Tavell’s frown to “ Eordham’s
Mews; ”
(Unlucky T a vell! doom’d to daily cares
By pugilistic pupils, and by bears,)
Fines, tutors, tasks, conventions threat in vain,
Before bounds, hunters, and Newmarket
plain.
Bough with his elders, with his equals rash,
Civil to sharpers, prodigal of casli;
Constant to nought—save hazard and a
whore,
Yet cursing both—for both have made him
sore;

Perfidus Ixion ; lo vaga; tristis Orestes ;
Si quid inexpertum scenae committis, et audes
Personam formare novam : servetur ad imum
Qualis ab incepto processerit, et sibi constet.
Difficile est proprie communia dicere: tuque
Rectius Iliacum carmen deducis in actus,
uam si proferres ignota indictaque primus,
ublica materies privati iuris erit, si
Nec circa vilem patulumque moraberis orbem ;
Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus
Interpres, nec desilies imitator in arctum
Unde pedem proferre pudor vetet, aut operis lex.
Nec sic incipies, ut scriptor Cyclicus olim :
“ .Fortunam Priami cantabo, et nobile bellum.”
uid dignum tanto feret hic promissor hiatu?
arturiunt montes : nascetur ridiculus mus.
Quanto rectius hic, qui nil molitur inepte!
“ Dic mihi, Musa, virum, captae post tempora Troiae,
Qui mores hominum multorum vidit, et urbes.”
Non fumum ex fulgore, sed ex fumo dare lucem
«Cogitat, ut speciosa dehinc miracula promat,

Antiphaten, Scyllamque, et cum Cyclope Charybdin.
Nec reditum Diomedis ab interitu Meleagri,
Nec gemino bellum Troianum orditur ab ovo.
Semper ad eventum festinat; et in medias res
N on secus ac notas, auditorem rapit, et quae
Desperat tractata nitescere posse, relinquit:
Atque ita mentitur, sic veris falsa remiscet,
Primo ne medium, medio ne discrepet imum.
Tu, quid ego et populus mecum desideret, audi.
Si plausoris eges aulaea manentis, et usque
Sessuri, donec cantor, Vos plaudite, dicat;
Aetatis cuiusque notandi sunt tibi inores,
Mobilibusque decor naturis dandus et annis.
Keddere qui voces iam scit puer, et pede certo
Signat humum : gestit paribus colludere, et iram
Colligit ac ponit temere, et mutatur in horas.
Imberbus invenis, tandem custode remoto,
Gaudet equis canibusque, et aprici gramine campi;
Cereus in vitium flecti, monitoribus asper,
Utilium tardus provisor, prodigus aeris,
Sublimis, cupidusque, et amata relinquere pernix.

3E)tnfe from Tfyov&u,
TJnread (unless, since books beguile disease,
The p—x becomes his passage to degrees);
Fool’d, pillaged, dunn’d, he wastes his term
away,
And unexpell’d, perhaps, retires M .A.;
Master of arts ! as hells and clubs proclaim,
Where scarce a blackleg bears a brighter
ñame!
Launch’d into life, extinct his early fire,
He apes the selfish prudenee of his sire;
Marries for money, chooses friends for rank,
Buys land, and shrewdly trusts not to the
Bank;
Sits in the Senate; gets a son and lieir ;
Senda him to Harrow, for himself was tliere.
Mate, though he votes, unless wrhen call’d to
cheer,
His son ’s so sharp—he ’ll see the dog a peer!
Hanhood declines—age palsies every limb;
He quits the scene—or else the scene quits
him;
Scrapes wealth, o’er each departing penny
grieves,
And avaricc seizes all ambition leaves ;
Counts cent, per cent., and smiles, or vainly
frets,
O’er hoards diminish’d by young Hopeful’s
dehts;
Weighs well and wisely what to sell or buy,
Complete in all life’s lessons—but to die;
Peevish and spiteful, doting, hard to please,
Commending every time, save times like
these;
Crazed, querulous, forsaken, lialf forgot,
Expires unwept—is buried—let him r o t!
But from the Drama let me not digress,
Nor spare my precepts, though they please
you less.
Though womau weep, and hardest hearts are
stirr’d,
When what is done is rather seen than
heard,
Yet many deeds preserved in history’s page
Are better told than acted on the stage;
The ear sustains what shocks the timid eye,
And horror thus subsides to sympathy.
Trae Briton all beside, I here am Frencli—
Bloodshed ’tis surely hetter to retrench;
Conver3Í3 studiis, aetas animusque virilis
uaerit opes et amicitias, inservit honori;
ommisisse cavet quod mox mutare laboret.
Multa senem circumveniunt incommoda; vel quod
uaerit, et inventis miser abstinet, ac tiinet u ti;
el quod res omnes timide gelideque ministrat,
Dilator, spe longus, iners, avidusqne futuri;
Difficilis, querulus, laudator temporis acti
Se puero, castigator censorque minorum.
Multa ferunt anni venientes commoda secum,
Multa recedentes adimuut. Ne forte seniles
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The gladiatorial gore we teach to flow
' In tragic scene disgusts, though but in show;
We hate the carnage while we see the trick,
And find small sympathy in being sick.
Not on the stage the regicide Macbeth
Appals an audience with a monarch’s death;
To gaze when sable Hubert threats to sear
Young Arthur’s eyes, can ours or nature bear ?
A halter’d heroine Johnson sought to slay—
W e saved Irene, but half damn’d the play,
And (Heaven be praised!) our tolerating
times
Stint metamorphoses to pantomimes ;
And Lewis’ self, with all his sprites, would
quake
To change Earl Osmond’s negro to a snake!
Because, in scenes exciting joy or grief,
We loathe the action which exceeds belief:
And yet, God knows 1 what may not authors
do,
Wliose postscripts prate of dyeing “ heroines
blue ? ’’
Above all tliings, Dan Poet, if you can,
Eke out your acts, I pray, with mortal
man,
Nor call a ghost, unless some cursed scrape
Musí open ten trap-doors for your escape.
Of all the monstrous things I ’d fain forbid,
I loathe an opera worse than Dennis did;
Where good and evil persona, right or wrong,
Bage, love, and aught but moralise, in song.
Hail, last memorial of our foreign friends,
Which Gaul allows, and stili Hesperia lends!
Napoleon’s edicte no embargo lay
On whores, spies, singers, wisely shipp'd
away.
Our giant capital, whose squares are spread
Where rústics earn’d, and now may beg, their
bread,
In all iniquity is grown so nice,
It scorns amusements which are not of price.
Henee the pert shopkeeper, whose throbbing
ear
Aches with orchestras which he pays to hear,
Whom shame, not sympathy, forbids to snore,
His angnish doubling by his own “ encore ; ”
Squeezed in “ Fop’s Alley,” jostled by the
beaux,
Teased with his liat, and trembling for liis
toes;
Mandentur iuveni partes, pueroque viriles,
Seraper in adiunctis, aevoque morabimur aptis.
Aut agitur res in scenis, aut acta refertur. .
Segnius irritant animos demissa per aurem
Quam quae sunt oculis subiecta fidelibus, et quae
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. Non tamen intus
Digna geri, promes in scenam; multaque tolles
Ex oculis, quae mox narret facundia praesens.
Ne pueros coram populo Medea trucidet;
Aut humana palam coquat exta nefarius Atreus;
Aut in avem Progne vertatur, Cadmus in anguem.
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Scaree wrestles through the niglit, nor tastes Which charm’d our days in each Aegean
clime,
of ease,
T ill the dropp’d curtam gives a glad release: As oft at horne, with revelry and rbyme.
Why this, and more, be suffers— can ye Tlien may Euphrosyne, wbo sped tbe past,
Sootbe tby life’s scenes, nor leave tbee in tbe
guess?—
last;
Because it costs bim dear, and makes bim
But find in thine, like pagan Plato’s bed,
dress I
Some merry manuscript of mimes, when
dead.
So prosper eunuebs from Etruscan schools;
Give us but fiddlers, and tbey’re sui'e of
Now to tbe Drama let us bend our eyes,
fools!
Wkere fetter’d by wbig Walpole low sbe
Ere scenes were play’d by many a reverend
lie s ;
clerk,
Corruption foiTd ber, for sbe fear d ber
(What barm, if David danced before the
giance;
,
,
ark ?)
Decorum left lier for an opera dance.
In Cbristmas reveis, simple countrv folks
Yet Chesterfield, whose polish’d pen inveighs
Were pleased with morrice-mumm’ry and ’Gainst laugbter, fougbt for freedom to our
coarse jokes.
plays i
.
. . . .
Improving years, with tbings no longer Uncbeck’d
by megrims of patrician brams,
lrnown,
And damning dulness of lord cbamberlains.
Produced blitbe Punch and merry Madame Repeal tbat act! again let Humour roam
Joan,
Wild o’er tbe stage—we ’ve túne for tears at
Wlio still frisk on with feats so lewdly low,
home.
1T is strange Benvolio suffers sucli a show;
Let “ Archer ” piant tbe borns on “ Suben s
Suppressing peer! to whom each vice gives
brows,
place,
And “ Estifania ” gull ber “ Copper ” spouse;
Oatbs, boxing, begging,—all, save rout and Tbe moral ’s scant—but tbat may be excused,
race.
Men go not to be lectured, but amused.
He wbom our plays dispose to goqd or ili
Farce follow’d Comedy, and reach’d ber
Must wear a bead in want of Willis’ skib;
prime,
Ay, but Macheath’s example— psba ! — no
In ever-laughing Foote’s fantastic tim e:
m ore!
Mad w ag! wbo pardon’d none, nor spared It form’d
no tbieves—tbe thief was form d
tbe best,
before;
And turn’d some very serious thmgs to jest.
And, spite of puritans and Cobier’s curse,
Nor ebureb nor state escaped bis públic Plays make mankind no better, and no worse.
sneers,
Tlien spare our stage, ye methodistic men 1
Arms nor tbe gown, priests, lawyers, volun- Nor burn damn’d Drury if it rise again.
But why to brain-scorch’d bigots tbus
“ Alas, poor Yorick! ’’ now for ever mute!
appeal?
Wboover loves a laugb must sigb for Foote.
Can heavenly mercy dwell witb eartbly zeal ?
For
times of fire and faggot let tbem bope !
W e smile, perfores, when histrionie scenes
Times dear alike to puritan or pope.
Ape the swoln dialogue of kings and queens,
As pious Calvin saw Servetus blaze,
When “ Cbrononhotonthologos must die,”
So would new sects on newer victims gaze.
And Arthur struts in mimic majesty.
E ’en now tbe songs of Solyma begin;
Moschus! with wbom once more I hope to Faitb cants, perplex’d apologist of sm 1
While tbe Lord’s servant chastens wbom be
sit,
loves,
And smile at folly, if v e can’t at w it;
Yes, friend! for tbee I ’11 quit my cynic cell, And Simeón kicks, where Baxter only
“ shoves.”
And bear Swift’s motto, “ Vive la bagatelle! ”
Quodcunque ostendis mihi sic, incredulus odi.
Neve nnnor, neu sit quinto productior actu
Fabula, quae posci vult, et spectata reponi.
Nec deus intersit, nisi dignus vindice nodus
Inciderit,
.
.
•
•
Ex noto fictum carmen sequar, ut sibi quivis
Speret idem: sudet multum frustratui e laboret
Ausus idem: tantum series iuncturaque pollet;
Tantum de medio sumtis accedit honoris.^
Silvis deducti caveant, me iudice, Fauni,

Ne, velufc innati triviis, ac pene forenses,
Aut nimium teneris iuvenentur versibus unquam,
Aut immunda erepent, ignomiuiosaque dicta.
Offenduntur enim, quibus est equus, et pater, et res:
Nec, si quid fricti ciceris probat et nucis emtor,
Aequis accipiunt animis, donantve corona.
Syllaba longa brevi suoiecta vocatur iambus,
Pes citus: unde etiam trimetris accrescere iussit
Nomen iambeis, cum senos redderet ictus,
Primus ad extremum similis sibi; non ita pridem,

fin ie t from JfyotAU,
Wbom nature guides, so writes, tbat every
dunce,
Enraptured, thinks to do tbe same at once ;
But after inky thumbs and bitten nails,
And twenty scatter’d quires, tbe coxcomb
fails.
Let Pastoral be dumb; for wbo can hope
To match tbe youtliful eclogues of our
Pope?
Yet bis and Phillips’ faults, of different
kind,
For art too rude, for natnre too refined,
Instruet bow bard tbe medium ’t is to bit
’Twixt too mucb polisb and too coarse a wit.
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And must the bard his glowing thougbts
confine,
Lest censure hover o’er some faulty line ?
Remove whate’er a critic may suspect,
To gain the paltry suffrage of “ correct ” ?
Or prune the spirit of each daring phrase,
To fly from error, not to merit praise ?

Ye, wbo seek fhiish’d models, never cease,
By day and nigbt, to read tbe .Works of
Greece.
But our good fatliers never bent theb brains
To lieathen Greek, content witb native
strains.
The few wbo read a page, or used a pen,
Were satisfied witb Cliaucer and old Ben ;
A vulgar scribbler, certes, stands disgraced Tbe jokes and numbers suited to tliebIn tbis nice age, wben all aspire to taste ;
taste
Tbe dirty language, and tbe noisome jest,
Were quaint and careless, anything but
Which pleased in Swift of yore, we now
chaste ;
detest;
Yet whether right or wrong tbe ancient rules,
Proscribed not only in tbe world polite,
It will not do to cali our fatliers fools!
But even too nasty for a city knight 1
Tbougb you and I, wbo eruditely know
Peace to Swift’s faults ! bis wit batb made To separate tbe elegant and low,
Can also, wben a hobbling line appears,
tbem pass,
Unmatch’d by all, save matehless Hudibras ! Detect witb fingers, in default of ears.
Wbose author is perhaps tbe first we meet,
In sootK I do not know, or greatly care
Wbo from our couplet lopp’d two final feet;
To learn, wbo our first English strollers
Nor less in merit than tbe longer line,
were;
This measure moves a favourite of tbe Nine. Or if, till roofs received tbe vagrant art,
Tbougb at first view eigbt feet may seem in Our Muse, like tbat of Thespis, kept a
vain
cart;
Form’d, save in ode, to bear a serious strain, But this is certain, since our Shakspeare’s
Yet Scott bas sbown our wondering isle of
days,
late
There ’s pomp enougli, if little else, in plays;
Tbis measure shrinks not from a theme of Nor will Melpomene ascend her throne
weiglit,
Without high heels, wliite plume, and Bristol
And, varied skilfully, surpasses far
stone.
Heroic rbyme, but most in love and war,
Old comedies still meet with much
Whose fluctuations, tender or sublime,
applause,
Are curb’d too mneb by long-recurring
Though too licentious for dramatic laws;
rbyme.
At least, we moderns, wisely, ’tis confest,
But many a skilful judge abbors to see,
Curtail, or silence, the lascivious jest.
What few admire—irregularity.
Whate’er their follies, and their faults
Tbis some vouchsafe to pardon; but ’t is
beside,
bard
Our enterprising bards pass nought untried;
Wben sucb a word contents a Britisb bard.
Tardior ut paulo graviorque veniret ad aures,
Spondeos stabiles iu iura paterna recepit
Commodus et patiens ; non ut de sede secunda
Cederet aut quarta socialiter. Hic et in Acci
Nobilibus trimetris apparet rarus, et Enni.
In scenam missos magno cum pondere versus,
Aut operae celeris nimium, curaque carentis,
Alit ignoratae premit artis crimine turpi.
Non quivis videt immodulata poemata iudex;
Et data llomanis venia est indigua poetis.
Idcircone vager, scribamque licenter? an omnes
Visuros peccata putem mea; tutus, et intra
Spem veniae cautus? vitavi denique culpam.
Non laudem merui. Vos exemplaria Graeca
Nocturna versate rnauu, versate diurna.

'

A t vestri proavi Plautinos et numeros et
Laudavere sales; nimium patienter utrumque,
Ne dicam stulte, mirati; si modo ego et vos
Scimus inurbanum lepido sepouere dicto,
Legitimumque sonum digitis callemus et aure.
Ignotum tragicae genus invenisse Camoenae
Dicitur, et plaustris vexisse poemata Thespis,
Quae canerent agerentque peruncti faecibus ora.
Post hunc personae pallaeque repertor honestae
Aeschylus, et modicis instravit pulpita tignis,
Et docuit magnumque loqui, nitique cothurno.
Successit vetus his comoedia, non sine multa
Laude; sed in vitium libertas excidit, et vim
Dignam lege regi; lex est accepta; chorusque
Turpiter obticuit, sublato iure nocendi.
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Nor do tkey merit sliglit applause wko ckoose
An Englisli subject for an Englisli muse,
And leaye to miuds whick nerer dare invent
Frenck flippancy and Germán sentiment.
Wkere is tkat living language wkick could
claim
Poetic more, as pliilosopkic, fame,
I f all our kards, more patient of delay,
Would stop, like Pope, to polisk by tke way ?

But since (perkapa my feelings are too nice)
I cannot purchase fame at suck a price,
1 ’lllabour gratis as a grinder’s wheel,
And, blunt inyself, give edge to others’ Steel,
Nor write at all, unless to teacli tke art
To tkose rekearsing for tke poet’s p art;
From Horaee show tke pleasing patks of
song,
And from my own example—what is wrong.

Tkougk modern practice sometimes differs
Lords of tke quill, wkose critical assaults
quite,
O’ertlirow wkole quartos witk tken- quires of
’T is just as well to tkink before you write;
faults,
Let eyery book that suits your theme be read,
Wko soon detect, and mark wkere’er we fail,
So shall you trace it to tke fountain-kead.
And prove our markle witk too nice a n a il!
Democritus kimself was not so kad;
He wko has learn’d tke duty wkick ke owes
He only thought, butyou would make, us mad I To friends and country, and to pardon foes ;
Who models kis deportment as may best
But trutk to say, most rkymers rarely guard Accord witk brotker, sire, or stranger guest;
Against tkat ridicule tkey deem so kard;
Wko takes our laws and worskip as tkey are,
In person negligent, tkey wear, from slotk,
Nor roars reform for senate, ckurck, and bar;
Beards of a week, and nails of annual In practice, ratker tkan loud precept, wise,
growtk;
Bids not kis tongue, but keart, pkilosopkise:
Reside in garrets, fly from tkose tkey meet,
Suck is tke man tke poet should rekearse,
And walk in alleys, ratker tkan tke Street.
As joint exemplar of kis life and verse.
Witk little rkyme, less reason, if j;ou picase,
The ñame of poet may be got witk ease,
So that not tuns of helleboric juice
Shall ever turn your liead to any use;
Write but like Wordswortk, live beside a
Lake,
And keep your busky locks a year from
Blake;
Tken print your kook, once more return to
town,
And boys shall liunt your bardskip up and
down.
Am I not wise, if suck some poets’ pligkt,
To purge iu spring—like Bayes—before I
write ?
I f this precaution soften’d not iny bile,
I kuow no scribbler witk a madder style;
Nil intentatum nostri liquere poetae :
Nec minimum meruere decus, vestigia Graeca
Ausi deserere, et celebrare domestica facta;
Vel qui praetextas, vel qui docuere togatas.
Nec virtute foret clarisve potentius armis,
Quam lingua, Latium, si non offenderet unum
quemque poetarum limae labor, et mora. Vos, o
Pompilius sanguis, carmen reprehendite, quod non
Multa dies et multa litura coercuit, atque
Praesectum decies non castigavit ad unguem.
Ingenium misera quia fortunatius arte
Credit, et excludit sanos Helicone poetas
Democritus; bona pars non ungues ponere curat,
Nou barbam; secreta petit loca, balnea vitat.
Nauciscetur enim pretium nomenque poetae,
Si tribus Anticyris caput insanabile nunquam
Tonsori Licino commiserit. O ego laevus,
Qui purgor bilem sub verni temporis horam!
Non alius faceret meliora poemata: verum
Nil tanti est: ergo fungar vice cotis, acutum
ltcddere quae ferrum valet, exsors ipsa secandi:

Sometimes a sprigktly wit, and tale wrell
told,
Witkout muck grace, or weigkt, or art, will
kold
A longer empire o’er tke public miud
Tkan sounding trifles, empty, tkougk refined.
Unkappy Greece! tky sons of ancient days
The muse may celebrate witk perfect praise,
Wkose generous ckildren narrow’d not tkeir
kearts
Witk commerce, given alone to anns and arts.
Our boys (save tkose wkom pubkc sckools
compel
To “ long and skort” before tkey Te tauglit
to spell)
From frugal fathers soon imbibe by rote,_
“ A penny saved, my lad, ’s a penny got.”
Munus et officium, nil scribens ipse, docebo;
Unde parentur opes; quid alat formetque poetam ;
Quid deceat, quid non; quo virtus, quo ferat error.
Scribendi recte sapere est et principium et fons.
Rem tibi Socraticae poterunt ostendere chartae;
Verbaque provisam rem non invita sequentur:
Qui didicit patriae quid debeat, et quid amicis;
Quo sic amore parens, quo frater amandus, et
.......... _ .
hospes;
Quod sit conscripti, quod mdicis officium; quae
Partes in bellum missi ducis; ille profecto
Reddere personae scit convenientia cuique.
Respicere exemplar vitae morumque iubebo
Doctum imitatorem, et vivas hinc ducere voces.
Interdum speciosa locis morataque recte
Fabula, nullius veneris, sine pondere et arte,
Valdius oblectat populum, meliusque moratur,
Quam, versus inopes rerum, nugaeque canorae.
Graiis ingenium, Graiis dedit ore rotundo
Musa loqui, praeter laudem nullius avaris.
Romani pueri longis rationibus assem

'jfyinte from ^oraco.
Babe of a city birtli! from sixpence take
Tke tliird, kow muck will tke remainder
make ?—“ A groat.”—“ Ak, bravo ! Dick katk done
tke sum !
H e ’ll swell my fifty thousand to a pium.” Tkey wkose young souls receive tkis rust
be times,
'T is ciear, are fit for anything but rhymes;
And Locke will teli you, tkat tke fatker ’s right
Wkohides all verses from kis ckildren’s sigkt;
For poets (says this sage, and many more,)
Make sad mechanics witli tkeir lyric lore;
And Delphi now, liowever rich of old,
Discovers little silver, and less gold,
Because Parnassus, tkougk a mount divine,
Is poor as Irus, or an Irisk mine.
Two objects always slionld tke poet move,
Or one or both,—to please or to improve.
Whate’er you teack, be brief, if you design
For our remembrance your didàctic line;
Bedundance places memory on tke rack,
For brains may be o’erloaded, like tke back.
Fiction does best wken taugkt to look like
trutk,
And fairy fables kubble none but youtk:
Expect no credit for too wondrous tales,
Since Joñas only springs alive from wkales !

133

But everytking lias faults, nor i s ’t unknown
Tliat liarps and fiddles often lose tlieir tone,
And wayward voices, at tkeir owner’s call,
Witk all kis kest endeavours, only squali;
Dogs klink tkeir covey, flints witkkold tke
spark,
And doukle-karrels (damn tkem !) miss tkeir
mark.
Wliere freqüent keauties strike tke reader’s
view,
W e must not quarrel for a klot or tw o;
But pardon equally to kooks or men,
Tke slips of kuman nature, and tke pen.
Yet if an autlior, spite of foe or friend,
Despises all advice too muck to mend,
But ever twangs tke same discordant strmg,
Give kim no quarter, kowsoe’er ke sing.
Let Havard’s fate o’ertake kim, wko, for
once,
Produced a play too dasking for a dunce:
At first none deem’d it kis; kut wken kis
name
Announced tke fact—wkat tken ?—it lost its
fame.
Tkougk all deplore wken Milton deigns to
doze,
In a long work ’t is fair to steal repose.

Young men witk augkt but elegance dispense;
Maturer years require a little sense.
To end at once:—tkat bard for all is fit
Wko mingles well instruction with kis w it;
For him reviews shall smile, for llim o’erflow
The patronage of Paternoster-row;
His book, withLongman’sliberalaid, shall pass
(Who ne’er despises books tkat bring him
krass);
Through tkree long weeks tke taste of London
lead,
And cross St. George’s Ckanneland tke Tweed.

As pictures, so sliall poems ke ; some stand
Tke critic eye, and please wken near at
kand;
But otkers at a distance strike tke sigkt;
Tkis seeks tke skade, kut tkat demands tke
ligkt,
Nor dreads tke connoisseur’s fastidious view,
But, ten times scrutinised, is ten times new.

Discunt in partes centum diducere: dicat
Filius Albini, Si de quincunce remota est
Uncia, quid superat? poteras dixisse—Triens. Eu 1
Rem poteris servare tuam. Redit uncia: quid

Nam neque chorda sonum reddit quem vult manus
et mens,
Poscentique gravem persaepe remittit acutum;
Nec semper feriet quodcunque minabitur arcus.
Verum ubi plura nitent in carmine, non ego paucis
Offendar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit,
Aut humana parum cavit natura. Quid ergo est ?
U t scriptor si peccat idem librarius usque,
Quamvis est monitus, venia caret; ut citharoedus
Ridetur, chorda qui semper oberrat eadem :
Sic mihi, qui multum cessat, fit Choerilus ille,
Quem bis terve bonum cum risu miror; et idem
• Indignor, quandoque bonus dormitat Homerus.
Verum operi longo fas est obrepere somnum.
Ut pictura, poesis : erit quae, si propius stes,
Te capiat magis; et quaedam, si longius abstes:
Ilaec amat obscurum ; volet haec suo luce videri,
ludicis argutum quae non formidat acumen:
Ilaec placuit semel; haec decies repetita placebit.
O maior iuvenum, quamvis et voce paterna
Fingeris ad rectum, et per te sapis, hoc tibi dictum
Tolle memor: certis medium et tolerabile rebus
Recte concedi: consultus iuris, et actor

Semis. An haec animos aerugo et cura peculi
Cum semel imbuerit, speramus carmina lingi
Posse linenda cedro, et levi servanda cupresso?
Aut prodesse volunt, aut delectare poetae ;
Aut simul et iucunda et idonea dicere vitae,
Quidquid praecipies, esto brevis: ut cito dicta
Percipiant animi dociles, teneantque fideles.
Omne supervacuum pleno de pectore manat.
Ficta voluptatis causa sint proxima veris:
Nec, quodcunque volet, poscat sibi fabula credi:
Neu pransae Lamiae vivum puerum extrahat alvo.
Centuriae seniorum agitant expertia frugis:
Celsi praetereunt austera poemata Rhamnes.
Omne tulit punctum, qui miscuit utile dulci:
Lectorem delectando pariterque monendo.
Hic meret aera liber Sosiis; hic et mare transit,
E t longum noto scriptori prorogat aevum.
Sunt delicta tamen, quibus ignovisse velimus:

Parnassian pilgrims! ye wkom ckance or
ckoice
Hatli led to listen to tke Muse’s voice,
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Receive this counsel, and be timely wise;
Few reacli the summit wliich before you
lies.
Our cliurch and state, our courts and camps,
concede
Reward to very moderate lieads indeed !
In these plain common sense will travel fa r ;
Ali are not Erskines wlio mislead tlie bar :
But poesy between tlie best and worst
No medium knows; you must be last or
first;
For middling poets’ miserable volumes
Are damn’d alike by gods, and men, and
columns.
Again, my Jeffrey!—as tliat sound in
spires,
How wakes my bosom to its wonted fires 1
Fires, such as gentle Caledonians feel
Wben Soutbrons writhe upon tbeir critic
wlieel
Or mild Eclèctics, when some, worse tlian
Turks
Wonld rob poor Faith to decórate “ good
works.”
Such are tbe genial feelings thou canst
claim—
My falcon flies not at ignoble game.
Migbtiest of all Dunedin’s beasts of chase!
For thee my Pegasus would mend liis pace.
Arise, my Jeffrey ! or my inldess pen
Sball never blunt its edge 011 meaner men ;
T ill thee or thine mine evil eye discerns,
Alas ! “ I cannot strilte at wretclied kernes.”
Inhuman Saxon ! wilt thou then resign _
A muse and heart by choice so wholly thine ?
Dear d-----d contemner of my schoolboy
songs,
Hast thou no yengeance for my manliood s
wrongs ?
I f unproYoked thou once could bid me bleed,
Hast thou no weapon for my daring deed ?
W h a t! not a word !—and am I then so low ?
W ilt thou forbear, who never spared a foe ?
Hast thou no wratli, or wish to give it vent ?
No wit for nobles, dunces by descent ?
No jest on “ minors,” quibbles on a ñame,
Ñor one facetious paragrapli of blame ?
Causarum mediocris abest virtute diserti
Messalae, nec scit quantum Cascellius Aulus:
Sed tamen in pretio est: mediocribus esse poetis
Non homines, non di, non concessere columnae.
U t gratas inter mensas symphonia discors,
Et crassum unguentum, et Sardo cum meile papaver
Offendunt, poterat duci quia coena sine istis;
Sic animis natum inventumque poema juvandis,
Si paulum a summo decessit, vergit ad imum.
L u d ere q u i nescit, cam pestribus a bstin et annis,
In doctu squ e pilae, aiscive, troch ive, quiescit,

Ne spissae risum tollant impune coronae:
ui nescit, versus tamen audet fingere!—Quidni:
iber et ingenuus praesertim census equestrem
Summam nummorum, vitioque remotus ab omni.
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Ia it for this on Hion I have stood,
And thonght of Homer leas than Holyrood !
On shore of Euxine or Aegean sea,
My hate, untravell’d, fondly turn’d to thee.
A h ! let me cease: in vain my bosom burns,
From Corydon unkind Alexis turns:
Thy rhymes are vain; thy Jeffrey then
forego,
Nor woo tliat anger wliich he will not show.
What then?—Edina starves some lanker son,
To write an article thou eanst not sliun;
Some less fastidious Scotcliman shall be
found,
As bold in Billingsgate, though less renown d.
As if at table some discordant disli
Should shock our optics, such as frogs for
fish;
As oil in lieu of butter men dccry,
And poppies please not in a modern pie ;
I f all such mixtures then be half a crime,
W e must have excellence to relisli rhyme.
Mere roast and boiTd no epicure invites;
Thus poetry disgusts, or else delights.
Who shoot not flying rarely touch a gun :
W ill he who swims not to the river run ?
And men unpractised in exchanging knocks
Must go to Jackson ere tliey dare to box.
Whate’er the weapon, cudgel, fist, or foil,
None reacli expertness without years of to il;
But fifty dunces can, with perfect ease,
Tag twenty thousand couplets, when they
please.
W liy not ?—shall I, thus qualified to sit
For rotten boroughs, never show my wit ?
Shall I, wliose fatliers with the quorum sate,
And lived in freedom on a fair estáte;
Who left me heir, with stables, kennels, packs,
To all tlieir income, and to—twice its ta x ;
Wliose form and pedigree have scarce a fault,
Shall I, I say, suppress my attic salt ?
Thus think “ the mob of gentlemen; ” but
you,
Besides all this, must have some genius too.
Be this your sober judgment, and a rule,
And print not piping hot from Southey s
school,
Tu nihil invita dices faciesve Minerva:
Id tibi iudicium est, ea mens : si quid tamen olim
Scripseris, in Metii descendat indicis aures,
Et patris, et nostras, nonumque prematur in annum,
Membranis intus positis: delere licebit
Quod non edideris; nescit vox missa reverti.
Sylvestres homines sacer interpresque deorum
Caedibus et victu foedo deterruit Orpheus:
Dictus ob hoc lenire tigres, rabidosque leones:
Dictus et Amphion, Thebanae conditor arcis,
Saxa movere sono testudinis, et prece blanda
Ducere quo vellet: fuit haec sapientia quondam.
Publica privatis secernere, sacra profanis ;
Concubitu prohibere vago; dare lura mantis ;
Oppida moliri; leges incidere ligno.
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Who (ere another Thalaba appears)
I trust will spare us for at least nine years.
And harlc ’ye, Southey! pray— but don’t be
vex’d—Burn all your last three works—and half the
next.
But why this vain advice ? once published,
books
Can never be recalTd—from pastry-cooks !
Though “ Madoc,” with “ Pucelle,” instead of
punk,
May travel back to Quito—on a trunk!
Orpheus, we learn from Ovid and Lempriere,
Led all wild beasts but women by the ear;
And had he fiddled at the present hour,
W e ’d seen the lions waltzing in the Tow er;
And old Amphion, such were minstrels then,
Had built St. Pauí’s without the aid of Wren.
Verse too Was justice, and the bards of
Greece
Did more than constables to keep the peace;
Abolish’d cuckoldom with much applause,
Call’d county meetings, and enforced the
laws,
Cut down crown influence with reforming
scythes,
And served the church—without demanding
tithes;
And henee, throughout all Hellas and the
East,
Eacli poet was a prophet and a priest,
Whose old-establish’d board of joint controls
Included kingdoms in the cure of souls.
Next rose the martial Homer, Epic’s
prince,
And fighting’s been in fashion ever since;
And old Tyrtaeus, when the Spartans warr’d,
(A limping leader, but a lofty bard,)
Though wall’d Ithome had resisted long,
Beduced the fortress by the forcé of song.
When oracles prevail’d, in times of old,
In song alone Apollo’s will was told.
Then if your verse is what all verse should be,
And gods were not ashamed on ’t, why
should we ?
The Muse, like mortal females, may be
woo’d ;
In turns she 11 seem a Paphian, or a prude;
Sic honor et nomen divinis vatibus atque
Carminibus venit. Post hos insignis Homerus
Tyrtaeusque mares animos in Martia bella
versibus exacuit: dictae per carmina sortes:
Et vitae monstrata via est: et gratia regum
Pieriis tentata modis: ludusque repertus.
Et longorum operum filiis : ne forte pudori
Sit tibi Musa lyrae solers, et calitor Apollo.
Natura fieret laudabile carmen, an arte,
Quaesitum est: ego nec studium sine divite vena,
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Fierce as a bride when first she feels affright,
Mild as the same upon the second night ;
Wild as the wife of alderman or peer,
Now for his grace, and now a grenadier !
Her eyes beseem, her heart belies, her zone,
Ice in a crowd, and lava when alone.
I f verse be studied with some show of art,
Kind Nature always will perform her part;
Though without genius, and a native vein
Of wit, we loathe au artificial strain,
Yet art and nature join’d will win the prize,
Unless they act like us and our allies.
The youth who trains to ride, or run a race,
Must bear privations with unruffled face,
Be call’d to labour when he thinks to dine,
And, harder stili, leave wencliing and his
wine.
Ladies who sing, at least who sing at siglit,
Have follow’d music through her farthest
flight;
But rhymers teli you neither more nor less,
“ I ’ve got a pretty poem for the press; ”
And that ’s enough; then write and print so
fast;—
I f Satan take the hindmost, who ’d be last ?
They storm the types, they publish, one
and all,
They leap the counter, and they leave the
stall.
Provincial maidens, men of bigh command,
Yea, baronets have ink’d the bloody hand ! _
Cash caimot quell them; Pollio play’d this
prank,
(Then Phoebus first found credit in a bank !)
Not all the living only, but the dead,
Fool on, as fluent as an Orpheus’ head;
Damn’d all their days, they posthumously
thrive,
Dug up from dust, though buried when alive!
Keviews record this epidemic crime,
Those Books of Martyrs to the rage for
rhyme,
Alas ! woe worth the scribbler ! often seen
In Morning Post or Monthly Magazine.
There lurk his earlier lays; but soon, hot
press’d,
Behold a quarto !—Tarts must teli the rest.
Then leave, ye wise, the lyre’s precarious
chords
To muse-mad baronets, or madder lords,
Nec rude quid possit video ingenium : alterius sic
A 1tera poscit opem res, et coniurat amice.
Qui studet optatam cursu contingere metam,
Multa tulit fecitque puer; sudavit et alsit;
Abstinuit Venere et vino; qui Pythia cantat
Tibicen, didicit prius, extimuitque magistrum.
Nunc satis est dixisse: ego mira poemata pango:
Occupet extremum scabies; mihi turpe relinqui est,
Et, quod non didici, sane nescire fateri.
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(Ah ! too regardless of bis ehaplain’s yawn!)
Condemn tbe unlucky curate to recite
Their last dramatic work by ca-ndle-light,
How would tbe preacher turn eacb rueful
leaf,
Dull as bis sermons, but not half so bnef !
Yet, since ’tis promised at tbe rector’s
death,
H e’ll risk no living for a little breatb.
Tbere lives one druid, wbo prepares in Tben spouts and foams, and cries at every
line,
time
’Gainst future feuds bis poor revenge of (Tbe Lord forgive bim!) “ Bravo! grand!
divine! ”
rhyme;
Racks bis dull memory, and bis duller Hoarse witb tbose praises (wbicb, by flatfry
fed,
muse,
To publish faults which friendsbip sliould Dependence barters for lier bitter bread),
He
strides and stamps along witb creaking
excuse.
boot;
I f friendsbip’s nothing, self-regard migbt
Till tbe floor ecboes bis emphatic foot,
teacb
Tben sits again, tben rolls bis pious eye,
More polisb’d usage of bis parts of speecli.
But wbat is sbame, or wkat is augbt to As wben tbe dymg vicar will not die !
Nor feels, forsooth, emotion at bis lieart;—
bim?
But all dissemblers overact their part.
He vents bis spleen, or gratifies bis wbim.
Some fancied sligbt bas roused bis lurking
Ye, wbo aspire to “ build tbe lofty rhyme,”
hate,
Some folly cross’d, some jest, or some Believe not all wbo laud your false “ sub
debate;
lime ; ”
Up to bis den Sir Scribbler bies, and soon
But if some friend sball bear your work,
The gatber’d gall is voided in lampoon.
and say,
Perliaps at some pert speecli you’ve dared to “ Expunge that stanza, lop tbat line away,”
And, after fruitless efforts, you return
frown,
Perbaps your poem may bave pleased tbe Without amendment, and be answers,
town:
“ Burn ! ”
I f so, alas ! ’tis nature in tbe man—
Tbat instant throw your paper in tbe
May Heaven forgive you, for be never
fire,
Ask not bis tboughts, or follow his desire;
cau !
Then be it so; and may bis withering bays
But if (true bard!) you scorn to con
Bloom fresli in satire, tbougb tbey fade in
descendí
And will not alter wbat you can’t defend,
praise !
Wbile bis lost songs no more shall steep and I f you will breed this bastard of your brains,
W e ’11 bave no words—I ’ve only lost my
stink,
Tbe dullest, fattest weeds on Letlie’s brink,
pains.
But springing upwards from tbe sluggisb
Yet, if you only prize your favourite
mould,
thought,
Be (what tbey never were before) be—sold !
Sbould some ricb bard (but sucb a monster As critics kindly do, and autbors ougbt;
I
f
your
cool friend annoy you now and tben,
now,
And cross wbole pages witb his plaguy pen;
In modern pbysics, we can scarce allow),
Sbould some pretending scribbler of tbe No matter, throw your ornaments aside,—
Better let bim than all tbe world deride.
court,
Some rhyming peer—tbere’s plenty of tbe Give light to passages too much in sbade,
Nor let a doubt obscure one verse you’ve
sort—
made;
All but one poor dependent priest withdrawn,

Or country Crispins, now grown somewbat
stale,
Twiu Dòric minstrels, drunk witli Done
ale!
Hark to those notes, narcotically soft!
The eobbler-laureats sing to Capel L o fft!
Till, lo ! tliat modern Midas, as be liears,
Adds an ell growtb to bis egregious ears !

■
------- Si carmina condes,
Nunquam te fallant animi sub vulpe latentes.
Quintilio si quid recitares, Corrige, sodes,
Iioc (aiebatl ct hoc: melius te posse negares,
Bis terque expertum frustra, delere iubebat,
F,t male tornatos incudi reddere versus.
Si defendere delictum quam vertere malles,

Nullum ultra verbum, aut operam insumebat inanem,
Quin sine rivali teque et tua solus amares.
Vir bonus et prudens versus reprehendet inertes;
Culpabit duros; incomptis allinet atrum
Transverso calamo signum; ambitiosa recidet
Ornamenta; parum claris lucem dare coget;
Arguet ambigue dictum; mutanda notabit;
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Your friend’s a “ Johnson,” not to leave one
word,
However triflmg, wbicb may seem absurd;
Sucb erring trifles lead to serious ilis,
And furnisb food for critics, or their quilis.
As tbe Scotcb fiddle, witb its touching
tune,
Or the sad influence of tbe angry moon,
All men avoid bad writers’ ready tongues,
As yawning waiters fly Fitzscribble’s lungs;
Yet on be moutbs—ten minutes—tedious eacb
As prelate’s homily, or placeman’s speecb;
Long as tbe last years of a lingering lease,
Wben riot pauses until rents increase.
Wbile sucb a minstrel, muttering fustian,
strays
0 ’er bedge and ditcb, through unfrequented
ways,
I f by some chance be walks into a well,
And sliouts for succour witb stentorian yeU,
“ A rope! belp, Christians, as ye hope for
grace! ”
Nor woman, man, nor cbild will stir a pace;
For tbere bis carcass be might freely fling,
From frenzy, or tbe bumour of tbe thing.
Tbougb tbis has bappen’d to more bards
than one;
I ’U teli you BudgelTs story,—and bave done.
Fiet Aristarchus: nec dicet, Cur ego amicum
Offendam in nugis? hae nugae seria ducent
In mala derisum semel exceptumque sinistre.
U t mala quem scabies aut morbus regius urget,
Aut fanaticus error et iracunda Diana,
Vesanum tetigisse timent fugiuntque poetam,
Qui sapiunt: agitant pueri, incautique sequuntur.
Hic, dum sublimis versus ructatur, et errat,
Si veluti merulis intentus decidit auceps
In puteum, foveamve; licet, Succurrite, longum
Clamet, Io cives! non sit qui tollere curet.
Si quis curet opem ferre, et demittere funem,
Qui scis an prudens huc se deiecerit, atque
Servari nolit? dicam: Sicj¿¡)ique poetae
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Budgell, a rogue and rhymester, for no
good,
(Unless bis case be much misunderstood,)
Wben teased witb creditors’ continual claims,
“ To die like Cato,” leapt into tbe Thames !
And therefore be it lawful through tbe town
For any bard to poison, bang, or drown.
Wbo saves tbe intended suicide, receives
Small thanks from bim wbo loathes tbe life
be leaves ;
And, sootb to say, mad poets must not
lose
Tbe glory of tbat deatb tbey freely cboose.
Nor is it certain that some sorts of verse
Prick not tbe poet’s conscience as a curse;
Dosed witb vile drams on Sunday be was
found,
Or got a cliild on consecrated ground !
And henee is haunted witb a rhyming rage—
Fear’d like a bear just bursting from bis
cage.
I f free, all fly bis versifying fit,
Fatal at once to simpleton or w it:
But him, unhappy! whom be seizés,—him
He flays witb recitation limb by limb ;
Probes to the quick where’er be makes bis
breach,
And gorges like a lawyer—or a leecb.
Narrabo interitum. Deus immortalis haberi
Dum cupit Empedocles, ardentem frigidus Aet
nam
Insiluit. Sit ius liceatque perire poetis:
Invitum qui servat, idem facit occidenti.
Nec semel hoc fecit; nec, si retractus erit, iam
Fiet homo, et ponet famosae mortis amorem.
Nec satis apparet cur versus factitet; utrum
Minxerit in patrios cineres, an triste bidental
Moverit incestus: certe furit, ac velut ursus,
Obiectos caveae valuit si frangere clathros,
Indoctum doctumque fugat recitator acerbus.
Quem vero arripuit, tenet, occiditque legendo,
Non missura cutem, nisi plena cruoris, hirudo.
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Cutaé of Q U ítu m .
-----“ Pallas te hoc vulnere, Pallas
Immolat, et poenam scelerato ex sanguine sumit.”
Aeneid, lib. xii.

But, lo ! from bigb Hymettus to tbe plain
The queen of nigbt asserts lier silent reign;
No murky vapour, berald of tbe storm,
Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run, Hides lier fair face, or girds ber glowing
form,
Along Morea’s bilis tile setting sun;
Not, as in northern climes, obseureíy bright, Witb cornice glimmering as tbe moonbeams
But oue unclouded blaze oí living light;
play,
O’er tbe bush’d deep tbe yellow beam be Tbere tbe wbite column greets ber grateful
ray,
tbrows,
Gilds tbe green wave tbat trembles as it And bright around, witb quivering beams
beset,
glows;
Her emblem sparkles o’er tbe minaret:
On oíd Aegina’s rock and Hydra’s isle
Tbe god of gladness sbeds bis parting smile; Tbe groves of olive scatter’d dark and wide,
O’er bis own regions lingering loves to shine, AATiere meek Cephisus sbeds bis scanty tide,
Tbe cypress saddening by tbe sacred mosque,
Tbougb tbere bis altars are no more divine.
Descending fast, tbe mountain-shadows kiss Tbe gleaming turret of tbe gay kiosk,
And sad and sombre ’mid tbe boly calm,
Thy glorious gulf, unconquer’d Salamis !
Their azure arcbes through tbe long expanse, Near Theseus’ fane, yon solitary pabn;
More deeply purpled, meet bis mellowing All, tinged witb varied bues, arrest tbe eye;
And dull were his tbat pass’d tbem beedglance,
less by.
And tenderest tints, along tbeir summits
driven,
Again tbe Aegean, beard no more afar,
Mark bis gay course, and own tbe bues of
Lulls bis cbafed breast from elemental war:
beaven;
Again bis waves in nURder tints unfold
Till, darkly shaded from tbe land and deep,
Tbeir long expanse of sappMre and of gold,
Behind bis Delpbian rock be sinks to sleep.
Mix’d witb tbe sbades of many a distant isle
Tbat frown, vvhere gentler ocean deigns to
On sucb an eve bis palest beam he cast
smile.
When, Atbens! here tby wisest look’d bis
last,
As tiras, within tbe walls of Pallas’ fane,
How watch’d tby better sons his farewell ray,
Tbat closed tbeir murder’d sage’s latest day! I mark’d tbe beauties of tbe land and main,
Alone, and friendless, on tbe magic sbore,
Not yet—not yet—Sol pauses on tbe liill,
AVhose arts and arms but live in poets’ lore;
The precious hour of parting lingers still;
Oft as tbe matchless dome I turn’d to sean,
But sad bis ligbt to agonising eyes,
And dark tbe mountain’s once delightful Sacred to gods, but not secure from man,
The
past return’d, tbe present seem’d to
dyes;
cease,
Gloom o’er tbe lovely land be seem’d to
And Glory knew no clime beyond ber Greece!
pour,
The land wbere Phoebus never frown’d before;
Hours roll’d along, and Dian’s orb on high
But ere he sunk below Citheron’s head,
Had gain’d tbe centre of ber softest sky;
Tbe cup of woe was quaffd—tbe spirit fled;
And yet unwearied still my footsteps trod
Tbe soul of him tbat scorn’d to fear or fly,
O’er tbe vain sbrine of many a vanisb’d god:
Who lived and died as none can live or die.
A thens : Capuchin Convent ,

March 17, 1811.

But cbiefly, Pallas 1 thine, wben Hecate's
glare,
Cbeck’d by thy columns, fell more sadly fair
O’er tbe chill marble, wbere tbe startling
tread
Thrills tbe lone heart like ecboes from tbe
dead.
Long bad I mused, and treasured every
trace
Tbe wreek of Greece recorded of ber race,
When, lo 1 a giant form before me strode,
And Pallas bail’d me in her own abode 1
Yes, ’twas Minerva’s self; but, ab I how
cbanged,
Since o’er the Dardan field in arms sbe
ranged1
Not sucb as erst, by ber divine command,
Her form appear’d from Phidias' plástic
hand:
Gone were the terrors of ber awful brow,
Her idle aegis bore no Gorgon now;
Her belm was dinted, and tbe broken lance
Seem’d weak and sbaftless e’en to mortal
glance;
The olive branch, wliieh still sbe deigukl to
clasp,
Shrunk from ber toucb, and witber’d in her
grasp;
And, ab I though still tbe brightest of tbe
sky,
Celestial tears bedimm’d ber large blue eye:
Round the rent casque ber owlet circled
slow,
And mourn’d his mistress witb a sliriek of
woel
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Por Elgm’s fame tiras gi'ateful Pallas pleads,
Below, bis ñame—above, bebold bis deeds!
Be ever bail’d witb equal honour here
Tbe Gotliic monarch and tbe Pictish peer:
Arms gave tbe first bis rigbt, tbe last had
none,
But basely stole what less barbarians won.
So wben tbe lion quits bis fell repast,
Next prowls tbe wolf, the íiltby jackal last:
Plesb, limbs, and blood tbe former make
tbeir own,
Tbe last poor brute securely gnaws the bone.
Yet still tbe gods are just, and crimes are
cross’d :
See here wbat Elgin won, and wbat be lost I
Auother ñame witb his pollutes my sbrine:
Bebold wbere Dian’s beams disdain to shine I
Some retribution still might Pallas claim,
Wben Venus balf avenged Minerva’s sbame.”

Sbe ceased awbile, and tbus I dared reply,
To sootbe tbé vengeance kindling in ber
eye:
“ Daughter of Jove! in Britain’s rnjured
ñame,
A true-born Briton may tbe deed disclaim.
Frown not on England; England owns bim
not:
Athena, n o ! thy plunderer was a Scot.
Ask’st thou tbe dbference ? From fair Phyles’
towers
Survey Boeotia ;— Caledonia’s ours.
And well I know within that bastard land
Hatb Wisdom’s goddess never beld command;
A barren soil, wbere Nature’s germs, contraed
To stern sterility, can stint the mind;
AVbose thistle well betrays the niggard eartk,
“ M ortal!”— ’twas tbus sbe spake—“ that Emblem of all to wbom tbe land gives
birth;
blusb of sbame
Eacb genial influence nurtured to resist;
Proclaims thee Briton, once a noble ñame ¡
A land of meanness, sophistry, and mist.
Fn-st of tbe mighty, foremost of the free,
Eacb breeze from foggy mount and marshy
Now honour’d less by all, and least by me:
plain
Cbief of thy foes sball Pallas still be found.
Seek’st tbou tbe cause of loatbing?—look Dilutes with drivel every drizzly brain,
Till, bmst at length, eacb wat’ry bead o’eraround.
flows,
L o ! here, despite of war and wasting fire,
Foul as their soil, and frigid as tbeir snows.
I saw successive tyrannies expire.
’Scaped from the ravage of tbe Turk and Tben thousand sebemes of petulance and
pride
Goth,
Thy country sends a spoiler worse tban both. Despatch ber sebeming children far and
wide:
Survey tbis vacant, violated fane;
Some east, some west, some everywhere but
Secount tbe relies torn tbat yet remara:
north,
These Cecrops placed, this Pericles adorn’d,
That Adrián rear’d wben drooping Science In quest of lawless gain, tbey issue forth.
And tiras—accursed be tbe day and year!
mourn’d.
Sbe sent a Pict to play tbe felón here.
Wkat more I owe let gratitude attest—
Yet Caledonia claims some native wortb,
Know, Alario and Elgin did tbe rest.
As
dull Boeotia gave a Pindar birtb;
Tbat all may learn from wbence the plunderer
So may ber few, the letter’d and the brave,
carne,
Bound to no clime, and victors of the grave,
The insulted wall sustains bis bated ñame:
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And last of all, amidst the gaping crewy
Some calm spectator, as he takes his view,
In silent indignation mix’d with grief,
Admires the plunder, hut abliors the thief.
Oh, loatli’d in life, nor pardon’d in the dust,
May bate pursue his sacrilegious lust!
“ M ortal! ” tlie blue-eyed maid resumed, Link’d with the fool that fired the Ephesian
dome,
“ once more
Shall vengeance follow far beyond the tomb,
Bear liack my mandate to tliy native sliore.
And
Eratostratus and Elgin shine
Tliougk fallen, alas! tliis vengeance yet is
In many a branding page and burning line ;
mine,
To turn my comiséis far from lauds like Alike reserved for aye to stand aecursed,
Perchance the second blacker tlian the first.
thine.
Hear tlien in silence Pallas’ stern beliest;
“ So let him stand, through ages yet unHear and believe, for time m il teli tke rest.
born,
“ First on the liead of liim who did tliis F ix’d statue on the pedestal of Scorn;
Though
not for liim alone revenge Bhall wait,
deed
M y curse shall ligkt,—on him and all liis But fits thy country for lier coming fate :
Hers were the deeds that tauglit her lawless
seed:
son
Witliout one spark of intellectual fire,
To do wliat oft Britannia’s self had done.
Be all the sons as senseless as the sire:
Look
to the Bàltic—blazing from afar,
I f one with wit the parent brood disgrace,
Your old ally yet mourns perfidious war.
Believe him bastard of a brighter race:
Not to such deeds did Pallas lend her aid,
Stili with his hireling artists let him prate,
And Folly’s praise repay for Wisdom’s liate; Or break the compact wliicli herself had
made;
Loug of tlien- patron’s gusto let them teli,
Far from such councils, from the faithless
Whose noblest, native gustois—to sell:
field
To sell, and make—may sliame record the
She fied—hut left beliind her Gorgon slueld ;
day 1—
A
fatal
gift that turn’d your friends to stone,
The state receiver of his pilfer’d prey.
Mean time, the flattering, feeble dotard, West, And left lost Albion hated and alone.
Europe’s worst dauber, and poor Britain’s
“ Look to the East, where Ganges' swarthy
best,
race
With palsied hand shall turn each model o’er,
Sliall shake your tyrant empire to its base;
And own himself an infant of fourscore.
Lo 1 there Bebellion rears her gliastly head,
Be all the bruisers cull’d from all St. Giles’,
That art and nature may compare their And glares the Nemesis of native dead;
Till Bulus rolls a deep purpureal ilood
styles;
Wliile brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare, And claims his long arrear of northern blood.
And marvel at his lordship’s ‘ stone shop ’ So may ye perisli! Pallas, wlien she gave
Your free-born rights, forbade ye to enslave.
there.
Bound the tln-ong’d gate shall sauntering
“ Look on your Spain!—she clasps the
coxcombs cr'eep,
hand she bates,
To lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep ;
But
boldly clasps, and thrusts you from her
While many a lànguid maid, with loiiging
gates.
sigli,
Bear witness, bright Barossa 1 tliou caust teli
On giant statues casts the curious eye;
The roorn with transient glance appears to Whose were the sons that bravely fouglit and
fell.
skim
Yet marks the miglity back and length of But Lusitania, kind and dear ally,
Can spare a few to figlit, and sometimes ily.
lim b;
Oh glorious field! by Famine fiercely won,
Mourns o’er the difference of now and tlien ;
Exclaims, ‘ These Greeks indeed were proper The Gaul retires for once, and all is done I
But wlien did Pallas teacli, that one retreat
men 1 ’
JDraws sliglit comparisons of these with those, Betrieved three long olympiads of defeat ?
And envies Laïs all lier Attic beaux.
“ Look last at home—ye love not to look
Wlien shall a modern maid have swains like
there;
these!
On the grhn smile of comfortless despair:
Alas 1 Sir Harry is no Hercules !

Shake off the sòrdid dust of such a land,
And shine like children of a happier strand;
As once, of yore, in some obnoxious place,
Ten ñames (if found) liad saved a wretcked
race."

Cureè o f (ftltn e m .
Your city saddens : loud though Revel liowls,
Here Famine faints, and yonder Kapine
prowls.
See all alike of more or less bereft;
No misers tremble when there ’s nothing left.
‘ Blest paper credit; ’ who shall dare to sing ?
It clogs like lead Corruption’s weary wing.
Yet Pallas pluck’d each premier by the ear,
Who gods and men alike disdain’d to hear;
But one, repentant o’er a bankrupt state,
On Pallas calls,—but calls, alas! too late:
Then raves for . . . ; to that Mentor bends,
Though he and Pallas never yet were friends.
Him senates hear, whom never yet they
heard,
Contemptuous once, and now no less absurd.
So, once of yore, each reasonable frog
Swore faith and fealty to his sovereign ‘ log.’
Thus hail’d your rulers their patrician clod,
As Egypt chose an onion for a god.
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“ ’T is done, ’tis past, since Pallas warns
in vain;
The Furies seize her abdicated reign:
Wide o’er the realm they wave their kindling
brands,
And wi'ing her vitals -with their fiery hands.
But one eonvulsive struggle still remains,
And Gaul shall weep ere Albion wear her
chains.
The banner’d pomp of war, the glittering
files,
O’er whose gay trappings stern Bellona
smiles;
The brazen trump, the spirit-stirring drum,
That bid the foe defiance ere they come;
The hero bounding at his country’s cali,
The glorious death that consecrates his fall,
Swell the young heart with visionary charms,
And bid it antedate the joys of arms.
But know, a lesson you may yet he taught,
With death alone are laureis cheaply bought:
“ Now fare ye well! enjoy your little hour; Not in the conflict Havoc seeks delight,
Go, grasp the shadow of your vanish’d power; His day of mercy is the day of fight.
Gloss o’er the failure of each fondest scheme; But when the field is fought, the battle
won,
Your strength a name, your bloated wealth
a dream.
Though drench’d with gore, his woes are but
begun:
Gone is that gold, the marvel of mankind,
And pirates barter all th afs left behind.
His deeper deeds as yet ye know by name ;
No more the hirelings, purehased near and far, The slaughter’d peasant and the ravish’d
Crowd to the ranks of mercenary war.
dame,
The rifled mansión and the foe-reap’d field,
The idle merchant on the useless quay
Droops o’er the bales no bark may bear 111 suit with souls at borne, untaught to yield.
Say with what eye along the distant down
away;
Would fiying burghers mark the blazing
Or, baek returning, sees rejected stores
town ?
Bot piecemeal on his own encumber’d shores:
The starved mechanic breaks his rusting How view the column of ascending llames
loom,
Shake his red shadow o’er the startled
Thames ?
And desperate mans him ’gainst the coming
Nay, frown not, Albion! for the torch was
doom.
thine
Then in the senate of your sinking state
Show me the man whose counsels may have That lit such pyres from Tagus to the
Bhine:
weight.
Vain is each voice where tones could once Now sliould they burst on thy devoted coast,
Go, ask thy hosom who deserves thenr
command;
E ’en factions cease to charm a factious land :
rnost.
The law of lieaven and earth is life for life,
Yet j arring sects convulse a sister isle,
And light with maddening hands the mutual And she who raised, in vain regrets, the
strife.”
pile.
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AN APOSTROPHIC

“ Qualis in Eurotae ripis, aut per iuga Cynthi,
Exercet Diana choros.”— V irgil.
“ Such on Eurota’s banks, or Cynthia’s height,
Diana soems : and so she charms the siglit,
Whon in the dance the graceful goddess leads
The quire of nymphs, and overtops their heads.”

D ryden’s V irgil.

TO

TH E

P U B L IS H E R .

SlR,

I am a country gentleman of a midland county.
I miglit have been a parliaipent man for a ccrtain
borough; having had the offer o f as many votes
as General T. at the general election in 1812 *. But
I was ali for domèstic happiness; as, fifteen years
ago, on a visit to London, I married a middle-aged
maid of lionour. W e lived happily at Hornem
Hall till last season, when my wife and I were
invited by the Countess o f Waltzaway (a distant
relation o f my spouse) to pass the winter in town.
Tliinking no harm, and our girls being come to a
marriageable (or, as they cali it, marketable) age,
and having besides a Chancery suit inveterately
entailed upon the family estáte, we came up in
our old chariot,—of wliich, by the by, my wife grew
so much ashamed in less than a week, tliat I was
obliged to buy a second-hand barouclie, of wliicli
I miglit mount the box, Mrs. H. says, if I could
drive, but never see the inside—that place being
reserved for the Honourable Augustus Tiptoe, her
partner-genei*al and opera-knight. Hearing great
praises of Mrs. H.’s dancing (she was famous for
birthnight minuets in the latter end o f the last
century), I unbooted, and went to a ball at the
Countess’s, expecting to see a country dance, or at
most, cotillons, reels, and ali the old paces to the
newest tunes.
But, judge o f my surprise, on
arriving, to see poor dear Mrs. Hornem with her
arms lialf round the loins o f a huge hussar-looking
gentleman I never set eyes on before; and his, to
say trutb, ratlier more than half round her waist,
turning round and round to a d---- d see-saw upand-down sort of tune, that reminded me o f the
“ Black Joke,” only more “ affettuoso,” till it made
me quite giddy with wondering they were not so.
By-and-by they stopped a bit, and I thought they
State o f the poli (last day) 5.

of the many-twinkling fe e t ! whose Of subsidies and Hanover bereft,
We bless thee still—for George the Third is
charms
left!
Are now extended up from legs to arms;
Of kings the best—and last, not least in worth,
Terpsichore !—too long misdeem’d a maid—
Reproachful term—bestow’d but to upbraid— For graeiously begetting George the Eourth.
Henceforth in all the bronze of brightness To Germany, and highnesses serene,
Who owe us millions—don’t we owe the
shine,
queen ?
The least a vestal of the virgin Nine.
Far be from thee and thine the ñame of prude : To Germany, what owe we not besides ?
Mock’d, yet triumphant; sneer’d at, un- So oft bestowing Brunswickers and brides ;
subdued;
Who paid for vulgar, with her royal blood,
Thy legs must move to conquer as they fly,
Drawn from the stem of each Teutònic stud:
Jf but thy coats are reasonably higli;
Who sent us—so be pardon’d all her faults—
Thy breast—if bare enough—requires no A dozen dukes, some kings, a queen— and
Waltz.
shield;
Dance forth— sans arm our thou slialt take
But peace to her—her emperor and diet,
the field,
Though now transferr’d to Buonaparte’s
And own—impregnable to most assaults,
“ fíat! ”
Thy not too lawfully begotten “ Waltz.”
Back to my theme—0 Muse of motion ! say,
Hail, nimble nymph ! to whom the young How first to Albion found thy Waltz her
hussar,
w ay!
The whisker’d votary of waltz and war,
His night devotes, despite of spur and boots;
Borne on the breath of hyperborean gales,
A sight unmatclTd since Orpheus and his From Hamburg’s port (while Hamburg yet
brutes:
had müils),
Hail, spirit-stirring Waltz !—beneath whose Ere yet unlucky Fame—compell'd to creep
banners
To snowy Gottenburg—was chill’d to sleep ;
A modern hero fought for modisli manners;
Or, starting from her slumbers, deign’d arise,
OuHounslow’s heath to rival Wellesley’sfame, Heligoland! to stock thy mart with lies;
Cock’d, fired, and miss’d his man—but gain’d While unburnt Moscow yet had news to send,
his aún;
Nor owed her fiery exit to a friend,
Hail, moving muse! to whom the fair one’s She carne—Waltz carne— and with her certain
breast
sets
Gives all it can, and bids us take the rest.
Of true despatches, and as true gazettes:
Oh! for the flow of Busby, or of Fitz,
Then flamed of Austerlitz the blest despatch,
The latter’s loyalty, the former’s wits,
Which “ Moniteur ” ñor “ Morning Post ” can
To “ energise the objeet I pursue,”
match;
And give both Belial and his dance their due! And—almost crusli’d beneath the glorious
news—
Imperial Waltz ! imported from the Bhine
(Famed for the growth of pedigrees and wine), Ten plays, and forty tales of Kotzebue’s ;
One envoy’s letters, six composerá' alrs,
Long be thine import from all duty free,
And loads from Frankfort and from Leipsic
And hock itself be less esteem’d than thee;
fairs;
In some few qualities alike—for hock
Meiner’s four volumes upon womankind,
Improves our cellar—thou our living stock.
Like
Lapland witches to insure a wind;
The head to hock belongs—thy subtler art
Brunck’s heaviest tome for ballast, and, to
Intoxicates alone the heedless heart:
back it,
Through the full veins thy gentler poison
Of Heyné, such as should not sink the packet.
swims,
And wakes to wantonness the willing limbs.
Fraught with this cargo—and her fairest
freight,
Oh, Germany ! how much to thee we owe,
Delightful Waltz, on tiptoe for a mate,
As heaven-bom Pitt can testify below,
The
welcome vessel reacli’d the genial strand,
Ere enrsed confederation made theeFrance’s,
And only left us thy d----- d debts and dances! And round her flock’d the daughters of the land.
M

H Y MN .

would sit or fall down:—but no; with Mrs. H.’s
hand on his slioulder, “ quam familiariter*” (as
Terence said, when I was at scliool,) they walked
abont a minute, and then at it again, like two
cock-chafers spitted on the same bodkin. I asked
what ali this meant, when, with a loud laugh, a
child no older than our Wilhelmina (a ñame I
never heard but in the Vicar of Wakefield, though
her mother would cali her after the Princess of
Swappenbach,) said, “ L ord ! Mr. Hornem, can’í
you see they’re valtzing?” or waltzing ( I forgefc
wliich) ; and then up she got, and her mother and
sister, and away they went, and round-abouted it
till supper-time. Now, that I know what it is, I
like it o f all tliings, and so does Mrs. H. (though I
have broken my sliins, and four times overturned
Mrs. Hornem’s maid, in practising the preliminary
steps in a morning). Indeed, so much do I like it,
that having a turn for rhyme, tastily displayed
in some election ballads, and songs in honour o f all
the victòries (but till lately I have had little practice in that way), I sat down, and with the aid of
William Fitzgerald, Esq., and a few hints from
Dr. Busby, (whose recitations I attend, and am
monstrous fond of Master Busby’s manner of deliYering his father’s late successful “ Drury Lane
Address,”) I composed the following hymn, wherewithal to make my sentiments known to the púb
lic ; whom, nevertheless, I heartily despise, as well
as the critics.
I am, Sir, yours, &c. &c.,
H O RACE HORNEM.
* M y L a tín is a ll forgotten, i f a man can be said to
have forgotten w hat he n ever rem em bered; but I bought
m y title-page m otto o f a Catholic priest for a threeshilling bank token, after much haggling for the even
sixpence. I grudged the m oney to a Papist. being a ll
fo r the m em ory o f Perceval and “ N o Popery, and quite
regretting the dow nfall o f the pope, because w e can’fc
burn him auy more.

WALTZ.

use
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Not decent David, when, before tbe ark,
His grand pas-seul excited some remark;
Not love-lorn Quixote, when his Sancho
thonght
The knight’s fandango friskier than it ought;
Not soft Herodias, when, with winning tread,
Her nimhle feet danced off another’s head;
Not Cleopatra on her galley’s deck,
Display’d so much of leg, or more of neck,
Than thou, ambrosial Waltz, when first the
moon
Beheld thee twirling to a Saxon tune I

Can Egypt’s Almas—tantalising group—
Columbia’s caperers to the warlike whoop—
Can aught from coid Kamschatka to Cape
Horn
With Waltz compare, or after Waltz be
borne ?
Ah, n o ! from Morier’s pages down to Galt’s,
Each tourist pens a paragraph for “ Waltz.”

Shades of those belles whose reign began
of yore,
With George the Third’s—and ended long
before !—
To yon, ye husbands of ten years! whose Though in your daughters’ daughters yet you
tbrive,
brows
Burst from your lead, and be yourselves
Ache with the annual tributes of a spouse;
alive!
To yon of niue years less, who only bear
The budding sprouts of those that you ¿hall Back to the ball-room speed your spectred
host,
wear,
Fool’s Paradise is dull to that you lost.
With added ornaments aronnd them roll’d
No treacherous powder bids conjecture
Of native brass, or law-awarded gold;
quake;
To you, ye matrona, ever on the watch
To mar a son’s, or make a daughter’s match; No stiff-starched stays make meddling-fingers
ache;
To you, ye children of—whom chance ac(Transferr’d to those ambiguous things that
cords—
ape
Altoays the ladies, and sometimes their lords;
Goats in their visage, women in their shape;)
To you, ye single gentlemen, who seek
No
damsel
faints when rather closely press’d,
Tormenta for life, or pleasures for a week;
But more caressing seems when most eaAa Love or Hymen your endeavours guide,
ress’d ;
To gain your own, or snatch another’s
Superfluous hartshorn, and reviving salts,
bride;—
Both banisli’d by the sovereign cordial
To one and all the lovely stranger carne,
“ Waltz.”
And every ball-room echoes with her ñame.
Endearing W a ltz!—to thy more melting
tune
Bow Irish jig and ancient rigadoon.
Scotch reels, avaunt! and country-dance,
forego
Your future claims to each fantastic toe !
W altz—Waltz alone—both legs and arms
demands,
Liberal of feet, and lavish of lier liands;
Hands which may freely range in public
sight
Where ne’er before—but—pray “ put out the
light.”
Methinks the glare of yonder chandelier
Shines much too far—or X am much too
near;
And true, though strange—Waltz whispers
this remark,
“ My slíppery steps are safest in the dark! ”
But liere the Muse with due decorum halts,
And lends her longest petticoat to Waltz.
Observant travellers of every time !
Ye quartos publish’d upon every clime !
O say, sliall dull Bomaika’s heavy round,
Fandango’s wriggles, or Bolero’s bound;

Seductive W a ltz!—though on thy native
shore
Even Werter’s self proclaim’d thee half a
whore;
Werter—to decent vice though much inclined,
Yet warm, not wanton; dazzled, but not
blind—
Though gentle Genlis, in her strife with
Stael,
Would even proscribe thee from a París ball;
The fashion hails—from countesses to queens,
And maids and valets waltz behind the
scenes;
Wide and more wide thy witching circle
spreads,
And turas—if nothing else—at least our
heads;
With thee even clumsy cits attempt to
bounce,
And cockneys practise what they can’t
pronounce.
Gods ! how the glorious theme my straán
exalts,
And rliyme finds partner rhyme in praise of
“ W a ltz! ”

Q »a%
Blest was the time Waltz chose for her
debut;
The court, the Begent, like herself were
n ew ;
New face for friends, for foes some new
rewards;
New ornaments for black and royal guards;
New laws to hang the rogues that roar’d foxbread ;
New coins (most new) to follow those that
fled ;
New victòries—nor can we prize them less,
Though Jenky wonders at líis own success ;
New wars, because the oíd succeed so well,
That most survivors envy those who fe ll;
New mistresses—no, oíd—and yet ’tis true,
Though they be oíd, the thing is something
new;
Each new, quite new—(except some ancient
tríeles),
New white-sticks, gold-sticks, broom-sticks,
all new sticks!
With vests or ribands—deck’d alike in hue,
New troopers strut, new turncoats blush in
blue:
So saitli the muse: my --------, what say
you?
Such was the time when Waltz might best
maintain
Her new preferments in this novel reign ;
Such was the time, ñor ever yet was sucli;
Hoops are no more, and petticoats not much;
Morals and minuets, virtue and her stays,
And tell-tale powder—all have had their
days.
The ball begins—the honours of the house
First duly done by daughter or by spouse,
Some potentate—or royal or sei-ene —
With Kent’s gay grace, or sapient Gloster's
mien,
Leads forth the ready dame, whose í-ising
flush
Might once have been mistaken for a blush.
From whei-e the garb just leaves the bosom
free,
That spot where hearts were once supposed
to b e;
Bound all the confines of the yielded waist,
The strangest hand may wander undisplaeed;
The lady’s in return may grasp as much
As princely paunches offer to her touch.
Pleased round the clialky floor how well they
trip,
One hand reposing on the i-oyal hip;
The otlier to the shoulder no less royal
Ascending with affection truly loyal!
Thus front to front the partners move or
stand,
The foot may rest, but none withdraw the
hand;
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And all in turn may follow in their i-ank,
The Earl of—Asterisk—and Lady—Blank;
Sir— Such-a-one—with those of fashion’s
host,
For whose blest surnames—vide “ Morning
Post.”
(Or if for that impartial print too late,
Seareh Doctors’ Commons six montlis from
my date)—
Thus all and each, in movement swift or
slow,
The genial contact gently undergo;
Till some might xnarvel, with the modest
Turk,
I f “ nothing follows all this palming work ? ”
True, honest M irza!—you may trust my
íhyme—
Something does follow at a fitter tim e;
The breast thus publicly resign’d to man, In private may resist him----- if it can.
O ye who loved our gi-andmothers of yore,
Fitzpatrick, Sheridan, and many more !
And thou, my prince! whose sovereign taste
and will
It is to love the lovely beldames s till!
Thou ghost of Queensberi-y ! whose judging
sprite
Satan may spare to peep a single night,
Pi-onounce—if ever in your days of bliss
Asmodeus struck so bright a stroke as this;
To teach the young ideas how to rise,
Flush in the cheek, and languish in the eyes:
Bush to the heart, and ligliten through the
frame,
With half-told wish, and ill-dissdmbled flame,
For prurient nature still will storm the
bi-east—
Who, tempted thus, can answer for the rest?
But ye—who never felt a single thought
For what our morals are to be, or ought;
Who wisely wish the charms you view to
reap,
Say—would you make those beauties quite
so cheap ?
Hot from the hands promiscuously applied,
Bound the slight waist, or down the glowiug
side,
Where were the i-apture then to clasp the
form
From this lewd grasp and lawless contact
warm?
At once love’s most endearing thought resign,
To press the hand so press’d by none but
thine;
To gaze upon that eye which never met
Another’s ardent look without regret;
Approach the lip which all, without restraint,
Come near enough—if not to touch—to taint;
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Terpsichore, forgive !—at erery ball
My wife now waltzes—and my daughters
sliall ;
My son—(or stop— ’tis needless to inquire—
These little accidents should ne’er transpire;
go
Some ages henee our genealògic tree
The little left behind it to bestow.
W ill wear as green a bough for liim as me)—
Voluptnous W a ltz ! and dare X thus Waltzing shall rear, to make our name
amends,
blaspbeme ?
Grandsons for me—in heirs to all his friends.
Thy bard forgot thy praises were his theme.
If

such thou loyesfc— love licr tlien no
more,
Or give—like lier—caresses to a score;
Her mind with these is gone, and wilh it

A LITERARY ECLOGUE.
“ Nimium ne crede colori.”—ViRGiL.
O trust not, ye beautiful creatures, to hue,

Though your hair were as red as your stockings are bine.

ECLOGUE TH E F IR ST.
London.— Before the Boor o f a Lecture Boom.
Enter T bacy, meeting I nk e l .
Inic. You ’ke too late.
Tra.
Is it over ?
Inic.
Nor will be tbis hour.
But the benches are cramm’d like a garden
in flower,
With the pride of our belles, who have made
it the fashion;
So, instead of “ beaux arts,” we may say “ la
belle passion”
For leaming, which lately has taken the
lead in
The world, and set all the fine gentlemen
reading.
Tra. I know it too well, and have worn out
my patience
With studying to study your new publications.
Tliere’s Vamp, Scamp, and Mouthy, and
Wordswords and Co.
With their damnable---- Inic.
Hold, my good friend, do you know
Whom you speak to ?
Tra.
Bight well, boy, and so does “ the
Bow
You’re an author—a poet—
Inic.
And think you that I
Can stand tamely in silence, to hear you
decry
The Muses ?

Tra.
Excuse m e: I meant no offence
To the N ine; though the number who make
some pretence
To their favours is such-----but the subject
to drop,
I am just piping bot from a publisher’s shop,
(Next door to the pastry-eook’s ; so that
when I
Cannot find the new volume I wanted to buy
On the bibliopole’s shelves, it is only two paces,
As one finds every author in one o f tliose places:)
Where I just had been skimmhig a charming
critique,
So studded with wit, and so sprinkled with
Greek!
Where your friend—you know who—has just
got such a tkrashing,
That it is, as the phrase goes, extremely
“ refreshing.”
What a beautiful word!
Inic.
Very true; ’tis so soft
And so cooling— they use it a little too oft;
And the papers have got it at last—but no
matter.
So they ’ve cut up our friend tlien ?
Tra.
Not left him a tatter—
Not a rag of his present or past reputation,
Which they call a disgrace to the age and
the nation.
Inic. I ’m sorry to hear this ! for friendship,
you know----Our poor friend!—but I thought it would
terminate so.
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Our friendship is such, I ’ll read notbing to
shock it.
You don’t liappen to have the Beview in
your pocket ?
Tra. N o ; I left a round dozen of authors
and others
(Very sorry, no doubt, since the cause is
a brother’s)
All scrambling and jostling, like so many
imps,
And on fire with impatience to get the next
glimpse.
Inic. Let us join tliem.
Tra.
What, won’t you return
to the lecture ?
Inic. Why the place is so cramm’d, there ’s
not room for a speetre.
Besides, our friend Scamp is to-day so
absurd—
Tra. How can you know that till you hear
him ?
Inic.
I heard
Quite enough; and, to teli you the truth, my
retreat
Was from his vile nonsense, 110 less than the
heat.
Tra. I have had no great loss then ?
Ink.
Loss!— such a palaver!
I ’d inoculate sooner my wife with the slaver
Of a dogwhen gone rabid, than listen twohours
To the torrent of trash which around him he
pours,
Pump’d up with such effort, disgorged v/ith
suelï labour,
That---- come—do not make me speak ill of
one’s neighbour.
Tra. I make you!
Inic.
Yes, you ! I said notliing until
You compell’d me, by speaking the truth---Tra.
To sspeak i l l !
Is that your deduction ?
Ink.
When speaking of Scamp ill,
I certainly follow, not set an example.
The fellow’s a fool, an impostor, a zany.
Tra. And the crowd of to-day shows that
one fool makes many.
But we two wrill be wise.
Ink.
Pray, then, let us retire.
Tra. I would, but----Ink.
There mnst be attraction much
higker
Than Scamp, or the Jew’s liarp he nicknames
his lyre,
To call you to this hotbed.
Tra.
I own it—’tis true—
A fair lady— Ink.
A spinster ?
Tra.
Misa Lilac.
Inic.
The B lu e!
The heiress I

Tra.
The ángel!
Ink.
The d evil! why, man,
Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can.
You wed with Miss Lilac ! ’t would be your
perdition :
Slie’s apoet, a chymist, a mathematician.
Tra. I say she’s an ángel.
Ink.
Say ratlier an angle.
I f you and she marry, you 11 certainly
wrangle.
I say she’s a Blue, man, as blue as the ether.
Tra. And is that any cause for not coming
togetlier ?
Ink. Humph! I can’t say I know any
happy alliance
Which has lately sprung up from a wedlock
with Science.

She’s so learned in all things, and fond of
concerning
Herself in all matters connected with learning,
That----Tra. Wliat ?
Ink.
I perhaps may as well hold my
tongue;
But there ’s five hundred people can teli you
you’re wrong.
Tra. You forget Lady L ilac’s as rich as
a Jew.
Ink. Is it miss or the cash of mamma you
pursue ?
Tra. Why, Jack, I ’ll be frank with you—
something of both.
The giri ’s a fine giri.
Ink.
And you feel nothing loth
To her good lady-mother’s reversión ; and yet
Her life is as good as your own, I will bet.
Tra. Let her live, and as long as she
likes; I demand
Nothing more than the heart of her daughter
and hand.
Ink. Why that heart ’s in the inkstand—
that hand on the pen.
Tra. A propos—W ill you write me a song
now and then ?
Ink. To what purpose ?
Tra.
You know, my dear friend,
that in prose
My talent is decent, as far as it goes ;
But in rhyme----Ink.
You ’re a terrible stick, to be sure.
Tra. I own i t : and yet, in these times,
there ’s no Iure
For the heart of the fair like a stanza or two;
And so, as I can’t, will you furnish a few ?
Ink. In your name ?
Tra.
*
In my name. I will copy
them out,
To slip into her hand at the very next rout.
Ink. Are you so far advanced as to hazard
this?
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Tra.
Why,
Do you tliink me subdued by a Blue-stockiug’a eye,
So far as to tremble to teli lier in rliyme
Wliat I ’ve told ber in prose, at tlie least, as
sublime ?
Itik. As sublime ! I f it be so, no need of
my Muse.
Tra. But consider, dear Inkel, she’s one
of the “ Blues.”
Irik. As sublime !—Mr. Tracy—l ’ve nothing to say.
Stick to prose—As sublime! 1—but I wish
you good day.
Tra. Nay, stay, my dear fellow—consider
•—I ’m wrong;
I own i t ; but, prithee, compose me tbe song.
Inic. As sublime !!
Tra.
I but used tlie expression in baste.
Irik. That may be, Mr. Tracy, but shows
damn’d bad taste.
Tra. X own it —X know it—acknowledge
it—wbat
Can I say to you more ?
Irik.
I see wbat you ’d be a t:
You disparage my parts with insidious abuse,
T ill you tliink you can turn tbem best to
your own use.
Tra. And is tbat not a sign I respect
tliem ?
Irik.
%
that
To be sure makes a difference.
Tra.
I know wbat is wbat:
And you, wbo’re a man of tbe gay world
no less
Than a poet of t'other, may easily guess
Tbat I never could mean, by a word, to
offend
A genius like you, and moreover, my friend.
Irik. No doubt; you by tbis time should
know wbat is due
To a man o f----but come—let us shakeliands.
Tra.
You knew,
And you know, my dear fellow, bow heartily I
Whatever you publish, am ready to buy.
Irik. Tbat’s my bookseller’s business; I
care not for sale;
Indeed tbe best poems at first rather fail.
There were Benegade’s epics, and Botbèrby’s
plays,
And my own grand romance---Tra.
Had its full share of praise.
I myself saw it puff’d bi tbe “ Old Girl’s
Beview.”
Irik. Wbat Beview ?
Tra.
’Tis tbe English “ Journal de
Trevoux; ”
A clerical Work of our Jesuits at home.
Have you never yet seen it ?
Irik.
Tbat pleasure’s to come.

Tra. Mate baste tben.
Irik.
Why so ?
Tra.
I have heard people say
Tbat it threaten’d to give up tbe ghost t’ other
day.
Irik. Well, that is a sign of some spirit.
Tra.
No doubt.
Shall you be at tbe Countess of Fiddlecome's
rout ?
Irik. I ’ve a card, and shall g o : but at
present, as soon
As friend Scamp shall be pleased to step
down from the inoon
(Where be seems to be soaring in searcb of
bis wits),
And an interval grants from bis lecturing
fits,
I ’m engaged to tbe Lady Bluebottle's
collation,
To partake of a luncheon and learn’d conversation:
’T is a sort of reunión for Scamp, on the
days
Of bis lecture, to treat him witb cold tongue
and praise.
And I own, for my own part, tbat ’tis not
unpleasant.
W ill you go? Tbere’s Miss Lilac will also
be present.
Tra. That “ metal’s attractive.”
Irik.
No doubt—to tbe pocket.
Tra. You should rather encourage my
passion than shock it.
But let us proceed; for I think by tbe
bum----Irik. Very true; let us go, tben, before
tbey can come,
Or else we ’ll be kept bere an hour at tbeir
levee,
On tbe rack of cross qüestions, by all tbe
blue bevy.
l·Iark 1 Zounds, tbey ’ll be on us; I know by
tbe drone
Of old Botberby’s spouting ex-eathedrà tone.
A y ! tbere be is at it. Poor Scamp! better
join
Your friends, or he’ll p>ay you back in your
own coin.
Tra. All fa ir ; ’t is but lecture for lecture.
Ink.
Tbat’s clear.
But for God’s sake le t’s go, or tbe Bore will
be bere.
Come, come: nay, I ’m off.
\Exit I n k e l .
Tra.
You are right, and I ’ll follow;
’T is high time for a “ Sic me servavit
Apollo."
And yet -we shall have tbe wbole crew on our
kibes,
Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and secondhand scribes,

AU flocking to moisten tbeir exquisite
tkrottles
Witb a glass of Madeira at Lady Bluebottle’s.
[ E x it T racy .

ECLOGUE TH E SECOND.
An Apartment in the House o f L ady
B l u e b o t t l e .—A Tal·le prepared.
Sir B ichard B lu eb o tt le solus.
W as tbere ever a man wbo was married so
sorry ?
Like a fool, I must needs do tbe tliing in
a hurry.
My life is reversed, and my quiet destroy’d;
My days, which once pass’d in so gentle a
void,
Must now, every hour of the twelve, be
employ’d ;
Tbe twelve, do I say ?—of tbe wbole twentyfour,
Is tbere one which I dare call my own any
more?
Wbat witb driving and visiting, dancing and
dining,
Wbat witb learning, and teacliing, and scribbling, and sbining
In Science and art, l ’U be cursed if I know
Myself from my w ife; for althougk we are
two,
Yet she somebow contrives tbat all tliings
sliall be done
In a style which proclaims us eternally one.
But the tbing of all tbings which distresses
me more
Than tbe bilis of tbe week (tnougb tbey
trouble me sore) .
Is tbe numerous, humorous, backbiting crew
Of seribblers, wits, lecturers, wliite, black,
and blue,
Wlio are brought to my house as an inn, to
my cost—
For tbe bill bere, it seems, is defray’d by the
host—
No pleasure ! no leisure! no thouglit for my
pains,
But to bear a vile jargon wbicli addles my
brams;
A smatter and chatter, glean’d out of reviews,
By tbe rag, tag, and bobtail, of tliose they
call “ B lu es ; ”
A rabble ivho know not—But soft, bere they
come!
Would to God I were deaf ! as I ’m not, I ’ll
be dunib.
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Enter L ad y B l u e b o tt le , M iss L il a c , L ady
B lu em o u nt , M r . B o th e r b y , I n k e l , T racy ,

Miss M a z a r in e , and others, with Scamp the
Lecturer, <t'C. &c.
Lady Blueb. Ah ! Sir Bichard, good moraïn g : I ’ve brought you some friends.
Sir Bich. (bows, and afterwards aside). If
friends, tkey’re tbe first.
Lady Blueb.
But tbe luncheon attends.
I pray ye be seated, “ sans cérémonie."
Mr; Scamp, you Te fatigued; take 3-our ckair
tbere next me.
[ They all sit.
Sir Bich. (aside). I f be does, bis fatigue
is to come.
Lady Blueb.
Mr. Tracy—
Lady Bluemount—Miss Lilac— be pleased,
pray, to place y e ;
And you, Mr. Botherby—
Both.
Ob, my dear Lady,
I obey.
Lady Blueb. Mr. Inkel, I ougbt to upbraid y e :
You were not at the lecture.
Ink.
Excuse me, I was ¡
But the heat forced me out in tbe best
part—alas!
And wlien----Lady Blueb. To be sure it was broiling;
but tben
You have lost such a lecture !
Both.
The best of the ten.
Tra. How can you know tbat ? there are
two more.
Both.
Because
I defy bim to beat tbis day’s wondrous
applause.
Tbe verv walls sbook.
Ink.
Ob, if that be tbe test,
I allow our friend Scamp has tbis day done
bis best.
Miss Lilac, permit me to help you ;—a wing ?
Miss L il. No more, sü-, I tbank you. Wbo
lectures next spring ?
Both. Dick Dunder.
Ink.
Tbat is, if bo lives.
Miss L il.
And wby not ?
Ink. No reason whatever, save tbat lie’s
a sot.
Lady Bluemount! a glass of Madeira ?
Lady Bluem.
Witb pleasure.
Ink. How does your friend Wordswords,
tbat Windermere treasure ?
Does be stick to bis lakes, like tbe leeches
be sings,
And tbeir gatberers, as Homer sung warriors
and kings ?
Lady Bluem. He bas just got a place.
Ink.
As a footman ?
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Lady Bluem.
For shame!
Nor profane with your sneers so poetic a
ñame.
Ink. Nay, I meant him no evil, but pitied
liis master;
For the poet of pedlars ’t were, sure, no
disaster
To wear a new livery; the more, as ’t is not
The first time he has turn’d both his creed
and his coat.
Lady Bluem. For shame! I repeat. I f
Sir George could but hear----Lady Blueb. Never mind our friend I n t e l;
we ali know, my dear,
’T is his way.
Sir Bich. But this place----Ink.
Is perhaps like friend Scamp’s,
A lecturer’s.
Lady Bluem. Excuse me— ’tis one in the
“ Stamps: ”
He is made a collector.
Tra.
Collector!
S ir Bich.
How ?
Miss L il.
What ?
Ink. I shall think of him oft when I buy
a new hat:
There his works will ajipear— —
Lady Bluem. Sir,they reach to the Ganges.
Ink. I shan’t go so far—I can have them
at Grange’s.
Lady Bluem. Oh fie !
And for shame 1
Miss L il.
You’re too bad.
Lady Bluem.
Very good!
Both.
Lady Bluem. How good ?
Lady Blueb. He means nought—’t is his
phrase.
He grows rude.
Lady Bluem.
Lady Blueb. He means nothing; nay, ask
him.
Pray, Sir ! did you mean
Lady Bluem.
What you say ?
Ink.
Never mind if he did; ’t will he seen
That whatever he means won’t alloy what
he savs.
Both. Sii-?
Ink.
Pray be content with your portion of praise;
’Twas in your defence.
Both.
I f you please, with submission,
I can make out my own.
Ink.
It would be your perdition.
While you live, my dear Botherby, never
defend
Yourself or your works; but leave both to
a friend.
Apropos—Is your play thçn accepted at last ?
Both. At last ?
Ink.
Why I tliought—that ’s to say—
there liad pass’d

A few green-room whispers, which hinted,—
you know
That the taste of the actors at best is so so.
Both. Sir, the green-room ’s in rapture,
and so ’s the Committee.
Ink. Ay—yours are the playa for exciting
our “ pity
And fear,” as the Greek says: for “ purging
the mind,”
I doubt if you ’11 leave us an equal behind.
Both. I llave written the prologue, and
meant to have pray’d
For a spice of your wit in an epilogue’s aid.
Ink. Well, time enough yet, when the
play’s to be play’d.
Is it cast yet ?
Both.
The actors are fighting for parts,
As is usual in that most litigious of arts.
Lady Blueb. W e ’ll ali make a party, and
go the first night.
Tra. And you promised the epilogue,
Inkel.
Ink.
Not quite.
However, to save my friend Botherby trouble,
I ’ll do what I can, though my pains must be
double.
Tra. Why so?
Ink.
To do justice to what goes before.
Both. Sir, I ’m happy to say, I ’ve no fears
on that score.
Your parts, Mr. Inkel, are----Ink.
Never mind mine ;
Stick to tliose of your play, which is quite
your own line.
Lady Bluem. You’re a fugitive writer, I
think, sir, of rhymes ?
Ink. Yes, ma’am; and a fugitive reader
sometimes.
On Wordswords, for instance, I seldom alight,
Or on Mouthey, his friend, without taking to
flight.
Lady Bluem. Sir, your taste is too common; but time and posterity
W ill right these great men, and this age’s
severity
Become its reproach.
Ink.
I ’ve no sort of objection,
So I ’m not of the party to take the infection.
Lady Blueb. Perhaps you have doubts
that they ever wül take ?
Ink. Not at a ll; on the contrary, those
of the lake
Have taken already, and stili will continue
To take—what they can, from a groat to a
guinea,
Of pensión or place;—but the subject’s a
bore.
Lady Blxeem. Well, sir, the time ’s eoming.
Ink.
Scamp! don’t you feel sore ?
What say you to this ?
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Scamp.
They have merit, I own;
Though their system’s absurdity keeps it
unknown.
Ink. Then why not'unearth it in one of
your lectures ?
Scamp. It is only time past which comes
under my strictures.
Lady Blueb. Come, a truce with all tartness;—the joy of my heart
Is to see Nature’s triumph o’er all that is art.
Wild Nature !—Grand Shakspeare!
Both.
. And down Aristotle!
Lady Bluem. Sir George thinks exactly
with Lady Bluebottle:
And my Lord Seventy-four, who protects our
dear Bard,
And who gave him his place, has the greatest
regard
For the poet, who, singing of pedlars and
asses,
Has found out the way to dispense with
Parnassus.
Tra. And you, Scamp !—
Scamp.
I needs must confess I ’m
embarrass’d.
Ink. Don’t call upon Scamp, who ’s already
so harass’d
With old schools, and new schools, and no
schools, and all schools.
Tra. Well, one thing is certain, that some
must be fools.
I should like to know who.
Ink.
And I should not be sorry
To know who are not:— it would save us
some worry.
Lady Blueb. A truce with remark, and let
nothing control
This “ feast of our reason, and flow of the
soul.”
Oh ! my dear Mr. Botherby! sympathise !—I
Now feel such a rapture, I ’m ready to fly,
I feel so elastic—“ so buoyant—so buoyant!"
Ink. Tracy! open the window.
Tra.
I wish her much joy on ’t.
Both. For God’s sake, my Lady Blue
bottle, check not
This gentle emotion, so seldom our lot
Upon earth. Give it way: ’ tis an impulse
which lifts
Our spirits from earth; the sublimest of gifts;
For which poor Prometheus was chain’d to
his mountain:
’T is the source of all sentiment—feeling’s
true fountain;
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'T is the Yision of Heaven upon Earth : ’tis
the gas
Of the soul: ’tis the seizing of shades as
they pass,
And making them substance : ’tis something
divine:—
Ink. Shall I lielp you, my friend, to a
little more wine ?
Both. I thank you; not any more, sir, till
I dine.
Ink. Apropos—Do you dine with Sir Humphry to-day ?
Tra. I should think with Duke Humpliry
was more in your way.
Ink. It might be of yore ; but we authors
now look
To the Knight, as a landlord, much more
than the Duke.
The truth is, each writer now quite at his
ease is,
And (except with his publisher) dines where
he pleases.
But ’tis now nearly five, and I must to the
Park.
Tra. And I ’ll take a turn with you there
till ’tis dark.
And you, Scamp—
Scamp.
Excuse m e! I must to my notes,
For my lecture next week.
Ink.
He must mind whom he quotes
Out of “ Elegant Extracts.”
Lady Blueb.
Well, now we break up;
But remember Miss Diddle invites us to sup.
Ink. Then at two hours past midnight we
all meet again,
For the Sciences, sandwiches, lioek, and
champagne!

Tra. And the sweet lobster salad !
Both.
I lionour that meal;
For ’tis then that om feelings most genuinely
—feel.
Ink. Tru e; feeling is truest then, far beyond question:
I wish to the gods ’twas the same with
digestión!
Lady Blueb. Pshaw !—never mind that;
for one moment of feeling
Is worth— God knows what.
Ink.
’T is at least worth concealing
For itself, or what follows— But here comes
your carriage.
S ir Bich. (aside). I wish all these people
were d---- d with my marriage !
\Exeunt.

Ztye (Víeíon

(p is t ó n
BY

QUEVEDO REDIVIVUS.
SUG G ESTED B Y T H E CO M PO SITIO N SO E N T IT L E D

B Y T H E A U TH O R OF “ W A T T Y L E R .

“ A Daniel come to judgm ent! yea, a Daniel!
I thank tliee, Jew, for teaching me tliat word.”

PREFACE.
I t hath been wisely said, that “ One fool makes
many; ” and it hath been poetically observed—
“ T h at fools rush in where angels fear to tread.”—P ope.

I f Mr. Southey had not rushed in where he had
no business, and where he never was before, and
never will be again, the following poem would not
have been written. It is not impossible that it may
be as good as his own, seeing that it cannot, by
any species o f stupidity, natural or acquired, be
worse. Tlie gross flattery, the dull impudence, the
renegado intolerance, and impious cant, of the poem
by the author o f “ W at Tyler,” are something so
stupendous as to form the sublime of himself—containing the quintessence of his own attributes.
So much for his poem—a word on his preface.
In this preface it has pleased the magnanimous
Laureate to draw the picture o f a supposed “ Satanic
School,” the which he doth recommend to the
notice o f the legislature; thereby adding to his
other laureis the ambition o f those of an informer.
I f there exists anywhere, except in his imagination,
suoh a School, is he not suftieiently armed against it
by his own intense vanity ? The trutli is, that there are
ccrtain writers whom Mr. S. imagines, like Scrub, to
have “ talked o f him ; for they laughed consumedly.”
I think I know enough of most o f the writers to
whom he is supposed to allude, to assert, that they,
in their individual capacities, have done more good,
in the charities of life, to their fellow-creatures,
in any one year, than Mr. Southey has done harm
to himself by his absurdities in his wliole life ; and
this is saying a great deai. But I have a few
qüestions to ask.
ístly, Is Mr. Southey the author of “ Wat T yler” ?
2ndly, Was he not refused a remedy at law by
the highest judge o f his beloved England, because
it was a blaspliemous and seditious publieation ?
3rdly, Was he not entitled by William Smith, in
full parliament, “ a rancorous renegado ? ”
4tlily, Is he not poet laureate, with his own lines
on Martin the regicide staring him in the face ?

And, 5thly, Putting the four preceding Ítems
togetlier, with what conscience daré lie cali the
attention of the Iaws to the publications o f others,
be they what they may ?
I say nothing o f the cowardice o f such a proceeding, its meanness speaks for itself; but I wish to
toucli upon the motive, which is ncither more ñor
less than that Mr. S. has been laughed at a little in
some recent publications, as he was of yore in the
“ Anti-jacobin,” by his present patrons. Henee all
this “ skimble-scamble stuff” about “ Satanic," and
so forth. However, it is worthy o f him—“ qualis ab
incepto.”
I f there is anything obnoxious to the political
opinions of a portion o f the public in the following
poem, they may thank Mr. Southey. H e might
have written liexameters, as he has written everything else, for aught that the writer cared—had
they been upon another subject. But to attempt
to canonise a monarch, wlio, whatever were his
household virtues, was neither a successful ñor a
patriot king,—inasmuch as several years of his reign
passed in war with America and Ireland, to say
nothing o f the aggression upon France,—like all
other exaggeration, necessarily begets oppositiori.
In whatever manner he may be spoken o f in this
new “ Vision,” his public career will not be more
favourably transmitted by liistory. Of his private
virtues (although a little expensive to the nation)
there can be no doubt.
W ith regard to the supernatural personages
treated of, I can only say that I know as much
about them, and (as an honest man) have a better
right to talk of them than Robert Southey. I have
also treated them more tolerantly. The way in
which that poor insane creature, the Laureate,
deais about his judgments in the next world, is
like his own judgment in this. I f it was not
completely ludicrous, it would be something worse.
I don’t think that there is much more to say at
present.
QUEVEDO RE D IV IV U S.

P.S.—It is possible that some readers may object,
in these objectionable times, to the freedom with
which saints, angels, and spiritual persons discourse in this “ Vision.” But, for precedents upon
such points, I must refer him to Fielding’s “ Journey from this World to the next,” and to the
Visions of myself, the said Quevedo, in Spanish or
translated. The reader is also requested to observe,
that no doctrinal tenets are insisted upon or discussed; that the person of the Deity is carefully
withheld from sight, which is more than can be
said for the Laureate, who hath thought proper to
raake him talk, not “ like a school-divine,” but
like the unscholarlike Mr. Southey. The whole
action passes on the outside of heaven; and Chaucer’s “ W ife o f Bath,” Pulci’s “ Morgante Maggiore,"
Swift’s “ Tale of a Tub,” and the other works above
referred to, are cases in point o f the freedom with
which saints, &c. may be permitted to converse in
works not intended to be scrious.
Q. R.
V * Mr. Southey being, as he says, a good Christian and vindictive, threatens, I understand, a reply
to this our answer. I t is to be hoped that his
visionary faculties will in the mean time have ac
quired a little more judgment, properly so called:
otherwise he will get himself into new dilemmas.
These apostate jacobins furnish rich rejoinders.
Let him take a specimen. Mr. Southey laudeth
grievously “ one Mr. Landor,” who cultivates much
private renown in the shape of Latin verses; and
not long ago, the poet laureate dedicated to him,
it appeareth, one of his fugitive lyrics, upon the
strength of a poem called “ Gebir.” Who could
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suppose, that in this same Gebir the aforesaid
Savage Landor (for such is his grim cognomen)
putteth into the infernal regions no less a person
than the liero of his friend Mr. Southey's heaven,—
yea, even George the Tliird 1 See also how personal
Savage becometh, when he hath a mind. The
following is his portrait of our late gracious
sovereign:
(Prince Gebir having descended into the infernal re
gions, the shades o f his r o ja l ancestors are, at his
request, called up to his v ie w ; and he exclaims to
his gh o stlj guide)—
“ Aroar, w hat w retch th at nearest us ? w h at wretch
Is that w ith eyebrows w h ite and slanting brow ?
L isten 1 h im yonder who, bound down supine,
Shrinks y e llin g from that sword there, engine-hung.
H e too amongst m y ancestors I I hate
The despot, but the dastard I despise.
W as he our countrym an?”
“ Alas, O k in g 1
Ib eria bore him, but-the breed accurst
In clem en t winds blew bligh tin g from north-east."
“ H e was a w arrior then, ñor fear’d the gods?”
“ Gebir, he fear’d the demons, n ot the gods,
Though them indeed his daily face adored;
A n d was no warrior, y et the thousand lives
SquanderM, as stones to exercise a sling,
A n d the tame cruelty and coid caprice—
Oh madne8S o f mankind 1 address’d, adored 1”
Gebir, p. 28.

I omit noticing some edifying Ithyphallics of
Savagius, wishing to keep the proper veil over
them, i f his grave but somewhat indiscreet worshipper will suffer i t ; but certainly these teachers
of “ great moral lessons ” are apt to be found in
strange company.

TH E VISIO H OE JUDGMEHT.

n.

XII.
The guardián seraphs had retired on liigh,
Finding their charges past all care below;
Terrestrial business fill’d nouglit in the
sky
Save the recording angel’s black bureau;
Who found, indeed, the faets to multiply
With such rapidity of vice and woe,
That he had stripp’d off both his -wings in
quills,
And yet was in arrear of human ills.

The angels all were singing out of tune,
And hoarse with haying little else to do,
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon,
Or curb a runaway young star or two,
Or wild coit of a comet, which too soon
Broke out of bounds o’er th’ ethereal blue,
Splitting some planet with its playful tail,
As boats are sometimes by a wanton whale.

His business so augmente! of late years,
That he was forced, against his will no
doubt,
(Just like those cherubs, earthly ministers,)
For some resource to turn himself about,

i.
sat by the celestial gate:
His keys were rusty, and the loek was dull,
So little trouble had been given of late;
Not that the place by any means was full,
But since the Gallic era “ eighty-eiglit ”
The devils had ta’en a longer, stronger pulí,
And “ a pulí altogether,” as they say
At sea—which drew most souls another way.
S a in
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And claim the help of hÍ3 celestial peers,
T o aid liim ere lie sliould be quite worn
out
By tbe increased demand for bis remarles :
Sis angels and twelve saints were named bis
clerks.
V.
Tbis was a lmndsome board—at least for
beaven;
And yet tbey bad even tben enougb to do,
So many conquerors’ cars were daily driven,
So many kingdoms ñtted up anew;
Eacb day too slew its tbousands six or
seven,
T ill at the crowning carnage, Waterloo,
Tbey tbrew their pens down in divine
disgust—The page was so besmear’d witb blood and
dust.
V I.
Tbis by tbe w ay; ’tis not mine to record
Wkat angels sbrink fro m : even tbe very
devil
On tbis occasion bis own work abborr’d,
So surfeited witb the infernal revel:
Tbough be bimself bad sbarpen’d every
sword,
It almost quencb’d bis innate tbirst of
evil.
(Here Satan’s solé good work deserves insertion—
’Tis, tbat be has botb generals in reversión.)

A better farmer ne’er brusb’d dew from
lawn,
A worse king never left a realm undone !
He died—but left bis subjeets still behind,
One lialf as mad—and t’other no less blind.
IX .
He died! bis deatli made no great stir on
eartb:
His burial made some pomp; there was
profusión
Of velvet, gilding, brass, and no great deartli
Of augbt but tears—save tbose shed by
collusion.
For tliese tbings may be bought at their true
wortk;
Of elegy there was tbe due infusión—
Bought also; and tbe torebes, cloaks, and
banners,
Heralds, and relies of oíd Gotbic manners,
X.
Form’d a sepulchral melodrame. Of all
The fools who flock’d to swell or see the
show,
Who cared about the eorpse ? Tbe funeral
Made the attraction, and tbe black the woe.
There throbb’d not there a tbougbt which
pierced tbe p a ll;
And wben tbe gorgeous coffin was laid low,
It seem’d tbe mockery of liell to fold
The rottenness of eiglity years in gold.
XI.

V IL

So mix his body with tbe dust! It might
Let ’s skip a few short years of hollow peace,
Return to wbat it must far sooner, were
Which peopled eartk no better, bell as The natural compound left alone to fight
wont,
Its way back into earth, and fire, and a ir;
And beaven none—tbey form tbe tyrant’s But the unnatural balsams merely blight
lease,
Wliat nature made bim at bis birth, as
With notbing but new ñames subscribed
bare
upon ’t ;
As tbe mere million's base unmummied
’T will one day finisb: meantime tbey in
clay—
crease,
Yet all his spices but prolong decay
“ With seven beads and ten borns,” and
all in front,
X II.
Like Saint John’s foretold beast; but ours
H
e
’s
dead—and
upper
eartb witb bim has
are born
done;
Less formidable in tbe bead tban bom.
H e ’s buried; save tbe undertaker’s bilí,
Or lapidary scrawl, tbe world is gone
V IH .
For bim, unless lie left a Germán w ill:
But where ’s the proctor wbo will ask his
In the first year of freedom’s second dawn
son ?
Died George tbe Third ; altkough no
In wbom his qualities are reigning still,
tyrant, one
Wbo sbielded tyrants, till eacb sense witk- Except tbat bousebold virtue, most uncommon,
drawn
Of constancy to a bad, ugly womaii.
Left bim ñor mental ñor external sun:
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X III.
“ God save tbe king! ” It is a large economy
In God to save tbe lik e; but if be will
Be saving, all tbe better; for not one am I
Of those wbo think damnation better still:
I kardly know too if not quite alone am I
In tliis small hope of bettering future ill
By circumscribing, with some sligbt restriction,
The eternity of hell’s bot jurisdiction.
X IV.
I know tbis is unpopular; I know
’T is blaspbemous; I know one may be
damn’d
For hoping no one else may e'er be so;
I know my catechism; I know we ’re
cramm’d
With the best doctrines till we quite o’erflow;
I know tbat all save England’s churcb
bave shamm’d,
And tbat the other twice two hundred
churclies
And synagogues bave made a damn’cl bad
purchase.
XV.
God belp us a ll! God help me too! I am,
God knows, as helpless as tbe devil can
wish,
And not a wbit more difficult to damn,
Tban is to briug to land a late-hook’d fish,
Or to the buteher to purvey the lamb;
Not tbat I ’m fit for sucli a noble dish,
As one day will be tbat immortal fry
Of almost everybody born to die.
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Waving a goodly wing, which glow’d, as
glows
An earthly peacoek’s tail, with heavenly
dyes:
To which the saint replied, “ Well, wbat ’s
tbe matter ?
“ Is Lucifer come back with all tbis
clatter?”
X V III.
“ No,” quoth the cherub; “ George the Third
is dead.”
“ And wbo is George tbe Third ? ” replied
the apostle:
“ What George t what Third ? ” “ Tbe king
of England,” said
Tbe ángel. “ W e ll! he won’t find kings
to jostle
Him on his w ay; but does he wear his bead ?
Because the last we saw bere liad a tustle,
And ne’er would bave got into heaven’s good
graces,
Had he not flung his head in all our faces.
X IX .
“ He was, if I remember, king of France ;
Tbat head of bis, which could not keep a
Crown
On earth, yet ventured in my face to advance
A claim to tbose of martyrs—like my own:
I f I bad bad my sword, as I bad once
When I cut ears off, I bad cut bim down;
But liaving but my Jceys, and not my brand,
I only knock’d bis head from out his band.
XX.

XVI.
Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate,
And nodded o’er bis keys ; wben, lo ! there
carne
A wondrous noise he bad not lieard of late—
A rusbing sound of wind, and stream, and
Jame;
In sliort, a roar of things extremely great,
Which would bave made augbt save a saint
exclaim;
But be, witli first a start and then a wink,
Said, “ There ’s another star gone out, I
think! ”

xvn.
But ere be could return to his repose,
A cherub flapp’d bis right wing o’er his
eyes—
At which St. Peter yawn’d, and rubb’d bis
nose:
“ Saint porter,” said the ángel, “ prithee
rise! ”

“ And tben be set up sucli a beadless bowl,
Tbat all the saints carne out and took him
in;
And tliere be sits by St. Paul, clieek by jowl ;
Tbat fellow Paul—tbe parvenú ! The skin
Of St. Bartholomew, which makes bis cowl
In beaven, and upon earth redeem’d his
sin,
So as to make a martyr, never sped
Better than did tbis weak and wooden bead.
X X I.
“ But had it come up bere upon its shoulders,
There would bave been a different tale to
t e ll:
The fellow-feeling in tbe saints beholders
Seems to bave acted on them like a spell,
And so tbis very foolish bead beaven solders
Back on its trunk: it may be very well,
And seems the custom bere to overthrow
Wbatever lias been wisely done below.”
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xxn.
X XVH .
The ángel answer’d, “ Peter ! do not pout:
As things were in this posture, the gate flew
The king who comes has head and all
Asunder, and the flashing of its hinges
entire,
Flung over space an universal lme
And never knew mucli what it was about—
Of many-colour’d fíame, until its tinges
He did as doth the puppet—by its wire,
Reach’d even our speck of earth, and made a
And will be judged like all the rest, no doubt:
new
My business and your oivn is not to inquire
Aurora borealis spread its fringes
Into such matters, but to mind our cue—
O’er the North P ole; the same seen, wdien
Which is to act as we are bid to do.”
ice-bound,
By Captain Parry’s crew, in “ Melville’s
xxm.
Sound.”
Wliile tlius they spake, the angelic caravan,
xxvm.
Arriving like a rush of mighty wind,
Cleaving the fields of space, as doth the swan And from the gate thrown open issued
beaming
Some silver stream (say Ganges, Nile, or
A beautiful and mighty Thing of Liglit,
Inde,
Or Thames, or Tweed), and ’midst them an Kadiant with glory, like a banner streaming
oíd man
Victorious from some world-o’erthrowing
figlit:
With an oíd soul, and both extremely blind,
My poor comparisons must needs be teeming
Halted before the gate, and in bis shroud
With earthly likenesses, for here the night
Seated their fellow traveller on a cloud.
Of clay obscures our best conceptions, saving
Johanna
Southcote, or Bob Soutbey raving.
XXIV.
But bringing up the rear of this bright host
X X IX .
A Spirit of a differeut aspect waved
His wings, like thunder-clouds aboye some ’Tivas the archangel Michael; all men know
coast
The malee of angels and archangels, since
Whose barren beacli with freqüent wrecks There ’s scarce a scribbler has not one to show,
From the fiends' leader to the angels’
is paved;
prince;
His brow was like the deep when tempestThere also are some altar-pieces, though
toss’d ;
I really can’t say that they much evince
Fierce and unfathomable thoughtsengraved
One’s inner notions of immortal spirits;
Eternal wrath on his immortal face,
But
let the connoisseurs explain their merits.
And where he gazed a gloom pervaded space.
XXV.
As he drew near, he gazed upon the gate
Ne’er to be enter’d more by him or Sin,
With such a glance of supernatural hate,
As made Saint Peter wish himself within;
He patter’d with his keys at a great rate,
And sweated through his apostolic skin:
Of course his perspiration was but ichor,
Or some such other "spiritual liquor.
X X VI.
The very cherubs huddled all together,
Like birds when soars the falcon: and
they felt
A tingling to the tip of every feather,
And form’d a circle like Orion’s belt
Around their poor oíd charge; who scarce
kuew whither
His guards liad led him, thougli they gently
dealt
With royai manes (for by many stories,
And true, we learn the angels all are Tories).

XXX.
Michael flew forth in glory and in good;
A goodly work of him from whom all glory
And good arise; the portal past—he stood;
Before him the young cherubs and saints
hoary—•
(I say young, begging to be understood
By looks, not years; and should be very
sorry
To state, they were not older than St. Peter,
But rnerely that they seem’d a little sweeter).
X X XI.
The cherubs and the saints bow’d down before
That arch-angelic hierarch, the first
Of essences angelical, who wore
The aspect of a god; but this ne’er nursed
Pride in his heavenly bosom, in whose core
No thought, save for his Master’s Service,
durst
Intrude, however glorified and liigh;
He knew him but the viceroy of the sky.

xxxn.
He and the sombre, silent Spirit met—
They knew each other both for good
and i l l ;
Such was their power, that neither could
forget
His former friend and future fo e ; but still
There was a high, immortal, proud regret
In either’s eye, as if ’twere less tlieir will
Than destiny to make the eternal years
Their date of war, and their “ champ clos”
the spheres.

xxxirr.
But here they were in neutral space: we
know
From Job, that Satan hath the power to
pay
A heavenly visit thrice a year or so;
And that the “ sons of God,” like those of
clay,
Must keep him company; and we migbt
show
From the same book, in how polite a way
The dialogue is held between the Powers
Of Good and Evil—but ’twould take up
hours.

xxxrv.
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He turn’d as to an equal, not too low,
But kindly; Satan met his ancient friend
With more hauteur, as might an oíd Castilian
Poor noble meet a mushroom rich civilian.

xxxvn.
He rnerely bent his diabòlic brów
An instant; and then raising it, he stood
In act to assert his right or wrong, and show
Cause why King George by no means could
or should
Make out a case to be exempt from woe
Eternal, more than other kings, endued
With better sense and hearts, whom liistory
mentions,
Who long have “ paved hell with their good
intentions.”
X X XV IH .
Michael began: “ What wouldst thou with
this mau,
Now dead, and brought before the Lord ?
What ill
Hath he wrought since his mortal race began,
That thou canst claim him ? Speak! and
do thy will,
H it be just: if in this earthly span
He hath been greatly failing to fulfil
His duties as a king and mortal, say,
And he is thine ; if not, let him have way.”

And this is not a theologic tract,
To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic,
I f Job be allegory or a fact,
But a true narrative; and thus I pick
“ Michael! ” replied the Prince of Air, “ even
From out the whole but such and such
here,
an act
Before the Gate of him thou servest, must
As sets aside the slightest thought of trick. I claim my subject: and will make appear
’T is every tittle true, beyond suspicion,
That as he was my worshipper in dust,
And accurate as any other visión.
So shall he be in spirit, although dear
To thee and thine, because ñor wine ñor lust
XXXV.
Were of his weaknesses; yet on the throne
The spirits were in neutral space, before
He reign’d o’er millions to serve me alone.
The gate of heaven; like eastern thresXL.
holds is
The? place where Death’s grand cause is “ Look to our earth, or rather mine ; it was,
argued o’er,
Once, more thy master’s : but I trimnph not
And souls despatch’d to that world or to In this poor planet’s conquest; ñor, alas !
this;
Need he thou servest envy me my lo t:
And therefore Michael and the other wore
With all the myriads of bright worlds which
A civil aspect: though they did not kiss,
pass
Yet still between his Darkness and his
In worship round him, he may have forgot
Brightness
Yon weak creation of such paltry things:
There pass’d a mutual glance of great polite- I think few worth damnation save their
ness.
kings,—
X L I.
XXXVI.
The Archangel bow’d, not like a modern “ And these but as a kind of qnit-rent, to
Assert my right as lord : and even had
beau,
'
I such an inclination, ’twere (as you
But with a graceful Oriental bend,
W ell know) superfluous; they are grown
Pressing one radiant arm just where below
so bad,
The heart in good men is supposed to tend;
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That liell lias notliing better left to do
Than leave them to themselves : so much
more mad
And evil by their own internal curse,
Heaven cannot make tbem better, nor I
worse.

XLYT.
“ I know he was a constant consort; own
He was a decent sire, and middling lord.
A ll this is much, and most upon a throne ;
As temperanee, if at Apicius’ board,
Is more than at an anchorite’s supper shown.
I grant him ali the kindest can accord;
And this was well for him, but not for those
Millions who found him what oppression
chose.

XLl·l.
“ Look to tlie earth, I said, and say again:
When tliis old, blind, mad, helpless, weak,
poor worm
Eegan in youth’s first bloom and flusb to
XLVH.
reign,
The world and he both wore a different “ The New World shook him off; the Old
yet groans
form,
Beneath what he and his prepared, if not
And much of earth and ali the watery plain
Completed:
he leaves heirs on many thrones
Of ocean call’d him king: tkrougk many a
To ali his vices, without what begot _
storm
Compassion for him—his tame virtues;
His isles liad floated on the abyss of tim e;
drones
For the rough virtues chose them for their
Who sleep, or despots who have now forgot
clime.
A lesson which shall be re-taught them,
X LH I.
wake
“ He came to his sceptre young; he lea ves it Upon the thrones of earth; but let them
old:
quake!
Look to the state in which he found his
realm,
X Lvm .
And left i t ; and his annals too behold,
“ Five millions of the primitive, who hold
How to a minion first he gave the helm ;
The faith which rnakes ye great on earth,
How grew upon his heart a thirst for gold,
implored
The beggar’s vice, which can but overA
part
of that vast all they held of old,—
whelm
Freedom
to worship—not alone your Lord,
The meanest hearts; and for the rest, but
Michael, but you, and you, Saint P eter! Cold
glance
Must be your souls, if you have not
Tkine eye along America and France.
abhorr’d
The foe to Catholic participation
XLTV.
In ali the license of a Christian nation.
“ ’T is true, he was a tool from first to last
(I have the workmen safe); but as a tool
XLIX.
So let him be consumed. From out the past
Of ages, since mankind have known the “ Tru e! he allow’d them to pray God; but as
rule
A consequence of prayer, refused the law
Of monarchs—from the bloody rolls amass’d Which would have placed them upon the
Of sin and slaughter—from the Ciesar’s
same base
school,
With those who did 'not hold the saints in
Take the worst pupil; and produce a reign
awe.”
More drench’d with gore, more cumber’d But here Saint Peter started from his place,
with the slain.
And cried, “ You may the prisoner witlidraw:
XLY.
Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this
“ He ever warr'd with freedom and the fre e :
Guelph,
Nations as men, horne subj ects, foreign foes, While I am guard, may I be damn’d myself!
So that they utter’d the word ‘ Liberty ! ’
Found George the Third their first op
L.
ponent. Whose
“ Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange
History was ever stain’d as his will be
My office (and his is no sinecure)
With national and individual woes ?
Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range
I grant his household abstinence; I grant
The azure fields of heaven, of that be
His neutral virtues, which most monarchs
sure! ’’
want;
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“ Saint!” rephed Satan, “ you do well to
LY.
avenge
When the great signal ran from heaven to
The wrongs he made your satellites en
hell—•
dure ;
About ten million times the distanee reckAnd if to this exchange you should be given,
on’d
I ’11 try to coax our Cerberus up to heaven! ”
From our sun to its earth, as we can teli
How much time it takes up, even to a
LI.
seeond,
Here Michael interposed: “ Good saint! and For every ray that travels to dispel
The fogs of London, through which, dimly
devii!
beaeon’d,
Pray, not so fast; you both outrun disThe weathercoeks are gilt some thrice a year,
cretion.
Saint Peter! you were wont to be more civil! I f that the summer is not too severe:
Satan! excuse this warmth of his expression,
L Y I.
And condescension to the vulgar’s level:
Even saints sometimes forget themselves I say that I can teli—’twas half a minute ;
I know the solar beams take up more time
in session.
Have' you got more to say?” -—“ No.” —“ I f Ere, pack’d up for their journey, they begin i t ;
But then their telegraph is less sublime,
you please,
And if they ran a race, they would not win it
I ’ll trouble you to cali your witnesses.”
’Gainst Satan’s couriers bound for their
own clime.
L II.
The sun takes up some years for every ray
Then Satan turn’d and waved his swarthy To reach its goal— the devil not half a day.
hand,
Which stirr’d with its electric qualities
LYH .
Clouds farther off than we can understand,
Although we fiud him sometimes in our Upon the verge of space, about the size
skies;
Of half-a-crown, a little speck appear’d
Infernal thunder shook both sea and land
( I ’■
ve seen a something like it in the skies
In the iEgean, ere a squali); it near’d,
In all the planets, and hell’s batteries
And, growing bigger, took another guise;
Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions
Like an aerial ship it tack’d, and steer’d,
As one of Satan’s most sublime inventions.
Or was steer’d (I am doubtful of the grammar
Of the last phrase, which rnakes the stanza
LTTTstammer;—
This was a signal unto such damn’d souls
As have the privilege of their damnation
Lvm .
Extended far beyond the mere controls
But
take
your
choice):
and then it grew a
Of worlds past, present, or to come; no
cloud;
station
And so it was—a cloud of witnesses.
Is theirs particularly in the rolls
Of heli assign’d ; but where their inclina- But such a cloud ! No land e’er saw a crowd
Of locusts numerous as the heavens saw
tion
these;
Or business carries them in search of game,
They shadow’d with their myriads space;
They may range freely—being damn’d the
their loud
samé.
And varied cries were like those of wild
geese
LIV .
(H nations may be liken’d to a goose),
They’re proud of this—as very weit they And realised the phrase of “ hell broke loose.”
may,
It being a sort of kniglitkood, or gilt key
L IX .
Stuek in their loins ; or like to an “ entré ”
Here crash’d a sturdy oath of stout John Bull,
Up the back stairs, or such free-masonry.
Who damn’d away his eyes as heretofore:
I borrow my comparisons from clay,
Being clay myself. Let not those spirits be There Paddy brogued “ By Jasus! ” — “ What ’s
your wull ? ”
Offended with such base low likenesses ;
The temperate Scot exclaim’d : the French
We know their posts are nobler far than
ghost swore
these.
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In certain terms I shan’t translate in full,
As the first coadunan w ill; and ’midst the
war,
The voice of Jonathan was heard to express,
“ Our president is going to war, I guess.”
LX.
Eesides tliere were the Spaniard, Duteli, and
Dane;
In short, an universal shoal of shades,
From Otalieite’s isle to Salisbury Plain,
Of all climes and professions, years and
trades,
Ready to swear against the good king’s reign,
Bitter as dubs in cards are against spades:
All summon’d by this grand “ subpcena,” to
Try if kings mayn’t be damn’d like me or you.
L X I.
Wken Michael saw this host, be first grew
pale,
As àngels can; next, like Italian twilight,
He turn’d all colours—as a peacock's tail,
Or sunset streaming tbrough a Gothic
skylight
In some oíd abbey, or a trout not stale,
Or distant lightning on the horizon by night,
Or a fresb rainbow, or a grand review
Of tbirty regiments in red, green, and blue.
LX H .
Then be address’d himself to Satan : “ Why—
My good old friend, for sucb I deem you,
thougb
Our different parties make us fight so sby,
I ne’er mistake you for a personal foe ;
Our difference is political, and I
Trust tbat, wbatever may occur below,
You know my great respect for you: and this
Makes me regret whate’er you do amiss—
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Already; and I merely argued bis
Late majesty of Britain’s case with you
Upon a point of form : you may dispose
Of kim; l ’ve kings enough below, God
knows1 ”
LX Y.
Thus spoke the Demon (late call’d “ multifaced ”
By multo-scribbling Soutbey). “ Then we ’ll
cali
One or two persons of the myriads placed
Around our congress, and dispense with all
The rest,” quotb Michael: “ Wko may be so
graeed
As to speak first ? there ’s choice enough—
wbo shall
I t be ? " Then Satan answer’d, “ There are
many ¡
But you may choose Jaek Wilkes as well as
any.”
LX V I.
A merry, cock-eyed, curious-looking sprite
Upon the instant started from the tbrong,
Dress’d in a fasbion now forgotten quite;
For all the fashions of the fiesb stick long
By people in the next World ; where unite
All the costumes since Adam’s, right or
wrong,
From Eve’s fig-leaf down to the petticoat,
Almost as scanty, of days less remote.
LX VH .
The spirit look’d around upon the crowds
Assembled, and exclaim’d, “ My friends
of all
The spheres, we shall catch cold amongst
these clouds;
So let ’s to business: why this general call ?
I f those are freeholders I see in shrouds,
And ’tis for an election that tliey bawí,
Behold a candidate with unturn’d coat!
Saint Peter, may I count upon your vote ? ”

L X in .
“ Why, my dear Lucifer, would you abuse
My call for witnesses ? I did not mean
Tbat you skould kalf of eartb and bell pro
duce ;
LX V H I.
’T is even superfluous, since two honest,
clean,
“ Sir,” replied Michael, “ you mistake; these
True testimonies are enough: we lose
tkings
Our time, nay, our eternity, between
Are of a former life, and what we do
The accusation and defence : if we
Abo ve is more august; to judge of kings
Hear botb, ’t will stretcb our immortality.”
Is the tribunal m et: so now you know.”
“ Then I presume those gentlemen with
LXTV.
wings,”
Satan repbed, “ To me the matter is
Said Wilkes, “ are cherubs; and that soul
Indifferent, in a personal point of view :
below
I can bave fifty better souls tban this
Looks much like George the Tliird, but to my
With far less trouble tban we bave gone
mind
tbrough
A good deal older—Bless me 1 is he blind ? ”

L X IX .
“ He is what you behold him, and bis doom
Depends upon bis deeds,” tile Angel said ;
“ I f you liave aught to arraign in him, the
tomb
Gives license to the kumblest beggar’s head
To lift itself against the loftiest.”— “ Some,”
Said Wilkes, “ don’t wait to see tkem laid
in lead,
For sucb a liberty—and I, for one,
Ha ve told them what I tliought beneath the
sun.”

LXX.
“ Above the sun repeat, then, what tkou bast
To urge against him,” said the Archangel.
. “ Why,”
Replied the spirit, “ since old scores are past,
Must I turn evidence ? In faith, not I.
Besides, I beat him kollow at the last,
With all his Lords and Commons: in the
sky
I don’t like ripping up old stories, since
His conduct was but natural in a prince.

LXXI.
“ Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress
A poor unlucky devil without a shilling ;
But then I blame the man himself much less
Than Bute and Grafton, and shall be unwilling
To see him punish’d here for their excess,
Since they were both damn’d long ago, and
still in
Their place below : for me, I liave forgiven,
And vote his ‘ habeas corpus ’ into lieaven.”

LXXH.
“ Wilkes,” said the Devil, “ I understand all
this;
You turn’d to half a courtier ere you died,
And seem to tkink it would not be amiss
To grow a whole one on the other side
Of Cliaron’s fe rry ; you forget that his
Reign is concluded ; whatsoe’er betide,
He won’t be sovereign more: you’ve lost
your labour,
For at the best he will but be your neigkbour.

L x x in .
“ However, I knew what to think of it,
When I beheld you m your jesting way,
Flitting and whispering round about the
spit
Where Belial, upon duty for the day,
Witli Fox’s lard was basting William Pitt,
His pupil; I knew what to think, I say:
That fellow even in heli breeds farther iíls ;
l ’li bave him gagg’d—’twas one of his own
bilis.
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L X X IV .
“ Call Junius!” From the crowd a shadow
stalk’d,
And at the name there was a general
squeeze,
So that the very ghosts no longer walk’d
In comfort, at their own aerial ease,
But were all ramm’d, and jamm’d (but to be
balk’d,
As we shall see), and jostled hands and
knees,
Like W'ind compress’d and pent witkin a
bladder,
Or like a human colic, which is sadder.
LXXV.
The shadow carne—a tall, tkin, grey-kair’d
figure,
That look’d as it had been a shade on eartli;
Quick in its motions, with an air of vigour,
But nought to mark its breeding or its
b irtli;
Now it wax’d little, then again grew bigger,
With now an air of gloom, or savage m irth;
But as you gazed upon its features, they
Changed every instant—to what, none eould
say.
L X X V I.
The more intently the ghosts gazed, the less
Could they distinguisk whose the features
w ere;
The Devil himself seem’d puzzled even to
guess;
They varied like a dream— now here, now
there;
And several people swore from out the press,
They knew him perfectly; and one could
swear
He was his fatker: upon which anotker
Was sure he was his mother’s eousin’s
brotker:

LXXYH.
Anotker, that he was a duke, or kniglit,
An orator, a lawyer, or a priest,
A nabob, a man-midwife; but the wight
Mysterious changed his countenance at
least
As oft as they their minds; tkough in full sight
He stood, the puzzle only was increased ;
The man was a phantasmagoria in
Himself—he was so volatile and thin.

L x x v in .
The moment that you had pronounced lnmoHC,
Presto! his face changed, and he was
nnotlier;
And when that change was hardly well put on,
I t varied, till I don’t think his own mother
G
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(If that lie liad a motlier) would lier son
Have known, lie sliifted so from one to
t’ otliev;
Till gnessing from a pleasure grew a task,
At tkis epistolary “ Iron Mask.”
L X X IX .
l ’or sometimes lie like Cerberus would seem—
“ Tliree gentlemen at once ” (as sagely says
Good Mrs. Malaprop); then you niight deem
That lie was not even one ; now niany rays
Were flasbing round bim ; and now a tliick
steam
Hid liiin from sigbt—like fogs on London
days:
Now Burke, now Tooke, be grew to people’s
fancies,
And certes often like Sir Philip Francis.
LX X X .
I ’ve an bypotkesis—’tis quite my ow n;
I never let it out till now, for fear
Of doing people barm about tbe tlirone,
And injuring some minister or peer,
On whom tbe stigma migbt perliaps be blown;
Xt is—my gentle public, lend tbine ear!
’Tis, tbat wliat Junius we are wont to cali
Was really, trvly, nobody at all.
L X X X I.
I don’t see wberefore letters sbould not be
Written witbout liands, since we daily view
Tliem written witbout beads; and books, we
Are fill'd as well witbout tbe latter too:
And really till we fix on somebody
For certain sure to claim tliem as bis due,
Tbeir autbor, like tlie Niger’s moutb, will
botber
Tbe world to say if therc be moutb or autbor.
LX X X II.
“ And wlio and wbat art tbou?” tbe Archangel said.
“ For that you may consuit my title-page,
Beplied tbis iniglity sliadow of a sliade:
“ I f I bave kept my secret lialf an age,
I scarce símil tell it now.” —“ Canst tbou
upbraid,”
Continued Micliael, “ George Eex, or allege
Augbt furtber ? ” Juuius answer’d, “ You
liad better
First ask liiin for his answer to my letter :
l x x x ih .
“ My cbarges upon record will outlast
Tbe brass of botli bis eintapb and tomb.”
“ Eepent’st tbou not,” said Micliael, “ of some
past
Exaggeration? sometbing wbicb may doom
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Tbyself if false, as bim if true ? Tbou wast
Too bitter—is it not so ?—ni tby gloom
Of passion?"— “ Passioni” cried tbe pbautom dim,
“ I loved my country, and X bated bim.
LX X X IV .
“ Wbat I bave written, I bave written: let
Tbe rest be on bis bead or m in e!” So
spoke
Oíd “ Nominis Umbra;” and wbile speaking
yet,
Away be melted in celestial smoke.
Then Satan said to Micliael, “ Don’t forget
To cali George Washington, and John
Horne Tooke,
And Franklin —but at tbis time there was
lieard
A cry for room, tbougb not a pliantom stirr’d.
LX X X V.
At length witb jostbng, elbowing, and tbe
aid
Of clierubim appointed to tbat post,
Tbe devil Asmodeus to tbe circle made
His way, and look’d as if bis journey cost
Some trouble. Wben bis burden down be
laid,
“ Wbat's tb is ? ” cried Micbael; “ wby,
’tis not a ghost?”
“ I know it,” quoth tbe incubus; “ but be
Sliall be one, if you leave tbe affah- to me.

LX X X V IH .
Ilere Satan said, “ I know tbis man of oíd,
And bave expected bim for some time here;
A silber fellow you will scarce beliold,
Or more conceited in bis petty spkere:
But surely it was^iot wortli wbile to fold
Sueli trash below your wing, Asmodeus
dear:
We bad tbe poor wreteh safe (witbout being
bored
Witb carriage) coming of bis own accord.
LX X X IX .
“ But since he’s bere, le t’s see wbat be lias
done.”
“ D one!” cried Asmodeus, “ he anticipates
The very business you are now upon,
And scribbles as if bead clerk to tbe Fates.
Who knows to wbat bis ribaldry may run,
Wben sucli an ass as tliis, like Balaam’s,
prates ?’’
“ L e t’s liear,” quotli Micbael, “ wbat be lias
to say:
You know we 're bound to tbat in every way.”

LX X X V I.

XC.
Now tbe bard, glad to get an audiencï, wbicb
By no means often was bis case below,
Began to cough, and bawk, and hem, and pitcli
His voice into that awful note of woe
To all nnhappy hearers within reacli
Of poets wben the tide of rliyme ’s in flow;
But stuck fast witb bis fírst hexameter,
Not one of all whose gouty feet would stir.

“ Confound tbe renegado! I bave sprain’d
My left wing, be’s so heavy; one would
think
Some of bis works about bis neck -were
cliain’d.
But to tlie point; wbile hovering o’er tbe
brink
Of Skiddaw (wliere as usual it still rain’d),
I saw a taper, far below me, wink,
And stooping, caught tbis fellow at a libel—
No less on kistory tban tbe Holy Bible.

XCI.
But ere tbe spavin’d dactyls could be spurr’d
Into recitative, in great dismay
Botb ckerubim and seraphim were heard
To murmur loudly tlirougb tbeir long
ai'ray;
And Micbael rose ere be could get a Word
Of all bis founder’d verses under way,
And cried, “ For God’s sake stop, my friend!
’twere best—
Non Di, non homines—you know the rest.”

xcn.
A general bustle spread throughout tbe
tlirong,
Wbicb seeru’d to bold all verse in detestation;
Tbe angels bad of oourse enougb of song
Wben upon Service; and tbe generation
Of gbosts bad heard too much in life, not long
Before, to profit by a new occasion:
Tbe monarch, mute till tbeu, exclaim’d,
“ W b at! wbat 1
Pye come again ? No more—no more of tbat! ”
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xcm.
The tumult grew ; an universal cough
Couvulsed tbe skies, as during a debate,
Wlien Castlereagli lias been up long enougb
(Before be was first minister of state,
I mean—tbe llaves hear note); some cried
“ Off, o ff!”
As at a farce; till, grown quite desperate,
Tbe bard Saint l5eter pray’d to interpose
(Himself an autbor) only for bis prose.
XCIV.
Tbe varlet was not an ill-favour’d knave;
A good deal like a vulture in tbe face,
Witb a book nose and a bawk’s eye, wbicb
gave
A smart and sliarper-looking sort of grace
To bis wbole aspect, wbicb, tbougb rather
grave,
Was by 110 means so ugly as his case ;
But tbat, inde.ed, was bopeless as can be,
Quite a poetic felony “ de se."
XCV.
Then Micbael blew bis trump, and stül’d the
noise
Witb one still greater, as is yet tbe mode
On earth besides; except some grumbling
voice,
Whicli now and then nuil make a sliglit
inroad
Upon decorous silence, few will twice
L ift up then- lungs wben faü-ly overcrow’d ;
And now tbe bai-d could plead bis own bad
cause,
Witb all the attitudes of self-applause.
XCVI.
He said—(I only give tbe beads)— be said,
He meant no barm in scribbling; ’twas
liis way
Upon all topics; ’twas, besides, his bread,
Of wbicb be butter’d botb sides; ’twould
delay
Too long tbe assembly (be was pleased to
dread),
And take up rather more time tban a day,
To ñame bis works—be would but cite a
few—
“ Wat Tyler ”— “ Bliynies on Blenbeim ”—
“ Waterloo.”

xcvn.
He bad written praises of a regicide;
He bad written praises of all kings wbat
ever;
He liad written for republics far and wide,
And then against tliem bitterer tban ever
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For pantisocracy he once hacl cried
cn.
Aloud, a scheme less moral than t was
He ceased; and drew forth an M S.; and no
clever;
Persuasión on the part of devils, saints,
Then grew a hearty auti-jacobin—
Had turn’d his coat—and would have turn’d Or àngels, now could stop the torrent; so
He read the first three lines of the con
his skin.
tents;
But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show
x c v h i.
Had vanish’d, with variety of scents,
Ambrosial and sulpliureous, as they sprang,
He had sung against all battles, and again
In their high praise and glory; he had Like lightning, off from his “ melodious
twang.”
call’d
Reviewiug “ the ungentle craft,” and then
CHI.
Become as base a crític as e’er crawl’d—
Those
grand
heroics
acted as a spell:
Fed, paid, and pamper’d by the very men
The àngels stopp’d their ears and plied
By whom his muse and morals had been
their pinions;
maul’d :
He had written much blank verse, and blanker Thedevilsran howling, deafen’d,downtoliell;
The ghosts fled, gibbering, for their own
prose,
dominions—
And more of both than anybody knows.
(For ’tis not yet decided where they dwell,
And I leave every man to his opinions);
XCIX.
Michael took refuge in his trump—but, lo 1
He had written Wesley’s l i f e h e r e turning His teeth were set on edge, he could not
round
blow 1
To Satan, “ S ir,'I’m ready to write yours,
CIV.
Iu two octavo volumes, nicely bound,
With notes and preface, all that most al Saint Pçter, who has hitherto been known
For an impetuous saint, upraised his keys,
bires
The pious purchaser; and there ’s no ground And at the fifth line knock’d the poet down;
"Who feli like Phajton, but more at ease,
For fear, for I can choose my own reInto his lake, for there he did not drown;
viewers:
A different web being by the Destinies
So let me have the proper documents,
Woven for the Laureate’s final wreath, whenThat I may add you to my other saints.”
e’er
Reform shall happen either here or there.
C.
Satan bow'd, and was silent. “ Well, if you,
"With amiable modesty, decline
My offer, what says Michael ? There are few
Whose memoirs could be render’d more
divine.
Mine is a pen of all work; not so new
As it was once, but I would make you
shine
Like your own trumpet. By the way, my own
Has more of brass in it, and is as well blown.

CV.
He first sank to the bottom—like his works,
But soon rose to the surface—like himself;
For all corrupted things are buoy’d like corks,
By their own rottenness, light as an elf,
Or wisp that flits o’er a morass: he lurks,
I t may be, still, like dull books on a shelf,
In his own den, to scrawl some “ L ife ” or
“ Vision,”
As Welborn says—“ the devil turn’d precisian.”
Cl.
CVI.
“ But talking about trumpets, here's my
As for the rest, to come to the conclusión
V ision!
Of this true dream, the telescope is gone
Now you shall judge, all people; yes, you
Which kept my òptics free from all delusion,
shall
And show’d me what I in my tum have
Judge with my judgment, and by my decisión
shown;
Be guided who shall enter heaven or fall.
All I saw farther, in the last confusión,
I settle all ¿hese things by intuition,
Was, that King George slipp’d into heaven
Times present, past, to come, heaven, heli,
for one;
and all,
And
when the tumult dwindled to a calm,
Like King Alfonso. "When I thüs see double,
I
left
him
practising the hundredth psalm.
I save the Deity some worlds of trouble.”

of
ou,

CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS HAUD MIRABILIS.

“ Impar Congressus Achilli.”

Though Alexander’s urn a show be grown
I.
On shores he wept to conquer, though unT he “ good old times ” — all times when old
known—
are good—■
How vain, how worse tlian vain, at length
Are gone; the present might be if they
appear
would;
The madman’s wish, the Macedonian’s tear !
Great things have been, and are, and greater He wept for worlds to conquer—half the
stili
earth
Want little of mere mortals but their w ill:
Knows not his name, or but his death, and
A wider space, a greener field, is given
birth,
To those who play their “ tricks before high And desolation; while his native Greece
heaven.”
Hath all of desolation, save its peace.
I know not if the angels weep, but men
He “ wept for worlds to conquer I ” he who
Have ivept enough—for what ?—to weep
ne’er
again I
Conceived the globe, he panted not to spare !
With
even the bnsy Northern Isle unknown,
n.
Which holds his urn, and never knew his
All is exploded—be it good or bad.
throne.
Reader! remember when tliou wert a lad,
Then Pitt was a ll; or, if not all, so much,
III.
His very rival almost deem’d bim such.
We, we have seen the intellectual race
But where is he, the modern, mightier far,
Of giants stand, like Titans, face to face—
Who, born no king, made monarchs draw
Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea
his car;
.
Of eloquence between, which flow’d all free,
The new Sesostris, whose nnharness’d kings,
As the deep billows of the iEgean roar
Freed from the bit, believe themselves with
Betwixt the Hellenic and the Phrygian
wings,
shore.
And spurn the dust o’er which they crawl’d
But where are they—the rivals ! a few feet
of late,
Of sullen earth divide each wiuding slieet.
Chain’d to the chariot of the chieftain’s
How peaceful and how powerful is the grave,
state ?
Which hushes all 1 a calm, unstormy wave,
Y e s ! where is he, the Champion and the
Which oversweeps the world. The theme
child
is old
Of all that’s great or little, wise or wild;
Of “ dust to dust; ” but lialf its tale untold : Whose game was empires, and whose stakes
were timones;
Time tempers not its terrors—stili the worm
Winds its cold folds, the tomb preserves its Whose table earth—whose dice were human
form,
bones ?
Behold the grand resuit in yon Ione isle,
Varied above, but stili alike below;
And, as thy nature urges, weep or smile.
The urn may shine, the ashes will not glow,
Sigli to behold the eagle’s lofty rage
Tliongh Cleopatra’s mummy cross the sea
O’er which from empire she lured Anthony; Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage;
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Smile to survey tlie queller of tke nations
Now daily squabbliug o’er disputed rations;
Weep to perceive bim mourning, as be dines,
O'er curtail’d dislies and o’er stinted wines;
O’er petty quarrels upon petty tkings.
Is tbis the man wko scourged or feasted
kings ?
Behold the scales in wkick kis fortune
kangs,
A surgeon’s statemeut, and an earl’s karaugues!
A bust delayed, a book refused, can shake
The sleep of liim wko kept tke world awake.
Is tkis indeed the tamer of tke great,
Now slave of ali could tease or mátate—
Tke paltry gaoler and tke prying spy,
Tke staring stranger witll kis note-book
nigk ?
Plunged in a dungeon ke kad stili been
great;
How low, kow little was tkis middle state,
Between a prison and a palaee, wkere
How few could feel for wliat ke kad to bear!
Vain kis complaint,—my lord presents kis
bili,
His food and wine were doled out duly stili;
Vain was bis sickness, never was a clime
So free from homicide—to doubt’s a crime;
And tke stiff surgeon, wko maintain’d kis
cause,
Hatk lost kis place, and gain’d tke world’s
applause.
But smile—tkougk all tke pangs of brain
and lieart
Disdain, defy, tke tardy aid of art;
Tkougk, save the few fond friends and
imaged face
Of tkat fair boy kis sire shall ne’er embrace,
None stand by kis low bed—thougk even tke
mind
Be wavering, wkicli long awed and awes
• maukind:
Smile—for tke fetter’d eagle breaks kis
ckain,
And kigker worlds tkan tkis‘are kis again.

How must ke smile, and turn to yon Ione
grave,
Tke proudest sea-mark tkat o'ertops tke
wave!
Wliat tkougk kis gaoler, duteous to tke last,
Scarce deein’d tke coffin’s lead could keep
kim fast,
Befusmg one poor line along tke lid,
To date tke birth and deatk of all it hid ;
Tkat name skall hallow tke ignoble skore,
A talismán to all save kim wko bore :
Tke fleets that sweep before tke eastern
blast
Skall hear tkeir sea-boys kail it from tke
mast;
Wken Victory’s Gallic eolumn skall but rise,
Like Pompey’s pillar, in a desert’s skies,
Tke rocky isle tkat liolds or lield kis dust,
Shall crown tke Atlantic like tke kero’s bust,
And mighty nature o’er kis obsequies
Do more tkan niggard envy stili denies.
But wliat are tliese to kim ? Can glory’s lust
Touck the freed spirit or tke fetter’d dust ?
Small care kath ke of wliat kis tomb con
sista ;
Nougkt if ke sleeps—nor more if ke exists :
Alike tke better-seeing skade will smile
On the rude cavern of tke rocky isle,
As if kis ashes found tkeir latest home
In Bome’s Pautheon or Gaul’s mimic dome.
He wants not tkis; but France skall feel the
want
Of tkis last consolation, tkougk so scant:
Her honour, fame, and faitk demand kis
bones,
To rear above a pyramid of thrones;
Or carried onward in tke battle’s van,
To form, like Guesclin’s dust, ker talismán.
But be it as it is—the time may come
His name skall beat tke alarm, like Ziska’s
drum.
V.

Oli keaven I of wkieh ke was in power a
feature;
Oh eartk! of wliick ke ivas a noble Creature;
IV.
Thou isle! to be remember’d long and well,
Tkat saw’st tke uufledged eaglet cliip kis
How, if tkat soaring spn-it stili retain
A conscious twiligkt of kis blazing reign,
skell I
How must ke smile, on looking down, to see Ye Alps, wkick view’d kim in kis dawning
flights
Tke little tkat ke was and sougkt to be !
Wkat tkougk kis ñame a wider empire found Hover, tke victor of a hundred figkts !
Tkan kis ambition, tkougk witk scarce a Thou Home, wko saw’st thy Csesar’s deeds
bound;
outdone!
Alas ! wky pass’d ke too tke Bubicon—
Tkougk first in glory, deepest in reverse,
The Bubicon of man’s awaken’d riglits,
He tasted empire’s blessings and its curse ;
Thougk kings, rejoicing in then- late escape
To kerd with vulgar kings and parasites ?
From ehams, would gladly be their tyrant’s E gypt! from whose all dateless tombs aróse
ape;
Forgotten Pkaraoks from tkeir long repose,

And shook witkin tkeir pyramids to hear
A new Cambyses tkundering in tkeir ear;
While tke dark sliades of forty ages stood
Like startled giants by Nile’s famous flood;
Or from tke pyramid’s tali pinnacle
Belield tke desert peopled, as from hell,
Witk clasking hosts, wko strew’d the barren
sand,
To re-manure tke uncultivated land!
Spain! wkick, a moment mindless of the
Cid,
Beheld kis banner flouting tky Madrid !
Austria! wkieh saw tky twice-ta’en capital
Twice spared to be tke traitress of kis fa ll!
Ye race of Frederic!—Frederics but in name
And falsehood—keks to all except kis fame:
Wko, crusk’d at Jena, crouck’d at Berlin,
feli
First, and but rose to follow! Ye wko divell
Wkere Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet
Tke unpaid amount of Catkerine’s bloody
debt!
Poland! o’er wkick tke avenging ángel
pass’d,
But left thee as ke found thee, stili a waste,
Forgetting all tky stili enduring claim,
Tky lotted people and extinguish’d name,
Tky sigh for freedom, tky long-flowing tear,
Tkat sound tkat craskes in tke tyrant’s
ear—
Kosciusko! On—on—on—tke tkirst of war
Gasps for tke gore of seris and of tkeir czar.
Tke half barbarie Moscow’s minareis
Gleam in tke sun, but ’tis a sun tkat sets!
Moscow! thou limit of kis long career,
For wkick rude Charles kad wept his frozen
tear
To see in vain—/¡e saw thee—kow ?_ witk
spire
And palaee fuel to one common fire.
To tkis tke soldier lent kis kindling match,
To this the peasant gave kis cottage thateh,
To tkis tke merchant flung liis koarded
store,
Tke prince kis hall—and Moscow was no
more 1
Sublimest of voléanos ! Etna’s Carne
Pales before tkine, and quenckless Hecla’s
tame;
Vesuvius shows bis blaze, an usual siglit
For gaping tourists, from kis kackney’d
keigkt:
Tliou stand’st alone unrivalTd, till tke fire
To come, in whick all empires skall expire !
Thou otlier element! as strong and stern,
To teack a lesson conquerors will not
learn!—
Wliose icy wing fiapp’d o’er tke faltering foe,
Till feli a hero witk eack flake of snow :
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How did thy numbing beak and silent fang
Pierce, till hosts perish’d witk a single pang!
In vain skall Seine look up along kis banks
For tke gay tkousands of kis dashing ranks!
I 11 vain skall France recali beneath ker vines
Her youtli—tkeir blood flows faster than ker
wines;
Or stagnant in tkeir human ice remains
In frozen mummies on the Polar plains.
I 11 vain will Italy’s broad sun awaken
Her offspring ckill’d ; its beams are now
forsaken.
Of all tke tropkies gatker’d from tke war,
Wkat skall return ? tke conqueror’s broken
car!
Tke conqueror’s yet unbroken lieart! Again
Tke korn of Boland sounds, and not in vain.
Lutzen, wkere fell tke Swede of victory,
Beholds kim conquer, but, alas 1 not d ie:
Dresden surveys tkree despots fly once more
Before tkeir sovereign,—sovereign as before;
But there exkausted Fortune quits tke field,
And Leipsic’s treason bids tke unvanquish’d
yield;
Tke Saxon jackal leaves tke lion’s side
To turn the bear’s, and wolf’s, and fox’s guide;
And backward to tke den of kis despair
Tke forest monarek skrinks, but finds no lair I
Ok ye ! and eack, and a ll! Ok France !
wko found
Thy long fair fields plougk’d up as hostile
ground,
Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still
His only victor, from Montmartre’s liill
Look’d down o’er trampled Paris ! and tliou
Isle,
Wkick seest Etruria from thy ramparts smile,
Tliou momentary skelter of kis cride,
Till woo’d by danger, kis yet weeping bride !
Ok, France! retaken by a single march,
Wkose patk was tkrougk one long triumpkal
arck!
Ok, bloody and most bootless Waterloo !
Wkick proves kow fools may kave tkeir
fortune too,
Won half by blunder, kalf by treackery:
Ok, dull Saint H elen! witk tky gaoler nigk—
H ear! hear Prometheus from kis rock appeal ■
To eartk, air, ocean, all tkat felt or feel
His power and glory, all wko yet skall hear
A name eternal as the rolling year;
He teackes tkem tke lesson taugkt so long,
So oft, so vainly—learn to do no wrong !
A single step hito tke right kad made
Tkis man tke Washington of worlds betray’d :
A single step into tke wrong lias given
His name a doubt to all tke winds of keaven;
Tke reed of Fortune, and of tkrones tke roti,
Of Fame tke Molock or tke demigod ;
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His country’s Csesar, Europe's Hannibal,
Without their decent dignity of fall.
Yet Vanity herself liad better taugbt
A surer path even to tbe fame he sought,
By pointing out on liistory’s fruitless page
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage.
While Franklin’s quiet memory climbs to
lieaven,
Calming tbe lightning which he thence hath
riven,
Or drawing from the no less kindled earth
Freedom and peaee to that which boasts his
birtli;
While Washington ’s a watchword, such as
ne’er
Shall sink while there ’s an echo left to a ir:
While even the Spaniard’s thirst of gold and
war
Forgets Pizarro to shout Bolívar !
Alas ! why must the sanie Atlantic wave
Which wafted freedom gird a tyrant’s grave—
The king of kings, and yet of slaves the
slave,
Who burst the chains of millions to renew
The very fetters which his arm broke througli,
And crush’d the riglits of Europe and liis own,
To flit between a dungeon and a throne ?

Tlirough Calpe’s strait the rolling tides advance,
Sweep slightly by the half-tamed land of
France,
Dash o’er the old Spaniard’s eradle, and would
fain
Unite Ausonia to the miglity main:
But driven from thence awliile, yet not for
aye,
Break o’er th’ ¿Egean, mindful of the day
Of Salamis !—there, there the waves arise,
Not to be lull’d by tyrant victòries.
Lone, lost, abandon’d in their utmost need
By Christians, unto whom they gave their
creed,
The desolated lands, the ravaged isle,
The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile,
The aid evaded, and the cold delay,
Prolong’d but in the hope to make a prey;—
These, these Bhall teli the tale, and Greece
can show
The false friend worse than the influíate foe.
But this is w e ll: Greeks only should free
Greece,
Not the barbarían, with his mask of peace.
IIow should tlio autocrat of bondage be
The king of serfs, and set the nations free ?
Better still serve the haughty Mussulman,
Than swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan;
VI.
Better still toil for masters, than await,
But ’twillnotbe—the spark’s awaken’d—l o ! The slave of slaves, before a Russian gate,—
The swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow ; Number’d by hordes, a human capital,
The same high spirit which beat back the A live estáte, existing but for thrall,
Moor
Lotted by thousands, as a meet reward
Tlirough eight long ages of altemate gore
For the first courtier in the Czar’s regard;
Revives—and wliere ? in that avenging clime While their immediate owner never tastes
Where Spain was once synonymous with His sleep, sans dreaming of Siberia’s wastes:
crime,
Better succumb even to tlieir own despair,
Wliere Cortes and Pizarro’s banner flew,
And drive the camel than purvey the bear.
The infant world redeems lier name of “ New."
’T is the old aspiration breathed afresh,
VH.
To kindle souls within degraded flesh,
Such as repulsed the Persian from the shore But not alone within the hoariest clime
Where Greece toas—N o ! she still is Greece Where Freedom dates her birth with that of
once more.
Time,
One common cause maltes myriads of one And not alone where, plunged in night, a
breast,
crowd
Slaves of the East, or helots of the W est:
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud,
On Andes’ and on Athos’ peaks unfurl’d,
The dawn revives: renown’d, romàntic Spain
The self-same standard streams o’er either Holds back the invader from her soil again.
w orld:
Not now the Roman tribe ñor Punic borde
The Athenian wears again Harmodius’ sword; Demand her fields as lists to prove the sword;
The Cliili chief abjures his foreign lord ;
Not now the Vandal or the Visigotli
The Spartan knows liimself once more a Pollute the plains, alike abhorring both;
Greek,
Nor old Pelayo on his mountain rears
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each The warlike fathers of a thousand years.
cacique;
Tliat seed issown and reap’d, as oft the Moor
Debating despots, hemm’d on either shore,
Sighs to remember on his dusky shore.
Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic’s Long üi the peasant’s song or poet’s page
roar;
Has dwelt the memory of Abencerrage ;

The Zegri, and the captive victors, flmig
Back to the barbarous realm from whenee
they sprung.
But these are gone—their faith, their swords,
their sway,
Yet left more anti-christian foes than th ey;
The bigot monarch, and the buteher priest,
The Inquisition, with her burning feast,
The faith’s red “ auto,” fed with human fuel,
While sate the catliolic Moloch, calmly cruel,
Enjoyiiig, with inexorable eye,
That fiery festival of agony !
The stern or feeble sovereign, ope or both
By turns; the haughtiness whose pride was
sloth;
The long degenerate noble; the debased
Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced,
But more degraded; the unpeopled realm;
The once proud navy which forgot the helm ;
The once impervious phalanx disarray’d ;
The idle forge that form’d Toledo’s blade ;
The foreign wealth that flow’d on ev’ry
shore,
Save hers who earn’d it with the natives’
gore;
The very language which might vie with
Bome’s,
And once was known to nations like their
homes,
Neglected or forgotten :—such was Spain;
But such she is not, nor shall be again.
These worst, these home invaders, felt and
feel
The new Numantine soul of old Castile.
Up ! up again! undaunted Tauridor!
The bull of Phalaris renews his roar ;
Mount, chivalrous Hidalgo ! not in vain
Revive the c ry !—“ lago ! and close Spain ! ”
Yes, close her with your armed bosoms
round,
And formthe barrier which Napoleón fouud,—
The exterminating war, the desert plain,
The streets without a tenant, save the slain ;
The wild sierra, with its wilder troop
Of vulture-plumed guerrillas, on the stoop
For their incessant p rey; the desperate
wall
Of Saragossa, mightiest in her fa ll;
The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid
Waving her more than Amazonian blade;
The knife of Arragon, Toledo’s Steel;
The famous lance of chivalrous Castile:
The unerring rifle of the Catalan ;
The Andalusian courser in the van;
The torch to make a Moscow of Madrid ;
And in each heart the spirit of the Cid:—
Such have been, such shall be, such are.
Advanee,
And win—not Spain! but thine own freedom,
France!
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But lo f a Congress! W h at! that hallow’d
name
Which freed the Atlantic! May we hope the
same
For outworn Europe ? With the sound arise,
Like Samuel’s shade to Saul’s monarchic
eyes,
The prophets of young Freedom, summon’d
far
From climes of Washington and Bolívar;
Henry, the forest-born Demosthenes,
Whose thunder shook the Philip of the seas ;
And stoic Franklin’s energetic shade,
Bobed in the lightnings -which his liand
allay’d ;
And Washington, the tyrant-tamer, walce,
To bid us blush for these old chains, or break.
But who compose this senate of the few
That should redeem the many ? Who renew
This consecrated name, till now assign’d
To councils held to benefit mankind ?
Who now assemble at the holy call ?
The blest Alliance, which says three are a ll!
An eartlily trinity ! which wears the sliape
Of heaven’s, as man is mimick’d by the ape.
A pious unity! in purpose one—
To melt three fools to a Napoleón.
Why, Egypt’s gods were rational to these ;
Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees,
And, quiet in their kennel or their shed,
Cared little, so that they were duly fed ;
But these, more hungry, must have something
more—
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore.
Ah, how much happier -were good iEsop’s
frogs
Than we 1 for ours are animated logs,
With ponderous mahee swaying to and fro,
And crushing nations with a stupid blow;
All duly anxious to leave little work
Unto the revolutionary stork.
IX.
Thrice blest Verona! sinee the holy three
With their imperial presence shine on thee!
Honour’d by them, thy treacherous site forgets
The vaunted tomb of “ all the Capulets ; ”
Thy Scaligers—for what was “ Dog the
Great,”
“ Can Grande,” (which I venture to transíate,)
To these sublimer pugs ? Thy poet too,
Catullus, whose old laureis yield to n ew ;
Thine amphitheatre, where Romans sate;
And Dante’s exile shelter’d by thy gate;
Thy good old man, whose world was all within
Thy wall, nor knew the country held him in ¡
Woiüd that the royal guests it girds about
Were so far like, as never to get ont!
G 3-
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Ay, shout! inscribe! rear monuments of
shame,
To teli Oppression that the world is tame!
Crowd to the theatre with loj'al rage,
The cometly is not upon the stage;
The show is ricli in ribandry and stars,
Then gaze upon it through tliy dungeon bars;
Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy,
For tiras much still thy fetter’d hands are
free!
X.
Besplendent sight! Behold the coxcomb Czar,
The autocrat of waltzes and of war !
As eager for a plaudit as a realm,
And just as fit for flirting as the helm ;
A Calmuclc beauty with a Cossack wit,
And generóos spirit, when ’tis not frost-bit;
Now half dissolving to a liberal thaw,
But harden’d baclc whene’er the morning’s
ra w ;
With no objection to true liberty,
Except that it would make the nations free.
How well the imperial dandy prates of peace !
How fain, if Greelcs would be his slaves, free
Greece!
Iíow nobly gave he baclc the Poles their Diet,
Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet!
How kindly would he send the mild Ukraine,
With all her pleasant pullcs, to lectui'e Spain!
How royally show off in proud Madrid
His goodly person, from the South long liid !
A blessing cheaply purchased, the world
knows,
By having Moscovites for friends or foes.
Proceed, thon namesake of great Philip’s son!
La Harpe, thine Aristotle, beckons on ;
And that which Scythia ivas to him of yore
l ’ind with thy Scythians on Iberia’s shore.
Tet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth,
Thy predecessor on the banlcs of Prnth ;
Thou hast to aid thee, should his lot be
thine,
Many an old woman, but no Catherine.
Spain, too, hath rocks, and rivers, and defiles—
The bear may rush into the lion’s toils.
Fatal to Goths are Xeres’ sunny fields;
Tliink’st thou to thee Napoleon’s -victor
yields ?
Better reclaim thy deserts, turn thy swords
To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hordes,
Kedeem thyrealm s from slavery and the
knout,
Than follow headlong in the fatal route,
To infest the clime whose skies and laws are
l)ul'c
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no
manure :

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe :
Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago;
And wouldst thou furnisli them with fresher
prey ?
Alas ! thou wilt not conquer, but purvey.
I am Diogenes, though Buss and Hun
Stand between mine and many a myriad’s sun;
But were I not Diogenes, I ’d wander
Bather a worm than such an Alexander !
Be slaves who will, the cynic sliall be free ;
His tub hath tougher waïls than Sinopè :
Still will he hold his lantern up to sean
The face of monarclis for an “ honest man.”
XI.
And what doth Gaul, the all-prolific land
Of ne plus ultra ultras and their band
Of mercenàries ? and her noisy cliambers
And tribune, which eacli orator first clambers
Before he finds a voice, and when ’tis found,
Hears “ the lie ” echo for his answer round ?
Our British Commons sometimes deign to
“ h earl”
A Gallic senate hath more tongue than ear;
Even Constant, their solé master of debate,
Must fight next day his speeeh to vindicate.
But tliis costs little to true Franks, who’d
rather
Combat than listen, were it to their father.
What is the simple standing of a shot,
To listening long, and interrupting not ?
Though this was not the method of old Bome,
When Tully fulmined o’er eacli vocal dome,
Demosthenes has sanction’d the transaetion,
In saying eloquence meant “ Aetion, action I ”
XH.
But where ’s the monarch ? hath he dined ? or
yet
Groans beneath indigestion’s heavy debt ?
llave revolutionary patís risen,
And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison ?
llave discontented movements stirr’d the
troops ?
Or have no movements follow’d traitorous
soups ?
Have Carbonaro cooks not carbonadoed
Each course enough! or doctors dire dissuaded
Bepletion ? A ll! in thy dejected looks
I read all France’s treason in her cooks !
Good clàssic Louis 1 is it_, canst thou say,
Desirable to be the “ Desiré ” ?
Why wouldst thou leave calin Hartwell’s
green abode,
Apician table, and Horatiau ode,
To rule a people who will not be ruled,
And love much rather to be scourged than
school’d ?

'Z·fyi·
A h ! thine was not the temper or the taste
For thrones; the table sees thee better placed:
A mild Epicurean, form’d, at best,
To be a kind host and as good a guest,
To talk of letters, and to know by heart
One half the poet’s, all the gourmand’s a r t:
A scholar always, now and then a wit,
And gentle wlien digestión may pennit;—
But not to govern lands enslaved or free;
The gout was martyrdom enough for thee.
XH I.
Sliall noble Albion pass without a plirase
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise ?
“ Arts, arins, and George, and glory, and the
isles,
And liappy Britain, wealth, and Freedom's
smiles,
White cliffs, that lield invasión far aloof,
Contented subjeets, all alike tax-proof,
Proud Welliugton, witli eagle beak so curl’d,
That nose, the hook where he suspenda the
world 1
And Waterloo, and trade, and---- (liush! not
yet
A syllable of imposts or of debt)---- And ne’er (enough) lamented Castlereagh,
Whose penknife siit a goose-quill t’ other
day—
And ‘ pilots who have weather’d every
storm ’—
(But, no, not even for rliyme’s sake, name
Befonn).”
These are the themes thus sung so oft before,
Methinks we need not sing them any more;
Found in so many volumes far and near,
There ’s no oceasion you should find them
liere.
Yet something may remain perchance to
cliime
With reason, and what’s stranger still, with
rliyme.
Even this thy genius, Canning 1 may permit,
Who, bred a statesman, still wast born a wit,
And never, even in that dull House, couldst
tame
Te unleaven’d prose thine own poètic flame ;
Our last, our best, our only orator,
Even I can praise thee—Tories do no more :
Nay, not so much;—tliey hate thee, man, because
Thy spirit less upliolds them than it awes.
The hounds will gather to their liuiitsman’s
hollo,
And where he leads the duteous paek will
follow ;
But not for love mistake their yelling c ry ;
Their yelp for game is not an eulogy;
Less faitliful far than the four-footed pack,
A dubious scent would Iure the bipeds baclc,
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Thy saddle-girths are not yet quite secure,
Nor royal stallion’s feet extreniely sure ;
The unwieldy old white liorse is apt at last
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick
fast
With his great self and rider in the mud;
But what of that ? the animal shows blood.
XIV.
Alas, the country! how shall tongue or pen
Bewail her now aacountry gentlemen ?
The last to bid the cry of warfare cease,
The first to make a malady of peace.
For what were all these country patriota
born ?
To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of
corn ?
But corn, like every mortal thing, must fa.ll,
Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all.
And must ye fall with every ear of grain ?
Why would you trouble Buonapartc’s reign ?
He was your great Triptolemus ; his vices
Destroy’d but realms, and still maintain’d
your prices;
He amplified to every lord’s content
The grand agrarian alchymy, high rent.
Why did the tyrant stumble on the Tartars,
And lower wheat to such desponding quarters ?
Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone ?
The man was worth much more upon his
throne.
True, blood and treasure boundlessly were
spilt,
But what of that? the Gaul may bear the
guilt;
But bread was high, the farmer paid his way,
And acres told upon the appointed day.
But where is now the goodly audit ale ?
Thepurse-proud tenant, never known to fail ?
The farm which never yet was left on hand ?
The marsli reclaim’d to most improving land ?
The impatient hope of the expiring lease ?
The doubling rental ? What an evil ’s peace!
In vain the prize excites the ploughman’s
skill,
In vain the Commons pass their patriot b ill;
The landed interest — (you may understand
The plirase much better leaving out the
land ) —■

The lamí self-interest groans from shore to
shore,
For fear that plenty should attain the poor.
Up, up again, ye rents ! exalt your notes,
Or else the ministry will lose their votes,
And patriotism, so delicately nice,
Her loaves will lower to the market price;
For ah! “ the loaves and fislies," once so
high,
Are gone—their oven closed, their ocean dry,
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And nought remains of all the millions spent,
Excepting to grow moderate and content.
They who are not so, had their turn—and
turn
Abont still flows from Eortune’s equal nrn ;
Now let tkeir virtue be its own reward,
And share the blessings which tbemselves
prepared.
See these inglorious Cincinnati swarm,
Fariners of war, dictators of the farm ;
Their plongkskare was the sword in hireling
hands,
Their fields manured by gore of otber lands;
Safe in their barns, these Sabine tillers sent
Their brethren out to battle—why ? for
rent I
Year after year they voted cent. per cent.,
Blood, sweat, and tear-wrung millions—why?
for ren t!
They roar’d, they dined, they drank, they
swore they meant
To die for England—why then live p—for
ren t!
The peace has made one general malcontent
Of these kigh-market patriota; war was ren t!
Their love of conntry, millions all misspent,
How reconcile ? by reconciling ren t!
And will they not repay the treasures lent ?
No: down with eyerything, and up with rent!
Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent,
Being, end, aim, religión—rent, rent, rent 1
Thou sold’st thy birthright, Esau ! for a mess;
Thou shonldst have gotten more, or eaten
less;
Now thou hast swill’d thy pottage, thy de
manda
Are id le; Israel says the bargain stands.
Such, landlords! was your appetite for war,
And gorged with blood, you grumble ata scar I
W h a t! would they spread their earthquake
eyen o’er cash ?
And wlien land crumbles, bid firm paper
crash ?
So rent may rise, bid bank and nation fall,
And found on ’Change a Fundling Hospital ?
Lo, Motlier Church, wliile all religión writhes,
Like Niobe, weeps o'er lier offspring, Titiles;
The prelates go to—where the saints have
gone,
And prond pluralities subside to one;
Church, state, and faction wrestle in the dark,
Toss’d by the deluge in their common ark.
'Shorn of her bishops, banks, and dividends,
Another Babel soars—but Britain ends.
And why ? to pamper the self-seèking wants,
And prop the hill of these agrarian ants.
“ Go to these ants, thou sluggard, and be
wise; ”
Admire their patience tbrough each sacrifice,

Till taught to feel the lesson of their pride,
The price of taxes and of homicide ;
Admire their justice, which would fain deny
The debt of na tions:—pray, who made it high?
XV.
Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks,
The new Symplegades—the crushing Stocks,
Where Midas might again his wish behold
In real paper or imagined gold.
That magic palace of Alcina shows
More wealth than Britain ever had to lose,
Were all her atoms of unleaven’d ore,
And all her pebbles from Pactolus’ shore.
There Fortune plays, wliile Bumour holds the
stake,
And the world trembles to bid brokers break.
How rich is Britain! not indeed in mines,
Or peace or plenty, corn or oil, or wines ;
No land of Canaan, full of milk and honey,
Nor (save in paper shekels) ready naoney:
But let us not to own the truth refuse,
Was ever Christian land so rich in Jews ?
Those parted with their teeth to good King
John,
And now, ye kings! they kindly draw your
own;
All states, all things, all sovereigns they
control,
And waft a loan “ from Indus to the pole.”
The banker, broker, barón, brethren, speed
To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need.
Nor these alone; Colúmbia feels no less
Fresh speculations follow each success;
And philanthropic Israel deigns to drain
Her inild per-centage from exhansted Spain.
Not without Abraham’s seed can Rússia
march;
’Tis gold, not steel, that rears the conqueror’s
arch.
Two Jews, a chosen people, can eommand
In every realm their seripture-promised
land:—
Two Jews keep down the Romans, and uphold
The accursed Hun, more brutal than of old:
Two Jews—but not Samaritans—direet
The world, -with all the spirit of their sect.
What is the happiness of earth to them ?
A congress forms their “ New Jerusalem,”
Where baronies and orders both invite—
Oh, holy Abraham! dost thou see the sight ?
Thy followers mingling with these royal
swine,
Who spit not “ on their Jewish gaberdine,”
But honour them as portion of the show—
(Where now, oh Pope ! is thy forsaken toe ?
Could it not favour Judah with some kicks ?
Or has i t ceased to “ kick against the pricks ? ” )
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Ou Shylock's shore behold them stand afresh,
To cut from nations’ hearts their “ pound of
flesh.”

W hich swept from Moscow to the Southern

XVH.
Enough of this—a sight more mournful ivoos
The averted eye of the reluctant muse.
The imperial daughter, the imperial bride,
The imperial victim—sacrifice to pride;
The mother of the hero’s hope, the boy,
The young Astyanax of modern T ro y ;
The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen
That earth has yet to see, or e’er hath seen ;
She flits amidst the phantoms of the hour,
The theme of pity, and the wreck of power.
Oh, cruel mockery ! Could not Austria spare
A daughter? What did France’s widow there?
Her fitter place was by St. Helen’s wave,
Her only throne is in Napoleon’s grave.
But, no—she still must hold a petty reign,
Flank’d by her formidable chamberlain;
The martial Argus, whose not hundred eyes
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries.
What though she share no more, and shared
in vain,
A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne,

X V IH .
But, tired of foreign follies, I turn home,
And sketch the group—the picture’s yet to
come.
My muse ’gan weep, but, ere a tear was
spilt,
She caught Sir William Curtis in a k ilt!
While throng’d the cliiefs of every Highland
clan
To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman !
Guildhall grows Gael, and echoes with Erse
roar,
While all the Common Council cry “ Claymore ! ”
To see proud Albyn’s tartans as a belt
Gird the gross surloin of a city Celt,
She burst into a laughter so extreme,
That I awoke—and lo ! it was no dream!

seas!
Yet still she rules the pastoral realm of
cheese,
X VI.
Where Parma view's the traveller resort,
Strange sight this Congress! destined to To note the trappings of her mimic court.
unite
But slie appears! Verona sees her shorn
AU that’s incongruous, all that’s opposite.
Of aU her beams—while nations gaze and
mourn—
I speak not of the sovereigns—they Te alike,
Ere yet her husband’s asiles have had time
A common coin as ever mint could strike;
But those who sway the puppets, pull the To chiU in their inhospitable elime;
(If e’er those awful ashes can grow cold ;—
strings,
Have more of motley than their heavy kings. But no,— their embers soon wiU burst the
mould;)
Jews, anthors, generals, charlatana, combine,
She comes! — the Andromache (but not
While Europe wonders at the vast design:
There Metternich, power’s foremost parasite,
Racine’s,
Nor Homer’s,)—L o ! on Pyrrhus’ arm she
Cajoles ; there Wellington forgets to fight;
leans!
There Chateaubriand forms new books of
Yes ! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo,
martyrs;
And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars; Which cut her lord’s half-shatter’d sceptre
through,
There Montmorenci, the sworn foe to charters,
Is offer’d and accepted? Could a slave
Turns a diplomatist of great éclat,
Do more ? or less ?—and he in his new
To furnish articles for the “ Débats ; ”
grave!
Of war so certain—yet not quite so sure
Her eye, her cheek, betray no inward strife,
As his dismissal in the “ Moniteur.”
And the ea-empress grows as ex a w ife !
Alas ! how could his cabinet thus err!
So much for human ties in royal breasts!
Can peace be worth an ultra-minister ?
Why spare men’s feelings, when their ewn
He falls indeed, perhaps to rise again,
“ Ahnost as quickly as he conquer’d Spain.”
are jests ?

Here, reader, will we pause
if there’s no
harm in
This first—you’ll have, perhaps, a second
“ Carmen.”

(jMgrimagc.
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A ROMAUNT.
L ’ u n ive rs est une espèce de livre, dont on n’a lu que la première page quand on n’a vu que son pays.
Jen ai feuilleté un assez grand nombre, que j ’ai trouvó également mauvaises. Cet examen ne m’a point
été infructueux. Je haïssais ma patrie. Toutes les impertinences des peuples divers, parmi lesquels j ’ai
vécu, m’ont réconcilié avec elle. Quand je n’aurais tiré d’autre bénéflce de nies voyages que celui-là, je
n’en regretterais ni les frais ni les fatigues.— L e C osmopolite .

P R E F A C E TO T H E E IR S T A N D SE C O ND C AN TO S.
Beattie makes the following observation:—“ Not long
amidst the scenes which it attempts to describe. ago, I began a poem in the stylo and stanza of Spen
I t was begun in Albania; and the parts relative to ser, in which I propose to givc full scope to my inSpain and Portugal were composed from the author’s clination, and be either droll or pathetic, descriptive
observations in those countries. Thus much it may or sentimental, tender or satirical, as the liumour
be necessary to state for the correctness of the de- strikes me ; for, i f I mistake not, the measure which
scriptions. The scenes attempted to be sketched are I have adopted admits equally o f all these kinds of
in Spain, Portugal, Epirus, Acarnania, and Greece. composition*.”—Strengthened in my opinion by such
There, for the present, the poem stops; its reception authority, and by the example of some in the highest
will determine whether the author may venture to order of Italian poets, I shall make no apology for
conduct his readers to the capital of the East,through attempts at similar variations in the following com
Ionia and Phrygia: these two cantos are merely ex position ; satisfled that if they are unsuccessful, their
failure must be in the execution, rather tlian in the
perimental.
A flctitious character is introduced for the sake of design, sanctioned by the practico o f Ariosto, Thom
giving some connexion to the piece; which, however, son, and Beattie.
L ondon, February, 1812.
makes no pretensión to regularity. It has been suggested to me by friends, on whose opinions I set a
high valué, that in this flctitious character, “ Childe
A D D IT IO N TO T H E PREFACE.
Ilarold,” I may incur the suspicion o f having intended some real personage: this I beg leave, once
I h a v e now waited till almost all our periodical
for all, to disclaim—Harold is the child of imagina- journals have distributed their usual portion of
tion, for the purpose I have stated. In some very criticism. To the justice of the generality of their
trivial particulars, and those merely local, there criticisms I have nothing to object: it would ill
might be grounds for sucli a notion; but in the bccome me to quarrel with their very slight degree
main points, I should hope, none whatever.
of censure, wlien, perlilps, i f they had been less
It is almost superfluou8 to mention that the ap- kind they had been more càndid. Returning, therepellation “ Childe,” as “ Childe Wàters,” “ Childe fore, to all and each my best thanks for their
Childers,” &c., is used as more consonant with the liberality, on one point alone shall I venture an
old structure of versification which I have adopted. observation. Amongst the many objections justly
The “ Good Night,” in the beginning of the first canto, urged to the very indifferent character o f the “ vawas suggested by “ Lord Maxwell’s Good Night,” in grant Childe,” (whom, notwithstanding many hints
the Border Minstrelsy, edited by Mr. Scott.
to the contrary, I stili maintain to be a flctitious
With the different poems which have been pub- personage,) it has been stated, that, besides the analished on Spanish subjecte, there may be found some chronism, he is very unknightly, as the times o f the
slight coineidenoe in the first part, which treats of Knights were times o f Love, Honour, and so forth.
the Peninsula, but it can only be casual; as, with Now. it so happen8 that the good old times, when
the exception o f a few concluding stanzas, the whole “ l’amour du bon vieux tems, l ’amour antique,”
o f this poem was written in the Levant.
flouri8hed, were the most profligate of all possible
The stanza of Spenser, aecording to one of our
most successful poets, admits of every variety. Dr.
* Beattie’s Letters.
T h e following poem was written, for the most part,

centuries. Those who have any doubts on this
subject may consuit Sainte-Palaye, passim, and
more particularly vol. ii. p. 69. The vows of chivalry were no better kept than any other vows
whatsoever; and the songs o f the Troubadours
were not more decent, and certainly were much
less refined, than those of Ovid. The “ Cours
d’amour, parlemens d’amour, ou de courtesie et de
gentilesse ” had much more o f love than of courtesy or gentleness. See Roland on the same sub
ject with Sainte-Palaye. Whatever other objection
may be urged to that most unamiable personage
Childe Harold, he was so far perfectly knightly in
his attributes—“ No waiter, but a knight templar*.”
By the by, I fear that Sir Tristrem and Sir Lancelot were no better than they should be, altliough
very poetical personages and true knights “ sans
peur,” though not “ sans réproche.” I f the story
o f the institution o f the “ Garter” be not a fable,
the knights of that order have for several centuries
borne the badge o f a Countess o f Salisbury, of in
different memory. So much for chivalry. Burke
need not have regretted that its days are over,
though Marie-Antoinette was quite as chaste as
* The Rovers, or the Double Arrangem ent.

TO IANTH E.
N ot in those climes where I have late been
straying,
Though Beauty long hath there been
matchless deem’d ;
Not in those visions to the heart displaying
Forms which it siglis but to have only
dream’d,
Hath aught like thee i 11 truth or fancy
seem’d :
Nor, having seen thee, shall I vainly seek
To paint those cliarins which varied as
they beam’d—
To such as see thee not my words were
weak;
To those who gaze on thee wliat language
could they speak?
A h ! may’st thou ever be wliat now tliou
art,
Nor unbeseem the promise of thy spring,
As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart,
Love’s image upon earth without his wing,
And guileless beyond Hope’s imagining !
And surely she who now so fondly rears
Tliy youth, in thee, thus hourly brightening,
Beholds the rainbow of her future years,
Before whose lieavenly hues all sorrow
disappears.
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most of those in whose honour lances were shivered,
and knights unhorsed.
Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of
Sir Joseph Banks (the most chaste and celebrated
of ancient and modern times), few exceptions will
be found to this statement; and I fear a little in
vestigaron will teach us not to regret these monstrous mummeries of the middle ages.
I now leave “ Childe H arold” to live his day,
such as he is ; it had been more agreeable, and cer
tainly more easy, to have drawn an amiable charac
ter. It had been easy to varnish over his faults, to
make him do more and express less, but he never
was intended as an example, further than to show,
that early perversión of mind and morals leads to
satiety of past pleasures and disappointment in new
ones, and that even the beauties o f nature and the
stimulus o f travel (except ambition, the most powerful of all excitements) are lost 011 a soul so constituted, or rather misdirected. Had I proceeded
with the poem, this character would have deepened
as he drew to the close; for the outline which
I once meant to fill up for him was, with some
exceptions, the sketch of a modern Timon, perhaps
a poetical Zeluco.
L ondon, 1813.

Young Peri of the W est!— ’tis well for
me
My years already doubly number thine;
My loveless eye unmoved may gaze 011
thee, •
And safely view thy ripening beauties
shine;
Happy, I ne’er shall see them in decline;
Happier, that while all younger liearts
shall bleed,
Mine shall escape the doom thine eyes
assign
To those whose admiration shall succeed,
But mix’d with pangs to Love’s even loveliest
hours decreed.
O h! let that eye, which, wild as the
Gazelle’s,
Now briglitly bold or beautifully shy,
Wins as it wanders, dazzles where it dwells,
Glance o’er this page, nor to my verse
deny
That smile for which my breast might
vainly sigh
Could I to thee be ever more than friend:
This much, dear maid, accord; nor question why
To one so young my strain I would commend,
But bid me with my wreath one matchless
lily blend.
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Such is thy name with this my verse
entwined;
And long as kinder eyes a look sliall cast
On Harold’s page, Ianthe’s liere enshrined
tíhall thus be first belield, forgotten last:
My days once number’d, skould tbis bomage
past

[Canto I.

Attract thy fairy fingers near tbe lyre
Of liim wlio bail'd thee, loveliest as tkou
wast,
Sucli is tbe most my memory may desire;
Thougb more tlmn Hope can claim, could
Friendskip less require ?

CH ILDE H A E O L D ’S PILG R IM AG E.

m.
Childe Harold was he hight:—but whence
his name
I.
And lineage long, it suits me not to say;
O h , tbou! in Hellas deem’d of keavenly
Suffice it, that perchance they were of
birth,
fame,
Muse! form’d or fabled at the minstrel’s
And had been glorious in another day :
will 1
But one sad losel soils a name for aye,
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on
However miglity in the olden tim e;
eartk,
Nor all that heralds rake from coffin’d
Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred
clay,
liill :
Nor florid prose, nor honeyed lies of
Yet there l ’ve wander’d by thy vaunted
rliyme,
r ill;
Cau blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime.
Y e s ! sigh’d o’er Delphi’s long deserted
shrine,
IV.
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is
Childe Harold bask’d him in the noontide
still;
sun,
Nor mote my shell awake the weary
Disporting there like any other f ly ;
Nine
Nor deem’d before his little day was
To grace so plain a tale—this lowly lay of
done
mine.I.
One blast might cliill him in to misery.
But long ere scarce a tkird of his pass’d
II.
V,
Worse than adversity the Childe befell;
Wliilome in Albion’s isle there dwelt a
He felt the fulness of satiety:
youth,
Then loathed he in his native land to
Who ne in virtue’s ways did take dedwell,
light;
Wliich
seem’d to liim more Ione than EremBut spent his days in riot most uncouth,
ite’s
sad celi.
And vex’d with mirth the drowsy ear of
Nigkt.
V.
Ah me! in sooth he was a sliameless
wight,
For he through Sin’s long labyrinth had
Sore given to revel and ungodly g lee;
run,
Few earthly things found favour in his
Nor made atonement when he did amiss,
sight
Had sigh’d to many thougb he loved but
Save concubines and carnal companie,
one,
And flaunting wassailers of liigh and low
And that loved one, alas! could ne’er
degree.
be his.

Canto the First.
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Ah, liappy she! to ’scape from him whose
kiss
Had been pollution unto aught so cliaste;
Who soon had left her eliarms for vulgar
bliss,
And spoil’d her goodly lands to gild liis
waste,
Nor calm domèstic peaee had ever deign’d to
taste.
VI.
And now Childe Harold was sore sick at
heart,
And from his fellow bacclianals would flee;
’T is said, at times the sullen tear would
start,
But Bride congeal’d the drop within his ee:
Apart he stalk’d in joyless reverie,
And from llis native land resolved to go,
And visit scorching climes beyond the sea;
With pleasure drugg’d, he almost long’d
for woe,
And e’en for change of scene would seek the
shades below.
V II.
The Childe departed from his father’s hall:
It was a vast and venerable p ile;
So old, it seemed only not to fall,
Yet strength was pülar’d in each massy
aislé.
Monàstic dome! condemn’d to uses v ile !
Where Superstition once had made her den
Now Paphian giris were known to sing and
smile;
And monks might deem their time was
come agen,
I f ancient tales say true, nor wrong these
holy men.

vin.
Yet oft-times in his maddest mirthful
mood
Strange pangs would flash along Childe
Harold’s brow,
As if the memory of some deadly feud
Or disappointed passion lurk d below:
But this none knew, nor haply cared to
know;
For his was not that open, artless soul
That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow,
Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole,
Whate’er this grief mote be, which he could
not control.
IX.
And none did love him: though to hall and
bower
He gather’d revellers from far and near,
He knew them flatt’rers of the festal liour;
The heartless parasites of present cheer.

Yea! none did love him—not his lemans
dear—
But pomp and power alone are woman’s
care.
And wkere these are light Eros finds a
feere;
Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by
glare,
And Mammón wins his way where Seraphs
might despair.
X.
Childe Harold had a motker—not forgot,
Though parting from that mother he did
shun;
A sister whom he loved, but saw her not
Before his weary pilgrimage begun:
I f friends he liad, he hade adieu to none.
Yet deem not tlience his breast a breast of
Steel:
Ye, who have known what ’t is to dote
npon
A few dear objects, will in sadness feel
Such partings break the heart they fondly
hope to heal.
XI.
His house, his home, his heritage, his
lands,
The laughing dames in whom he did
delight,
Whose large blue eyes, fair locks, and
snowy liands,
Might sliake the saintship of an anchorite,
And long liad fed his youthful appetite;
His goblets brimm’d with every costly
wiue,
And all that mote to luxury invite,
Without a sigli he left, to cross the brine,
And traverse Paynim shores, and pass Earth’s
central line.
XH.
The sails were fill’d, and fair the light
winds blew,
As glad to waft him from his native home;
And fast the white rocks faded from his
view,
And soon were lost in circumambient foam:
And then, it may be, of llis wish to roam
Bepented he, but in his bosom slept
The silent thought, nor from his lips did
come
One word of wail, whilst others sate and
wept,
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning
kept.
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xm.
But when the sun was sinkiug in the sea
He seized bis harp, which lie at times
could string,
And strike, albeit witli untaught melody,
When deem’d he no strange ear was
listening:
And now liis fingers o’er it he did fling,
And tuned his farewell in the dim twiliglit.
While flew the vessel on her snowy wing,
And fleeting shores receded from his sight,
Thus to the elements he pour’d his last
“ Good Night.”

1.

[Canto I,

“ Enough, enough, my little lad !
Such tears become thine eye;
Xf I thy guileless bosom had,
Mine own would not be dry.

6

.

“ Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman,
Why dost thou look so palé ?
Or dost thou dread a French foeman ?
Or shiver at the gale 1 ”—
“ Deem’st thou I tremble for my life ?
Sir Childe, I ’m not so weak ;
But thinking on an absent wife
W ill blanch a faitliful cheek.

A d ie u , adieu I m y native shore
Fades o’er the waters h lue;

The night-winds sigh, the breakers roar,
And shrieks the wild sea-mew.
Yon sun that sets upon the sea
We follow in his íiight;
Farewell awliile to him and thee,
My native Land—Good N igh t!
2.

A few short hours and he will rise
To give the morrow bh'th;
And I shall hail tile main and skies,
But not my motlier earth.
Deserted is my own good hall,
Its hearth is desolate ;
Wild weeds aro gathering on the w all;
My dog howls at the gate.
3.

“ Come hither, hither, my little page 1
W hy dost thou weep and wail ?
Or dost thou dread the billows’ rage,
Or tremble at the gale ?
But dash the tear-drop from thine eye;
Our ship is swift and strong:
Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly
More merrily along.”
4.

“ Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high,
I fear not wave ñor wind:
Yet inarvel not, Sir Childe, that I
Am sorrowfuí in mind ;
For I llave from my fatlier gone,
A motlier wliom Ï lo ve,
And liave no friend, save these alone,
But thee— and one above.
5.

,l My fatlier bless’d me fervently,
Yet did not muck complain ;
But sorely will my motlier sigh
T ill I come baek again.’’—

“ My spouse and boya dwell near thy hall,
Along the bordering lake,
And when they on their father cali,
What answer shall she make? ”—
“ Enough, enough, my yeoman good,
Thy grief let none gainsay ;
But I, who am of ligliter mood,
W ill laugh to flee away.”

8

.

For who would trust the seeming sighs
Of wife or paramour ?
Fresh feeres will dry the bright blue eyes
W e late saw streaming o’er.
For pleasures past I do not grieve,
Ñor perils gathering near ;
My greatest grief is that I leave
No thing that claims a tear.
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XIV.
Ou, on the vessel flies, tlie land is gone,
And winds are rude in Biscay’s sleepless
hay.
Four days are sped, but with the fifth,
anón,
New shores descried make every bosom
gay;
And Cintra’s mountain greets them on
their way,
And Tagus dashing ornvard to the deep,
His fabled golden tribute bent to p ay;
Aud soon on board tile Lusian pilots leap,
And steer ’twixt fertile shores where yet few
rustios reap.
XV.
Oh, Christ! it is a goodly sight to see
Wlíat Heaven hath done for this delicious
land:
What fruits of fragrance blusli on every
tree!
What goodly prospecta o’er the hills
expand!
But man would mar them with an impious
hand:
And when the Ahnighty lifts his fiercest
scourge
’Gainst those who most transgress his high
command,
With treble vengeance will his hot shafts
urge
Gaul’s locust liost, and earth from fellest
foemen purge.
XVI.

9.

And now I ’m in the world alone,
Upon the wide, wide sea:
But why should I for others groan,
When none will sigh for me ?
Perchance my dog will whine in vain,
T ill fed by stranger hands ;
But long ere I come back again
He ’d tear me where he stands.

10.
With thee, my bark, I ’ll swiftly go
Athwart the foaming brine;
Nor care what land thou bear'st me to,
So not again to mine.
Welcome, welcome, ye dark-blue waves!
And when you fail my sight,
Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves!
My native Land—Good N igh t!

What beauties doth Lisboa first unfold!
Her image floating on that noble tide,
Which poets vainly pave with sands of
gold,
But now whereon a thousand keels did
ride
Of mighty strengtli, since Albion was
allied,
And to the Lusians did her aid afford:
A nation swoln with ignorance and pride,
Who lick yet loathe the hand that waves
the sword
To save tliem from the wratli of Gaul’s unsparing lord.
XVH.
But whoso entereth witliin this town,
That, sheeniug far, celestial seems to be,
Disconsolate will wander up and down,
’Mid mauy things unsightly to strange e e ;
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For hut and palace show like filthily:
The dingy denizens are rear’d in dirt;
Ne personage of high or mean degree
Doth care for cleanness of surtout or shirt;
Thougli shent with Egypt’s plague, unkempt,
uuwash’d, unhurt.
X V IH .
Poor, paltry slaves! yet born ’midst
noblest scenes—
Why, Nature, waste thy wonders on such
men ?
L o ! Cintra’s glorious Edén intervenes
I 11 variegated maze of mount and glen.
Ah m e! what hand can pencil guide, or pen,
To follow half on which the eye dilates
Tlirough views more dazzling unto mortal
ken
Tlian those whereof such things the bard
relates,
Who to the awe-struck world unlock’d
Elysium’s gates ?
The liorrid crags, by toppling convent
crown’d,
The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy
steep,
The mountain-moss by scorching skies
imbrown’d,
The sunlcen glen, whose sunless shrubs
must weep,
The tender azure of the nnruffled deep,
The orange tints that gild the greenest bough,
The torrents that from cliff to valley leap,
The vme 011 high, the willow branch below,
Mix'd in one mighty scene, with varied beauty
glow.
XX.
Then slowly climb the many-winding way,
And freqüent turn to linger as you go,
From loítier rocíes new loveliness survey,
And rest ye at “ Our Lady’s liouse of woe; ”
Where frugal monks their little relies show,
And sundry legends to the stranger te ll:
Here impious men have punish’d been,
and lo 1
Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dwell,
In hope to merit Heaven by making earth
a Hell.
XXI.
And here and there, as up the crags you
spring,
Mark many rude-carved crosses near the
patli:
Yet deem not these devotion’s offermg—
These are memorials frail of murderous
wrath:

Q&çron’e (p o rfié.

i8o

For wheresoe’er the skrieking victim hath
Pour’d forth Iris blood beneath the assassin’s knife,
Some kand erecta a cross of mouldering latir;
And grove and glen with tkousand suclí
are rife
Turougliout tkis purple land, wkere law se
cares not lile.

xxn.
On sloping mounds, or in the vale beneath,
Are domes where wkilome kings did make
repair;
But now the wild flowers round tkem only
hreathe;
Yet ruin’d splendour stili is lingering there.
And yonder towers the Prince’s palace fair:
There thou too, Yathek! England’s wealtkiest son,
Once form’d thy Paradise, as not aware
When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds
hath done,
Meek Peace voluptuous lures t o s ever wont
to shun.

xxni.
Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of
pleasure plan,
Beneath yon mouutain’s ever heauteous
brow:
But now, as if a thing unblest by Man,
Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou !
Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow
To balls deserted, portals gaping wide:
Fresk lessons to the tkinldng bosom, how
Yain are the pleasaunces on earth supplied;
Swept into wrecks anón by Time’s ungentle
tide!
XXIV.
Behold the hall where chiefs were late
convened!
Oh ! dome displeasing unto British eye!
With diadem hight foolscap, lo ! a fiend,
A little fiend that scoffs incessantly,
There sits in parclnnent robe array’d,
and by
His side is hung a seal and sable scroll,
Wkere blazon’d glare ñames known to
ckivalry,
And sundry signatures adorn the roll,
Whereat the Urchin points and laughs with
all bis soul.
XXV.
Convention is the dwarfish demon styled
That foil’d the knights inMarialva’s dome:
Of brains (if brains they had) he tkem
beguiled,
And turn'd a nation’s shallow joy to gloom.

[Canto I

Here Folly dash’d to earth the victor’s
plume,
And Policy regain’d what arms had lost:
For chiefs like ours in vain may laureis
bloom!
Woe to the conqu’ring, not the conquer’d
host,
Since bafíled Triumph droops on Lusitania’s
coast!
X X VI.
And ever since that martial synod met,
Britannia sickens, Cintra ! at thy ñame;
And folks in office at the mention fret,
And fain would blush, if blush they could,
for shame.
How will posterity the deed proelaim 1
W ill not our own and fellow nations sneer,
To view these champions cheated of their
fame,
By foes in fight o'erthrown, yet victors
here,
Wkere Scorn her finger points through many
a coming year ?
XXVH.
So deem’d the Ckilde, as o’er the mountains he
Did take bis way in solitary guise :
Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thougkt
to fiee,
More restless than the swallow in the skies:
Though here awkile he learn’d to moralize,
For Meditation fix’d at times on him ;
And conscious Beason whisper’d to despise
His early yonth, misspent in maddest
whhn;
But as he gazed on trutli his aching eyes
grew dim.
XXVXU.
To horse! to horse! he quits, for ever quits
A scene of peace, though sootking to his
soul:
Again he rouses from his moping fits,
But seeks not now the harlot and the bowl.
Onward he flies, ñor fix’d as yet the goal
Where he símil rest him on his pilgrimage;
And o’er him many changing scenes must
roll
Ere toil his thirst for travel ean assnage,
Or he shall calm his breast, or leam experienee sage.
X X IX .
Yet Mafra shall one moment claim delay,
WTiere dwelt of yore the Eusians’ luckless
queen;
And cliurch and court did mingle their
array,
And mass and revel were alternate seen;
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Lordlings and freres—ill-sorted fry I ween!
But here the Babylonian wkore hath built
A dome, where flaunts she in such glorious
sheen,
That men forget the blood which she hath
spilt,
And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to
varnish guilt.

X X X III.
But these between a silver streamlet glides,
And scarce a ñame distinguisketh the
brook,
Though rival kingdoms press its verdant
sides.
Here leans the idle sliepkerd on his crook,
And vacant on the rippling waves doth
look,
XXX.
That peaceful still ’twixt bitterest foemen
flow ;
O’er vales that teem with fruits, romàntic
For proud each peasant as the noblest
hilis,
duke:
(Oh, that such bilis upheld a free-born
W ell doth the Spanish kind the difference
race!)
know
Whereon to gaze the eye with joyaunce
’Twixt him and Lusian slave, the lowest of
filis,
the low.
Childe Harold wends through many a
pleasant place.
XXXIV.
Though sluggards deem it but a foolisli
But ere the mingling bounds llave far been
chase,
pass’d,
And marvel men should quit their easy
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along
chair,
In sullen hillows, murmuring and vast,
The toilsome way, and long, long leagne
So noted ancient roundelays among.
to trace,
Wkilome upon his banks did legions
O h! there is sweetness in the mountain air,
tkrong
And life, that hloated Ease can never hope
Of Moor and Knight, in mailed splendour
to share.
drest:
Here ceased the swift their race, here sunk
X XXI.
the strong;
The Paynim turban and the Cliristian crest
More bleak to view the hills at length
Mix’d on the bleeding stream, by floating
recede,
hosts oppress’d.
And, less luxuriant, smootlier vales extend;
Immense korizon-bounded plains succeed!
XXXV .
Far as the eye discerns, withouten end,
Oh, lovely Spain! renown’d, romàntic land 1
Spain’s reahns appear whereon her shepWhere is that standard which Pelagio
kerds tend
bore,
Flocks, valióse rich fleece right well the
When Cava’s traitor-sire first call’d the
trader knows—
band
Now must the pastor’s arm his lamhs
That dyed thy mountain streams witb
defend:
Gotliic gore ?
For Spain is compass’d by unyielding foes,
Where are those bloody banners rvkich
And all must shield their all, or share Subof yore
jection’s woes.
Waved o’er thy sons, victorious to the gale,
And drove at last the spoilers to their
xxxn.
shore ?
Bed gleam’d the cross, and waned the
AVhere Lusitania and her Sister meet,
crescent
pale,
Deem ye what bounds the rival reahns
While Afric’s echoes thrill’d with Moorish
divide ?
matrons’ wail.
Or ere the jealous queens of nations greet,
Doth Tayo iuterpose his mighty tide ?
■X X X V I.
Or dark Sierras rise in craggy pride ?
Or fence of art, like China’s vasty wall ?—
Ne barrier wall, ne river deep and wide,
Ne horrid crags, ñor mountains dark and
tall,
Bise like the rocks that part Hispania’s land
from Gaul:

Teems not each ditty with the glorious
tale ?
Ah 1 such, alas! the kero’s amplest fate!
When granite moulders and when records
fail,
A peasant’s plaint prolonga his dubious date.
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P rid e! bend tliine eye from lieaven to
thine estáte,
See bow tlie Mighty shrink into a song!
Can Volmne, Pillar, Pile preserve thee
great ?
Or musí tliou trust tradition’s simple
tongue,
When Flattery sleeps with tbee, and History
does tliee wrong ?
X X X V II.
Awake, ye sons of Spainl awake! advance!
L o ! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries,
But v.'ields not, as of oíd, ker thirsty lance,
Ñor sliakes her crimson plumage in the
skies:
Now on the smoke of blazing holts slie
flies,
And speaks in thunder tlirough yon engine’s roar:
In every peal she calis—“ Awake ! arise! ”
Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore,
When her war-song was heard on Andalusia’s
shore ?

xxxvm.
Ilark ! heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note ?
Sounds not the clang of conflict on the
heath ?
Saw ye not wliom the reeking sabre smote,
Ñor saved your brethren ere they sank
beneath
Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves ? the fires of
deatli,
The bale-fires flash on high :■—from rock to
rock
Each volley tells that thousands cease to
breatlie;
Deatk rides upon the sulphury Siroc,
Red Battle stamps his foot, and nations feel
the shock.
X X XIX .
L o ! tvhere the Giant on the mountain
stands,
His hlood-red tresses deep’ning in the sun,
With death-shot glowing in his fiery liands,
And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon ;
Kestless it rolls, now fix’d, and now anón
Flashing afar,—and at his iron feet
Destruction cowers, to inark what deeds
are done ;
For on this morn three potent nations
meet,
To shed before his shrine the blood he deems
most sweet.

[Canto ï.

XL.
By Heaven ! it is a splendid sight to see
(For one who hath no friend, no brother
there)
Their rival scarfs of mix'd embroidery,
Their various arms that glitter in the a ir !
What gallant war-hounds rouse them from
their lair,
And gnash theh1 fangs, loud yelling for the
prey !
All join the olíase, but few the triumph
share;
The Grave shall bear the chiefest prize
away,
And Havoc scarce for joy can number their
array.

XLI.
Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice;
Three tongues prefer strange orisons on
high;
Three gaudy standards flout the palé blue
skies;
The shouts are France, Spain, Albion,
Victory!
The foe, the victim, and the fond ally
That fights for all, but ever figlits in vain,
Are met—as if at borne they could not die—
To feed the crow on Talavera’s plain,
And fertilize the field that each pretends
to gain.

XLII.
There shall they rot—Ambition’s honour’d
fools!
Yes, Honour decks the turf that wraps
their clay 1
Vain Sophistry 1 in these behold the tools,
The broken tools, that tyrants cast away
By myriads, when they dare to pave their
way
With human hearts—to what?— a dream
alone.
Can despots compass aught that hails their
sway ?
Or cali with trutli one span of earth their
own,
Save that wberein at last they crumble bone
by bone ?

X Ln i.
Oh, Albuera ! glorious field of g rie f!
As o’er tliy plain the Pilgrim prick’d his
steed,
Who could foresee thee, in a space so
brief,
A scene where mingling foes sliould boast
and bleed!

«CfKíóe
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Peace to the perisli’d ! may the warrior’s
ineed
And tears of triumph their reward prolong!
Till otliers fall where otlier cliieftains lead
Thy ñame shall circle round the gaping
tkrong,
And skine in wortliless lays the tlieme of
transient song.
X LIV .
Enougli of battle’s minions 1 let them play
Their game of lives, and barter hreath for
fam e:
Fame that will scarce reanímate their clay,
Though thousands fall to deck some single
líame.
L i sooth ’twere sad to thwart their noble
aim
Who strike, blest hirelings! for their
country’s good,
And die, that living migkt have proved ker
sliame;
Perish'd, perchance, in some domèstic
feud,
Or in a narrower sphere wild Eapine’s path
pm'sued.
XLV.
Ful! swiftly Harold wends his lonely way
Where proud Sevilla triumplis unsubdued:
Yet is she free—the spoiler’s wish’d-for
prey!
Soon, soon shall Conquest’s fiery foot
intrude,
Blackening her lovely domes with traces
rude.
Inevitable kour! ’Gainst fate to strive
Where Desolation plants her famish’d
brood
Is vain, or Ilion, Tyre, might yet survive,
And Virtue vanquisk all, and murder cease
to tlirive.
X LV I.
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X L V II.
Not so the rustic—with his trembling mate
■ He lurks, ñor casts his heavy eye afar,
Lest he sliould view his vineyard desolate,
Blasted below the dun hot hreath of war.
No more beneath soft E ve’s consenting star
Fandango twirls his jocund castanet:
Ah, monarcks! could ye taste the mirtk ye
mar,
Not in the toils of Glory would ye fr e t;
The hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man
be liappy y e t!
X L V n i.
How carols now the lusty muleteer ?
Of love, romance, devotion is his lay,
As wliilome he was wont the leagues to
ckeer,
His quick bells wildly jingling on the way ?
N o! as he speeds, lie chants “ Viva el
B ey! ”
And checks his song to execrate Godoy,
The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day
When first Spain’s queen heheld the blackeyed boy,
And gore-faced Treason sprung from her
adulterate joy.
X LIX .
On yon long, level plain, at distance
crown’d
With crags, whereon those Moorish turrets
rest,
Wide scatter’d lioof-marks dint the wounded ground;
And, scathed by fire, the greensward’s
darken’d vest
Tells that the fo.e was Andalusia’s guest:
Here was the camp, the watch-flame, and
the host,
Here the bold peasant storm’d the dragon’s
nest;
Still does he mark it with triumphant
boast;
And points to yonder cliffs, which oft were
won and lost.

But all unconscious of the coming doom,
The feast, the song, the revel liere
abounds;
L.
Strange modes of merriment the liours
And ■wkomsoe’er along the path you meet
consume,
Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue,
Ñor bleed these patriots with theh' coun
Which tells you whom to shun and whom
try’s wounds;
to greet.
Ñor liere War’s clarión, but Love’s rebeck
Woe to the man that walks in public view
sounds;
Without of loyalty this token true:
liere Folly still his votaries mthrals;
Sharp is the knife, and sndden is the stroke;
And young-eyed Lewdness walks her midAnd sorely would the Gallic foeman rué,
niglit rounds;
I f subtle poniards, wrapt beneath the cloke,
Girt with the silent crimes of Capitals,
Still to the last kind Vice clings to the Could blunt the sabre’s edge, or olear the
cannon’s smoke.
tott’ring walls.
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L I.
At every turn Morena’s duslry height
Sustains aloft the battery’s iron load;
And, far as mortal eye can compasa sight,
The mountain-liowitzer, the broken road,
The bristling palisade, the fosse o’erflow’d,
The station’dbands,thenever-vacant watch,
The magazine in rocky dnrance stow’d,
The holster’d steed beneatli the shed of
thatch,
The ball-piled pyramid, the ever-blazing
match,
L II.
Portend the deeds to come:—but he whose
nod
Has tumbled feebler despots from their
sway,
A moment pauseth ere he lifts the rod ;
A little moment deignetk to delay:
Soon will his legions sweep througli these
their way ;
The West must own the Sconrger of the
world.
Ah ! Spain 1 how sad will be tky reckoning day,
When soars Gaul's Yulture, with his wings
unfurl’d,
And thou shalt view tky sons in crowds to
Hades hurl’d.

LIH.
And mnst they fall ? the young, the proud,
the brave,
To swell one bloated Cliief’s unwholesome
reign ?
No step between snbmission and a grave ?
The rise of rapiñe and the fall of Spain ?
And dotli the Power that man adores ordain
Their doom, nor heed the snppliant’s appeal?
Is all that desperate Valour acts in vain ?
And Counsel sage, and patriòtic Zeal,
The Veteran’s skill, Youtli’s fire, and Manhood’s heart of Steel ?
LTV.
Is it for tilia the Spanish maid, aroused,
Hangs on the willow ker unstrung guitar,
And, all unsex’d, the anlace hath espoused,
Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of
war ?
And she, whom once the semblance of a scar
Appall’d, an owlet’s larum ckill’d with
dread,
Nowviewstkecolumn-seatteringbay'netjar,
The falchion llash, and o’er the yet wann
dead
Stalks with Minerva’s step where Mars migkt
quake to tread.

[Canto I.

LV.
Ye who sliall marvel when you hear her tale,
Oh ! had you known her in her softer hour,
Mark’d her black eye that mocks her coalblack veil,
Heard her light, lively tones in Lady’s
bower,
Seen her long locks that foil the painter's
power,
Her fairy form, with more than female grace,
Scarce would you deem that Saragoza’s
tower
Beheld her smile in Danger’s Gorgon face,
Thin the closed ranks, and lead in Glory’s
fearful chase.
LV I.
Her lover sinks—she sheds no ill-timed
tear;
Her chief is slain— she fills his fatal post;
Her fellows flee—she checks their base
career;
The foe retires—she heads the sallying host:
Who can appease like her a lover’s ghost ?
Who can avenge so well a leader’s fall ?
What maid retrieve when man’s flush’d
hope is lost ?
AYho liang so fiercely on the flying Gaul,
Foil’d by a woman’s hand, before a batter’d
wall ?
LY3I.
Yet are Spain’s maids no race of Amazons,
But form’d for all the witching arts of love:
Though thus in arms they emulate her sons,
And in the liorrid phalanx dare to move,
’T is but the tender fierceness of the dove,
Peeking the hand that hovers o’er her mate :
In softness as in firmness far above
Bemoter females, famed for sickening prate;
Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance as great.

L vn i.
The seal Love’s dimpling finger hath impress’d
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his
touch:
Her lips, whose kisses pout to leave their
nest,
Bid man be valiant ere he merit sueli:
Her glance how wildly beautiful! how much
Hath Phcebus woo’d in vain to spoil her
cheek,
Which glows yet smoother from his amorous
clutch!
Who round the North for paler dames
would seek ?
How poor their forms appear 1 how lànguid,
wan, and weak!
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L IX .
Lxm .
Match me, ye climes! which poets love to
Of thee hereafter.—E v ’n amidst my strain
laud;
I turn’d aside to pay my liomage here;
Match me, ye harems of the land! where
Forgot the land, the sons, the maids of
now
Spain;
I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud
Her fate, to every freeborn bosom dear;
Beauties that ev’n a cynic must avow;
And hail’d thee, not perchance without a
Match me those Houries, whom ye scarce
tear.
allow
Now to my tkeme—but from thy holy haunt
To taste the gale lest Love should ride the
Let mp some remnant, some memorial bear;
wind,
Yield me one leaf of Dapkne’s deathless
With Spain's dark-glaucing daughters—
plant,
deign to know,
Nor let thy votary’s hope be deem’d an idle
There your wise Prophet’s paradise we find,
vaunt.
His black-eyed maids of Heaven, angelicL x rv.
ally kind.
But ne’er didst thou, fair Mount, when
LX.
Greece was young,
Oh, thou Parnassus ! whom I now survey,
See round thy giant base a brighter choir,
Not in the phrensy of a dreamer’s eye,
Nor e’er did Delphi, when her priestess
Not in the fabled landscape of a lay,
sung
But soaring snow-clad tkrough tliy native
The Pythian kymn with more than mortal
fire,
t
,sky\
In the wild pomp of mountain majesty!
Behold a train more fitting to inspire
What marvel if I thus essay to siug ?
The song of love, than Andalusia’s maids,
The liumblest of thy pilgrims passing by
Nurst in the glowing lap of soft desire :
Would gladly woo thine Echoes with his
A h ! that to these were given sucli peaceful
string,
shades
Though from thy heights no more one Muse As Greece can still bestow, though Glory fly
will wave her wing.
her glades.
LX I.
LXV.
Oft have I dream’d of Thee ! whose glorious
Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast
name
Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient
Who knows not, knows not man’s divinest
days;
lo re :
But Cádiz, rising on the distan,, coast,
And now I view thee, ’t is, alas! with shame
Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise.
That I in feeblest accents must adore.
Ah, V ic e ! how soft are thy voluptuous
Al hen I recount thy worskippers of yore
ways I
I tremble, and can only bend the knee ;
While boyish blood is mantling, who can
Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar,
’scape
But gaze beneatli thy cloudy canopy
The fascination of thy magic gaze ?
In silent joy to tkink at last I look on Thee !
A Cherub-hydra round us dost thou gape,
And monld to every taste thy dear delusivo
LXl·l.
shape.
Happier in this than miglítiest bards have
LXVL
been,
Whose fate to distant homes confined their
When Paphos fell by Time—accursed Tim e!
lot,
The Queen who conquers all must yield to
Shall I unmoved behold the hallow’d seene,
thee—
Which others rave of, though they know it
The Pleasures fled, but souglit as warm a
not?
clime;
Though here no more Apollo haunts his
And Yenus, constant to her native sea,
grot,
To nought else constant, hitker deign’d to
And thou, the Muses’ seat, art now their
flee,
grave,
And fix’d her shrine witkin these walls of
Some gentle spirit stili pervades the spot,
white;
Sighs in the gale, keeps silence in the cave,
Though not to one dome circumseribetk she
And glides with glassy foot o’er yon raelodious
Her worship, but, devoted to her rite,
wave.
A thousand altars rise, for ever blazing bright.
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LXVXI.
Frommom till niglit, from night till startlcd
Morn
Peeps blushing on tlie reveis laugliiug
crew,
The song is lieard, tlie rosy garland worn;
Devices quaint, and frolics ever new,
Tread on eacli otlier’s kibes. A long adieu
He bids to sober joy tiiat here sojourns:
Nought interrupts tke riot, though in lieu
Of true devotion monkisb incense bums,
And love and prayer unite, or rule tbe bour
by turns.

[Canto I.

LX X I.
All have their fooleries—not alike are thine,
Fair Cádiz, rising o’er the dark blue sea !
Soon as the matin bell proclaimetli nine,
Thy saint adorers eount the rosary:
Mucli is t h e Y i b g i n t e a s e d t o s l i r i v e t h e m
fr e e

(W ell do I ween the only virgin there)
From crimes as numerous as her beadsmen b e;
Then to the crowded circus forth they fare :
Young, oíd, liigh, low, at once the same diver
sión share.

L x xn .
L X Y III.
The lists are oped, the spacious area clear’d,
The Sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest:
Thousands on thousands piled are seated
Wliat hallows it upon this Christian shore ?
Lo ! it is sacred to a solemu feast:
round;
Hark! lieard you not the forest-monarch’s
Long ere the first loud trumpet’s note is
lieard,
roar ?
Ne vacant space for lated wight is found:
Crasliing the lance, he snuffs the spouting
gore
Here dons, grandees, but cliiefly dames
Of man and steed, o’erthrown beneath llis
abound,
born;
Skill’d in the ogle of a roguisli eye,
The throng’d arena shakes with shouts for
Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound ;
m ore;
None tlirough their coid disdain are doom’d
to die,
Yells the mad crowd o’er entraüs freshly
torn,
As moon-struck bards complain, by Love’s
Nor shrinks the female eye, nor ev’n affects
sad archery.
to mourn.
Lxxm .

LX IX .
Hush’d is the din of tongues—on gallant
The seventh day this ; the jubilee of man.
steeds,
London! right well tliou know’st the day
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and lightof prayer:
poised lance,
Then thy spruce Citizen, wash’d artisan,
Four eavaliers prepare for venturous deeds,
And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air:
And lowly bending to the lists advance;
Thy coach of hackney, whiskey, one-horse
Bich are their scarfs, their chargers featly
chair,
prance:
And liumblest gig through sundry suburbs
I f in the dangerous game they sliine to-day,
w liirl;
The crowd’s loud shout and ladies’ lovely
To Hampstead, Brentford, Harrow make
glance,
repair;
Best prize of better acts, they bear away,
T ill the tired jade the wheel forgets to hurl, And all that kings or chiefs e’er gain their
Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian
toils repay.
ohurl.
lxxtv.
LX X .
In costly sheen and gaudy cloak array’d,
Some o’ er thy Thamis row the rihbon’d fair,
But all afoot, the light-limb’d Matadore
Otliers along the safer turnpike f ly ;
Stands in the centre, eager to invade
Some Richmond-hill ascend, some scud to
The lord of lowing herds; but not before
Ware,
The ground, with cautious tread, is traAnd many to the steep of Highgate hie.
versed o’er,
Ask ye, Bceotian sliades! the reason why ?
Lest aught unseen shoiüd lurk to thwart
’T is to the worsliip of the solemu Horn,
his speed:
Grasp’d in the holy liaud of Mystery,
His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more
In whose dread name both men and maids
Can man achieve without the friendly
are sworn,
steed—
And consecrate the oath with draught, and A las! too oft condemn’d for him to bear and .
dance till morn.
bleed.

C íH fb e 'jfyavoíVe (jp tfç jrím a g é .

Canto I.]

LXXV.
Thrice sounds the clarión; lo 1 the signal
falls,
The den expands, and Expectation mute
Gapes round the silent circle’s peopled
walls.
Bounds with one lashing spiring the mighty
brute,
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding
foot,
The sand, nor blindly ruslies on his fo e :
Here, there, he points his threatening front,
to suit
His first attack, wide waving to and fro
His angry tail; red rolls his eye’s dilated
glow
L X X Y I.
Sudden he stops; his eye is fix’d : away,
Away, thou heedless boy I prepare the
spear:
Now is thy time to perish, or display
The skill that yet may check his mad
career.
With well-timed croupe the nimble coursers
veer;
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he
goes;
Streams from his flank the crimson torrent
clear:
He flies, he wheels, distracted with his
throes ;
Dart follows dart; lance, lance; loud bellowings speak his woes.
L X X Y II.
Again he comes; nor dart nor lance avail,
Nor the wild plunging of the tortured
liorse ;
Tliough man and man’s avenging arms
assail,
Vain are his weapons, vainer is his forcé.
One gallant steed is stretch’d a mangled
corsé;
Another, hideous sight 1 unseam’d appears,
His gory chest unveils life’s panting soui’ce;
Though death-struck, still his feeble frame
he rears;
Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unhann’d he bears.

Lxxvm .
Foil’d, bleeding, breathless, furious to the
last,
Full in the centre stands the bull at bay,
Mid wounds, and clinging darts, and lances
brast,
And foes disabled in the brutal fra y ;
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And now the Matadores around him play,
Shake the red cloak and poise the ready
brand:
Once more through all he bursts his thundering way—
Vain rage! the mantle quits the conynge
hand,
Wraps his fierce eye— ’tis past—he sinks
upon the sand!
L X X IX .
W’ here his vast neck just mingles with the
spine,
Slieathed in his form the deadly weapon
lies.
He stops—he starts—disdainingto decline:
Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries,
Without a groan, without a struggle dies.
The decorated car appears—on high
The corsé is piled— sweet sight for vulgar
eyes—
Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swift
as sliy,
Hurl the dark hulk along, scarce seen in
dashing by.
LX X X .
Such the ungentle sport that oft invites
The Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish
swain.
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights
In vengeance, gloating on anotlier’s pain.
What private feuds the troubled village
stain!
Though now one phalanx’d host should
meet the foe,
Enough, alas! in humble homes remain,
To meditate ’gainst friends the secret
blow,
For some sliglit cause of wrath whence life’s
warm slream must flow.
L X X X I.
But Jéalousy has fled: his bars, his bolts,
His wither’d centinel, Duenna sage I
And all whereat the generous soul revolts,
Which the stern dotard deem’d he could
encage,
Have pass’d to darkness with the vanish’d
age.
Who late so free as Spanish giris were seen
(Ere War uprose in his volcànic rage),
With braided tresses bounding o’er the
green,
While on the gay dance slione Night’s loverloving Queen ?
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LX X X II.
Oli 1 many a time and oft, liad Harold
loved,
Or dream'd he loved, since rapture is a
dream;
But now his wayward bosom was unmoved,
For not yet had he drunk of Lethe’s stream;
And lately had he learn’d with truth to
deem
Love has no gift so grateful as his wings:
How fair, how young, how soft soe’er he
seem,
Full from the fount of Joy’s delicious
springs
Some bitter o’er the flowers its bubbling
venom flings.
L X X X III.
Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind,
Though now it moved him as it moves the
w ise:
Not that Philosophy on such a mind
E ’er deign’d to bend her chastely-awful
eyes :
But Passion raves itself to rest, or flies;
And Vice, that digs her own voluptuous
tomb,
Had buried long his hopes, no more to rise:
Pleasure’s paltd victim ! life -abhorrmg
gloom
Wrote on his faded hrow eurst Cain’s unresting doom.
LX X X IV .
Still he beheld, nor mingled with the
throng;
But view’d them not with misanthropic
hatc:
Fain would he now kave join’d the.dance,
the song;
But who may smile that sinks beneath his
fate ?
Nouglit that he saw his sadness could
abate:
Yet once he struggled ’gainst the demon’s
sway,
. •
And as in Beauty’s bower he pensive sate,
Pour’d forth this unpremeditated lay,
To charnis as fair as tliose that soothed his
happier day.
TO INEZ.
1.

Nay, smile not at my sullen hrow;
A las! I cannot smile again:
Yet Heaven avert that ever tliou
Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain.

[Canto I.
2.

And dost thou ask what secret woe
I bear, corroding joy and yonth ?
And wilt thou vainly seek to know
A pang, ev’n thou must fail to sootlie ?

3.
It is not love, it is not bate,
Nor low Ambition’s honours lost,
That liids me loathe my present state,
And fly from all I prized the most:
4.
It is that weariness which springs
From all I meet, or liear, or see:
To me no pleasure Beauty brings;
Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me.

5.
It is that settled, ceaseless gloom
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore;
That will not loolc beyond the tomb,
But cannot hope for rest before.

6.

What Exile from himself can flee ?
To zones though more and more remote,
Still, still pursues, where’er I be,
The blight of life—the demon Thought.

7.
Yet others rapt in pleasure seem,
And taste of all that I forsake;
Oh ! may they still of transport dream,
And ne’er, at least like me, awake!
8.
Throngh many a clime ’t is mine to go,
With many a retrospection eurst;
And all my solace is to know,
Whate’er betides, I ’ve known the worst.
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Canto I.]

LX X X V I.
Such be the sons of Spain, and strange her
fa te !
They fight fo r freedom who were ne ver free,
A IÜngless people for a nerveless State ;
Her vassals combat when their chieftains
flee,
True to the veriest slaves of Treachery:
Fond of a land which gave them nought
but life,
Pride points the path that leads to Liberty;
Back to the struggle, baffled in the strife,
War, war is still the cry, “ War even to the
k n ife! ”
LX X X Y H .
Ye, who would more of Spain and Spaniards
know,
Go, read whate’er is writ of bloodiest strife:
Whate’er keen Vengeance urged on foreign
foe
Can act, is acting there against man’s life :
From flashing scimitar to secret knife,
War mouldeth there each weapon to his
need—
So may he guard the sister and the wife,
So may he make each eurst oppressor
bleed—
So may such foes deserve the most remorseless deed!

Lxxxvm.
Flows there a tear of pity for the dead ?
Look o’er the ravage of the reeking plain ;
Look on the hands with female slaughter
red ;
Then to the dogs resign the unburied slain,
Then to the vulture let each corsé remain,
Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird’s maw;
Let their bleacli’d bones, and blood’s unbleaching stain,
Long mark the battle-field with hideous
awe:
Thus only may our sons conceive the scenes
we saw!

XC.
Not all the hlood at Talavera shed,
Not all the marvels of Barossa’s fight,
Not Albuera lavish of the dead,
Have won for Spain her well-asserted right.
When shall her Olive-Branch be free from
blight ?
When shall she breathe her from the blushing toil ?
How many a doubtful day shall sink in
night,
Ere the Frank robber turn him from his
spoil,
And Freedom’s stranger-tree grow native of
the soil!
XCL
And thou, my friend!— since rmavailing
woe
Bursts from my heart, and mingles with
the strain—
Had the sword laid thee with the mighty
low,
Pride miglit forbid e’en Friendship to
complain:
But thus unlaurel’d to descend in vain,
By all forgotten, save the lonely breast,
And mix unbleeding with theboasted slain,
While Glory crowns so many a meaner
crest!
What hadst thou done to sink so peacefully
to rest ?

xcn.

Lxxxy.

LX X X IX .

Oh, known the earliest, and esteem’d the
most! .
Bear to a heart where nought was left so
dear 1
Though to my hopeless days for ever lost,
In dreams deny me not to see thee here!
And Morn in secret shall renew the tear
Of Consciousness awaking to her woes,
And Fancy hover o’er thy bloodless bier,
T ill my frail frame return to whence it
rose,
And mourn’d and mourner lie United in
repose.

Adieu, fair Cádiz ! yea, a long adieu!
Who may forget how well thy walls have
stood ?
When all were changing, thou alone wert
true,
First to be free, and last to he subdued:
And if amidst a scene, a shock so rude,
Some native blood was seen thy street s to dye
A traitor only fell beneath the feud :
Here all were noble, save Nobility 1
None hugg’d a conqueror’s cliain, save fallen
Chivalry!

Nor yet, alas! tlie dreadful work is done;
Fresh legions ponr adown the Pyrenees:
It deepens still, the work is scarce hegun,
Nor mortal eye the distant end foresees.
F all’n nations gaze on Spain; if freed, she
frees
More than her fell Bizarros once enchain’d:
Strange retribution 1 now Columbia’s ease
ítepairs the wrongs that Quito’s sons sustain’d,
While o’er the parent clime prowls Murder
unrestrain’d.

Here is one fytte of Harold’s pilgrimage:
Ye who of him may further seek to know,
Shall find some tidings in a future page,
I f he that rhymeth now may scribble moe.
Is this too much? stern Critic! say not so:
Patience! and ye shall hear what he beheld
In other lands, where he was doom’d to go:
Lands that contain the monuments of Eld,
Ere Greeee and Grecian arts by barbarous
hands wer6 quell’d.

9.
What is that worst ? Nay, do not ask—
In pity from the seareh forbear:
Smile on—nor venture to unmask
Man’s heart, and view the Heli that ’s there.

xcni.
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Canto the Second.
I.
C o m e , blue-eyed inaid of

lieaven ! — but
thou, alas!
Didst never yet one mortal song inspire—
Goddess of Wisdom! liere thy tenqile was,
And is, despite of war and wasting fire,
And years, tbat bade thy worship to ex
pire :
But worse tban Steel, and flame, and ages
slow,
Is the dread sceptre and dominión dire
Of men who never felt the sacred glow
That thoughts of tliee and thiue on polish’d
breasts bestow.

n.
Ancient of days! august Athena ! where,
Where are thy men of might ? thy grand
in soul?
Gone—glimniering through the dream of
things that w ere:
First in the race that led to Glory’s goal,
They won, and pass’d away—is this the
whole ?
A schoolboy’s tale, the wonder of an hour!
The warrior’s weapon and the sophist’s
stole
Are sought in vain, and o’er eacli mouldering tower,
Dim with the mist of years, gray flits the
shade of power.

in.
Son of the morning, rise! approach you
liere!
Come—but molest not yon defeneeless urn:
Look on this spot—a nation’s sepnlchre !
Abode of gods, whose shriues 110 longer
burn.
Even gods must yield—religions take their
turn:
’T was Jove’s—’tis Mahomet’s—and other
creeds
W ill rise with other years, till man shall
learn
Vainly his incense soars, his victim bleeds
Poor child of Doubt and Deatk, whose hope
is built on reeds.

[Canto n .

Thou know’st not, reck’st not, to what
región, so
On earth no more, but mingled with the
skies ?
Still wilt thou dream 011 future joy and
woe?
Regard and weigh yon dust before it flies :
That little urn saith more tlian thousand
homilies.
V.
Or burst the vanish’d Hero’s lofty mound;
Far on the solitary shore he sleeps :
He fell, and falling nations mourn’d
around;
But now not one of saddening thousands
weeps,
Nor warlike worshipper his vigil keeps
Where demi-gods appear’d, as records teli.
Remove yon skull from out the scatter’d
heaps:
Is that a temple where a God may dwell ?
Why ev’n the worm at last disdains her
shatter’d c e li!
VI.
Look on its broken arch, its ruin'd wall,
Its chambers desolate, and portals fou l:
Yes, this was once Ambition’s airy hall,
The dome of Thought, the palace of the
•
Soul:
Behold through each lack-lustre, eyeless
hole,
The gay recess of Wisdom and of Wit,
And Passion’s host, that never brook’d
control:
Can all saint, sage, or sophist ever writ,
People this lonely tower, this tenement refit ?

vn.

W ell didst thou speak, Atliena’s wisest
son !
“ All that we know is, nothing can be
known.”
W liy sliould we shrink from what we cannot shnn ?
Each hath his pang, but feeble sufferers
groan
With brain-born dreams of evil all their
own.
Pursue what Chance or Fate proclaimeth
IV .
best;
Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron :
Bound to the earth, he lifts his eye to
There no forced banquet claims the sated
heaven—
guest,
l s ’t not enough, unhappy thing ! to know
Thou art ? Is this a boon so kindly given, But Silence spreads the couch of ever welcome rest.
That being, thou wouldst be again, and go, ¡

Canto II.]
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V IH .
Yet if, as holiest men have deem’d, tliere
be
A land of souls beyond that sable shore,
To shanie the doctrine of the Sadducee
And sopliists, madly vain of dubious lore;
How sweet it were in concert to adore
With tliose who made our mortal labours
lig lit!
To hear eaeh voice we fear’d to hear no
morel
Behold each mighty shade reveal’d to
sight,
The Bactrian, Samian sage, and all who
taught the right 1
IX.
There, thou 1—whose love and life together
fled,
Have left me liere to love and live in vain—Twined with my lieart, and can I deem
thee dead
When busy Memory flashes 011 my brain ?
W ell—I will dreain that we may meet
again,
And woo tile visión to my vacant breast:
I f auglií of young llemembrance then reinain,
Be as it may Futurity’s behest,
For me ’t were bliss enough to know thy
spirit blest!
X.
Here let me sit upon this massy stone,
The marble column’s yet unshaken base;
Here, sou of Saturn! was thy fav’rite
throne:
Mightiest of many such! Henee let me trace
The latent grandeur of thy dwelling-plaee.
It may not b e: ñor ev’n can Fancy’s eye
Restore what Time hath labour’d to de
face.
Yet these proud pillars claimno passingsigh;
Uimioved the Moslem sits, the light Greek
carols by.
XI.
But who, of all the plunderers of yon faue
On high, where Pallas linger’d, loth to flee
The latest relie of her ancient reign ;
The last, the worst, dull spoiler, wlío was
he?
Blush, Caledonia! such thy son could be 1
England ! I joy 110 child he was of thine :
Thy free-born men sliould spare what once
was fr e e ;
Yet they could violate each saddening
shi'ine,
And hear these altars o’er the long-reluctant
brine.
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XH.
But most the modern Pict’s ignoble boast,
To rive what Goth, and Turk, and Time
hath spared:
Coid as the crags upon his native coast,
His muid as barren and his lieart as hard,
Is he whose head conceived, whose hand
prepared,
Aught to displace Athena’s poor remanís:
Her sons, too weak the sacred shrine to
guard,
Yet felt some portion of their mother’s
pains,
And never knew, till then, the weight of
Despot’s cliains.
XTTT

W h at! shall it e’er be said by British
tongue,
Albion was liappy in Athena’s tears ?
Though in thy ñame the slaves her bosom
wrung,
Tell not the deed to blushing Europe’s
ears;
The ocean queen, the free Britannia, bears
The last poor pluuder from a bleediug
land:
Yes, she, whose gen’rous aid her ñame
endears,
Tore down those remnants with a harpy’s
hand,
Wliicli envious Eld forbore, and tyrants left
to stand.
X IV .
Where was thine iEgis, Pallas 1 that appall’d
Stern Alaric and Havoc on their way ?
Where Peleus’ son? whom Hell in vain
intlirall’d,
His shade from Hades upon that dread
day
Bursting to light in terrible array !
W hat! could not Pluto spare the cliief
once more,
To scare a second robber from his prey ?
Idly he wander’d 011 the Stygian shore,
Ñor now preserved the walls he loved to
shield before.
XV.
Coid is the heart, fair Greece! that looks
011 thee,
Ñor feels as lovers o’er the dust they
loved;
Dull is the eye that will not weep to see
Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines
removed
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By Britisli hands, wbicb it bad best behoved
To guard those relies ne’er to be restored.
Curst be the liour wben from their isle
they roved,
And once again tby hapless bosom gored,
And snatch’d tliy sbrinking Gods to northern
climes abborr’d I
X Y I.
But where is Harold ? sball I tben forget
To urge the gloomy wanderer o’er the
wave ?
Little reck’d be of all tbat meu regret;
No loved-one now in feign’d lament could
rave;
No friend the parting hand extended gave,
Ere tbe cold stranger pass’d to otber
climes:
Hard is bis heart wbom cbarms may not
enslave;
But Harold felt not as in otber timeB,
Aud left witbout a sigb tbe Iand of v a r and
crimes.
X YH .
He tbat lias sail’d upon tbe dark blue sea
Has view’d at times, I ween, a full fair
siglit;
Wben tbe fresb breeze is fan- as breeze
may be,
The white sail set, tbe gallaut frigate
tigb t;
Masts, spires, and strand retiring to tbe
rigbt,
Tbe glorions main expanding o’er tbe bow,
Tbe convoy spread like wild swans in tbeb'
fligbt,
The dullest sailer wearing bravely now,
So gaily curi tbe waves before eacb dasbing
prow.
X V IH .
And ob, the little warlike World witbin !
Tbe well-reeved guns, tbe netted canopy,
Tbe boarse coinmaiid, tbe busy bumming
din,
Wlien, at a word, the tops are mann'd on
b igb :
Hark, to tbe Boatswain’s call, tbe cbeering
cry !
Wbile through tbe seaman’s band tbe
tackle glides;
Or scboolboy Midsbipman tbat, standing
by,
Strains his sbrill pipe as good or ill betides,
And well the docile crew tbat skilful urcbin
guides.

[Canto XI.

XIX.
Wbite is the glassy deck, witbout a stain,
Where on tbe watcb tbe staid Lieutenant
walks:
Look on tbat part wbicb sacred dotb remain
For tbe lone chieftain, who majestic stalks,
Silent and fear’d by all—not oft be talks
Witb augbt beneath bim, ií be would pre
serve
Tbat strict restraint, wbicb broken, eve,
balks
Conquest and fam e: but Britons rarely
swerve
From law, bowever stern, wbicb tends their
strength to nerve.
XX.
B low ! swiftly blow, tbou keel-compelling
gale!
Till the broad sun witbdraws bis lessening
ra y ;
Tben must the pennant-bearer slacken
sail,
Tbat lagging barks may make their lazy
way.
Ab ! grievance sore, aud listless dull delay,
To waste 011 sluggisb bullís tbe sweetest
breeze!
Wbat leagues are lost, before tbe dawn of
day,
Tbus loitering pensive on the willing seas,
The flapping sail liaul’d down to balt for logs
like tbese!
X X I.
Tbe moon is up; by Heaven, a lovely eve !
Long streams of ligbt o’er dancing waves
expand;
Now lads on sbore may sigb, and maids
believe:
Sucb be om- fate wben we return to land !
Meantime some rude Arion’s restless hand
Wakes the brisk harmony tbat sailors love;
A circle tbere of merry listeners stand,
Or to some well-known measure featly
move,
Tbougbtless, as if on sbore tbey still were
free to rove.
X X II.
Throngh Calpe’s straits survey tbe steepy
sbore;
Europe and Afrie on eacb otber gaze !
Lands of tbe dark-eyed Maid and dusky
Moor
Alike bebeld beneath pale Hecate’s blaze:

Canto II.]

How softly on tbe Spanish sbore sbe plays,
Disclosing rock, and slope, and forest
brown,
Distinet, tbougb darkening witb her waning
pbase;
But Mauritania’s giant sbadows frown,
From inountain - clifï to coast descending
sombre down.
X X III.
’T is nigbt, wben Meditation bids us feel
We once have loved, tbougb love is at an
end:
Tbe heart, lone mourner of its baffled zeal,
Tbough friendless now, will dream it bad
a friend.
Wbo witb tbe weigbt of years would wisb
to bend,
Wben Youtb itself survives young Love
and Joy ?
Alas! wben mingling souls forget to blend,
Deatb hatb but little left bim to destroy!
Ab I bappy years! once more who would not
be a boy ?
X X IV.
Tbus bending o’er the vessel’s laving side,
To gaze on Dian’s wave-reflected sphere,
Tbe soul forgets her schemes of hope and
pride,
And flies unconscious o’er eacb backward
year.
None are so desolate but sometbing dear,
Dearer tlian self, possesses or possess’d
A tbought, and claims tbe homage of a
tear;
A flashing pang! of whicb the weary breast
Would still, albeit in vain, tbe lieavy heart
divest.
XXV.
To sit on rocks, to muse o’er flood and fell,
To slowly trace tbe forest’s sbady scene,
Where tbings tbat own not man’s dominión
dwell,
And mortal foot batb ne’er or rarely bcen;
To climb tbe trackless mountain all unseen,
Witb tbe wild flock tbat neverneeds a fold ;
Alone o’er steeps nnd foamingfalls to lean;
Tkis is not solitude; ’tis but to liold
Converse witb Nature’s cbarms, and view her
stores unroll’d.
X X YI.
But midst tbe crowd, tbe bum, the shock
of meu,
To bear, to see, to feel, and to possess,
And roam along, tbe workl’s tired denizen,
Witb none wbo bless us, none wbom we
can bless;
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Minions of splendour sbrinking from distress 1
None tbat, witb kindred consciousness endued,
I f we were not, would seem to smile tbe
less,
Of all tbat fiatter’d, follow’d, sougbt, and
sued;
This is to be alone; tbis, tbis is solitude!
X X V II.
More blest tbe life of godly eremite,
Sucb as on lonely Atbos may be seen,
Watching at eve upon tbe giant heigbt,
Wbicb looks o’er waves so blue, skies so
serene,
That be who there at such an hour batb
been
W ill wistful linger on that hallow’d spot;
Tben slowly tear bim from the ’witching
scene,
Sigb forth one wish that sucb bad been bis
lot,
Tben turn to bate a rvorld be bad almost
forgot.
X X Y III.
Pass we tbe long, unvarying course, tbe
track
Oft trod, tbat never leaves a trace bebind ;
Pass we tbe calm, tbe gale, tbe cbange, tbe
tack,
And eacb well-known caprice of wave and
wind;
Pass we tbe joys and sorrows sailors find,
Coop’d in their winged sea-girt citadel;
Tbe foul, tbe fair, tbe contrarj', tbe kind,
As breezes rise aud fall and billows swell,
T ill on some jocund morn—lo, land I and
all is well.
X X IX .
But not in silence pass Calypso’s isles,
The sister tenants of the middle deep;
There for the weary still a haven smiles,
Tbougb the fair goddess long batb ceased
to weep,
And o’er ber clifïs a fruitless watcb to keep
For bim wbo dared prefer a mortal bride:
Here, too, bis boy essay’d tbe dreadful leap
Stern Mentor urged from bigb to yonder
tide;
While tbus of botb bereft, tbe nymph-queen
doubly sigb’d.
XXX.
Her reign is past, ber gentle glories gone:
But trust not tbis: too easy youtb, beware I
A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous
throne,
And tbou mayst flnd a new Calypso tbere.
H
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Sweet Florence 1 could anotlier ever skare
This wayward, loveless heart, it would lie
tliine:
But ckeck’d by every tie, I may not daré
To cast a worthless offering at tliy slirine,
Ñor ask so dear a breast to feel one pang for
mine.
XXXI.
Thus Harold deem’d, as on tkat lady’s eye
He look’d, and met its beam witkout a
tkought
Save admiration glancing baimless by :
Love kept aloof, albeit not far remote,
Wko knew bis votary often lost and cauglit,
But knew kim as liis worskipper no more,
And ne’er again tke boy bis bosom sougkt:
Sinee now be vainly urged kim to adore,
Well deem’d tke little God bis ancient sway
was o’er.
X X X II.
Fair Florence found, in sootk witk some
amaze,
One wko, ’twas said, still sigk’d to all he
saw,
Withstand, unmoved, tke lustre of lier gaze,
Wkich otkers liail’d with real or mimic awe,
Tkeir kope, tkeir doom, tkeh' puniskment,
their law ;
A ll tkat gay Beauty from ker bondsmen
claims:
And muck ske marvell’d that a youth so
raw
Ñor felt, ñor feign’d at least, tke oft-told
flames,
Wkich, thougk sometimes they frown, yet
rarely auger dames.

xxxni.
Little knew ske tkat seeming marble keart,
Now mask’d in silence or witkheld by pride,
Was not unskilful in tke spoiler’s art,
And spread its snares licentious far and
w ide;
Ñor from tke base pursuit kad turn’d aside,
As long as aught was wortky to pursue:
But Harold on suck arts no more relied;
And kad he doted on tliose eyes so blue,
Yet never would ke join the lover’s wkining
crew.
X X X IV .
Not muck ke kens, I ween, of woman’s
breast,
Wko thinks that wanton tking is won by
sighs;
What careth she for kearts wken once
possess'd ?
Do proper homage to thine idol’s eyes;

[Canto II,

But not too kumbly, or ske will despise
Tkee and thy suit, thougk told in moving
tropes:
Disguise ev’n tenderness, if tkou art wise;
Brisk Confidence still best witk woman
copes:
Fique ker and sootlie in turn, soon Passion
crowns tky kopes.
XXXV.
’Tis an oíd lesson; Time approves it trae,
And tkose wko know it best deplore it most;
Wken all is won tkat all desire to woo,
Tke paltry prize is kardly wortk tke cost:
Youtk wasted, minds degraded, konour
lost,
Tkese are tky fruits, successful Passion!
tkeseI
If, kindly cruel, early kope is crost,
Still to tile last it rankles, a disease,
Not to be cured wken love itself forgets to

XXXVI.
Away 1 ñor let me loiter in my song,
For we kave many a mountain-path to tread,
And many a varied skore to sail along,
By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led—
Climes, fair witlial as ever mortal kead
Imagined in its little sckemes of tkougkt;
Or e’er in new Utopias were ared,
To teack man wkat ke migkt be, or ke
ouglit;
I f tkat corrupted tking could ever suck be
taugkt.

xxxvn.
Dear Nature is tke kindest motker still,
Thougk always ckanging in ker aspect mild;
From ker bare bosom let me take my fill,
Her never-wean’d, thougk not ker favour’d
child.
Ok ! ske is fairest in her features wild,
Wkere nothing polisk’d dares pollute ker
path:
To me by day or niglit ske ever smiled,
Thougk I kave mark’d ker wken none otker
liatk,
And sought ker more and more, and loved
ker best in wratk.

xxxvm.
Land of Albania! where Iskander rose,
Theme of tke young, and beacon of tke wise,
And he bis namesake, whose oft-baffled foes
Shrunk from bis deeds of ckivalrous emp rize:

Canto II.]

CfStfíie ^ rtro^ ,CÍ

Land of Albania ! let me bend mme eyes
On tkee, tkou rugged nurse of savage men 1
Tke cross descends, tky minarets arise,
And tke pale crescent sparkles in tke glen,
Tkrough many a cypress grove witkin eack
city’s ken.
X X XIX .
/
Childe Harold sail'd, and pass’d tke barren
spot,
Where sad Penelope o’erlook’d tke w ave;
And onward view’d tke mount, not yet
forgot,
Tke lover's refuge, and tke Lesbian’s grave.
Darle Sappko! could not verse immortal save
Tkat breast imbued witk suck immortal fire ?
Could ske not live wko life eternal gave ?
H life eternal may await the lyre,
Tkat only Heaven to wkich Eartk’s ckildren
may aspire.
XL.
’Twas on a Grecian autumn’s gentle eve
Childe Harold kail’d Leucadia’ s cape afar ;
A spot ke longed to see, ñor cared to leave:
Oft did ke mark tke scenes of vanisk’d war,
Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar;
Mark them unmoved, for ke would not
deligkt
(Born beneatk some remote inglorious star)
In tkemes of bloody fray, or gallant fight,
But loatked the bravo’s trade, and lauglied
at martial wigkt.
X LI.
But when he saw tke evening star above
Leucadia’s far-projecting rock of woe,
And kail’d tke last resort of fruitless love,
He felt, or deem’d ke felt, no common glow:
And as tke stately vessel glided slow
Beneatk tke skadow of tkat ancient mount,
He watch’d tke billows’ melanckoly flow,
And, sunk albeit in tkougkt as ke was wont,
More placid seem’d bis eye, and smootli bis
pallid front.
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X L in .
Now Harold found liimself at lengtk alone,
And bade to Ckristian tongues a long adieu;
Now he adventured on a skore unknown,
Wliick all admire, but many dread to view :
His breast was arm’d ’gainst fate, bis wants
were fe w ;
Peril ke sougkt not, but ne’er skrank to
meet:
Tke scene was savage, but tke scene was
new;
This made tke ceaseless toil of travel sweet,
Beat back keen winter’s blast, and welcomed
summer’s keat.
X L IV .
Here tke red cross, for still tke cross is here,
Thougk sadly scoíf’d at by tke circumcised,
Forgets tkat pride to pamper’d priesthood
dear;
Ckurclnnan and votary alike despised.
Foul Superstition 1 kowsoe’er disguised,
Idol, saint, Virgin, propket, crescent, cross,
For wkatsoever Symbol tkou art prized,
Tkou sacerdotal gain, but general loss!
Wko from trae worship’s gold can separate
tky dross ?
XLV.
Ambracia’s gulf behold, wkere once was
lost
A world for woman, lovely, karmless tking!
In yonder rippüng bay, tkeir naval host
Did many a Bomau ckief and Asian king
To doubtful conflict, certain slaugkter
bring:
Look wkere tke second Cíesar’s trophies
rose:
Now, like tke kands tkat rear’d tkem,
withering:
Imperial anarchs, doubling human woes!
G od ! was tky globe ordain’d for suck to win
and lose ?

XLVI.

From tke dark barriers of tkat rugged
XLH.
clime,
Morn dawns: and witk it stern Albania’s
E v ’n to tke centre of IUyria's vales,
bilis,
Childe Harold pass’d o’er many a mount
Dark Suli's rocks, and Pindus’ inland peak,
sublhne,
Kobed lialf in mist, bedew’d witk snowy rills,
Tkrough lands scarce noticed in historie
Array’d in many a dun and purple streak,
tales;
Arise ; and, as tile clouds along tkem break,
Yet in famed Attica suck lovely dales
Disclose tke dwelling of tke mountaineer;
Are rarely seen ; ñor can fair Tempe boast
Here roams tke wolf, tke eagle wkets bis
A ckarm tkey know n o t; loved Parnassus
beak,
fails,
Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men
Tkougli classie ground and consecrated
appear,
most,
And gatkering storms around convulso tke To match some spots that lurk witkin this
elosing year.
lowering coast.
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He pass’d bleak Pindus, Aclierusia’s lake,
And left the primal city of the land,
And onwards did llis furtlier journey take
To greet Albania’s cliief, wbose dread commaud
Is lawless la w ; for with a bloody hand
He sways a nation, turbulent and bold ;
Yet here and there some darittg mountainband
Disdain liis power, and from tbeir rocky
liold
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless to
gold.
X LV IH .
Monàstic Z itza! from tlry sbady brow,
Tliou small but favour’d spot of lioly
ground!
Where’er we gaze, around, above, below,
Wbat raiubow tints, wliat magic cbarms
are found!
Eock, river, forest, mountain, all abound,
And bluest skies tbat hannonise tbe whole:
Beneath, tbe distant torrent’s rusking sound
Telis wbere tbe volunied cataract dotb
roll
Between tbose banging rocks, tbat sbock yet
please tbe soul.
X LIX .
Amidst tbe grove tliat crowns yon tufted
bill,
Wbicb, were it not for many a mountain
nigb
Eising in lofty ranks, and loftier still,
Might well itself be deem’d of dignity,
Tbe convent’s wbite walls glisten fan- on
bigb:
Here dwells tbe caloyer, nor rude is be,
Nor niggard of bis clieer ; tbe passer by
Is weleome still; nor beedless will be ttee
From bence, if be deligbt kind Nature’s sbeen
to see.
L.
Here in tbe sultriest season let bim rest,
Fresb is tbe greeu beneath tbose aged
trees;
Here winds of gentlest wing will fan bis
breast,
From beaven itself be may inbale tbe
breeze:
Tbe plain is far beneath—o li! let bim seize
Pme pleasure wbile be can; tbe scorcking
ray
Here pierceth not, imprégnate with disease:
Then let bis lengtli tbe loitering pilgrim lay,
And gaze, untired, tbe morn, tbe noon, tbe
eve away.

Q&orRe.

[Canto II.

L I.
Dusky and liuge, enlarging on tbe sigbt,
Nature’s volcànic ampbitbeatre,
Chimoera’s alps extend from left to riglit:
Beneath, a living valley seems to stu-;
Flocks play, trees wave, streams flow, tbe
mountain-fir
Nodding aboVe ; behold blaclc Acheron !
Once coiisecrated to tbe sepulchre.
Pluto ! if tbis be bell I look upon,
Close sbamed Elysium’s gates, my shade sball
seek for none.
LH .
Ne city’s towers pollute tbe lovely vie w ;
Unseen is Yanina, tbougli not remote,
V eil’d by tbe screen of bilis : here men are
few,
Scanty tbe bamlet, rare tbe lonely cot:
But, peering down eacb precipice, tbe goat
Browsetb; and, pensive o’er bis seatter’d
flock,
Tbe little sbepberd in bis wbite capote
Dotk lean bis boyisli forrn along tbe rock,
Or in bis cave awaits tbe tempest’s sbort-lived
sbock.

un.

Ob ! wbere, Dodona ! is thine aged grove,
Prophetic fount, and oracle divine ?
Wbat valley ecboed tbe response of Jove ?
Wbat trace remainetb of tbe Tkunderer’s
shrine ?
All, all forgotten— and sball man repine
Tbat bis frail bonds to fleeting Ufe are
broke ?
Cease, fool 1 tbe fate of gods may well be
tliine:
Wouldstthou survive tbe marbleortbeoak?
Wben nations, tougues, and worlds must sink
beneath tbe stroke!
LIV .
Epirus’ bounds recede, nnd mountains fa il;
Tired of up-gazing still, tbe wearied eye
Eeposes gladly on as smooth a vale
As ever Spring yclad in grassy dye : _
E v ’n on a plain no humble beauties lie,
Wbere some bold river breaks tbe long ex
íjanse,
And woods along tbe banks are waving bigb,
Wbose sbadows in tbe glassy wàters dance,
Or witb tbe moonbeam sleep in midnigbt’s
solenm trance.
LY.
Tbe sun bad sunk bebind vast Tomerit,
And Laos wide andtierce carneroariug by;
Tbe sbades of wonted nigbt were gatbering
yet,
Wben, down tbe steep bankswinding warily,
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Childe Harold saw, like meteors in tbe sky,
Tbe glittering minarets of Tepalen,
Wbose walls o’erlook the stream; and
drawing nigb,
He beard the busy bum of warrior-men
Swelling the breeze tbat sigb’d along tbe
lengthening glen.

LYI.
He pass’d the sacred Haram’s silent tower,
And underneatb tbe wide o’erarching gate
Smwey’d tbe dwelling of tbis cbief of power,
Wbere all around proclaim’d bis bigb estáte.
Amidst no commou pomp tbe despot sate,
Wbile busy preparation sbook tbe court,
Slaves, eunucbs, soldiers, guests, and san
tons w ait;
Within, a palace, and, witbout, a fo rt:
Here men of every clime appear to make resort.
lvh

.

Eicbly caparison’d, a ready row
Of armed borse, and many a warlike store,
Circled the wide-extending court below;
Above, strangegroups adorn’d tbe corridore;
And oft-times through the area’s ecboing
door,
Some bigb-capp’d Tartar spurr’d his steed
away:
Tbe Turk, tbe Greek, tbe Albanian, and tbe
Moor,
Here mingled in then- many-hued array,
Wbile tbe deep war-drum’s sound annouuced
tbe close of day.

L V in .
Tbe wild Albanian kirtled to bis knee,
Witb shawl-girt bead and ornamented gun,
And gold-embroider’d garments, fair to see;
The crimson-scarfed men of Macedón;
The Delhi witb bis cap of terror on,
And crooked glaive; tbe lively, supple
Greek;
And swartby Nubia’s mutilated son;
Tbe bearded Turk, tbat rarely deigns to
speak,
Master of all around, too potent to be meek,
L IX .
Are mix’d conspicuous: some recline in
groups,
Scanning the motley scene tbat varies
round;
There some grave Moslem to devotion
stoops,
And some tbat smoke, and some tbat play,
are found;
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Here tbe Albanian proudly treads tbe
ground;
Half whispering there tbe Greek is beard to
prate;
l·Iark! from tbe mosque tbe nightly solenm
sound,
Tbe Muezzin’scall dotb shake the minaret,
“ There is no god but God !— to prayer— lo 1
God is great! ”
LX.
Just at tbis season Eamazani’s fast
Through tbe long day its penance did main•
tain:
But wben the lingering twilight lionr was
past,
Eevel and feast assumed the rule again :
Now all was bustle, and the menial train
Prepared and spread the plenteous board
within ;
The vacant gallery now seem’d made in
vain,
But from tbe chambers came the mingling
din,
As page and slave anon were passing out and
in.'
L X I.
Here woman’s voice is never beard : apart,
And scarce permitted, guarded, veil’d, to
move,
Sbe yields to one her person and her heart,
Tanred to ber cago, nor feels a wisli to rove:
For, not unhappy in her master’s love,
And joyful in a motlier’s gentlest cares,
Blest cares 1 all otlier feelings far above!
Herself more sweetly rears tbe babe sbe
bears,
Wbo never quits tbe breast, no meaner passion
shares.
LX H .
In marble-paved pavilion, wbere a spring
Of livmg water from tbe centre rose,
Wbose bubbling did a genial freshness fling,
And soft voluptuous coucbes breatbed re
pose,
A l i reclined, a man of war and woes :

Yet in bis lineaments ye cannot trace,
Wbile Gentleness ber milder radiance
throws
Along tbat aged venerable face,
Tbe deeds tbat lurk beneath, and stain bim
with disgrace.
L X IH .
It is not that yon hoary lengtbening beard
lli suits tbe passions wbich belong to youth;
Love conquers age—so Hafiz batb averr’d,
So sings tbeTeian, and be sings in sooth—
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But criraes tliat scorn the tender voice of
ruth,
Beseeming ali men ili, but most tbe man
In years, bave mark’d bim with a tiger’s
tootli;
Blood foUows blood, and, tbrougk tbeir
mortal span,
In bloodier acts conclude tbose wbo witb
blood began.

[Canto II.

Tet for a wbile tbe mariners forbore,
Dubious to trust wbere treackery might
lurk:
At lengtb tbey ventured fortb, tliougb
doubting sore
That tbose wbo loatbe alike tbe Frank and
Turk
Migbt once again renew tbeir ancient butcherwork.

l x v h i.
Yain fe a r! tbe Suliotes stretch’d tbe welcome hand,
Led tbem o’er rocks and past the dangerous
swamp,
Einder than polisk’d slaves, tbougli not so
bland,
And piled tbe heartli, and wrung tbeir
garments damp,
And fill’d tbe bowl, and trimm’d tbe cbeerful lamp,
And spread their fa re ; tbougli bomely, all
tbey bad:
LX V.
Sucb conduct bears Pbilantbropy’s rare
stamp:
Fierce are Albania’s cliildren,yet they lack
To rest tbe weary and to sootlie the sad,
Not virtues, were tbose virtues more ma
Dotk lesson liappier men, and sbames at least
ture.
tbe bad.
Where is tbe foe that ever saw tbeir back ?
Wbo can so well the toil of war endure ?
LX IX .
Tbeir native fastnesses not more secure
Than tbey in doubtful time of troublous
It came to pass, tliat wlien lie did address
Himself to quit at lengtb tliis mountainneed:
land,
Their wratli how deadly ! but tbeir friendCombined marauders balf-way barr’d
sbip sure,
egress,
When Gratitude or Valour bids tliem bleed,
Unskaken rusbingon where’er tbeir cbief may
And wasted far and near witb glaive and
brand;
lead.
And tkerefore did he take a trusty band
L X V I.
To traverse Acarnania’s forest wide,
Cbilde Harold saw tbem in tbeir chieftain’s
In war well season’d, and witb labours
tower
tann’d,
Thronging to war in splendour and success;
T ill lie did greet wbite Achelous’ tide,
And after view’d tbem, wben, within tbeir And from bis furtber bank AStoba’s wolds
power,
espied.
Himself awbile tbe victim of distress;
That saddening bour wben bad men hotlier
LX X .
press:
Wbere Ione Utraikey forms its circling cove,
But these did shelter him beneath tbeir roof,
And weary waves retire to gleam at rest,
When less barbarians would bave ckeer’d
How brown tbe foliage of tbe green bilis
him less,
grove,
And fellow-countrymen bave stood aloof—Nodding at midnigbt o’er tbe calm bay’s
In aught that tries tbe beart bow few witkbreast,
stand tbe proof!
As winds come ligktly whispering from tbe
west,
L X V II.
Kissing, not ruffiing, tbe blue deep’s
It cbanced that adverse winds once drove
serene:—
bis bark
Here Harold was received a welcome guest;
Full on tbe coast of Suli’s shaggy shore,
Nor did he pass unmoved the gentle scene,
Wben ali around was desolate and dark ;
For many a joy could lie from Nigkt’s soft
To land was perilous, to sojourn more;
presence glean.

LX IV .
'Mid many things most new to ear and eye
Tbe pilgrim rested bere his weary feet,
And gazed around on Moslem luxury,
T ill quickly wearied witb tliat spaeious seat
Of Wealth and 'VVantonness, the choice
retreat
Of sated Grandeur from tbe city’s noise:
And were it liumbler, it in sooth were sweet;
But Peace abborreth artificial joys,
And Pleasure, leagued witb Pomp, tbe zest of
botb destroys.

Canto II.]
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LX X I.
On tbe smootb sbore the night-fires brigbtly
blazed,
Tbe feast was done, tbe red wine circling
fast,
And be that unawares bad there ygazed
Witb gaping wonderment bad stared agliast;
For ere nigkt’s midmost, stillest bour was
past,
Tbe native reveis of the troop began ;
Eacb Palikar bis sabre from him cast,
And bounding band in band, man link’d to
man,
Yelling tbeir uncoutk dirge, long daunced tbe
kirtled clan.
LX X H .
Cbilde Harold at a little distance stood
And view’d, but not displeased, tbe revelrie,
Nor hated liarmless mirtk, liowever rude:
In sootb, it was no vulgar sigbt to see
Tbeir barbarous, yet theirnot indecent, glee;
And, as tbe flames along their faces gleam’d,
Tbeir gestures nimble, dark eyes flasliing
free,
The long wild locks that to their girdles
stream’d,
Wliile tlius in concert tbey tbis lay kalf sang,
balf scream’d :—
1.
T ajiboubgi 1 Tambourgi I tliy Tarum afar

Gives hope to tbe valiant, and promise of war;
AU the sons of tbe mountains arise at tbe
note,
Cbimariot, Hlyrian, and dark Suliote I
2.
Ob ! wbo is more brave than a dark SuUote,
In his snowy camese and his shaggy capote ?
To tbe wolf and tbe vulture be leaves his
wild flock,
And descends to the plain like tbe stream
from tbe rock.
3.
Shall the sons of Chimari, wbo never forgive
The fault of a friend, bid an enemy live ?
Let tbose guns so unerring sucb vengeance
forego ?
What mark is so fair as tbe breast of a foe ?
4.
Macedonia sends fortb lier invincible race;
For a time tbey abandon tbe cave and tbe
chase;
But tbose scarfs of blood-red shall be redder,
before
The sabre is sbeatbed and tbe battle is o’er.
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5.

Tben tbe pirates of Parga that dwell by the
waves,
And teacb tbe pale Franks what it is to be
slaves,
Shall leave on tbe beacb tbe long galley and
oar,
And track to his covert tbe captive on sbore.
6.
I ask not tbe pleasures that rickes supply,
My sabre shall win what tbe feeble must
buy;
Shall win the young bride witb ber long
floiving liair,
And many a maid from ber mother shall tear.
7.
I love tbe fair face of tbe maid in ber youth,
Her caresses sbaU luU me, ber music shall
soothe;
Let ber bring from tbe chamber ber manytoned lyre,
And sing us a song on tbe fall of ber sh-e.

8

.

Bemember tbe moment wben Previsa feU,
The shrieks of tbe conquer’d, tbe conqueror’s
yeU;
Tbe roofs that wre fired, and tbe plunder we
shared,
The wealthy we slaugkter’d, tbe lovely we
spared.
9.
I talk not of mercy, I talk not of fear;
He neither must know wbo would serve tbe
V izier:
Since the days of our propbet tbe Crescent
ne’er saw
A cbief ever glorious like Ali Pasbaw.
10.
Dark Muclitar his son to tbe Danube is sped,
Let tbe yeUow-hair’d Giaours view bis korsetail witb dread;
Wben bis Delbis come dasbing in blood o’er
the banks,
How few shall escape from tbe Muscovite
ranks!

11

.

Selictar! unsheathe then our cbief’s scimitar;
Tambourgi! tby Tarum gives promise of war.
Ye mountains, that see us descend to tbe
sbore,
Sliall view us as victors, or view us no morel
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Fair Greece! sad relie of departed worth !
Immortal, though no more; though fallen,
great!
Wlio now shall lead thy scatter’d children
forth,
And long accustom’d bondage nncreate ?
Not such thy sons who whilome did await,
The hopeless warriors of a willing doom,
In bleak Thermopylse’s sepulchral strait—
Oh ! who that gallant spirit shall resume,
Leap from Eurota ’s banks, and cali thee from
the tomb ?

LXXIV.
Spirit of freedom! when on Phyle’s brow
Tliou sat’st with Thrasybulus and his train,
Couldst thou forebode the dismal hour
which now
Dims the green beauties of thine Attic
plain ?
Not thirty tyrants now enforce the chain,
But every carie can lord it o’er thy land;
Nor rise thy sons, but idly rail in vain,
Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish
hand;
From birth till death enslaved; in word, in
deed, unmann’d.

LXXV.
In all saye fonn alone, how changed! and
who
That marks the tire still sparkling in each
eye’
Who would but deem their bosoms burivd
anew
With thy unquenched beam, lost L iberty!
And many dream witlial the hour is nigli
That gives them back their fathers’ heritage:
For foreign arms and aid they fondly sigh,
Ñor solely daré enconnter hostile rage,
Or tear their ñame defiled from Slavery’s
mournful page.
LX X V I.
Hereditary bondsmen ! know ye not
Who would be free themselves must strike
the blow ?
By their right arios the conquest must be
wrought ?
W ill Gaul or Muscovite redress ye ? n o!
True, they may lay yeur proud despoilers
low,
But not for you will Freedom’s altars dame.
Sliades of the Helots! triumph o’er your foe!
Greece! change thy lords, thy state is still
the same;
Thy glorious day is o’er, but not thy years of
shame.

[Canto II.

L X X V II.
The city won for AUah from the Giaour,
The Giaour from Othman’s race again may
wrest;
And the Serai’s impenetrable tower
Beceive the fiery Frank, lier former guest;
Or Wahab’s rebel brood, who dared divest
The prophet's tomb of all its pious spoil,
May wind their path of blood along the
West;
But ne’er will freedom seek this fated
soil,
But slave succeed to slave through years of
endless toil.

Lxxvm .
Yet mark theh' mirth— ere lenten days
begin,
That penance which their holy rites prepare
To shrive from man his weight of mortal
sin,
By daily abstineuce and nightly prayer:
But ere his sackcloth garb Repentance
wear,
Some days of joyaunce are decreed to all,
To take of pleasaunce each his secret
share,
In motley robe to dance at masking ball,
And join the mimic train of merry Carnival.
LX X IX .
And whose more rife with merriment than
thine,
Oh Stamhoul! once the empress of their
reign ?
Though turbans now pollute Sophia’s
shrine,
And Greece her very altars eyes in vain :
(Alas! her woes will still pervade mv
strain!)
Gay were her minstrels once, for free her
tln-ong,
All felt the common joy they now must
feign,
Ñor oft I ’ve seen sucli sight, ñor heard
such song,
As woo d the eye, and tlirill’d the Bosphorus
along.
LXXX.
Loud was the lightsome tumult on the
shore,
Oft Music changed, but never ceased her
tone,
And timely echo’d back the measured oar,
And rippíing waters made a pleasant
moan:

Canto II.]
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The Queen of tides on high consenting
shone,
And when a transient breeze swept o’er the
wave,
’Twas, as if darting from her heavdfily
throne,
A brigliter glance her form reflected gave,
Till sparkling billows seem’d to light the
banks they lave.
L X X X I.
Glanced many a light caique along the
foam,
Danced on the shore the daughters of the
land,
No thought had man or maid of rest or
home,
While many a languid eye and thrilling
hand
Exchanged the look few bosoms may withstand,
Or gently prest, return’d the pressure still:
Oh Love ! young L o v e ! bound in thy rosy
band,
Let sage or cynic prattle as he will,
These hours, and only these, redeem Life’s
years of i l l !
L X X X II.
But, midst the throng in merry masquerade,
Lurk there no hearts that throb with secret
pain,
Even through the closest searmeut lialf
betray’d ?
To such the gentle murmurs of the main
Seem to re-echo all they mourn in vain;
To such the gladness of thegamesome crowd
Is source of wayward thought and stern
disdain:
How do they loathe the langhter idly loud,
And long to change the robe of revel for the
shroud1
LX X X H I.
This must he feel, the true-born son of
Greece,
I f Greece one true-born patriot still can
boast:
Not such as prate of war, but skulk in peace,
The bondsman’s peace, who sighs for all
he lost,
Yet with smootk smile his tyrant can accost,
And wield the slavish sickle, not the sword:
Ah ! Greece! they love thee least who owe
thee most—
Their birth, their blood, and that sublime
record
Of hero sires, who shame thy now degenerate
horde!

(Pífgrtm age.
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L X X X IY .
When riseth Lacedemon’s hardihood,
When Thebes Epaminondas rears again,
When Athens’ children are with hearts
endued,
When Grecian mothers shall give birth to
men,
Then may'st thou be restored; but not till
then.
A thousand years scarce serve to form a
state;
An hour may lay it in the dust: and when
Can man its shatter’d splendour renovate,
Recali its virtues back, and vanquish Time
and Pate ?
LXXXV.
And yet how lovely in thine age of woe,
Land of lost gods and godlike men, art
thou!
Thy vales of evergreen, thy hills of snow,
Proclaim thee Nature’s varied favourite
now:
Thy fanes, thy temples to thy surface how,
Commingling slowly with heroic eartli,
Broke by the share of every rustió plough:
So perish monuments of mortal birth,
So perish all in turn, save well-reeorded
Worth;
L X X X V I.
Save wliere some solitary columu mourns
Above its pirostrate brethren of the cave;
Save where Tritonia’s airy shrine adorns
Colonna’s cliff, and gleams along the wave;
Save o’er some warrior’s half-forgotten
grave,
Where the gray stones and unmolested
grass
Ages, but not oblivion, feebly brave;
While strangers only not regardless pass,
Lingering like me, perchance, to gaze, and
sigh “ Alas ! ”
L X X X V II.
Yet are thy skies as blue, thy crags as w ild ;
Sweet are thy groves, and verdant are thy
fields,
Thine olive ripe as when Minerva smiled,
And still his honey’d wealth Hymettus
yields;
There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress
builds,
The freeborn wanderer of thy mountaina ir ;
Apollo still thy long, long summer gilds,
Still in his beam Mendeli’s marbles glare;
Art, Glory, Freedom fail, but Nature still is
fair.
H 3
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Where’er we tread ’t is haunted, lioly
ground;
No earth o£ thine is lost in vulgar mould,
But one vast realm of wonder spreads
around,
And all the Muse’s tales seem truly told,
Till tlie sense aches witli gazing to behoíd
The scenes our earliest dreams have dwelt
upon;
Each hill and dale, each deepening glen
and wold
Defies the power which crush’d thy temples
gone:
Age shakes Athena’s tower, hut spares gray
Marathon.
LX X X IX .
The sun, the soil, but not the slave, the
same ;
Unchanged in all except its foreign lord ;
Preserves alike its bounds and boundless
fame
The Battle-field, where Persia’s victim
horde
First bow’d beneath the brunt of Hellas’
sword,
As on the morn to distant Glory dear,
When Marathon became a màgic word;
Which utter’d, to the hearer’s eye appear
The camp, the host, the fight, the conqueror’s
career,
XC.

QSJorRs.

[Canto H.

Long shall thine annals and immortal
tongue
Fill with thy fame the youth of many a
shore;
Boast of the aged! lesson of the youngl
Which sages venerate and bards adore,
As Pallas and the Muse unveil their awful lore.
XCII.
The parted bosom clings to wonted home,
I f aught that ’s kindred cheer the welcome
hearth;
He that is lonely, hither let liim roam,
And gaze complacent on congenial earth.
Greece is no lightsome land of social
m irtli:
But he whom Sadness sootheth may abide,
And scarce regret the región of his birth,
When wandering slow by Delphi’s sacred
side,
Or gazing o’er the plains where Greek and
Persian died.

xcm.
Let sucli approach this consecrated land,
And pass in peace along the magic waste;
But spare its relies—let no busy hand
Deface the scenes, already how defaced 1
Not for such purpose were these altars
placed:
Bevere the remnants nations once revered:
So may our country’s name be undisgraced,
So may’st thou prosper where thy youth
was rear’d,
By every honest joy of love and life endear’d !

XCIV.
The flying Mede, his shaftless broken bow;
The fiery Greek, his red pursuing spear;
For thee, who tlius in too protracted song
Mountains above, Earth’s, Ocean's plain
Hast soothed thine idlesse with inglorious
below;
lays,
Death in the front, Destruction in the
Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the
rear!
throng
Such was the scene—wliat now remaineth
Of louder minstrels in these later days:
liere ?
To such resign the strife for fading bays—
What sacred trophy marks the hallow’d
111 may such contest now the spirit move
ground,
Which heeds nor keen reproach nor partial
Becording Freedom’s smile and Asia’s
praise,
tear 1
Since cold each kinder heart that might
The rifled urn, the violated mound,
approve,
The dust thy courser’s hoof, rude stranger! And none are left to please when none are
spurns around.
left to love.
XCI.
Yet to the remnants of thy splendour past
Shall pilgrims, pensive, but unwearied,
throng;
Long shall the voyager, with th’ Xonian
blast,
Hail the bright clime of battle and of song;

XCY.
Thou too art gone, thou loved and lovely
one!
Whom youth and youth’s affections bound
to m e;
Who did for me what none beside have
done,
Nor shrank from one albeit unworthy thee.
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What is my being ? thon hast ceased to b e !
Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer
home,
Who mourns o’er hours which we no more
shall see—
Would they had never been, or were to
come!
Would he had ne’er return’d to find fresh
cause to roam !
XCVI.
Oh! ever loving, lovely, and beloved!
How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past,
And clings to thoughts now better far
removed!
But Time shall tear thy shadow from me
last.
All thou couldst have of mine, stern Death!
thou hast;
The parent, friend, and now the more tlian
friend;
N e’er yet for one thine arrows flew so
fast,
And grief with grief continuing still to
blend,
Hath snatch’d the little joy that life had yet
to lend.

Canto the Third.
“ Afln que cette application tous forçàt de penser
à autre chose; il n'y a en vérité de romède que
celui-là et le temps.”
Lettre du Iio i de Prusse à D 'Alem bert, Sept. 7,1776,

I.
Is thy face like thy mother’s, my fair
ckild!
A d a ! sole daughter of my house and heart ?
When last I saw thy young blue eyes they
smiled,
And then we parted,—not as now we part,
But with a hope.—
Awaking with a start,
The wàters lieave around m e; and on
high
The winds lift up their voices: I depart,
Whither I know not; but the hour’s
gone by,
When Albion’s lessemng shores could gneve
or glad mine eye.
n.

xcvm.

Once more upon the wàters! yet once
m ore!
And the waves bound beneath me as a
steed
That knows his rider. Welcome to their
roar!
Swift be their guidance, wheresoe’er it
lead!
Though the straiu’d mast should quiver
as a reed,
And the rent canvas fluttering strew the
gale,
Still must I on; for I am as a weed,
Flung from the rock, on Ocean’s foam
to sail
Where’er the surge may sweep, the tempest’s
breath prevail.

What is the worst of woes that wait on
age?
What stamps the wrinkle deeper on the
brow ?
To view each loved one blotted from life’s
page,
And be alone on earth, as I am now.
Before the Chastener liumbly let me bow,
O’er hearts divided and o’er hopes destroy’d :
Boll on, vain days! full reckless may ye
flow,
Since Time hath reft whate’er my soul
enjoy’d,
And with the ills of Eld mine earlier years
alloy’d.

In my youtli’s summer I did sing of One,
The wandering outlaw of his own dark
mind;
Again I seize the theme, then but begun,
And bear it with me, as the rushing wind
Bears the cloud onwards: in that Tale
I find
The furrows of long thouglit, and dried-up
tears,
Which, ebbing, leave a sterile track behind,
O’er which all lieavily the journeying years
Plod the last sands of life,—where not a
flower appears.

XCVH.
Then must I plunge again into the crowd,
And follow all that Peace disdains to seek?
Where Bevel calls, and Laughter, vainly
loud,
False to the heart, distorts the hollow
cheek,
To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak;
Still o’er the features, which perforce they
cheer,
To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique ?
Smiles form the channel of a future tear,
Or raise the writhing lip with ill-dissembled
sneer.
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V III.

Since my young days of passion—joy, or
pain,
Perckance my keart and liarp ha ve lost
a string,
And botk may jar: it may be, tkat in vain
I would essay as I liave sung to sing.
Yet, tkougk a dreary strain, to tkis I cling;
So tkat it wean me from tke weary dream
Of selfisk grief or gladness—so it fling
Forgetfulness around me—it sliall seem
To me, tkougk to none else, a not ungrateful
tkeme.

Sometking too muck of tkis:—but now
’t is past,
And tke spell closes witk its silent seal.
Long absent H akold re-appears at last;
He of tke breast wkick fain no more would
feel,
Wrung witk tke wounds wkick kill not,
but ne’er lieal;
Yet Time, wko ckanges all, kad alter’d
kim
In soul and aspect as iu age : years steal
Fire from tke mind as vigour from tke
limb;
And life’s enckanted cup but sparkles near
tke brim.

V.
He, wko grown aged in tkis world of woe,
In deeds, not years, piercing tke deptks
of life,
So tkat no wonder waits kim ; nor below
Can love or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife,
Cut to kis keart again witk tke keen knife
Of silent, sliarp endurance: ke cau teli
W ky tkougkt seeks refuge in lone caves,
yet rife
Witk airy images, and skapes wkick dwell
Still unimpair’d, tkougk old, in tke soul’s
kaunted celi.
VI.
’T is to create, and in creating live
A being more intense tkat we endow
Witk form our fancy, gainmg as we give
Tke life we image, eveu as I do now.
Wkat am I? Notking: but not so art thou,
Soul of my thougkt! witk wkom I traverse
eartk,
Invisible but gazing, as I glow
Mix’d witk tky spirit, Hended witk tky
birtk,
And feeling still witk thee in my crusk’d
feelings’ deartk.
vn.
Yet must I tkink less wildly:—I liave
tkougkt
Too long and darkly, till my brain became,
In its own eddy boiling and o’erwrougkt,
A wkirling gulf of pkantasy and fíame :
And tlius, untauglit in youtk my keart
to tame,
My spriugs of life were poison’d. ’T is
too la te !
Yet am I ckanged; tkougk still enougk
tke same
In strengtk to bear wkat time cannot
abate,
And feed on bitter fruits witkout accusing
Fate.

IX.
His liad been quaff’d too quickly, and ke
found
Tke dregs were wormwood; but ke fill’d
again,
And from a purer fount, on kolier ground,
And deem’d its spring perpetual; but in
vain !
Still round kim clung invisibly a ckain
Wkick gall’d for ever, fettering tkougk
unseen,
And lieavy tkougk it clank’d not; worn
witk pain,
Wliick pined altkougk it spoke not, and
grew keen,
Entering witk every step ke took tlirougk
many a scene.
X.
Secure in guarded coldness, ke kad mix’d
Again in fancied safety witk kis kind,
And deem’d kis spirit now so firmly iix’d
And skeatk’d witk an invulnerable mind,
Tkat, if no joy, no sorrow lurk’d bekind;
And ke, as one, migkt ’midst tke many
stand
Unkeeded, searcking througk tke crowd to
find
Fit speculation ; sucli as in strange land
He found in wonder-works of God and
Nature’s liand.
XI.
But wko can view tke ripen’d rose, nor
seek
To wear it ? wko can curiously behold
Tke smootkness and tke skeen of beauty’s
ekeek,
Nor feel tke keart can never all grow
old ?
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Wko can contemplate Fame througk clouds
unfold
Tke star ivkick rises o’er ker steep, nor
climb ?
Harold, once more witkin tke vortex, roll’d
On witk tke giddy circle, chasing Time,
Yet witk a nobler aim tkan in kis youtk’s
fond prime.
X II.
But soon l e Icnew kimself tke most unfit
Of men to kerd witk Man; witk wkom ke
keld
Little in common; untauglit to submit
His tkougkts to otkers, tkougk kis soul
was quell’d
In youtk by kis own tkougkts; still uncompell’d,
He would not yield dominión of kis mind
To spirits against wkom kis own rebell’d ;
Proud tkougk in desolation; wkick could
find
A life witkin itself, to breatke witkout mankind.
X IH .
Wkere rose tke mountains, tkere to kim
were friends;
Wkere roll’d tke ocean, tkereon was kis
kome;
Wkere a blue sky, and glowing clime,
extends,
He kad tke passion and tke power to
roam;
Tke desert, forest, cavern, breaker’s foam,
Were unto kim companionskip; tkey spake
A mutual language, clearer tkan tke tome
Of kis land’s tongue, wkick ke would oft
forsake
For Nature’s pages glass’d by sunbeams on
tke lake.
XIV.
Like tke Clialdean, ke could watck tke
stars,
Till ke kad peopled tkem witk beings
brigkt
As tkeir own beams ; and eartk, and eartkborn jars,
And kuman frailties, were forgotten quite:
Could he have kept his spn-it to tkat fligkt
He kad been kappy; but tkis clay will
sink
Its spark immortal, envyiug it tke ligkt
To wkick it mounts, as if to break tke
link
Tkat keeps us from yon keaven wkick woos
us to its brink.
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XV.
But in Man’s dwellings ke became a tking
Iíestless and worn, and stern and wearisome,
Droop’d as a wild-born falcon witk clipt
wing,
To wkom tke boundless air alone were
kome:
Tken came kis fit again, wkick to o’ercome,
As eagerly tke barr’d-up bird will beat
His breast and beak against kis wiry dome
Till tke blood tinge kis plumage, so tke
lieat
Of kis impeded soul would tkrougk kis bosom
eat.
X V I.
Self-exiled Harold wanders fortli again,
Witk nougkt of kopo left, but witk less
of gloom;
Tke very knowledge tkat ke lived in vain,
Tkat all was over on tkis side tke tomb,
Had made Despair a smilingness assume,
Wkick, tkougk ’twere wild,—as on tke
plunder’d wreck
Wken mariners would madly meet tkeir
doom
Witk draugkts intemperate on tke sinking
deck,—Did yet inspue a ckeer, wkich ke forbore to
ckeck.
X V II.
Stop!—for tky tread is on an Empn-e's
dust!
An Earthquake’s spoil is sepulchred below!
Is tke spot mark’d with no colossal bust ?
Nor column trophied for triumpkal show ?
None; but tke moral’s truth telis simpler so,
As tke ground was before, thus let it be;—•
How tkat red rain katk made tke karvest
grow !
And is tkis all tke world kas gain’d by tkee,
Thou first and last of fields 1 kmg-making
Victory ?
XVH I.
And Harold stands upon tkis place of skulls,
Tke grave of France, tke deadly Waterloo 1
How in an kour tlie power wkich gave
annuls
Its gifts, transferring fame as fleeting too 1
In “ pride of place” here last tke eagle flew,
Tken tore witk bloody talón tke rent plain,
Pierced by tke skaft of banded nations
tkrougk;
Ambition’s life and labours all were vain;
He wears tlie shatter’d links of tke world’s
broken ckain.
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XIX.
Fit retribution ! Gaul may cbamp the bit
And foam in fetters;—but is Eartb more
free ?
Did nations combat to make One submit;
Or league to teacb all kings true sovereignty ?
W hat! sball reviving Thraldom again be
The patch’d-up idol of enligbten’d days ?
Sball we, wbo struck the Lion down, sball we
Pay theWolf bomage ? proíïeringlowlygaze
And servile knees to tlírones ? N o ; "prové
before ye praise!

[Canto IIL

X X IH .
Within a window’d niclie of tbat bigb ball
Sate Brunswick’s fated cbieftain; be did
bear
Tbat sound the first amidst tbe festival,
And caugbt its tone witb Deatb’s prophetic
ear;
And wben they smiled because be deem’d
it near,
His heart more truly knew tbat peal too
well
Which stretcb’d bis father on a bloody
bier,
And roused tbe vengeance blood alone could
XX.
quell;
I f not, o’er one fallen despot boàst no He rush’d into tbe field, and, foremost fightm ore!
ing, felí.
In vain fair cbeeks were furrow’d witb bot
X X IV.
tears
A b ! tben and tbere was hurrying to and
For Europe’s ílowers long rooted up before
fro,
The trampler of ber vineyards; in vain
And gatbering tears, and tremblings of
years
distress,
Of deatli, depopulation, bondage, fears,
And cbeeks all pale, wbicb but an bour ago
Have all been borne, and broken by tbe
Blusb’d at tbe praise of their own loveliaccord
ness;
Of roused-up millions; all tbat most endears
And tbere were sudden partings, sucb as
Glory, is when tbe myrtle wreatbes a
press
sword
Tbe life from out young bearts, and choking
Sucb as Harmodius drew on Athens’ tyrant
sigbs
lord.
Wbicb ne’er might be repeated; wbo could
X X I.
guess
Tbere was a sound of revelry by nigbt,
_I f ever more sbould meet tbose mutual eyes,
And Belgium’s capital liad gatber’d tben
Since upon nigbt so sweet sucb awful morn
Her Beauty and ber Chivalry, and brigbt
could rise!
Tbe lamps sbone o’er fair women and
XXV.
brave m en;
And there was mounting in bot baste: tbe
A tbousand bearts beat bappily; and wben
steed,
Music aróse witb its voluptuous swell,
Tbe mustering squadron, and tbe clattering
Soft eyes look’d love to eyes wliich spake
car,
again,
Went pouring forward witb impetuous
And all went merry as a marriage b ell;
speed,
But husli! hark ! a deep sound strikes like
And swiftly forming in tbe ranks of war;
a rising knell!
And tbe deep thunder peal on peal afar;
X X II.
And near, tbe beat of tbe alarming drum
Boused up tbe soldier ere tbe morning star;
Did ye not bear it? —No; ’twas but the
wind,
Wbile tbrong’d tbe citizens witb terror
dumb,
Or tbe car rattling o’er tbe stony Street;
Or whispering, witb wbite bps—“ Tbe foe !
On witb tbe dauce ! let joy be unconfined;
they come ! they come! ”
No sleep till morn, wben Youtb and Pleasure meet
To cbase tbe glowing Hours witb flying
X X VI.
feet—
And wild and bigb tbe “ Cameron’s gatber
But hark!— tbat beavy sound breaks in
in g” rose!
once more,
Tbe war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s bilis
As if tbe clouds its echo would repeat;
Have heard, and heard, too, have ber Saxon
And nearer, clearer, deadlier tban before!
foes:—
Arm ! Arm ! it is—it is— tbe cannon’s openüig
How in the noon of nigbt tbat pibrocb
roar!
thrills,
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Savage and sbrill! But witb tbe breatb
wbicb fills
Their mountain-pipe, so fill tbe mountaineers
Witb tbe fierce native daring wbicb instils
Tbe stirriug memory of a tbousand years,
And Evau’s, Donald’s fame rings in each
clansman’s ears!

xxvn.
And Ardennes waves above tbem ber green
leaves,
Dewy witb nature’s tear-drops as they
pass,
Grieving, if augbt inanimate e’er grieves,
Over the unretnrning brave,— alas !
Ere evening to be trodden like tbe grass
Wbicb now beneatb tbem, but above sball
grow
In its next verdure, when tbis fiery mass
Of living valour, rolling on tbe foe
And burning witb bigb bope sliall moulder
cold and low.
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XXX.
Tbere have been tears and breakmg bearts
for tbee,
And mine were nothing bad I sucb to give;
But when I stood beneatb tbe fresh green
tree,
Which living waves wbere thou didst cease
to live,
And saw around me the wide field revive
Witb fruits and fertile promise, and tbe
Spring
Came fortli ber work of gladness to contrive,.
Witb all ber reckless birds upon tbe wing,
I turn’d from all sbe brougbt to tbose she
could not bring.

X X XI.
I turn’d to thee, to tbousands, of wliom each
And one as all a ghastly gap did make
In bis own kind and kindred, wliom to teacb
Forgetfulness were mercy for their sake;
Tbe Archangel’s trump, not Glory’s, must
awake
Tbose wliom they thirst for; tbougb the
sound of Fame
X XVH I.
May for a moment sootbe, it cannot slake
Tbe fever of vain longing, and tlie name
Last noon bebeld tbem full of lusty life,
So bonour’d but assumes a stronger, bitterer
Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay,
claim.
Tbe midnigbt brougbt tbe signal-sound of
X X X II.
strife,
Tbe morn tbe marshalling in arms,—tbe
They mourn, but smile at lengtb; and,
day
smiling,
Battle’s magnifieently stern array!
Tbe tree will witlier long before it fa ll;
Tbe tkunder-clouds close o’er it, wbicb
Tbe bull drives on, tbougb mast and sail
wben rent
be torn;
Tbe eartb is cover’d tbick witb otber clay,
Tbe roof-tree sinks, but moulders on tbe
Wbicb ber own clay sball cover, beap’d
ball
and pent,
In massy hoariness; tbe ruin’d Wall
Eider and horse,—friend, foe,—in one red
Stands when its wind-worn battlements are
burial blent!
gone;
Tbe bars survive the captive they entbral;
XXIX.
Tbe day drags through, thougb storms
keep out tbe sun;
Their praise is liymn’d by loftier liarps And tiras tbe heart will break, yet brokenly
tban mine:
live on:
Yet one I would select from tbat proud
X X X III.
throng,
Even as a broken mirror, which the glass
Partly because they blend me witb bis
In every fragment multiplies; and makes
lme,
A tbousand images of one tbat was,
And partly tbat I did his sire some wrong,
Tbe same, and still tbe more, tbe more it
And partly tbat brigbt ñames will hallow
breaks;
song;
And tbus the heart will do wbicb not
And bis was of the bravest, and when
forsa keS )
shower’d
Living in sliatter’d guise; and still, and cold,
Tbe deatb-bolts deadliest tbe tliinn’d files
And bloodless, witb its sleepless sorrow
along,
aches,
Even wbere tbe thickest of war’s tempest
Yet withers on till all witbout is old,
lower’d,
Showiug
no visible sign, for sucb tbings
They reacb’d no nobler breast tban tbine,
are untold.
young gallant Howard!
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There is a very life in our despair,
Vitality of poison,—a quick root
Which feeds tliese deadly branches; for it
were
As nothing did we d ie; but Life will suit
Itself to Sorrow’s most detested fruit,
Like to tbe apples on the Lead Sea’s sbore,
A ll asiles to the taste: L id man compute
Existence by enjoyment, and count o’er
Such hours ’gainst years of life,—say, would
he narne threescore ?
XXXV.
ThePsalmist number’d out the years of man:
They are enough; and if thy tale be true,
Thou, wlio didst grudge him even that
fleeting span,
More than enough, thou fatal Waterloo!
Millions of tongues record thee, and anew
Their cbildren’s lips shall echo tliem, and
say—
“ Here, where the sword United nations
drew,
Our coun trymen were warring on that day i ”
And this is much, and all which will not
pass away.
X X XV I.
There sunk thegreatest, nor the ivorst of men,
Wliose spirit, antitheticaily mixt,
One moment of the mightiest, and again
On little objects witli like firmness fix t;
Extreme in all things! hadst thou been
betwixt,
Thy thi one had stiil been thine, or never
been;
Eor daring made thy rise as fa ll: thou
seek’st
Even now to re-assume the imperial mien,
And shake again the World, the Thunderer
of the scene!
X X X V II.
Conqueror and captive of the earth art thou t
She trembles at thee stiil, and thy wild
name
Was ne’er more bruited in men’s minds
than now
That thou art nothing, save the iest of
Fame,
Who woo d thee once, thy vassai, and
became
The flatterer of thy fierceness, till thou wert
A god unto thyself; nor less the same
l o the astounded kingdoms all inert,
Who deem’d thee for a time whate’er thou
didst assert.

tCanto III.

X X X V III.
Oh, more or less than man—in high or
low,
Battling with nations, flying from the field;
Now making monarchs’ necks thy footstool,
now
More than thy meanest soldier taught to
yield;
An empire thou couldst crush, command.
rebuild,
But govern not thy pettiest passion, nor,
However deeply in men’s spirits skiíl’d,
Look through thine own, nor cnrb the lust
of war,
Nor learn that tempted Fate will leave the
loftiest star.
X X XIX.
Yet well thy soul hath brook'd the turning
tide
With that untaught innate pbilosophy,
Which, be it wisdom, coldness, or deep
pride,
Is gall and wormwood to an enemy.
When tbe whole host of hatred stood
hard by,
To watch and mock thee shrinking, thou
hast smiled
With a sedate and all-enduriíig eye;__
When Fortune fled her spoil’d and favourite
child,
He stood unbow’d beneath the ills upon him
piled.
XL.
Sager than in thy fortunes; for in them
Ambition Steel d thee on too far to show
That just habitual scorn, which could
contemn
Men and their thoughts; ’t was wise to feel,
not so
To wear it ever on thy lip and brow,
And spurn the instruments thou wert to
use
Till th ey w ere tu rn ’d unto thine overth ro w :
T is but a w orthless World to w in or lo s e ;
So hath it proved to thee, and all such lot
who choose.
X LI.
If, like a tower upon a headland rock,
Thou hadst been made to stand or fall
alone,
Such scorn of man had help’d to brave the
shock;
But men’s thoughts were the steps which
paved thy throne,
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Their admiration thy best weapon shone;
The part of Pliilip’s son was thine, not then
(Unless aside thy purple had been thrown)
Like stern Diogenes to mock at men;
For sceptred cynics earth were far too wide
a den.

Though high above the sun of glory glow,
And far beneath the earth and ocean spread,
Round him are icy rocks, and loudly blow
Contending tempests on his naked head,
And thus reward the toils which to those
summits led.

X L II.
X L V I.
Away wúth these! true Wisdom’s world
But quiet to quick bosoms is a heli,
will be
And there hath been thy bañe; there is a
Witbin its own creation, or in thine,
flre
Maternal Nature! for who teems like thee,
And motion of the soul which will not
Thus on the banks of thy majestic Ehine?
dwell
There Harold gazes on a work divine,
In its own narrow being, but aspire
Ablending
of all beauties; streams and dells,
Beyond the fitting medium of desire;
Fruit,
foliage, crag, wood, cornfield, mounAnd, but once kindled, quenchless evertain, vine,
more,
And chiefless castles breathing stern farePreys upon high adventure, nor can tire
wells
Of aught but rest; a fever at the core,
Fatal to him who bears, to all who ever bore. From gray but leafy walls, where Kuin
greenly dwells.
XLm .
X L V II.
This makes the madmen who have made
And there they stand, as stands a lofty
men mad
mind,
By their contagión; Conquerors and Kings,
Worn, but unstooping to the baser crowd,
Founders of sects and Systems, to whom
All tenantless, save to the crannying wind,
add
Or holding dark communion with the crowd.
Sophists, Bards, Statesmen, all unquiet
There was a day when they were young
things
and proud;
Which stir too strongly the soul’s secret
Banners on high, and battles pass’d below;
springs,
But they who fought are in a bloody shrond,
And are themselves the fools to those they
And those which waved are shredless dust
fool;
ere now,
Envied, yet how uneuviable! what stings
And the bleak battlements shall bear no
Are theirs! One breast laid open were a
future blow.
school
X L V III.
Which would unteach mankind the lust to
shine or rule:
Beneath those battlements, within those
’ walls,
X LIV .
Power dwelt amidst her passions; in proud
state
Their breath is agitation, and their life
Eaeh robber chief uphekl hia armed balls,
A storm whereon they ride, to sink at last,
Doiug his evil will, nor less elate
And yet so nursed and bigoted to strife,
Than mightier heroes of a longer date.
That should their days, surviving perils
What
want these outlaws conquerors should
past,
have
Melt to caim twiliglit, they feel overcast
But history’s purchased page to call them
With sorrow and supineness, and so die;
great ?
Even as a ñame unfed, which runs to waste
A wider space, an ornamented grave ?
With its own flickering, or a sword laid by,
Which eats into itself, and rusts ingloriously. Their hopes were not less warm, their souls
were full as brave.
XLV.
He who ascends to mountain-tops, shall
find
The loftiest peaks most wrapt in clouds
and snow;
He who surpasses or subdues mankind,
Must look down on the hate of those below.

X LIX .
In their baronial feuds and single fields,
What deeds of prowess unrecorded died!
And Love, which lent a blazon to their
shields,
With emblems well devised by amorous
pride,
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Through all the mail of iron hearts would
glicle ;
But still their ñame was fierceness, and
drew on
Keen contest and destruction near allied,
And many a tower for some fair mischief
won,
Saw the discolour'd Bhiue heneath its ruin
run.
L.
But Thou, exulting and ahounding river!
Making thy waves a hlessing as they flow
Tlorougli hanks whose beauty would endure
for ever
Could man but leave thy bright creation so,
Ñor its fair promise from the surface mow
With the sharp scythe of coníiict,— then
to see
Thy valley of sweet waters, were to know
Earth paved like Heaven; and to seem
such to me,
Even now what wants thy stream ?—that it
should Lethe be.
L I.
A thousand battles have assail’d thy hanks,
But these and half their fame have pass’d
away,
And Slaughter heap’d on high liis weltering r-anks;
Their very graves are gone, and what are
they ?
Thy tide wash’d down the blood of yesterday,
And all was stainless, and on thy clear
stream
Cflass’d, with its dancing light, the sunny
ray;
But o'er the blacken’d memory’s blighting
dream
Thy waves w.ould vainly roll, all sweeping
as they seem.
LIX.
Thus Harold inly said, and pass’d aloug,
Y’et not insensible to all which here
Awoke the jocund birds to early song
In glens which might have made even
exile dear:
Though on his brow were graven lines
austere,
And tranquil sternness, which had ta’en
the place
Of feelings fierier far but less severe,
Joy was not always absent from his face,
But o’er it in such scenes would steal with
transient trace.

[Canto III.

L IH .
Ñor was all love shut from him, though
his days
Of passion had consumed themselves to
dust.
I t is in vain that we would coldly gaze
On sucli as smile upon us; the heart must
Leap kindly back to kindness, though dis
gust
Hath wean’d it from all worldlings: thus
he felt,
Eor there was soft remembrance, and sweet
trust
In one fond breast, to which his own would
melt,
And in its tenderer hour on that his bosom
dwelt.
LTV.
And he had learn’d to love,— I know not
why,
For this in such as him seems strange of
mood,—
The helpless looks of blooming infancy,
Even in its earliest nurture; what subdued,
To change like this, a mind so far imbued
With seorn of man, it little boots to know;
But thus it was; and though in solitude
Small power the nipp’d affections have to
grow,
In him this glow’d when all beside had ceased
to glow.
LV.
And there was one soft breast, as hath
been said,
Which unto his was bound by stronger ties
Than the church links withal; and, though
unwed,
Tliat love was puré, and, far above disguise,
Had stood the test of mortal enmities
Still undivided, and cemented more
By peni, dreaded most in female eyes;
But this was firm, and from a foreign shore
W ell to that heart might his these absent
greetings pour!
1.

The castled crag of Drachenfels
Frowns o’er the wide and winding Bhine,
Whose breast of waters broadly swells
Betweeu the banks which bear the vine,
And hills all rich with blossom’d trees,
And flelds which promise corn and wine,
And seatter’d cities crowning these,
Whose far white walls along them shine,
Have strew’d a scene, which I sliould see
With double joy wert thou with me.
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And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes,
And hands which offer early flowers,
Walk smiling o’er this paradise;
Above, the freqüent feudal towers
Through green leaves lift their walls of
gray;
And many a rock which steeply lowers,
And noble arch in proud decay,
Look o’er this vale of vintage-bowers;
But one thing want these banks of
Bhine,—
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine!

2 11

For he was Freedom’s Champion, one of
those,
The few in number, who had not o’erstept
The charter to chastise which she bestows
On such as wield her weapons; he had
kept
The whiteness of his soul, and thus men o’er
him wept.

3.
I send the lilies given to me ;
Though long before thy hand they touch,
I know that they must wither’d be,
But yet reject them not as such;
For I have cherish’d them as dear,
Because they yet may meet thine eye,
And guide thy soul to mine even here,
When thou behold’st them drooping nigh,
And know’st them gather’d by the Bhine,
And offer’d from my heart to thine!

L Y III.
Here Elirenbreitstein, with her shatter’d
wall
Black with the miner’s blast, upon her
lieight
Yet shows of what she was, when shell
and hall
Bebounding idly on her strength did light:
A tower of victory! from whence the flight
Of baffled foes was watch’d along the plain:
But Peace destroy’d what War could never
blight,
And laid those proud roofs bare to Summer’s rain—
On which the iron shower for years had
pour’d in vain.

4.
The river nobly foams and flows,
The charm of this enchanted ground,
And all its thousand turns disclose
Some fresher beauty varying round:
The haughtiest breast its wish might
bound
Through life to dwell delighted here;
Ñor could on earth a spot be found
To nature and to me so dear,
Could thy dear eyes in following mine
Still sweeten more these banks of Bhine!

L IX .
Adieu to thee, fair Bhine! How long de
lighted
The stranger fain would linger on his way!
Thine is a scene alike wliere souls united
Or louely Contemplation thus might stray;
And could the ceaseless vultures cease to
prey
On self-condemning bosoms, it were here,
Where Nature, nor too sombre ñor too gay,
Wild but not rude, awful yet not austere,
Is to the mellow Earth as Autumn to the year.

LVL
By Coblentz, on a rise of gentle ground,
There is a small and simple pyramid,
Crowning the summit of the verdant
mound;
Beneatli its base are heroes’ ashes liid,
Our enemy’s—but let not that forbid
Honour to’ Marceau! o’er whose early tomb
Tears, big tears, gush’d from the rough
soldier’s lid,
Lamenting and yet envying such a doom,
Falling for France, whose rights he battled
to resume.
LVH.
Brief, brave, and glorious was his young
career,—
His mourners were two hosts, his friends
and foes;
And fitly may the stranger lingering here
Pray for his gallant spirit’s bright repose ;

LX.
Adieu to thee again! a vain adieu!
There can be no farewell to scene like
thine;
The mind is colour’d by thy every hue;
And if reluetantly the eyes resign
Their cherish’d gaze upon thee, lovely
Bhine!
’Tis with the thankful heart of parting
praise ;
More mighty spots may rise, more glaring
shine,
But none unite in one attaching maze
The brilliant, fair, and soft,— the glories of
oíd days.
L X I.
The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom
Of coming ripeness, the white city’s sheen,
The rolling stream, the precipice’s gloom,
The forest’s growth, and Gothic walls
between,
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The wild rocks shaped as they had turrets
Of one to stone converted by amaze,
been,
Yet still with consciousness; and there it
In mockery of man’s a rt; and tliese withal
stauds
A race of faces liappy as tlie scene,
Making a marvel that it not decays,
Whose fertile bounties bere extern! to all,
Wlien the coeval pride of human hands,
Still springing o’er thy banks, though Em Levell’d Adventicum, hath strew’d her subpires near tbem fall.
j'ect lands.

Lxrr.
But tliese recede. Aboye me are the Alps,
The palaces of Nature, whose vast walls
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy
scalps,
And tbroned Eternity in icy lialls
Of coid snblimity, where forms and falls
The avalanche—the thunderbolt of snow!
A ll tliat expands the spirit, yet appals,
Gather around these summits, as to show
How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave
rain man below.

LXin.

LX V I.
And there—oh! sweet and saered be the
ñame!—•
Julia—the daughter, the devoted—gave
Her youth to Heaven ; her heart, beneath
a claim
Nearest to Heaven’s, broke o’er a father’s
grave.
Justice is sworn ’gainst tears, and hers
would crave
The life she lived in ; but the judge was
just,
And then she died on him she could not save.
Their tomb was simple, and without a bust,
And held witliin their urn one mind, one
heart, one dust.

But ere these matchless heights I daré to
sean,
There is a spot should not be pass’d in
L X V II.
vain,—
Morat! the proud, the patriot field 1 where
But these are deeds which should not pass
man
away,
May gaze on ghastly trophies of the slain.
And ñames that must not wither, though
Ñor blush for those who conquer’d on that
the earth
plain;
Forgets her empires with a just decay,
Here Burgundy bequeatli’d his tombless
The enslavers and the enslaved, their
host,
death and birth;
A bony heap, througli ages to remain,
The liigli, the mountain-majesty of worth
Themselves their monument;—the Stygiau
Should be, and shall, survivor of its woe,
coast
And from its immortality look forth
Unsepulchred 'they roam’d, and shriek’d
In the sun’s face, like yonder Alpine snow,
each wandering gliost.
Imperishably puré beyond all thhigs below.
L X IV .
While Waterloo with Cannai’s carnage
vies,
Morat and Marathon twin ñames shall
stand;
They were true Gloryjs stainless victòries,
Won by the unambitious heart and hand
Of a proud, brotherly, and civic band,
A ll unbought champions in no princely
cause ■
Of vice-entail’d Corruption; they no land
Doom’d to bewail the blasphemy of laws
Making kings’ riglits divine, by some Draconic
clause.
LX V.
By a lone wall a lonelier column rears
A gray and grief-worn aspect of oíd days;
’Tis the last remnant of the wreck of years,
And looks as with the wild-bewílder’d
gaze
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In the hot throng, where we become the
spoil
Of our infection, till too late and long
W e may deplore and struggle with the coil,
In wretched interchange of wrong for
wrong
Midst a contenturas world, striving where
none are strong.
LXX.
There, in a moment we may plunge our
years
I 11 fatal penitence, and in the blight
Of our own soul turn all our blood to tears,
And colour things to come with hues of
N igh t;
The race of life becomes a hopeless flight
To those that walk in darkness: on the
sea
The boldest steer but where their ports
invite;
But there are wanderers o’er Eternity
Whose bark drives on and on, and anchor’d
ue’er shall be.
L X X I.
Is it not better, then, to be alone,
And love Earth only for its earthly sake ?
By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rlione,
Or the puré bosom of its nursing lake,
Which feeds it as a mother who doth make
A fair but froward infant her own care,
Kissing its cries away as these awake
Is it not better thus our lives to wear,
Than join the crusliing crowd, doom’d to
inflict or bear ?
L X X II.

LXVm .
Lake Leman woos me with its crystal face,
The mirror where the stars and mountains
view
The stillness of their aspect in each trace
Its clear depth yields of their far height
and hue:
There is too much of man here, to look
through
With a flt mind the might which I behold;
But soon in rae shall Loneliness renew
Thoughts hid, but not less cherisli’d than
of oíd,
Ere mingling with the herd had penn’d me in
their fold.

I live not in myself, but I become
Portion of that around m e ; and to me
Higli mountains are a feeling, but the hum
Of human cities torture: I can see
Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be
A lmk reluctant in a flesldy cliain,
Class’d among creatures, when the soul
can flee,
And with the sky, the peale, the lieaving
plain
Of ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in
vain.

LX IX .
To fly from, need not be to líate, mankind:
A ll are not fit with them to stir and toil,
Ñor is it discontent to keep the mind
Deep in its fountain, lest it overboil

And thus I am absorb’d, and this is life :
I look upon the peopled desert past,
As on a place of agony and strife,
Where, for some sin, to sorrow I was
cast,

L X X III.

To act and suffer, but remount at last
With a fresh pinion; -which I feel to
spring,
Though young, yet waxing vigorous as ths
blast
Which it would cope with, 011 delighted
wing,
Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round
our being cling.
L X X IV .
And when, at length, the mind shall be all
free
From what it bates in this degraded form,
Beft of its carnal life, save what shall be
Existent happier in the fly and worm,—■
When elements to elements confonn,
And dust is as it should be, shall I not
Feel all I see, less dazzling, but more
warm ?
The bodiless thought ? the Spirit of each
spot ?
Of which, even now, I sliare at times the
immortal lot ?
LXXV.
Are not the mountains, waves, and skies,
a jiart
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ?
Is not the love of these deep in my heart
With a puré passion? should I not conternn
All objeets, if compared with these ? and
stem
A tide of suffering, rather than forego
Such feelings for the hard and worldly
phlegm
Of those whose eyes are only turn’d below,
Gazing upon the ground, with thoughts which
daré not glow ?
L X X Y I.
But this is not my theme; and I return
To that which is immediate, and require
Those who find contemplation in the urn,
To look on One, whose dust was once all
fire,
A native of the land where I respire
The clear air for a while—a passing guest,
Where he became a being,—whose desire
Was to be glorious; ’t was a foolish quest,
The which to gain and keep, he sacrificed all
rest.
L X X Y II.
Here the self-torturing sophist, wild Rous
seau,
The apostle of aftliction, he who threw
Enchantment over passion, and from woe
Wrung overwhelming eloquence, first drew
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The breath which made him wretched; yet
he knew
How to make madness beautiful, and cast
0 ’er erring deeds and thonglits a lieaveuly
hue
Of words, like sunbeams, dazzliug as tliey
past
The eyes, which o’er them shed tears feelingly and fast.
L X X V III.
His love was passion’s essence:—as a tree
On lire by lightning, with etliereal flame
Kiudled lie was, and blasted; for to be
Thus, and enamour’d, were in bim the
same.
But his was not the love of living dame,
Nor of the dead who rise upon our dreams,
But of ideal beauty, which became
In him existence, and o’erflowing teems
Along his burning page, distemper’d though
it seems.
LX X IX .
This breathed itself to life in Julie, this
Invested her with all that’s wild and
sweet ;
This liallow’d, too, the memorable kiss
Which every morn his fever’d lip would
greet,
From hers, wlio but with frieudship his
would m eet;
But to that gentle touch tlirough brain and
breast
.Flash’d the thrill’d spirit’s love-devouring
heat;
In that absorbing sigh perchance more
blest
Tban vulgar minds may be with all they
seek possest.
LX X X .
His life was one long war with self-sought
foes,
Or friends by him self-banish’d ; for his
mind
Had grown Suspicion’s sanctuary, and
eliose,
For its own cruel sacrifice, the kind,
’Gainst whom he raged with fury strange
and blind.
But he ivas phrensied,—wherefore, who
may know ?
Since cause might be which skill could
never find;
But he was phrensied by disease or woe,
To that worst pitcli of all, which wears a
reasoning show.

[Canto I I I

L X X X I.
For then he was inspired, and from him
came,
As from the Pythian’s mystic cave of yore,
Tliose oracles which set the world in flame,
Nor ceased to burn till kingdoms were no
more:
Did he not this for France ? which lay
before
Bowcl to the inborn tyranny of years ?
Broken and trembling to the yoke she
bore,
T ill by the voice of him and his compeers
Boused up to too muck wrath, which follows
o’ergrown fears ?
LX X X II.
They made themselves a fearful monu
ment !
The wreck of old opinions—things which
grew,
Breathed from the birth of tim e: the veil
they rent,
And what behind it lay, all earth shall
view.
But good with ili they also overthrew,
Leaving but ruins, wherewith to rebuild
Upon the same foundation, and renew
Dungeons and thrones, which the same
hour refill d,
As heretofore, because ambition was selfwill'd.
LX X X H I.
But this will not endure, nor be endured !
Mankind liave felt their strength, and made
it felt.
They might liave used it better, but, allured
By their new vigour, sternly have they
dealt
On one another; pity ceased to melt
With her once natural charities. But they,
Who in oppression’s darkness caved had
dwelt,
They ivere not eagles, nourish'd with the
d a r;
What marvel then, at times, if they mistook
their prey ?
L X X X IV .
What deep wounds ever closed without a
scar?
The heart’s bleed longest, and but heal to
wear
That which disfigures it; and they who
war
With their own hopes, and have been vanquish’d, bear
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Silence, but not submission: in his lair
Fix’d Passion holds his breath, until the
hour
Which shall atone for years; none need
despair:
It came, it eometh, and will come,—the
power
To punish or forgive—in one we shall be
slower.
LX X X Y.
Ciear, placid Leman ! thy eontrasted lake,
With the wild world I dwelt in, is a thiug
Which warns me, with its stillness, to
forsake
Earth’? troubled waters for a purer spring.
This quiet sail is as a noiseless wing
To waft me from distraction; once I loved
Torn ocean’s roar, but thy soft murmuriug
Sounds sweet as if a Sister’s voice reproved,
That I with stern delights should e’er have
been so moved.
LX X X V I.
It is the hush of night, and all between
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet
ciear,
Mellow’d and mingling, yet distinctly seen,
Save darken’d Jura, whose capt heiglits
appear
Precipitously steep ; and drawing near,
There breathes a living fragrance from the
shore,
Of flowers yet fresh with childhood; on
the ear
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar,
Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night
carol more;
LX X X Vl·l.
He is an evening reveller, who makes
His life an infancy, and sings his fili;
At intervals, some bird from out the brakes
Starts into voice a moment, then is stili.
There seems a floating whisper on the hili,
But that is fancy, for the starlight dews
All silently their tears of love instil,
Weeping themselves away, till they infuse
Deep into nature’s breast the spirit of her
hues.

Lxxxvm .
Ye stars! which are the poetry of heaven!
I f iu your bright leaves we would read the
fate
Of men and empires,—’tis to be forgiven,
That in our aspirations to be great,
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Our destinies o ’erleap their mortal state,
And claim a kindred with you ; for ye are
A beauty and a mystery, and create
In us such love and reverence from afar,
That fortune, fame, powrer, life, have named
themselves a star.
L X X X IX .
A ll heaven and earth are stili—though not
in sleep,
But breathless, as we grow when feeling
m ost;
And silent, as we stand in thoughts too
deep:—
A ll heaven and earth are stili: From the
high host
Of stars, to the lulTd lake and mountaincoast,
A ll is concenter’d in a life intense,
Where not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost,
But hath a part of being, and a sense
Of that which is of all Creator and defence.
XC.
Then stirs the feeling infinite, so felt
In solitude, where we are least alone;
A truth, which through our being then doth
melt,
And purifies from self: it is a tone,
The soul and source of music, which makes
known
Eternal harmony, and sheds a charm
Like to the fabled Cytherea’s zone,
Binding all things with beauty;— ’twould
disarm
The spectre Death, had he substantial power
to harm.
XCI.
Not vainly did the early Persian make
His altar the high places, and the peak
Of earth-o’ergazing mountains, and thus
take
A fit and unwall’d temple, there to seek
The Spirit, in whose honour shrines are
weak,
Uprear’d of human hands. Come, and
compare
Columns and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek,
With Nature’s realms of worship, earth
and air,
Nor fix on fond abodes to circumscribe thy
pray’r !

xcn.

The sky is changed!—and such a change 1
Oh night,
And storm, and darkness, ye are wmndrous
strong,
Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light
Of a dark eye in woman ! Far along,
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From peak to peak, tlie rattling crags
among
Leaps tlie live tliunder ! Not from one Ione
cloud,
But every mountain now hath found a
tongue,
And Jura answers, through her misty
sliroud,
Back to tlie joyous Alps, who call to lier
aloud!

xcm.
And tliis is in tlie niglit:—Most glorious
niglit!
Tliou wert not sent for slumber! let me be
A sliarer in tby fieree and far deliglit,—
A portion of tlie tempest and of thee!
How the lit lake shines, a phosplioric sea,
And the big rain comes dancing to the
eartli!
And now again ’t is black,—and now, the
glee
Of the loud hilis shakes with its mountaininirth,
As if they did rejoice o’er a young earthquake’s birth.
XCIV.
Now, where the swift Bhone cleaves his
way between
Heights wliich appear as lovers who have
parted
In bate, whose mining depths so intervene,
That they can meet no more, though
broken-liearted;
Though in their souls, which thus each
other thwarted,
Love was the very root of the fond rage
Which blighted their life’s bloom, and then
departed:
Itself expired, but leaving them an age
Of years all winters,—war ivithin themselves
to wage.
XCV.
Now, where the quick Bhone thus liatli
cleft his way,
The miglitiest of the storms hath ta’en his
stand:
For here, not one, but many, make their
play,
And fling their tliunder-bolts from hand to
liand,
Flashing and cast around; of all the hand,
The brightest through these parted hilis
liath fork’d
His lightnings,—as if he did understand,
That in such gaps as desolation work’d,
There the liot sliaft should blast whatever
therein lurk’d.
I
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XCYI.
Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake, light
nings ! y e !
With night, and clouds, and tliunder, and
a soul
To make these felt and feeling, well may be
Things that have made me watchful; tlie
far roll
Of your departing voices, is the knoll
Of what in me is sleepless,—if I rest.
But where of ye, 0 tempests! is the
goal ?
Are ye like tliose witliin the human breast?
Or do ye find, at length, like eagles, some
high nest ?

xcvn.
Could I embody and unbosom now
That which is most within me,—could
I wreak
My thoughts upon expression, and thus
throw
Soul, heart, mind, passions, feelings, strong
or weak,
All that I would have sought, and all I
seek,
Bear, know, feel, and yet breathe—into one
word,
And that one word were Lightning, I would
speak;
But as it is, I live and die unheard,
With a most voiceless thought, sheathing it
as a sword.
X C V III.'
The morn is up again, the dewy morn,
With breath all incense, and with cheek all
bloom,
Laughing the clouds away with playful
scorn,
And living as if earth contain’d no tomb,—
And glowing into day: we may resume
The marcli of our existence: and thus I,
Stili 011 thy shores, fair Leman 1 may find
room
And food for meditation, nor pass by
Much, that may give us pause, if ponder’d
fittingly.
XCIX.
Clarens ! sweet Clarens, birthplace of deep
Love!
Thine air is the young breath of passionate
thought;
Thy trees take root in L o v e ; the snows
above
The very Glaciers have his colours caught,
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And sun-set into rose-hues sees them
wrought
By rays which sleep there lovingly: the
rocks,
The permanent crags, teli here of Love,
who sought
In them a refuge from the worldly shocks,
Which stir and sting the soul with hope that
woos, then mocks.
C.
Clarens! by heavenly feet thy paths are
trod,—
Undying Love’s, who here aseends a throne
To which the steps are mountains; where
the god
Is a pervading life and light,—so shown
Not on those summits solely, nor alone
I 11 the stili cave and forest; o’er the flower
His eye is sparkling, and his breath hath
blown,
His soft and summer breath, whose tender
power
Passes the strength of storms in their most
desolate hour.
CI.
All things are here of him; from the black
pines,
Which are his shade on high, and the loud
roar
Of torrents, where he listeneth, to the
vines
Which slope his green patii downward to
the shore,
Where the bow’d waters meet him, and
adore,
Kissing his feet with murmurs; and the
wood,
The covert of old trees, with trunks all
hoar,
But light leaves, young as joy, stands
where it stood,
Offering to him, and his, a populous solitude.
CII.
A populous solitude of bees and birds,
Andfairy-form’d and many-colour’d things,
Who worship him with notes more sweet
than words,
And innocently open their glad wings,
Fearless and full of life : the gush of springs,
And fall of lofty fountains, and the beud
Of stirring branches, and the bud which
brings
The swiftest thought of beauty, here extend,
Mingling, and made by Love, unto one mighty
end.

CIH.
He who hath loved not, here would learn
that lore,
And make his heart a spirit; he who knows
That tender mystery, will love the more;
For tliis is Love’s recess, where vain men’s
woes,
And the world’s waste, have driven him far
from those,
For ’tis his nature to advance or d ie;
He stands not stili, but or decays, or grows
Into a boundless blessing, which may vie
With the immortal lights, in its eternity!
CIY.
'Twas not for fiction chose Rousseau this
spot,
Peopling it with affections ; but he found
It was the scene which Passion muat allot
To the mind’s purified beings; 'twas the
ground
Where early Love his Psyche's 2011è unbound,
And hallow’d it with loveliness: ’tis Ione,
And wonderful, and deep, and hath a sound,
And sense, and sight of sweetness; here
the Blione
Hath spread himself a couch, the Alps have
rear’d a throne.
CV.
Lausanne! and Ferney! ye have been the
abodes
Of ñames which untoyoubequeath’daname;
Mortals, who sought and found, by dangerous roads,
A path to perpetuity of fam e:
They were gigantic minds, and their steep
aim
Was, Titan-like, on daring doubts to pile
Thoughts which should cali down thunder,
and the flame
Of Heaven again assail’d, if Heaven the while
On man and man’s research could deign do
more than smile.
CYI.
The one was fire and fickleness, a child
Most mutable in wishes, but in mind
A wit as various,—gay, grave, sage, or
wild,—
Historian, bard, philosopher, combined;
He multiplied himself among mankind,
The Proteus of their talents: But his own
Breathed most in ridicule,— which, as the
wind,
Blew where it listed, laying all things
prone,—Now to o’erthrow a fool, and now to shake
a throne.
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CVH.

CXI.

The other, deep and alow, exhausting
thought,
And liiving wisdom with each studioua year,
In meditation dwelt, with learning wrought,
And shaped his weapon with an edge severe,
Sapping a solemn creed with aolemn sneer;
The lord of irony,— that master-spell,
Which stung hia foes to wrath, which grew
from fear,
And doom’d him to the zealot’s ready Heli,
Which answera to all doubta so eloquently
well.

Thus far have I proceeded in a theme
Benew’d with no kind auspices:—to feel
We are not what we have been, and to
deem
We are not what we shouldbe, and to Steel
The heart against itself; and to conceal,
With a proud caution, love, or hate, or
aught,—
Passion or feeling, purpose, grief or zeal,—
Which is the tyrant spirit of our thought,
Is a stern task of soul:—No matter,—it is
taught.

cxn.

CVHI.
Yet, peace be with their ashes,—for by
them,
I f merited, the penalty is paid ;
It is not oura to judge,—far less condemn;
The hour must come when such things
shall be made
Known unto all, or hope and dread allay’d
By slumber, on one pillow, in the dust,
Which, thus much we are sure, must lie
I
decay’d ;
And when it shall revive, as is our trust,
’Tw ill be to be forgiven, or suffer what is
just.

eix.
But let me quit man’s works, again to read
HisMaker’s, spreadaround me, and suspend
This page, which from my reveries I feed,
Until it seems prolonging without end.
The clouds above me to the white Alps tend,
And I must pierce them, and survey whate’er
May be permitted, as my steps I bend
To their most great and growing región,
where
The earth to her embrace compels the powers
of air.

And for these words, thus woven into song,
It may be that they are a harmless wile,—
The colouring of the scenes which fleet
along,
Which I would seize, in passing, to beguile
My breast, or that of others, for a while.
Fame is the thirst of youth, but I am not
So young as to regard men’s frown or smile,
As loss or guerdon of a glorious lo t ;
stood and stand alone,—remember'd or
forgot.
CXHI.

I have not loved the world, ñor the world
me;
I have not flatter’d its rank breath, ñor
bow'd
To its idolatries a patient knee,
Ñor coin’d my cheek to smiles, nor cried
aloud
In worship of an echo; in the crowd
They could not deem me one of such; I
stood
Among them, but not of them ; in a shroud
Of thoughts which were not their thoughts,
and still could,
Had I not filed my mind, which thus itself
subdued.

CX.
CXIV.
Italia ! too, Italia! looldng on thee,
I have not loved the world, ñor the world
Full flashes on the soul the light of ages,
me,—
Since the fierce Carthaginian almost won
But let us part fair foes; I do believe,
thee,
Though I have found them not, that there
To the last halo of the chiefs and sages
may be
Who glorify thy consecrated pages;
Words which are things, hopes which will
not deceive,
Thou wert the throne and grave of empires;
still,
And virtues which are merciful, ñor weave
The fount at which the panting mind asSnares for the failing; I would also deem
suages
O’er others’ griefs that some sincerely
Her thirst of knowledge, quaffing there her
grieve ;
fill,
That two, or one, are almost what they seem,
Flows from the eternal source of Bome’s im That goodness is no ñame, and happiness no
dream.
perial hill.
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cxv.
My daughter! with thy ñame this song
begun;
My daughter! with thy ñame thus much
shall end;
I see thee not, I hear thee not, but none
Can be so wrapt in thee; thou art the
friend
To wliom the sliadows of far years extend:
Albeit my brow thou never shouldst beliold,
My voice shall with thy future visions b’lend,
And reach into thy heart, when mine is coid,
A token and a tone, even from thy father’s
mould.
CXVI.
To aid thy mind’s development, to watch
Thy dawn of little joys, to sit and see
Almost thy very growth, to view thee catch
Knowledge of objects,—wonders yet to thee!
To hold thee lightly on a gentle knee,
And print on thy soft cheek a parent’s
kiss,—
This, it should seem, was not reserved for
me;
Yet this was in my nature : as it is,
I know not what is there, yet something like
to this.

Canto the Fourth.
“ Visto ho Toscana, Lombardia, Romagna,
Quel Monte che divide, e quel che serra
Italia, e un mare e 1’ altro, che la bagna.”
Ariosto, Satira iii.

TO
JOHN HOBHOUSE, ESQ., A M ., F.R.S.,
&c. &c. &c.
V enice , January 2,1818.
M V DEAR HOBHOUSE,
A f t e r an interval

o f eight years between the
composition of the flrst and last cantos of Childe
Harold, the conclusión of the poem is about to be
submitted to the public. In parting with so oíd a
friend, it is not extraordinary that I should recur to
one still older and better,—to one who has beheld
the birth and death of the other, and to whom I am
far more indebted for the social advantages o f an
enlightened friendship, than—though not ungrateful—I can, or could be, to Childe Harold, for any
public favour refleeted through the poem on the
poct,—to one, whom I have known long and accompanied far, whom I have found wakeful over my
sickness and kind in my sorrow, glad in my prosCXVH.
Yet, though dull Hate as duty should be perity and flrm in my adversity, true in counsel and
trusty in peril,—to a friend often tried and never
taught,
I know that thou wilt love m e; though my found wanting;—to yourself.
In so doing, I recur from fiction to truth; and in
ñame
dedicating to you in its complete, or at least conShould be shut from thee, as a spell still
cluded State, a poetical work which is the longest,
fraught
the most thoughtful and comprehensive of my comWith desolation, and a broken claim:
positions, I wish to do honour to myself by the re
Though the grave closed between us,— cord of many years’ intimacy with a man o f leam’twere the same,
ing, of talent, of steadiness, and o f honour. It is not
I know that thou wilt love m e; though to for minds like ours to give or to receive íiattery; yet
drain
the praises of sincerity have ever been permitted to
My blood from out thy being were an aim, the voice o f friendship; and it is not for you, ñor
And an attainment,—all would be in vain,—• even for others, but to relieve a heart which has not
Still thou wouldst love me, still that more elsewhere, or Iately, been so much accustomed to
than life retain.
the encounter o f good-will as to withstand the shock
firmly, that I thus attempt to commemorate your
good qualities, or rather the advantages which I
have
derived from their exertion. Even the rccurThe cliild of love, though born inbitterness,
rence o f the date o f this letter, the anniversary of
And nurtured in convulsión. Of thy sire
These were the elements, and thine no less. the most unfortunate day o f my past existence», but
which cannot poison my futurc while I retain the
As yet such are around thee, but thy fire
Shall be more temper’d, and thy hope far resource o f your friendship, and of my own faculties,
will henceforth have a more agreeable recollection
higher.
Sweet be thy cradled slumbers! O’er the for both, inasmuch as it will remind us o f this my
attempt to thank you for an indefatigable regard,
sea
And from the mountains where I now such as few men have experienced, and no one could
experience without thinking better o f his species
respire,
Fain would I waft such blessing upon thee, and o f himself.

cxvm .

As, with a sigh, I deem thou miglit’st have
been to me.

* H is marriage.
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I t has been our fortune to traverso together, at
various periods, the countries of chivalry, liistory,
and fable—Spain, Greece, Asia Minor, and Ita ly ;
and what Athens and Constantinople were to us a
few years ago, Venice and Home llave been more
recently. The poem also, or the pilgrim, or both,
have accompanied me from first to last; and perhaps
it may be a pardonable vanity which induces me to
reflect with complacency on a composition which in
some degree connects me with the spot where it wí|¿3
produced, and the objects it would fain describe;
and however unworthy it may be deemed of those
magical and memorable abodes, however short it
may fall of our distant conceptions and immediate
impressions, yet as a mark o f respect for what is
venerable, and of feeling for what is glorious, it has
been to me a source o f pleasure in the production,
and I part with it with a kind o f regret, which I
hardly suspected tliat events could have left me for
imaginary objects.
With regard to the conduct of the last canto, there
will be found less o f the pilgrim than in any o f the
preceding, and that little slightly, if at all, separated
from the author speaking in his own person. The
fact is, that I had become weary o f drawing a line
. which every one seemed determined not to perceive:
like the Chínese in Goldsmith’s “ Citizen o f the
World,” whom nobody would believe to be a Chínese,
it was in vain that I asserted, and imagined that I
had drawn, a distinction between the author and
the pilgrim ; and the vcry anxiety to preserve tliis
difference, and disappointment at finding it unavailing, so far crushed my eíTorts in the composition,
that I determined to abandon it altogetlier—and
have done so. The opinions which have been, or
may be, formed on that subject are now a matter of
indiflerence; the work is to depend on itself, and
not on the w riter; and the author, who has no resources in his own mind beyond the reputátion,
transient or permanent, which is to arise from his
literary efforts, deserves the fate o f authors.
In the course o f the following canto it was my intention, either in the text or in the notes, to have
touched upon the present state o f Italian literature,
and perhaps of manners. But the text, within the
limits I proposed, I soon found hardly sufficient for
the labyrinth of external objects, and the conseqüent
reflections; and for the whole of the notes, excepting
a few o f the shortest, I am indebted to yourself, and
these were necessarily limited to the elucidation of
the text.
I t is also a delicate, and no very grateful task, to
dissert upon the literature and manners of a nation
so dissimilar; and requires an attention and impartiality which would induce us—though perhaps no
inattentive observers, nor ignorant of the language
or customs o f the people amongst whom we have
recently abode—to distrust, or at least defer our
judgment,and more narrowly examine our information. The state o f literary, as well as political party,
appears to run, or to have run, so high, that for a
stranger to steer impartially between them is next

[Canto IV.

to impossible. I t may be enough, then, at least for
my purpose, to quote from their own beautiful lan
guage—“ Mi pare che in un paese tutto poetico, che
vanta la lingua lapiü nobile ed insieme la piü dolce,
tutte tutte le vie diverse si possono tentare, e che
sinche la patria di Alfleri e di Monti non ha perduto
1’ antico valore, in tutte essa dovrebbe essere la
prima.’’ Italy has grcat ñames stili—Canova, Monti,
Ugo Foscolo, Pindemonte, Visconti, Morelli, Cicognara, Albrizzi, Mezzophanti, Mai, Mustoxidi, Aglietti, and Vacca, will secure to the present generation an honourable place in most of the departments of Art, Science, and Belles Lettres; and in
some the very highest—Europe—the World—has
but one Canova.
I t has been somewhere said by Alfleri, that “ La
pianta uomo nasce piü robusta in Italia che in
qualunque altra terra—e che gli stessi atroci delitti
che vi si commettono ne sono una prova.” Without
subscribing to the latter part o f his proposition, a
dangerous doctrine, the truth of which may be disputed on better grounds, namely, that the Italians
are in no respect more ferocious than their neighbours,
that man must be wilfully blind, or ignorantly heedless, who is not struck with the extraordinary capacity o f this people, or, if such a word be admissible,
their capabilities, the facility o f their acquisitions,
the rapidity of their conceptions, the fire of their
genius, their sense o f beauty, and, amidst all the
disadvantages o f repeated revolutions, the desolation
o f battles, and the despair o f ages, their still unquenched “ longing after immortality,”—the immortality o f independence. And when we ourselves, in
riding round the walls of Rome, heard the simple la
ment o f the labourers’ chorus,“ Roma! Roma! Roma!
Roma non ò piü come era prima,” it was difflcult
not to contrast this melancholy dirge with the bacchanal roar of the songs of exultation still yelled
from the London tavems, over the carnage of Mont
St. Jean, and the betrayal of Genoa, of Italy, of
France, and of the world, by men whose conduct
you yourself have exposed in a work worthy of the
better days of our liistory. For me,—
“ N on m overo m ai corda
Ove la turba d i sue ciance assorda.”

What Italy has gained by the late transfer of
nations, it were useless for Englishmen to inquire,
till it becomes ascertained that England has acquired
something more than a permanent army and a sus-.
pended Habeas Corpus; it is enough for them to
look at home. For what they have done abroad,
and especially in the South, “ Verily they w ill have
their reward,” and at no very distant period.
Wishing you, my dear Hobhouse, a safe and agreeable return to that country whose real welfare -can
be dearer to none than to yourself, I dedicate to you
this poem in its completed state; and repeat once
more how truly I am ever
Your obliged and affectionate friend,
BYRON.

Canto IV .]

i.
I s t o o d in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs;
A palace and a prison on each hand:
I saw from out the wave her structures
rise
As from the stroke of the enchanter’s
wand:
A thousand years their cloudy wings
expand
Around me, and a dying Glory smiles
O’er the far times, ivhen many a subject
land
Look’d to the winged Lion’s marble piles,
Where Venice sate in state, throned on her
hundred isles!
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V.
The beings of the mind are not of clay;
Essentially immortal, they create
And multiply in us a brighter ray
And more beloved existence: that which
Fate
Prohibits to dull life, in this our state
Of mortal bondage, by these spirits
supplied,
First exiles, then replaces what we líate;
Watering tlie heart whose early flowers
have died,
And witli a fresher growth replenisliing the
void.
V I.
Such is the refuge of our youth and age,
The first from Hope, the last from Aracancy;
And this worn feeling peoples man}’ a
page,
And, may be, that which grows beneath
mine eye:
Yet there are things whose strong reality
Outshines our fairy-land; in shape and
hues
More beautiful than our fantastic sky,
And the strange constellations which the
Muse
O’er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse:

II.
She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from ocean,
Bising with her tiara of proud towers
At airy distance, with majestic motion,
A ruler of the waters and their powers:
And such she w a s h e r daugliters had
their dowers
From spoils of nations, and the exhaustless East
Pour’d in her lap all gems in sparkling
showers.
In purple was she robed, and of her feast
Monarchs partook, and deem’d their dignity
increased.
V IL
m :
I saw or dream’d of such,—but let them
go,—
In Venice Tasso’s echoes are no more,
They carne like truth, and disappear’d like
And silent rows the songless gondolier;
dreains;
Her palaces are crumbling to the shore,
And wliatsoe’er they were—are now but so:
And music meets not always now the
I could replace them if I would; still teems
ear:
My mind with many a form which aptly
Those days are gone—but Beauty still is
seems
here.
Such as I sought for, and at moments
States fall, arts fade—but Nature doth not
found;
die,
Let these too go—for waking Beason deems
Ñor yet forget how Venice once was dear,
Such
overweening phantasies unsound,
The pleasant place of all festivity,
The revel of the earth, the masque of Ita ly ! And other voices speak, and other sights
surround,
IV.
But unto us she hath a spell beyond
Her ñame in story, and her long array
Of mighty shaclows, whose dim forms
despond
_
Above the dogeless city’s vanish’d sway;
Ours is a trophy which will not decay
With the Bialto; Shylock and the Moor,
And Pierre, cannot be swept or worn
away—
The keystones of the ai'ch! though all
were o’er,
For us repeopled were the solitary shore.

V III.
I ’ve taught me other tongues, and in
strange eyes
Have made me not a stranger; to the mind
AVliicli is itself, no changes bring surprise;
Ñor is it harsli to make, ñor hard to find
A country with—ay, or without mahkind;
Yet was I born where men are proud
to be,—•
Not without cause; and should I leave
beliind
The inviolate island of the sage and free,
And seek me out a home by a remoter sea,

QjJjwon’e (QOorfte.

222

IX.
Perhaps I loved it w ell: and should I lay
My ashes in a soil which is not mine,
My spirit shall resume it—if we may
Unbodied choose a sanctuary. I twine
My hopes of being remember'd in my line
With my land’s language: if too fond and
far
Tbese aspirations in their scope incline,—
I f my fame should be, as my fortunes are,
Of hasty growth and blight, and dull Oblivion
bar
X.
My ñame from out the temple where the
dead
Are lionour'd by the nations—let it be—
And light the laureis on a loftier head!
And be the Spartan’s epitaph on me—
“ Sparta hath many a worthier son than
he.”
Meantime I seek no sympatliies, ñor need;
The thorns which I have reap’d are of the
tree
I planted: tliey have torn me, and I bleed:
I should have known what fruit would spring
from such a seed.
X I.
The spouseless Adriàtic mourns her lord;
And, annual marriage now no more renew’d,
The Bucentaur lies rotting unrestored,
Neglected garment of her widowhood 1
St. Mark yet sees his lion where he stood
Stand, but in mockery of his wither’d
power,
Over the proud Place where an Emperor
sued,
And monarchs gazed and envied in the
liour
When Venice was a queen with an unequall’d
dower.

xn.

[Canto XV.

XTTT,
Before St. Mark still glow his steeds of
brass,
Their gilded collars glittering in the sun;
But is not Doria’s menace come to pass ?
Are they not bridled?—Venice, lost and
won,
Her thirteen hundred years of freedom
done,
Sinks,like a seaweed, into whence she rose!
Better he whelm’d beneath the waves, and
shun,
Even in destruction’s depth, her foreign
foes,
From whom submission wrings an infamous
repose.
X IV.
In youth she was ali glory,—a new T y r e ;
Her very by-word sprung from victory,
The “ Planter of the Lion,” which tlirough
fire
And blood she bore o’er subject earth and
sea;
Though making many slaves, herself still
free,
AndEurope’s bulwark ’gainst the Ottomite;
Witness Troy’s rival, Candial Vouch it, ye
Immortal waves that saw Lepanto’s fight!
Eor ye are ñames no time ñor tyranny can
blight.
XV.
Statues of glass—all shiver’d—the long file
Of her dead Doges are declined to dust;
But where they dwelt, the vast and sumptuous pile
Bespeaks the pageant of their splendid
trust;
Their sceptre broken, and their sword in
rust,
Have yielded to the stranger: empty halls,
Tliin streets, and foreign aspects, such as
must
Too oft remind her who and what inthrals,
Have flung a desolate cloud o’er Venice’
lovely walls.

The Suabian sued, and now the Austrian
reigns—
An Emperor tramples where an Emperor
X VI.
knelt;
Kingdoms are shrunk to provinces, and
When Athens’ armies fell at Syracuse,
chains
And fetter’d thousands bore the yoke of war,
Clank over sceptred cities; nations melt
Redemption rose up in the Attic Muse,
Erom power’s high pinnacle, when they
Her voice their only ransom from afar:
have felt
See 1 as they cliant the tragic liymn, the car
The sunshine for a while, and downward go
Of the o’ermaster’d victor stops, the reins
Like lauwine loosen’d from the mountain’s
Fall from his hands, his idle scimitar
belt;
Starts from its belt—he rends his captive’s
Oh for one liour of blind oíd Dándolo !
chains,
Th’ octogenarian chief, Byzantium’s conquer And bids liim thank the bard for freedom and
iug foe.
his strains.

Canto IV .]
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xvn.
X X I.
Thus, Venice, if no stronger claim were
Existence may be borne, and the deep root
thine,
Of life and sufferance make its firm abode
Were all thy proud historie deeds forgot,
The bare and desolated bosoms : mute
Thy choral memory of the Bard divine,
The camel labours with the heaviest load,
Thy love of Tasso, should have cut the knot
And the wolf dies in silence,—not bestow’d
Which ties thee to thy tyrants; and thy lot
In vaiu should such example b e ; if they,
Is shameful to the nations,—most of all,
Things of ignoble or of savage mood,
Albion 1 to thee: the Ocean queen should
Endure and shrink not, we of nobler clay
May temper it to bear,—it is but for a day.
not
Abandon Ocean’s children; in the fall
xxn.
Of Venice think of thine, despite thy watery
wall.
A ll suffering dotli destroy, or is destroy’d,
Even by the sufferer ; and, in each event,
X VH I.
Ends: Some, with hope replenish’d and
I loved her from my boyhood; she to me
rebuoy’d,
Was as a fairy city of the heart,
Return to whence they carne—with like
Rising like water-columns from the sea,
intent,
Of joy the sojourn, and of wealth the mart;
And weave their web again; some, bow’d
And Otway, Radcliffe, Schiller, Shakand bent,
speare’s art,
Wax gray and ghastly, withering ere their
Had stamp’d her image in me, and even so,
time,
Although I found her thus, we did not
And perish with the reed on which they
part;
leant;
Perchance even dearer in her day of woe,
Some seek devotion, toil, war, good or crime,
Than when she was a boast, a marvel, and a
According
as their souls were form’d to sink
show.
or climb.
X IX .
X X H I.
I can repeople with the past—and of
The present there is still for eye and
But ever and anón of griefs subdued
thought,
There comes a token like a scorpion’s sting,
Scarce seen, but with fresh bitterness imAnd meditation chasten’d down, enougli;
And more, it may be, than I hoped or
bued;
sought;
And slight withal may be the things which
And of the happiest moments which were
bring
wrought
Back on the heart the weight which it would
Within the web of my existence, some
fling
From thee, fair Venice! have their colours
Aside for eveP: it may be a sound—
caught:
A tone of music—summer’s eve—or spring—
A flower—the wind— the ocean—which
There are some feelings Time cannot
benumb,
shall wound,
Ñor Torture sliake, or mine would now be Striking the electric chain wherewith we are
coid and dumb.
darkly bound;
XX.
But from their nature will the tannen grow
Loftiest onloftiest andleast shelter’drocks,
Rooted in barrenness, where nought below
Of soil supports them ’gainst the Alpine
shocks
Of eddying storms; yet springs the trunk,
and mocks
The howling tempest, till its height and
frame
Are worthy of the mountains from whose
blocks
Of bleak, gray granite into life it carne,
And grew a giant tree ¡—the miud may grow
the same.

X X IV .
And how and why we know not, ñor can
trace
Home to its cloud this lightning of the
mind,
But feel the shock renew’d, ñor can efface
The blight and blackening which it leaves
behind,
Which out of things familiar, undesign’d,
When least we deem of such, calis up to view
The spectres whom no exorcism can bind,—
The coid, the changed,perchance the dead—
anew,
The monrn’d, the loved, the lost—too many I
yet how fe w !
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XXV.
But my soul wanders ; I demand it back
To meditate amongst decay, and stand
A ruin amidst ruins ; there to traek
Fall’n states and buried greatness, o’er a
land
Which icas the migktiest in its old command,
And is the loveliest, and must ever be
The ínaster-mould of Nature’s heavenly
band;
Wherein were cast the heroic and the free,
The beautiful, the brave, the lords of earth
and sea,
XXVI.
The commonwealth of kings, the nien of
Bome !
And even since, and now, fair Ita ly !
Thon art thegarden of the World, the home
Of all Art yields, and Nature can decree ;
Even in thy desert, what is like to thee ?
Thy very weeds are beautiful, thy waste
More rich than other climes’ fertílity;
Thy wreck a glory, and thy ruin graced
With an immaculate charm which cannot be
defaced.

xxvn.
The moon is up, and yet it is not niglit;
Sunset divides the sky with her ; a sea
Of glory streams along the Alpine height
Of blueEriuli’s mountains ; Heaven is free
From clouds, but of all colours seems to
be,—
Melted to one vast Iris of the West,—
Where the Day joins the past Eternity,
While, on the other hand, íeeekDian’s crest
Ploats through the azure air—an island of the
blest !

xxvm.
A single star is at her side, and reigns
With her o’er half the lovely heaven; but still
Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains
Boll’d o’er the peak of the far Bhaatian hill,
As Day and Night contending were, unlil
Nature reclaim’d her order :—gently flows
The deep-dyed Brenta, where their hues
instil
The odorous pnrple of a new-born rose,
Which streams upon her stream, and glass’d
within it glows,
XXIX.
F ill’d with the face of heaven, which, from
afar,
Comes down upon the wàters; all its hues,
From the rich sunset to the rising star,
Their magical variety diffuse:

[Canto IV.

And now they change; a paler shadow
strews
Its mantle o’er the mountains; parting day
Dies like the dolphin, whom each paug im
bues
With a new colour as it gasps away,
The last still loveliest,—tül— ’tis gone—and
all is gray.
XXX.
There is a tomb in Arqua;—rear’d in ah’,
Pillar’d in their sarcophagus, repose
The bones of Laura’s lover: here repair
Many familiar with his well-sung woes,
The pilgrims of his genius. He aróse
To raise a language, and his land reclaim
From the dull yoke of her barbarie foes :
Watering the tree which bears his lady’s
name
With his melodious tears, he gave himself to
fame/
X XXI.
They keep his dust in Arqua, where he died;
The mountain-village where his latter days
Went down the vale of years; and ’t is their
i- pride—
An honest pride—and let it be their praise,
To offer to the passing stranger’s gaze
His mansión and his sepulchre ; both plain
And venerably simple, such as raise
A feeling more accordaut with his strain
Than if a pyramid form’d his monumental
fane.
X X X II.
And the Soft quiet hamlet where he dwelt
Is one of that complexión which seems
made
For those who their mortality have felt,
And sought a refuge from their hopes decay’d
In the deep umbrage of a green hill’s shade,
Which shows a distant prospect far away
Of busy cities, now in vain display’d,
For they can Iure no further ; and the ray
Of a bright sun can make sufficient holiday,
X X X III.
Developing the mountains, leaves, and
flowers,
And shining in the brawling brook, where-

l>y,

Clear as its current, glide the sauntering
hours
With a ealm languor, w'hich, though to the
eye
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Idlesse it seem, lmtli its morality.
X X X V IH .
I f from soeiety we learn to live,
’T is solitude should teach us how to die ;
Thou ! form’d to eat, and be despised, and
It liath no flatterers ; vanity can give
die,
No hollow aid ; alone—man with his God must
Even as the beasts that perish, save that
strive:
thou
Hadst a more splendid trough and wider sty:
X X X IV .
He ! with a glory round his furrow’d brow,
Or, it may be, with demons, who impair
Which emanated then, and dazzles now,
The strength of better thoughts, and seek
In
face of all his foes, the Cruscan quire,
their prey
And
Boileau, whose rasli envy could allow
In melancholy bosoms, such as were
No strain which shamed his country’s
Of moody texture from their earliest day,
creaking lyre,
And loved to dwell in darkness and dismay,
Deeming themselves predestined to a doom That whetstone of the teeth—monotony in
w ire!
Which is not of the pangs that pass away;
Making the sun like blood, the earth a tomb,
X X X IX .
The tomb a heli, and heli itself a murkier
Peace to Torquato’s injured shade! ’t was his
gloom.
In life and death to be the mark where
XXXV.
Wrong
Ferrara I in thy wide and grass-grown
Aim’d with her poison’d arrows,—but to
streets,
miss.
Whose symmetry was not for solitude,
Oh, victor unsurpass’d in modern song!
There seems as ’twere a curse upon the
Each year hrings forth its millions; but
seats
how long
Of former sovereigns, and the antique brood
The tide of generations shall roll on,
Of Este, which for many an age made good
And not the whole combined and countless
Its strength within thy walls, and was of
throng
yore
Compose a mind like thine ? though all in one
Patrón or tyrant, as the changing mood
Condensed their scatter’d rays, they would
Of petty power impell’d, of those who wore
not form a sun.
The wreath which Dante’s brow alone had
worn before.
XL.
Great as thou art, yet parallel’d by those,
X X X V I.
Thy countrymen, before thee born to skine,
And Tasso is their glory and their shame.
The Bards of Heli and Chivalry: first
Hark to his strain! and then survey his celi I
rose
And see how dearly earn’d Torquato’s fame,
The Tuscan father’s comedy divine ;
And where Alfonso hade his poet dw ell:
Then, not unequal to the Florentine,
The miserable despot could not quell
The Southern Scott, them instrel w h oeall’d
The insulted mind he sought toquench, and
forth
blend
A new creation with his magic line,
With the surrounding maniacs, in the heli
And, like the Ariosto of the Nortli,
Where he had plunged it. Glory without end
Scatter’d the clouds away; and on that name Sang ladye-k>ve and war, romance and knightly
worth.
attend
XXXVH.
The tears and praises of all tim e; while
thine
Would rot in its oblivion—in the sink
Of worthless dust, which from thy boasted
line
Is shaken into nothing—but the link
Thou formest in his fortunes bids us think
Of thy poor malice, naming thee with seorn:
Alfonso ! how thy ducal pageants slirink
From thee ! if in another station born,
Scarce fit to be the slave of him thou madest
to mourn:

X LI.
The
The
Nor
For

lightning rent from Axiosto's hust
iron crown of laurel’s mimick’d leaves;
was the ominous element unjust,
the true laurel-wreath which Glory
weaves
Is of the tree no bolt of thunder cleaves,
And the false semblance but disgraced his
brow;
Yet still, if fondly Superstition grieves,
Know, that the lightning sanctifies below
Whate’er it s t r i k e s yon head is doubly
sacred now.

I
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X L II.

XLAT.

L.

L IV .

Italia! oh Italia ! thou who liast
The fatal gift of beauty, which became
A funeral dower of present woes and past,
On thy sweet brow is sorrow plough’d by
shame,
And anuals graved in characters of flame.
Oh, God ! that thou wert in thy nakedness
Less lovely or more powerful, and couldst
claim
Thy right, and awe the robbers bach, who
press
To shed thy blood, and drinls the tears of thy
distress;

That page is now before me, and on mine
l l i s country’s ruin added to the mass
Of perish’d States he moum’d in their
decline,
And I in desolation: all that xoas
Of then destruction is ; and now, alas !
Borne—Borne imperial, bows her to the
storm,
In the same dust and blackness, and we
pass
The skeleton of her Titànic form,
Wrecks of another world, whose ashes still
are warm.

We gaze and tura away, and know not
where,
Dazzled and drunk with beauty, till the
heart
Eeels with its fulness; there—for ever
there—
Chain’d to the chariot of triumphal Art,
AAre stand as captives, and would not depart.
Away!—there need no words nor terms
precise,
The paltry j argón of the marble mart,
Where Pedantry gulls Folly—we have eyes:
Blood, pulse, and breast confirm the Dardan
Shepherd’s prize.

I 11 Santa Croce’s holy precincts lie
Ashes which make it holier, dust which is
Even in itself an immortality,
Though there were nothing save the past,
and this,
The particle of those sublimities
AVhich have relapsed to chaos: here repose
Angelo’s, Alfieri’s bones, and his,
The starry Galileo, with his woes;
Here Machiavelli’s earth return’d to wlience
it rose.

xlh l

X L V II.

Then might’st thou more appal; or, less
desired,
Be homely and be peaceful, undeplored
For thy destructive charms ; then, still untired,
Would not be seen the armed torrents pour’d
Down the deep Alps; nor would the hostile
horde
Of manj'-nation’d spoilers from the Po
Quaff blood and water ; nor the stranger’s
sword
Be thy sad weapon of defence, and so,
Victor or vanquish’d, thou the slave of friend
or foe.

Yet, Ita ly ! through every other land
Thy wrongs should ring, and shall, from
side to side;
Mother of Arts ! as once of arms ; thy hand
Was then our guardián, and is still our
guide;
Parent of our religión I whom the wide
Nations have knelt to for the keys of
heaven 1
Europe, repentant of her parricide,
Shall yet redeem thee, and, all backward
driven,
Boíl the barbarían tide, and sue to be for
gi ven.

X LrV.

X L V in .

Wandering in youth, I traced the path of him,
The Boman friend of Home's least-mortal
mind,
The friend of Tully : as my bark did skim
The bright blue wàters with a fanning wind,
Came Megara before me, and behind
iEgina laj', Pirseus on the right,
And Corinth on the le ft ; I lay reclined
Aloug the i«-ow, and saw all tbese unite
In ruin, even as he had seen the desolate sight;

But Arno wins us to the fair white walls,
Where the Etrurian Athens claims and
keeps
A softer feeling for her fairy lialls.
Girt by her theatre of hills, she reaps
Her corn, and wine, and oil, and Plenty
leaps
To laugliing hfe, with her redundant liorn.
Along the banks where smiling Arno sweeps
AYas modern Luxury of Commerce born,
And buried Learniug rose, redeem’d to a new
morn.

X LV.
For Túne hath not rebuilt them, but uprear’d
Barbarie dwellings on their shatter’d site,
Wliich only make more mourn’d and more
endear’d
The few last rays of their far-seatter’d light,
And the crush’d relies of them vanish’d
might.
The lloman saw these tombs in llis own age,
These sepulchres of eities, which excite
Sad wonder, and his yet surviving pago
The moral lesson bears, drawn from suoh
piigrimage.

.

X LIX .
There, too, the Goddess lo ves in stone, and
fills
The air around with beauty; we inhale
The ambrosial aspect, which, beheld, instils
Part of its immortality; the veil
Of heaven is half undrawn; within the pale
AAre stand, and in that form and face behold
AVliat Mind can make, when Nature’s self
fv'ould fa il;
And to the fond idolaters of old
Envy the innate flash which such a soul could
ínould:

LV.

These are four miuds, which, like the
elements,
L I.
Might furnislí forth creation:—Ita ly !
Time,
which hath wrong’d thee with ten
Appeardst thou not to Paris in this guise ?
tliousand rents
Or to more deeply blest Anchises ? or,
Of thine imperial garment, shall deny,
In all thy perfect goddess-ship, when lies
And hath denied, to every other sky,
Before thee thy own vanquish’d Lord of
Spirits which soar from ruin: thy decay
War ?
Is still imprégnate with divinity,
And gazing in thy face as toward a star,
Which
gilds it with revivifying r a y ;
Laid on thy lap, his eyes to thee upturn,
Feeding on thy sweet cheek! while thy Such as the great of yore, Canova is to-day.
lips are
With lava kisses melting while they burn,
LAT.
Shower’d on his eyelids, brow, and mouth, as
But where repose the all Etruscan three—
from an urn ?
Dante, and Petrarch, and, scarce less than
they,
LH.
The Bard of Prose, Creative spirit! he
Glowmg, and circumfused in speechless love
Of the Hundred Tales of love—where did
Their full diviuity inadequate
they lay
That feeling to express, or to improve,
Then- bones, distinguish’d from our commou
The gods becoine as mortals, and man’s fate
clay
Has moments like their brightest; but the
In death as life ? Are they resolved to dust,
weight
And have their country’s marbles nought
Of earth recoils upon us ;—let it go !
to say ?
We can recali such visions, and create,
Could not her quarries furnislí forth one
From what has been, or might be, things
bust ?
which grow
Did they not to her breast their filial earth
luto thy statue’s form, and look like gods
intrust ?
below.
LATI.

Lin.

Ungrateful Florence ! Dante sleeps afar,
Like Scipio, buried by the upbraiding shore:
I leave to learned fingers and wise hands,
The artist and his ape, to teach and teli
Thy factions, in their worse than civil war,
Proscribed the bard wdiose name for everHow well bis connoisseurship understauds
more
The graceful bend, and the voluptuous
swell:
Their children’s children would in vain
adore
Let these describe the undescribable :
With the remorse of ages; and the Crown
I would not their vile breath should crisp
AATiich Petrarch’s laureate brow supremely
the stream
Wherein that image shall for ever dwell;
wore,
Upon a far and foreign soil had grown,
The unruffled mirror of the loveliest dream
That ever left the sky on the deep soul to His life, his fame, his grave, though rifled—
beam.
not thine own.
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L v n i.
Boccaccio to his'parent eartli bequeath’d
His dust,—and lies it not her great arnong,
With many a sweet and solemn rèquiem
breathed
O’er him who form’d the Tuscan’s siren
tongue ?
That music in itself, whose sounds are song,
The poetry of speeeh ? N o ;—even llis tomb
Uptorn,must bear tbe byama bigot’s wrong,
No more amidst themeaner dead find room,
Nor claim a passing sigh, because it told for
whom !
L IX .
And Santa Croce wants tbeir migbty dust;
Yet for this want more noted, as of yore
The CíEsar’s pageant, skorn of Brutus’
bust,
Did but of Bome’s best Son remind her
more:
Happier Ravenna ! on thy hoary shore,
Fortress of falling empire I honour’d sleeps
The immortal exile;—Arqua, too, her store
Of tuneful relies proudly claims and keeps,
While Florence vainly begs her banish’d dead
and weeps.
LX .
What is her pyramid of precious stones ?
Of porphyry, jasper, agate, and all hues
Of gem and marble, to inerust the bones
Of merchant-dukes ? the momentary dews
Which, sparkling to the twilight stars,
infuse
Freshness in the green tuif that wraps the
dead,
Whose ñames are mausoleums of the Muse,
Are gently prest with far more reverent
tread
Than ever paced the slab which paves the
princely head.
L X I.
There be more tkings to greet the heart
and eyes
In Arno’s dome of Art’s most princely
shrine,
Where Sculpture with her rainbow sister
vies;
There be more marvels yet—but not for
m ine;
For I have been accustom’d to entwine
My thoughts with Nature rather in the
fields,
Than Art in galleries; though a Work divine
Calls for my spirit’s homage, yet it yields
Less than it feels, because tlie weapon which
it wields

[Canto IV.

L X II.
Is of another temper, and I roam
By Thrasimene’s lake, in the defiles
Fatal to Roman rashness, more at home ;
For there the Carthaginian’s warlike wiles
Come back before me, as his skill beguiles
The host between the mountains and the
shore,
Where Courage falls in her despairing files,
And torrents, swoll’n to rivers with their
gore,
Reek through the sultry plain, with legions
scatter’d o’er,
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LXVI.
LXX.
But thou, Clitumnus I in thy sweetest wave
And mounts in spray the skies, and thence
Of the most living crystal tïiat was e’er
again
The haunt of river nymph, to gaze and lave
Returns in an unceasing shower, which
Her limbs where nothing liid them, thou
round,
dost rear
With its unemptied cloud of gentle rain,
Thy grassy banks whereon the milk-white
Is an eternal April to the ground,
steer
Making it all oiie emerald:—liow profound
Grazes; the purest god of gentle wàters !
The g u lf! and how the giant element
And most serene of aspect, and most clear;
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound,
Surely that stream was unprofaned by
Crushing the cliffs, which, downward worn
slaughters,
and rent
A mirror and a bath for Beauty’s youngest With his fierce footsteps, yield in chasms a
daugliters!
**
fearful vent!

Lxm .
Like to a forest fell’d by mountain winds;
And such the storm of battle on this day,
And such the frenzy, whose convulsión
blinds
To all save carnage, that, beneath the fray,
An earthquake reel’d unheededly awav!
None felt stern Nature rocking at his ïeet,
And yawning forth a grave for those who
lay
Upon their bucklers for a winding-sheet;
Such is the absorbing hate when warring
nations m eet!

LX VH .

LX X I.

And on thy happy shore a Temple still,
Of small and delicate proportion, keeps,
Upon a mild declivity of kill,
Its memory of thee; beneath it sweeps
Thy current’s calmness; oft from out it
leaps
The finny darter with the glittering seales,
Who dwells and reveis in thy glassy deeps;
While, chance, some scatter’d water-lily
sails
Down where the skallower wave still telis its
bubbling tales.

To the broad column which rolls on, and
shows
More like the fountain of an infant sea
Torn from the womb of mountains by the
tliroes
Of a new world, than only thus to be
Parent of rivers, which flow gushingly,
With many windings, through the vale :—
Look back!
L o ! where it comes like an eternity,
As if to sweep down all things in its track,
Charming the eye with dread,—a matcliless
cataract,

LX IV .
The Earth to them was as a rolling bark
Which bore them to Eternity; they saw
The Ocean round, but had no time to mark
The motions of their vessel; Nature’s law,
In them suspended, reck’d not of the awe
Which reigns when mountains tremble,
and the birds
Plunge in the clouds for refuge, and withdraw
From their down-toppling nests; and bellowing herds
Stumble o’er heaving plains, and man’s dread
Jiatli no words.
LX V.
Far other scene is Tlirasimene now;
Her lake a slieet of silver, and her plain
Rent by no ravage save the gentle plougli;
Her aged trees rise tliick as once the slain
Lay where their roots are; but a brook
liatli ta’en—
A little rill of scanty stream and bed—
A name of blood from that day’s sanguine
rain;
And Sanguinetto telis ye where the dead
Made the earth wet, and turn’d the unwilling
wàters red.

L x v n i.

Lxxn.

Pass not unblest the Genius of the place !
I f through the air a zepliyr more serene
Win to the brow, ’t is his; and if ye trace
Along his margin a more eloqüent green,
I f on the heart the freshness of the scene
Sprinkle its coolness, and from the dry
dust
Of weary life a moment lave it clean
With Nature’s baptism,—’t is to him ye
must
Pay orisons for this suspensión of disgust.

Horribly beautiful! but on the verge,
From side to side, beneath the glittering
morn,
An Iris sits, amidst the infernal surge,
Like Hope upon a death-bed, and, unworn
Its steady dyes, while all around is torn
By the distracted wàters, bears serene
Its brilliant hues with all their beams unshorn:
Resembling, ’mid the torture of the scene,
Love wateliing Madness with uualterable
mien.

LX IX .

L X X H I.

The roar of wàters!—from the lieadlong
lieight
Velino cleaves the wave-worn precipice;
The fall of wàters! rapid as the light
The flashing mass foams shaking the abyss;
The heli of wàters! where they howl and
hiss,
And boil in endless torture; while the sweat
Of their great agony, wrung out from this
Their Phlegethon, curis round the rocks of
jet
That guard the gulf around, in pitiless horror
set,

Once more upon the woody Apennine,
The infant Alps, which—had I not before
Gazed on their mightier parents, where the
pine
Sits on more shaggy summits, and where
roar
The tliundering lauwine—might be worshipp’d more;
But I have seen the soaring Jungfrau rear
Her never-trodden snow, and seen the hoar
Glaciers of bleak Mont Blanc both far and
near,
And in Chimari heard the thunder-hills of fear,
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What are our woes and sufferanee ? Come
LX X IV .
and see
Th’ Acroceraunian mountains of old name;
The cypress, liear tke owl, and plod your
And on Parnassus seen tke eagles fly
way
Like spirits of tke spot, as ’twere for fame,
O’er steps of broken thrones and temples,
For stili tkey soared unutterably kigk :
Y e!
I ’ve look’d on Ida with a Trojan’s eye;
Wkose agonies are evils of a day—
Atkos, Olympus, ¿Etna, Atlas, made
A world is at our feet as íragile as our clay.
These kills seem tkings of lesser dignity,
Ali, save tke Ione Soracte’s keigkt, display’d
L X X IX .
Not noto in snow, wkick asks the lyric
The Niobe of nations! tkere she stands,
Eoman’s aid
Childless and crownless, in lier voiceless
woe;
LX X V .
An empty prn within ker wither’d kands,
For our remembrance, and from out tlie
Whose koly dust was scatter’d long ago;
plain
The Seipios’ tomb contains no askes now;
Heaves like a long-swept wave about to
The very sepulchres lie tenantless
bréale,
Of their heroic dwellers : dost thon flow,
And on tke curi liangs pausing: not in rain
Oíd Tiber! tkrough a marble wilderness ?
May he, wko will, kis reeollections rake,
Bise, with tky yellow waves, and mantle ker
And quote in classic raptores, and awake
distress.
The hilis with Latían eckoes; I abhorr’d
Too much, to conquer for tbe poet’s salce,
LX X X .
Tke drill’d dull lesson, forced down word
Tke Gotk, the Christian, Time, War,Flood,
by word
and Fire,
In my repugnant youth, witk pleasure to
Have dealt upon tke seven-kill’d city’s
record
pride;
LX X V I.
She saw ker glories star by star expire,
Aught that recalis tke daily drug which
And up tke steep barbarían monarcks ride,
turn’d
Wkere the car climb’d the Capítol; far and
My sickening memory; and, thougk Time
wide
hatk taught
Temple and tower went down, nor left a
site:
My mind to meditate wkat then it learn’d,
Yet suck the fix’d inveteracy wrougkt
Chaos of ruins! wko skall trace tke void,
By the impatience of my early tkougkt,
O’er the dim fragments cast a lunar ligbt,
That, witk tke freshness wearing out before And say, “ kere was, or is,” where all is
My mind could relisli wkat it migkt kave
doubly night ?
sougkt,
L X X X I.
I f free to choose, I cannot now’ restore
Its kealth; but what it then detested, still
Tke double night of ages, and of ker,
abkor.
Nigkt’s daugkter, Iguorance, hatk wrapt
and wrap
L X X V II.
A ll round us: we but feel our way to err:
Then farewell, Horace; wliom I hated so,
Tke ocean hatk its ckart, tke stars their
Not for tky faults, but mine; it is a curse
map,
To understand, not feel tky lyric flow,
And Knowledge spreads them on her ample
To eomprehend, but never love tky verse:
lap;
Althongh no deeper Moralist rekearse
But Borne is as the desert, wkere we steer
Our little life, ñor Bard prescribe kis art,
Stumblmg o’er reeollections; now we clap
Nor livelier Satirist the conscience pierce,
Our hands, and cry “ Eurelca! ” it is clear—
Awakening witkout wounding the touch’d
Wken
but some false mirage of ruin rises liear.
heart,
Yet fare tkee well— upon Soracte’s ridge we
part.

Lxxvm .
Oh Borne 1 my country! city of tke soul!
Tke orphans of the heart must turn to thee,
Lone motker of dead empires! and control j
In their skut breasts their petty misery.

xxxxn.
Alas 1 tke lofty city ! and alas !
The trebly hundred triumphs! and tke day
Wken Brutus made the dagger’s edge surpass
Tke conqueror’s sword in bearing fame
away!
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Alas, for Tully’s voice, and Virgil’s lay,
And L iv y ’s pictured page!—but tkese shall
be
Her resurrection ; all beside—decay.
Alas, for Earth, for never shall we see
That hrightness in ker eye she bore wken
Bome was fre e !
L X X X IH .
Oh tkou, wkose chariot roll’d on Fortune’s
wheel,
Triumphant Sylla! Tkou, wko didst snbdue
Thy country’s foes ere thou wouldst pause
to feel
The wratk of tky own wrongs, or reap tke
due
Of hoarded vengeance till tkine eagles flew
O’er prostrate Asia;—tkou, who witk tky
frown
Annihilated senates—Eoman, too,
With all thy vices, for thou didst lay down
With an atoning smile a more tlian eartkly
crown—
LX X X IV .
The dictatorial wreatli—couldst thou divine
To what would one day dwindle that which
made
Thee more tkan mortal ? and that so supine
By aught tkan Bomans Bome should thus
be laid ?
She ■wko was named Eternal, and array’d
Her warriors but to conquer—she wko veil’d
Earth with ker haugkty skadow, and dis
play’d,
IJntil tke o’er-canopied horizon fail’d,
Her rusking wnigs— Oh 1 she wTko was Almighty kail’d !
LX X X V.
Sylla was first of victors ; but our own,
The sagest of usurpers, Cromwell!—ke
Too swept off senates wkile ke hew’d the
throne
Down to a block—immortal rebel! See
Wkat crimes it costs to be a moment free,
And famous through all ages ! but beneath
His fate the moral lurks of destiny ,;
His day of double victory and deatli
Beheld kim win two realms, and, happier,
yield kis breatk.
LX X X V I.
Tke tliird of tke same moon wkose former
course
Had all but crown’d kim, on the self-same
day
Deposed him gently from his throne of forcé,
And laid kim with the eartk’s preeeding
clay.
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And show’d not Fortune thus how fame and
sway,
And all we deem delightful, and consume
Our souls to compass through each ardnous
way,
Are in ker eyes less happy tkan tke tomb ?
Were they but so in man’s, how different were
his doom !

Lxxxvn.
And thou, dread statue ! yet existent in
The ansterest form of nalced majesty,
Thou who beheldest, ’mid the assassins’ din,
At tky bathed base the bloody Cassar lie,
Folding his robe in dying dignity,
An offering to thine altar from tke queen
Of gods and men, great Nemesis! did ke
die,
And thou, too, perish, Pompey? have ye
been
Victors of countless kïngs, or puppets of
a scene ?

Lxxxvn x
And thou, tke tkunder-stricken nurse of
Borne 1
Ske-wolf! wkose brazen-imaged dugs impart
Tke milk of conquest yet within tke dome
Wkere, as a monument of antique art,
Thou standest:—Mother of the mighty
heart,
Which tke great founder suck’d from thy
wild teat,
Scorch’d by tke Eoman Jove’s etkereal dart,
And thy limbs black witk ligktning—dost
thou yet
Guard tkine immortal cubs, nor tky fond
charge forget ?
L X X X IX .
Tkou dost; but all thy foster-babes are
dead—
The men of iron: and the world hatk
rear’d
Cities from out their sepulchres: men bled
In imitation of tke things tkey fear’d,
And fought and conquer’d, and the sume
corase steer’d,
At apish distance; but as yet none kave,
Nor could, the same supremaey have near’d,
Save one vain man, who is not in the grave,
But, vanquisk’d by kimself, to his own slaves
a slave—
XC.
The fool of false dominión— and a kind
Of bastard Csesar, following kim of old
With steps unequal; for tke Boman’s mind
Was model! d in a less terrestrial mould,
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With passions fiercer, yet a judgment eold,
And an inmortal instinct which redeera’d
The frailties of a heart so soft, yet bold,
Alcides with the distaff now he seem’d
At Cleoj)atra’s feet,—and now himself he
beam’d,
XCI.
And carne—and saw—and conquer’d I But
the man
Who would liave tamed his eagles down to
flee,
Like a train’d falcon, in the Gallic van,
Which he, in sooth, long led to victory,
With a deaf heart which never seem’d to be
A listeuer to itself, was strangely framed;
With but oue weakest weakness—vanity,
Coquettisli in ambition, still he aim’d—A t what ? can he avouch, or answer what he
claim’d ?
XCII.
And would be all or nothing—nor could wait
For the suro grave to level him; few years
Had üx’d him ivith the Cíesars in his fate,
On wliom we tread: For this the conqueror
rears
The arch of triumph! and for this the tears
And blood of earth flow ou as they have
flow’d,
An universal deluge, which appears
Without an ark for wretched man’s abode,
And ebbs but to reflow! Kenew thy rainhow,
God!
XCIH.
What from this barren being do we reap ?
Our senses narrow, and our reason frail,
Life short, and trutli a gem which loves the
deep,
And all things Tveigh’d in custom’s falsest
scale;
Opinión an omnipotence,—whose veil
Mantles the earth with darkness, until right
And wrong are accidents, and men grow
pale
Lest their own judgments should become
too bright,
And their free tlioughts be crimes, and earth
have too mucli light.
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To the new race of inborn slaves, who
wage
War for their chains, and rather than be
free,
Bleed gladiator-like, and still engage
Within the same arena where they see
Their fellows fall before, like leaves of the
same tree.
XCV.
I speak not of men’s creeds—they rest
between
Man and his Maker—but of things allow’d,
Averr’d, and known, and daily, hourly
seen—
The yoke that is upon us doubly bow’d,
And the intent of tyranny avow’d,
The edict of Earth’s rulers, who are grown
The apea of him who humbled once the
proud,
And shoolc them from their slumbers on
the throne:
Too glorious, were this all his mighty arni
liad done.
XCVI.
Can tyrants but by tyrants conquer’d be,
And Freedom find no Champion and na
child
Sucli as Colúmbia saw arise when she
Sprung forth a Pallas, arm’d and undefiled?
Or must such miuds be nourish’d in the
wild,
Deep in the unpruned forest, ’midst the
roar
Of cataracts, where nursing Nature smiled
On infant Washington? Has Earth no
more
Such seeds within her breast, or Europe no
such shore ?
XCVH.

But France got drunk with blood to vomit
crime,
And fatal have her Saturnalia been
To Freedom’s cause, in every age and
clime;
Because the deadly days which we have
seen,
And vile Ambition, that built up between
XCIV.
Man and his hopes an adamantine wall,
And thus they plod in sluggish misery,
And the base pageant last upon the scene,
Hottiug from sire to son, and age to age,
Are grown the pretext for the eternal
Proud of their trampled nature, and so
thrall
die,
Which nípa life’s tree, and dooms man’s
Bequeathing their hereditary ruge
worst—his second fall.
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xcvm.
CII.
Yet, Freedom 1 yet thy banner, torn, but
Perchance she died in youth: it may be,
flying,
bow’d
Streams like the thunder-storm against
With woes far heavier than the ponderous
the wind;
tomb
Thy trumpet voice, though broken now
That weigh’d upon her gentle dust, a cloud
and dying,
Might gather o’er her beauty, and a gloom
The loudest still the tempest leaves behind;
In her dark eye, prophetic of the doom
Thy tree hath lost its blossoms, and the
Heaven gives its favourites—early death ;
rind,
yet slied
Chopp’d by the axe, looks rough and little
A sunset charm aronnd her, and illume
worth,
With hectic light, the Hesperus of the dead,
But the sap lasts,—and still the seed Of her consuming cheek the autumnal leafwe find
like red.
Sown deep, even in the bosom of the
Clil:
North;
Perchance she died in age—surviving all,
So shall a better spring less bitter fruit bring
Charms, kindred, children—with the silver
forth.
gray
XCIX.
On her long tresses, which might yet recali,
It may be, still a something of the day
There is a stern round tower of other days,
When they were braided, and her proud
Firm as a fortress, with its fence of stone,
array
Such as an army’s baflled strength delays,
And lovely form were envied, praised, and
Standing with half its battlements alone,
eyed
And witlí two thousand years of ivy grown,
By Home—But whither would Conjecture
The garland of eternity, where wave
stray ?
The green leaves over all by time o’erThus much alone we know—Metella died,
thrown;—
What was this tower of strength ? within The wealthiest Eoman’s wife: Behohl his
love or pride I
its cave
What treasure lay so lock’d. so hid?—A
crv.
woman’s grave.
I know not why—but standing thus by
thee
C
It seems as if I had thine inmate known,
But who was she, the lady of the deaa.
Thou Tomb! and other days come back
Tomb’d in a palace? Was she chaste and
on me
fair?
With recollected music, though the tone
Worthy a king’s, or more—a Boman’s bed ?
Is
changed
and solemn, like the cloudy
What race of chiefs and heroes did she bear ?
groan
What daughter of her beauties was the heir ?
Of dying tliunder on the distant wind;
How lived, how loved, how died she ? Was
Yet could I seat me by this ivied stone
she not
Till I had bodied forth the heated mind
So honoured—and conspicuously there,
Where meaner relies must not dare to rot, Formg from the floating wreck which Buin
leaves hehind;
Placed to commemorate a more than mortal
lot?
CV.
Cl.
And from the planks, far shatter’d o'er
the rocks,
Was she as those who love their lords, or
they
Built me a little bark of hope, once more
To battle with the ocean and the shocks
Who love the lords of others ? such have
Of the loud breakers, and the ceaseless roar
been
Which rushes on the solitary shore
Even in the olden time, Bome’s annals say.
Where all lies founder’d that was ever dear:
Was she a matron of Cornelia’s mieu,
But could I gather from the wave-worn
Or the light air of Egypt’s graceful queen,
store
Profuse of joy—or ’gainst it did she war
Enough for my rude boat, where should
Inveterate in virtue ? Did she lean
I steer?
To the soft side of the heart, or wisely bar
Love from amongst her griefs ?—for such There woos no home, nor hope, nor life, save
what is here.
the affections are.
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This mountain, whose obliterated plan
The pyramid of empires pinnacled,
Then let the winds howl on! their
Of Glory’s gewgaws shining in the van
harmony
Till the sun’s rays with added flame were
Shall henceforth be my music, and the
fill’d !
nigbt
Where are its golden roofs? where those
Tbe sound shall temper with the owlets’
who dared to build ?
cry,
As I now heav them, in the fadiug light
CX.
Dim o’er the bird of darkness’ native site,
Answering each other on the Palatine,
Tully was not so eloqüent as thou,
With their large eyes, all glistening gray
Thou nameless column with the buried
and bright,
base!
And sailing pinions.—Upon such a shrine
What are the laureis of the Cmsar’s brow ?
What are our petty griefs?—let me not
Crown me with ivy from Iris dwellingnumber mine.
place.
CVI.

CVII.
Cypress and ivy, weed and wallflower
grown
Matted and mass’d together, liillocks heap’d
On what were chambers, arch crush’d,
column strown
In fragments, choked up vaults, and frescos
steep’d
' ,
_Iu subterranean damps, wkere the owl
peep’d,
Deeming it midnight:—Temples, baths,
or halls ?
Pronounce who can; for all that Learniug
reap’d
From her research liath been, that these
are walls—
Behold the Imperial Mount! ’tis thus the
rnighty falls.

Whose arch or pillar rneets me in the
face,
Titus or Trajan’s? No—’tis that of Time:
Triumph, arch, pillar, all he doth dis
place
Scoffing; and apostolic statues climb
To crush tire imperial urn, whose ashes slept
sublime,
CXI.

Buried in air, the deep blue sky of Rome,
And looking to /the stars: they had coirtain’d
A spirit which with these. would find a
lrome,
The last of those who o’er the whole earth
reign’d,
The Román globe, for after none sustain’d,
But yielded back Iris conquests:—he was
more
cvm.
Tiran a mere Alexander, and, unstain’d
There is the moral of all human tales;
With household blood and wine, serenely
’T is but the same rehearsal of the past,
wore
First Freedom, and then Glory—when His sovereign virtues—still we Trajan’s ñame
that fails,
adore.
Wealth, vice, corruption,—barbarism at
last.
CXII.
And History, with all her volumes vast,
Where
is
the
rock
of Triumph, the high
Hath but one page,—’t is better written
place
here
Virere Rome embraced her heroes ? where
Virere gorgeous Tyranny hath thus athe steep
mass’d
Tarpeian? fittest goal of Treason’s race,
All treasures, all delights, that eye or ear,
The promontory whence the Traitor’s Leap
Heart, soul could seek, tongue ask—Away
Cured all ambition. Did the conquerors
with words! draw near,
heap
Their spoils lrere ? Y es; and in yon field
CIX.
below,
Admire, exnlt, despise, laugh, weep,—for
A thousand years of sileneed factions
here
sleep—
There is such matter for all feeling:—
The Forum, where the immortal accents
Man!
glow,
Thou pendulum betwixt a smile and tear,
And still the eloqüent air breatlres—burus
Ages and realms are crowded in tlris span,
with Cicero!
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CXIII.
The field of freedom, faetion, fame, and
blood:
Here a proud people’s passions were exhaled,
From the first hour of empire in the bud
To that when further worlds to conquer
fail’d ;
But long before had Freedom’s face been
veil’d,
And Auarchy assumed her attributes;
Till every lawless soldier who assail’d
Trod on the trembling senate’s slavish
mutes,
Or raised the venal voice of baser prostitutes.

CXVII.
Fantastically tangled: the green hills
Are clothed with early blossoms, through
the grass
The quick-eyed lizard rustles, and the bilis
Of summer-birds sing welcome as ye pass;
Flowers fresh in hue, and many in their
class,
Implore the pausing step, and with then’
dyes,
Dance in the soft breeze in a fairy mass ;
The sweetness of the violet’s deep blue eyes,
Kiss’d by the breath of heaven seems colour’d
by its skies.

exvm.

Here didst thou dwell, in this enehanted
CXIV.
cover,
Then tum we to her latest tribune’s ñame,
Egeria! thy all heavenly bosom beating
From her ten thousand tyrants turn to thee,
For the far footsteps of thy mortal lover;
Redeemer of dark centuries of shame—
The purple Midnight veil’d that mystic
The friend of Petrarch—hope of Italy—
meeting
Rienzi! last of Romans! While the tree
With her most starry canopy, and seating
Of freedom’s wither’d trunk puts forth
Thyself by thine adorer, what befell ?
a leaf
This cave was surely shaped out for the
Even for thy tomb a garland let it be—
greeting
The forum’s Champion, and the people’s
Of an enamour’d Goddess, and the cell
ehief—
Haunted by holy Love—the earliest oracle!
Her new-born Numa thou—with reign, alas !
too brief.
CXIX.
CXV.
Egeria! sweet creation of some heart
Which found no mortal resting-place so fair
As thine ideal breast; wliate’er thou art
Or wert,—a young Aurora of the air,
The nympholepsy of some fond despair;
Or, it might be, a beauty of the earth,
Who found a more than common votary
there
Too much adoring; whatsoe’er thy birth,
Thou wert a beautiful thought, and softíy
bodied forth.

And didst thou not, thy breast to his
replying,
.
Blend a celestial with a human heart;
And Love, which dies as it was born, in
sighing,
Share with immortal transports? could
thine art
Make them indeed immortal, and impart
The purity of heaven to earthly joys,
Expel the venoni and not blunt the dart—
The dull satiety which all destroys—
And root from out the soul the deadly weed
which cloys ?

CXX.
CXVI.
Alas! our young affections run to waste,
The mosses of thy fountain still are
Or water but the desert; whence arise
sprinkled
But weeds of dark luxurianee, tares of
With thine Elysian water-drops; the face
haste,
Of thy cave-guarded spring with years
Rank at the core, thongli tempting to the
uuwrinkled,
eyes,
Refiects the meek-eyed genius of the place,
Flowers whose wild odours breathe but
Whose green, wild margin now no more
agonies,
erase
And trees whose gurns are poisons; such
Art’s Works; nor must the delicate waters
the plants
sleep,
Which spring beneath her steps as Passion
Prison’d in marble, bubbling from the base
flies
Of the cleft statue, with a gentle leap
O’er the world's wilderness, and vainly pants
The rill runs o’er, and round fern, flowers,
For some celestial fruit forbidden to our wants.
and ivy creep,
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CXXI.
CXXV.
Oli Love! no habitant of earth thou art—
Few—none—find what tliey love or conld
An nnseen seraph, we believe in thee,—
liare loved,
A faith whose martyrs are tire broken
Though accident, blind contact, and the
heart,—
strong
But never yet hatli seen, ñor e’er shall see
Necessity of loving, have removed
The naked eye, thy form, as it should he;
Antipathies—but to recur, ere long,
The mind hath made thee, as it peopled
Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong;
heaven,
And Circumstance, that unspiritual god
Even with its own desiring phantasy,
And miscreator, makes and lielps along
And to a thought sueh shape and' image
Our coming evils with a crutch-like rod,
giren,
Whose touch turns Hope to dust,—the dust
As haunts _ the unquencli’d soul—parch’d,
we all have trod.
wearied, wrung, and riven.
CXXVI.
Our life is a false nature: ’tis not in
cx x n .
The harmony of things,—this hard decree,
Of its own beauty is the mind diseased,
Tliis uneradicable taint of sin,
And fevers into false creation:—where,
This boundless upas, this all-blasting tree,
Where are the forms the sculptor’s soul
Wliose root is earth, whose leaves and
hath seiz’d ?
branches be
In him alone. Can Nature show so fair ?
The skies which rain their plagues on men
Where are the charms and virtues which
like dew—
we daré
Disease, death, bondage—all the woes we
Conceive in boyhood and pursue as men,
see,
The unreach’d Paradise of our despair,
And worse, the woes we see not—which
Which o’er-informs the pencil and the pen,
throb through
And orerpowers the page where it would
The immedicable soul, with heart-aches ever
bloom again ?
new.
CXXIH.
cxxvn.
Who loves, raves—’t is youtk's frenzy—but
Yet let us ponder boldly—’t is a base
the cure
,
Abandonment of reason to resign
Is bitterer still, as chann by charra unOur riglit of thought—our last and only place
winds
Of refuge; this, at least, shall still be
Which robed our idols, and we see too sure
mine:
Ñor worth ñor beauty dwells from out the
Though from our birth the faculty divine
mind’s
Is chain’d and tortured—cabin’d, cribb’d,
Ideal shape of such; yet still it binds
confined,
The fatal spell, and still it draws us on,
And bred in darkness, lest the truth should
Reaping the whirlwind from the oft-sown
shine
winds;
Too brightly on the unprepared mind,
The stubborn heart, its alcliemy begun,
The beam pours in, for time and skill will
Seeras ever near the prize—wealthiest wlien
couch the blind.
most undone.

cxxvm .

CXXIV.
Arches on arches 1 as it were that Rome,
We wither from our youth, we gasp away—
Collecting the chief trophies of her line,
Sick—sick; unfound the boon, unslaked
Would build up all her triumplis in one
the thirst,
dome,
Though to the last, in verge of our decay,
Her Coliseum stands; the moonbeams
Some phantom lures, such as we sought at
shine
first—
As ’twere its natural torches, for divine
But all too late,—so are we doubly curst.
Should be the light which streams here to
Love, fame, ambition, avarice—’tis the
illume
same,
This long-explored but still exhaustless
Each idle, and all ill, and none the worst—
mine
For all are meteors with a different ñame,
Of contemplation; and the azure gloom
And Death tlie sable smoke where vanishes Of an Italian night, where the deep skies
the ñame.
assume
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cxxxrn.
CXXIX.
It is not that I may not have incurr’d
Hues which have words, and speak to ye
For my ancestral faults or mine the wound
of heaven,
I bleed withal, and, had it been conferrld
Floats o’er this vast and wondrous monu
With a just weapon, it had flow’d unbound;
ment,
But now my blood shall not sink in the
And shadows forth its glory. There is given
ground;
ITnto the things of earth, which Time hath
To thee I do devote it—thou shalt take
bent,
The vengeanee, which shall yet be sought
A spirit’s feeling, and where he hath leant
and found,
His hand, but broke his scythe, there is a
Which
if I have not taken for the sake---power
But
let
that pass—I sleep, but thou shalt yet
And magic in the ruin’d battlement,
awake.
For which the palace of the present hour
Must yield its pomp, and wait till ages are its
CXXXIV.
dower.
And if my voice break forth, ’t is not that
now
CXXX.
I shrink from what is suffer’d : let him
Oh Time! the beautifier of the dead,
speak
Adorner of the ruin, comforter
Who hath beheld decline upon my brow, _
And only healer when the heart hath bled;
Or
seen
my mind’s convulsión leave it
Time! the corrector where our judgments
weak;
err,
But in this page a record will I seek.
The test of truth, love—solé philosopher,
Not in the ah shall these my words dis
For all beside are sophists—from thy thrift,
perse,
Which never loses though it doth defer—
Though I be ashes; a far hour shall wreak
Time, the avenger 1 unto thee I lift
The deep prophetic fulness of this verse,
Mv hands, and eyes, and heart, and crave of
And pile on human heads the mountain of
thee a gift:
my curse!
CXXXI.
cxxxv.
Amidst this wreck, where thou hast made a
That curse shall be Forgiveness—Have
slrrine
I not—
And temple more divinely desolate,
Hear me, my mother Earth! behold it,
Among thy mightier offerings here are mine,
Heaven!
Ruins of years, though few, yet full of fate:
Have I not had to wrestle with my lot ?
If thou hast ever seen me too elate,
Have
I not suffer’d things to be forgiven ?
Hear me not; but if calmly I have borne
Have I not had my brain sear’d, my heart
Good, and reserved my pride against the
riven,
líate
Hopes sapp’d, ñame blighted, Life’s life
Which shall not whelm me, let me not
lied away ?
have worn
And only not to desperation driven,
This iron in my soul in vain—shall they not
Because not altogether of such clay
mourn ?
As rots into the souls of those wlioin I
CXXXII.
survey.
And thou, who never yet of human wrong
CXXXVI.
Left the unbalanced scale, great Nemesis!
From mighty wrongs to petty perfidy
Here, where the ancient paid thee homage
Have I not seen what human things could
long—
do?
Thou who didst cali the Furies from the
From the loud roar of foaming calumny
abyss,
To the small whisper of the as paltry few,
And round Orestes hade them howl and
And subtler venom of the reptile crew,
hiss
The Janus glance of whose significant eye,
For that unnatural retribution—just,
Learning to lie with silence, would seem
Had it but been from hands less near—in
true,
this
And witliout utterance, save the shrug or
Thy former realrn, I cali thee from the
sigb,
dust!
Dost thou not hear my heart?—Awake! Deal round to liappy fools its speechless
obloquy.
thou shalt, and must.
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And through his side the last drops, ebbing
cxxxvn .
slow
But I llave lived, and have not lived in
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one,
vain:
Like the first of a thunder-shower; and
My mind may lose its forcé, my blood its
now
fire.
The arena swims around him—he is gone,
And my frame pensil even in conquering Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hail'd
pain;
the wretch who won.
But there is that withiu me which shall
tire
CXLI.
Torture and Time, and breathe when I
expire;
He heard it, but he heeded not—his eyes
Something unearthly, which they deem
Were with his heart, and that was far
not of,
away;
Bike the remember’d tone of a mute lyre,
He reck’d not of the life he lost ñor prize,
Shall on their soften’d spirits sink, and
But where his rude hut by the Danube lay,
move
There were his young barbarians all at
In hearts all rocky now the late remorse of
play,
love.
There was their Dacian mother—he, their
sire,
CXXXVIII.
Butcher’d to make a Eoman holiday—
The seal is set.—Now welcome, thou dread
All tliis rush’d with his blood—Shall he
power 1
expire
Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, which liere And unavenged ? A lise! ye Goths, and glut
your iré'
Walk’st in the shadow of the midnight
hour
With adeep awe, yet all distinet from fear;
CXLII.
Thy haunts are ever where the dead walls
But here, where Murder breathed her
rear
bloody steam;
Their ivy mantles, and the solemn scene
And here, where buzzing nations choked
Derives from thee a sense so deep and
the ways,
clear
And roar’d or murmur'd like a mountain
That we become a part of what has been,
stream
And grow unto the spot, all-seeing but
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays;
unseen.
Here, where the Eoman million’s blame or
praise
CXXXIX.
Was death or life, the playthings of a
And here the buzz of eager nations ran,
crowd,
In murmur’d pity, or loud-roar'd applause,
My voice sounds much—and fall the stars’
As man was slaughter’d by his fellowfaint rays
man.
On the arena void—seats crush'd—walls
And wherefore slaughter’d? wherefore,but
bow’d—
because
And galleries, where my steps seem echoes
Snch were the bloody Circus’ genial laws,
strangely loud.
And the imperial pleasure.—Wherefore
not?
cxLin.
What matters where we fall to fill the
maws
A ruin—yet what ruin! from its mass
Of worms—on battle-plains or listed spot?
Walls, palaces, half-cities, have been rear’d;
Both are but theatres where the chief actors
Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass,
rot.
And marvel where the spoil could have
appear’d.
Hatli it indeed been plunder’d, or but
CXL.
clear’d ?
I see before me the Gladiator lie :
Alas I developed, opens the decay,
He leans upon his haud—his mauly brow
When the colossal fabric’s form is near’d :
Consents to death, but conquers agony,
It will not bear the brightness of the day,
And his droop’d head sinks gradually Which streams too much on all years, man,
low—
have reft away.
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CXLVni.
CXLIV.
There is a dungeon, in whose dim drear
But when the rising moon begins to climb
light
Its topmost arch, and gently pauses there;
What do I gaze on ? Nothing: Look again!
When the stars twinkle through the loops
Two forms are slowly shadow’d on my
of time,
sight—
And the lownight-breezewaves along the air
Two insulated phantoms of the braiu:
The garland-forest, which the gray walls
It is not so; I see them full and plain—
wear,
Au oíd man, and a female young and fair,
Like laureis on the bald first Cassar’s liead;
Fresh as a nursing mother, in whose vein
When the light shines serene but doth not
The blood is nectar:—but what doth she
glare,
there,
Then in this magic circle raise the dead:
With
her unmantled neck, and bosom wliite
Heroes have trod this spot—’tis on their
and bare ?
dust ye tread.
CXLIX.
CXLV.
Full
swells
the
deep
puré fountain of young
“ While stands the Coliseum, Eome shall
life,
stand;
Where
on
the
heart
and
from the heart we
“ When falls the Coliseum, Eome shall fall;
took
“ And when Eome falls—the World.”
Our first and sweetest nurture, when the
From our own land
wife,
Thus spake the pilgrims o’er this mighty wall
Blest into mother, in the innocent look,
In Saxon times, which we are wont to cali
Or even the piping cry oí lips that brook
Ancient; and these three mortal things
No pain and small suspense, a joy perceives
are still
Man knows not, when from out its cradled
On their foundations, and unalter’d a ll;
nook
Eome and her Euin past Bedemption’sskill,
Shé sees her little bud put forth its leaves—
The World, the same wide den—of thieves,
What may the fruit be yet? I know not—
or what ye will.
Cain was Eve’s.
CXLVI.
CL.
Simple, erect, severe, austere, sublime—
But here youth offers to oíd age tne food,
Shrine of all saints and temple of all gods,
The milk of his own g ift: it is her siró
From Jove to Jesús—spared and blest by
To whom she renders back the debt of blood
time;
Born with her birth. No; he shall not
Looking tranquillity, while falls or nods
expire
Arch, empire, each thing round thee, and
While in those warm and lovely veins the
man plods
fire 1
His way through thorns to ashes—glorious
Of health and lioly feeling can provide
dome!
Great
Nature’s Nile, whose deep stream
Shalt thou not last? Time’s scythe and
rises higher
tyrants’ rods
Than Egypt’s river: from that geutle side
Shiver upon thee—sanctuary and borne
Of art and piety—Pantheon 1—pride of Eome 1 Drink, drmk and live, oíd man! Heaven’s
realm holds no sucli tide.
CXLVH.
CLI.
Belic of nobler days, and noblest arts!
The starry fable of the milky way
Despoil’d yet perfect, with thy circle
Has not thy story’s purity; it is
spreads
A constellation of a sweeter ray.
A holiness appealing to all hearts—
And sacred Nature triumphs more in this
To art a model; and to him who treads
Eeverse of her decree, than in the abyss
Eome for the sake of ages, Glory sheds
Where sparkle distant worlds:— Oh, holiest
Her light through thy sole aperture; to
nurse!
those
No drop of that clear stream its way shall
Who worship, here are altars for their
miss
beads;
To thy sire’s heart, replenishing its source
And they who feel for genius may repose
Their eyes on honour’d forms, whose busts With life, as our freed souls rejoin the uni
verse.
around them cióse.
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All musical in its immensities;
CLII.
líich marbles, richer painting — shrines
Tum to the mole wliicli Hadrian rear’d on
where fíame
high,
The lamps of gold-and haughty dome
Imperial mimic of old Egypt’s piles,
which «63
Colossal copyist of deformity
In air withEarth’s chief structures, though
Wliose travell’d phantasyfrom the far Nile’s
their frame
Enonnous model, doom’d the artist’s toils
To huild for giants, and for his vain earth, Sits on the firm-set ground, and this the
clouds must clahn.
His slirunkeu ashes, raise this dome: How
smiles
CLvn.
The gazer’s eye with philosophic mirth,
Thou seest not all; but piecemeal thou
To yiew the liuge design which sprung from
must break,
sueh a birth!
To separate contemplation, the great whole;
CLIII.
And as the oeeau many bays will make
That ask the eye—so here condense thy
Bnt lo ! the dome—the vast and wondrous
soul
dome,
To more immediate objects, and control
To which Diana’s marvel was a celi—
Thy thoughts until thy mind liath got by
Christ’s mighty slirine above his martyr’s
heart
tomb!
Its
eloqüent proportions, and unroll
I have beheld the Ephesian’s miracle;—In mighty graduations, part by part,
' Its columns strew the wilderness, and dwell
The glory which at once upon thee did not
The hyoana and the jackal in their shade;
dart,
I have beheld Sopliia’s bright roofs swell
Their glittering mass i ’ the sun, and have
CLVHI.
survey’d
Its sanctuary the wliile the usurping Moslcm
Not by its fault—but thine: Our outward
pray’d ;
sense
CLIV.
Is but of gradual grasp—and as it is
That what wc have of feeling most in
But thou, of temples old, or altars new,
tense
Standest alone, with nothing like to thee—
Outstrips our faint expression; even so
Worthiest of God, the holy and the true.
this
Since Zion’s desolation, when that He
Outshining and o’erwlielming edifice
Forsook his former city, what could be,
Pools
our fond gaze, and greatest of the
Of earthly structures, in his honour piled,
great
Of a sublimer aspect ? Majesty,
Defies at first our Nature’s littleness,
Power, Glory, Strength, and Beauty all
Till, growing with its growtli, we thus
are aisled
dilate
In this eternal ark of worship undefiled.
Our spirits to the size of that they contem
plate.
CLV.
Enter: its grandenr overwhelms thee not;
C'LIX.
And wliy ? It is not lessen’d ; but thy mind,
Then pause, and he enlighten’d ; there is
Expanded by the genius of the spot,
more
Has grown colossal, and can only find
In such a survey than the sating gaze
A fit abode wlierein appear enslirined
Of wonder pleased, or awe which would
Thy hopes of immortality; and thou
adore
Shalt one’day, if found worthy, so defined,
The worship of the place, or the mere
See thy God face to face, as thou dost now
praise
His Holy of Holies, nor be blasted by his brow.
Of art and its great masters, who could
CLYI.
raise
Thou movest, but increasing with the adWhat former time, nor skill, nor thought
vance,
could plan;
Like climbing some great Alp, which still
The fountain of sublimity displays
doth rise,
Its deptli, and thence may draw the mind
Deceived by its gigautic elegance;
of man
Vastness which grows, but grows to har- Its golden sands, and learn what great conmonise—
ceptions can.

i

Canto IV.J

(Ptfgrimage.

241

His wanderings done, his visions ebbing
CLX.
fast,
Or. turning to the Vatiean, go see
And he himself as nothing:—if he was
Laoeoon’s torture dignifying pain—•
Aught but a phantasy, and could be class'd
A father’s love and mortal’s agony
With forms which live and suffer—let that
With an immortal’s patience blending:
pass—
Vain
His
shadow fades away into Destruction’s
The struggle; vain, against the coiling
mass.
strain
And gripe, and deepening of the dragon’s
CLXV.
gi'asp,
Which gathers shadow, substance, life, and
The old man’s clench; the long envenom’d
aU
chain
That we inlierit in its mortal sliroud,
Bivets the living links,—the enonnous asp
And spreads the dim and universal pall
Enfoi’ces pang on pang, and stifles gasp on
Through which all things grow pliantoms;
gasp.
and the cloud
CLXI.
Between us sinks and all which ever glow’d,
TiU
Glory’s self is twilight, and displays
Or view the Lord of the unerring bow,
A melanclioly halo scarce aUow’d
The God of life, and poesy, and light—•
To bover on the verge of darkness; rays
The Sun in human limbs array’d, and brow
Sadder than saddest night, for they distract
All radiant from his triumpk in the fight;
the gaze,
The shaft hath just been shot—the arrow
bright
CLXVI.
With an immortal’s vengeance: in his eye
And send us prying into the abyss,
And nostril beautiful disdam, and migkt
ï o gather what we shall be when the frame
And majesty, flash their full liglitnings by,
Sliall be resolved to something less than
Developing in that one glance the Deity.
this
Its wretched essence; and to dream of
CLXl·l.
fame,
But in his delicate form—a dream of Love,
And wipe the dust from off the idle name
Skaped by some solitary nymph, whose
Wenevermore shall hear,—but never more,
breast
Oh, happier thought! can we be made the
Long’d for a deathless lover from above,
same;
And madden’d in that visión—are exprest
It
is enough in sooth that once we bore
AU that ideal beauty ever bless’d
The mind with in its most unearthly mood, These fardéis of the heart—the heart whose
sweat was gore.
When each conception was a lieavenly
guest—
A ray of inunortality—and stood
Starlike, around, until they gather’d to a
god!
CLXIH.
And if it be Prometheus stole from Heaven
The fire which we endure, it was repaid
By liim to whom the energy was given
Which this poètic marble hath array’d
With an eternal glory—which, if made
By human hands, is not of human thought;
And Time himself hath hallow’d it, nor laid
One ringlet üi the dust—nor hath it cauglit
A tinge of years, but breathes the flame with
which ’twas wrought.
CLXIV.
But where is he, the Pilgrim of my song,
The being who uplield it through the past ?
Methinks lie cometh late and tarries long.
He is no more—these breathings are his
last;

CLXVII.
Hark! forth from the abyss a voiceproceeds,
A long low distant murmur of dread sound,
Such as arises when a nation bleeds
With some deep and immedicable wound;
Through storm and darkness yawns the
rending ground,
The gulf is thick with phantoms, but the
chief
Seems roya! still, though with her head
discrown’d,
And pale, hut lovely, with maternal grief
She clasps a babe, to whom her breast yields
no relief.
CLXVHI.
Scion of chiefs and monarchs, where art
thou ?
Fond hope of many nations, art thou dead ?
Could not the grave forget thee, and lay
low
Some less majestic, less beloved head ?

242

QjSjwon’e QSorib.

In the sad midnight, while thy heart still
bled,
The mother of a moment, o’er thy boy,
Death hush’d that pang for ever: with thee
fled
The present happiness and promised joy
Which fill’d the imperial isles so full it
seem’d to cloy.
CLXIX.
Peasants bring forth hi safety.—Can it
be,
Oh thou that wert so happy, so adored !
Those who weep not for kings shnll weep
for thee,
And Freedom’s heart, grown heavy, eease
to hoard
Her many griefs for On e ; for she had
pour’d
Her orisons for thee, and o’er thy head
Bekeld her Ii'is.—Tlíou, too, lonely lord,
And desolate consort—vainly wert thou
wedl
The husband of a year! the father of the
dead!
CLXX.
Of sackcloth was thy wedding garment
niade;
Thy bridaí’s fruit is ashes: in the dust
The fair-hair’d Daughter of the Isles is
laid,
The love of millions! How we did intrust
Futurity to her 1 and, though it must
Darken above our bones, yet fondly deem'd
Our children should obey her child, and
bless’d
Her and her hoped-for seed, whose promise
seem’d
Lite stai’s to shepherd's eyes:— 'twas but a
meteor beam’d.
CLXXI.

[Canto IV.

CLXXH.
These migbt have been her destiny; but
no,
Our hearts deny i t : and so young, so fair,
Good without effort, great without a foe;
But now a bride and mother—and now
there !
How many ties did that stern moment
tear!
From thy Sire’s to his humblest subject's
breast
Is link’d the electric chain of that despair,
Whose shock was as an earthquake’s, and
opprest
The land which loved thee so that none
could love thee best.

C Lxxni.
Lo, Nemi! navell’d in the woody bilis
So far, that the uprooting wind which tears
The oak from his foundation, and which
spills
The ocean o'er its boundary, and bears
Its fonn against the skies, reluctant spares
The oval mirror of thy glassy lake;
And calin as cherish’d hate, its surfaee
wears
A deep coid settled aspect nougkt can
shake,
All coil’d into itself and round, as sleeps tlie
snake.

CLXXIV.
And near, Albano’s scarce dividcd waves
Shhie from a sister v a lle y a n d afar
The Tiber winds, and the broad ocean laves
The Latían coast where sprung the Epic
war,
“ Arms and the man,” whose re-ascending
star
Bose o’er an empire:—but beneath thy
riglit
Tully reposed from Borne;—and where
yon bar
^^Of girdling mountains intercepta the sight
The Sabine farni was till’d, the weary bard’s
delight.

Woe unto us, not her; for she sleeps w ell:
The fickle reek of popular breatl), the
tongue
CLXXV.
Of hollow counsel, the false oracle,
But I forget.—My Pilgrim’s shrine is won,
Which from the birth of monarchy hath
And he and I must part,—so let it be,—
rung
His task and mine alilce are nearly done;
Its knell in princely ears, till the o'erstung
Yet once more let us look upon the sea;
Nations have arm’d in madness, the strange
The midland ocean breaks on kim and me,
fate
And from the Alban Mount we now behold
Which tumbles mightiest sovereigns, and
Our friend of youth, that Ocean, which
hath flung
when we
Against their blind omnipoteuce a weight
Beheld it last by Calpe’s rock unfold
Within the opposing scale, which cruskes Those waves, we follow’d on till the dark
soon or late,—
Euxine roll’d
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CLXXVI.

CLXXX.

Upon the blue Symplegades: long years—
Long, though not very many—since have
done
Their work on both; some suíïering aud
some tears
Have left us nearly where we had begun ;
Yet not in vain our mortal race hath run;
We have had our reward, and it is here,—
That we can yet feel gladden’d by the sun,
And reap from earth, sea, joy almost as
dear
As if there were no man to trouble what is
clear.

His steps are not upon thy paths —thy
fields
Are not a spoil for him,—thou dost arise
And shake him from thee; the vile strength
he wields
For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise,
Spurning him from thy bosom to the skies,
And send’st him, shivering in thy playfnl
spray
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies
His petty hope in some near port or bay,
And dashest him again to earth:—there let
him lay.

CLXXVII.
Oh 1 that the Desert were my dwellingplace,
With one fair Spirit for my minister,
That I might all forget the human race,
And, hating no one, love but only her 1
Ye elements 1—in whose ennobling stir
I feel myself exalted—Can ye not
Accord me such a being ? D o l err
In deeming such inhabit many a spot ?
Though with tkern to converse can rarely be
our lot.
CLXXVIII.
There is a pleasuro hi the pathless woods,
There is a rapture ou the lonely skore,
There is society, where none intrudes,
By the deep Sea, and music in its roar:
I love not Man the less, but Nature more,
From these our interviews, in which I steal
From all I may be, or have been before,
To mingle with the Universe, and feel
What I can ne’er express,yet caunot all conceal.

CLXXXI.
The armaments which thunderstrike the
walls
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble hi their capitals,
The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make
Their clay creator the vain title take
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war—
These are thy toys, and, as the snowy
flake,
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which
mar
Alike the Armada’s pride or spoils of Tra
falgar.
CLXXXII.

Thy shores are empires, changed in all
save thee—
Assyria, Greece, Borne, Cartkage, what are
they?
Thy wàters wash’d them power while they
were free,
And many a tyrant since; their shores
obey
CLXXIX.
The stranger, slave, or savage; their decay
Has dried up realms to deserts:—not so
Boll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean—
thou;—
roll!
Unchangeable, save to thy wild waves’ play,
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in
Time
writes 110 wrmkle on thine azure
vain;
brow:
Man marks the earth with ruin—his con
Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest
trol
now.
Stops with the shore; upon the watery
plain
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth reCLXXXIII.
main
Thou
glorious
mirror,
where the Almighty's
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own,
form
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain,
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time,—
He smks into thy depths with bubbling
Calm or convulsed, in breeze, or gale, or
groan,
storm,
Without a grave, unknell’d, uncoffin’d, and
Icing the pole, or in the tòrrid clime
unknown.
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Dark-heaving — boundless, endless, and
My midnigkt lamp—and wbat is writ, is
sublime,
w rit;
Tbe image of eternity, tbe throne
Would it were worthier! but I am not
Of tbe Invisible; even from out tby slime
now
Tbe monsters of tbe deep are made; eacb
Tbat wbicb I bave been—and my visions
zone
Hit
Obeys tbee; tbou goest fortb, dread, fathomleas palpably before me—and tbe glow
less, alone.
Wbicb in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint,
and low.
CLXXXIV.
And I bave loved tbee, Oceanl and my joy
CLXXXVI.
Of youthful sports was on tby breast to be
Borne, bke tby bubbles, onward: from a boy
Farewell! a word that must be, and batb
I wanton’d with thy breakers—tbey to me
been—
Were a deligbt; and if tbe freshening sea
A sound whicb makes us linger ;—yet—
Made tbem a terror—’t was a pleasing fear,
farewell!
Por I was as it were a child of tbee,
Y e! wbo bave traced tbe Pilgrim to tbe
And trusted to tby billoivs far and near,
scene
And laid my band upon tby mane—as I do
Which is his last, ’if in your memòries
bere.
dwell
A tkought wbicb once was bis, if on ye
CLXXXV.
swell
My task is done, my song batb ceased, my
A single recollection, not in vain
tkeme
He wore his sandal-sboon and scallonHas died into an echo; it is fit
sbell;
Tbe spell sbould break of tbis protracted
Farewell! witb hira alone may rest tbe
dream.
pain,
Tbe torch shall be extinguisb’d wkich batb I f such tliere were—witb you, tbe moral of
lit
!
bis strain.
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“ One fatal remembrance—one sorrow that throws
Its bleak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes—
To which Life nothing darker ñor brighter can bring,
For which joy hath no balm—and affliction no sting.”—Moore.

TO

S A M U E L EOGERSj ESQ.
AS A SLIG H T BUT MOST SINCERE TOKEN OP ADM IRATION FOR H IS GENIU S, RESPECT FOR
H IS CHARACTER, AND G RATITU D E FOR H IS FRIE N D SH IP,

TH IS PRODUCTION IS INSCRIBED,
B Y H IS OBLIGED AND AFFECTIONATE SERVANT,

BYRON.
L

ondon ,

M a y, 1813.

___________________

ADVERTISEMENT.
T he tale which these disjointed fragments pre
sent is founded upon circumstances now less common in the East than formerly; either because the
ladies are more circumspect than in the “ olden
time,” or because the Christiana have better fortune,
or less enterprise.
The story, when entire, contained the adventures
of a female slave, who was thrown, in the Mussulman manner, into the sea for infldelity, and
avenged by a young Venetian, her lover, at the

time the Seven Islands were possessed by the
Republic of Yenice, and soon after the Arnauts
were beaten back from the Morea, which they had
ravaged for some time subsequent to the Russian
invasión. The desertion of the Mainotes, on being
refuscd the plunder of Misitra, led to the abandonment of that enterprise, and to the desolation of
the Morea; during which the cruelty exercised on
all sides was unparalleled even in the annals of
the faithful.

T H E GIAOTTR.
No breatb of air to break tbe wave
That rolla below tbe Atbenian’s grave,
That tomb wbicb, gleaming o’er the cliff,
First greets the homeward-veering skiff,
High o’er the land he saved in vain;
When sball such bero Uve again ?
Fair clime! where every season smiles
Beniguant o’er tbose blessed isles,
Which, seen from far Colonna’s height,
Make glad the beart tbat hails tbe sigbt,
And lend to loneliness delight.

Tbere mildly dimplmg, Ocean’s cheek
Keflects tbe tints of many a peak
Caugbt by tbe laughing tides tbat lave
These Edens of tbe eastern wave:
And if at times a transient breeze
Break tbe blue crystal of tbe seas,
Or sweep one blossom from the trees,
How welcome is eacb gentle air
That wakes and wafts the odours tbere!
For tbere tbe Bose, o’er crag or vale,
Sultana of tbe Nightingale,
Tbe rnaid for whom bis melody,
His tbousand songs are heard on high,
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Blooms blushing to lier loyer’s tale:
His queen, the gardeu queen, liis Bose,
Unbent by winds, unchill’d by snows,
Far from the winters of the west,
By every breeze and season blest,
Keturna the sweets by nature given
In softest incense back to heaven;
And grateful yielda that smiling sky
Her faireat hue and fragrant sigh.
And many a summer flower ia there,
And many a abade that love miglit share,
And many a grotto, meant for rest,
ïhat holds the pírate for a guest ;
Whose bark in sheltering cove below
Lurks for the passing peaceful prow,
Till the gay mariner’s guitar
Is beard, and seen the evening star;
Then stealing with the muffled oar,
Far shaded by the rocky sliore,
Eush the night-prowlers on the prey,
And turn to groans bis roundelay.
Strange—that where Nature loved to trace.
As if for gods, a dwelling-place,
And every charm and grace hath mix’d
Within the paradise she fix’d,
There man, enamour’d of distress,
Should mar it into wilderness,
And trample, brnte-like, o’er each flower
That taska not one laborious hour;
Ñor claims the culture of his hand
To bloom along the fairy laúd,
But springs as to preelude his care,
And sweetly woos him—but to spare I
Strange—that where all is peace beside,
There passion riots in her pride,
And lust and rapiñe wildly reign
To darken o’er the fair domain.
It is as though the fiends prevail'd
Against the seraphs they assail’d,
And, fix'd on heavenly thrones, should dwell
The freed inheritors of hell;
So soft the scene, so form’d for joy,
So curst the tyrants that destroy!
He who hath bent him o’er the dead
Ere the first day of death is fled,
The first dark day of nothingness,
The last of danger aud distress,
(Before Decay’s effacing fiugers
Have swept the lines where beauty lingera,)
And mark’d the mild angelic air,
The rapture of repose tliat’s there,
The fix’d yet tender traits that streak
The languor of the placid clieek,
And—but for that sad shrouded eye,
That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now,
And but for that cliill, changeless brow,
Where coid Obstruction’s apathy
Appals the gazing mourner’s heart,
As if to him it could impart

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upou;
Yes, but for these and these alone,
Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour,
He still might doubt the tyrant’s power;
So fair, so calm, so softly seal’d,
The first, last look by death reveal’d !
Such is the aspect of this shore;
’T is Greece, but living Greece no more 1
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair,
We start, for soul is wanting there.
Hers is the loveliness in death,
That parts not quite with parting breath;
But beauty with that fearful bloom,
That hue which haunts it to the tomb,
Expression’s last receding ray,
A gilded halo hovering round decay,
The farewell beam of Feeling pass’d away!
Sparkof that fíame,perchanceofheavenlybirth,

Which gleams, but warms no more its cherish’d earth!
Clime of the unforgotten brave!
Whose land from plain to mountain-cave
Was Freedom’s lióme or Glory’s grave!
Shrine of the mighty! can it be,
That this is all remains of thee ?
Approach, thou craven crouching slave:
Say, is not this Thermopylas ?
These waters blue that round you lave,—
Oh servile offspring of the free,
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this ?
The gulf, the rock of Salamis!
These scenes, their story not unknown,
Arise, and make again your own;
Snatch from the ashes of your sires
The embers of their former fires;
And he who in the strife expires
Will add to theirs a ñame of fear
That Tyranny sliall quake to hear,
And leave his sons a hope, a fame,
They too will rather die than shame:
For Freedom’s battle once begun,
Bequeath’d by bleeding Sire to Son,
Though bafíled oft is ever won.
Bear witness, Greece, thy living page!
Attest it many a deathless age!
While kings, in dusty darkness hid,
Have left a nameless pyramid,
Thy heroes, though the general dooin
Hath swept the column from their tomb,
A mightier monument command,
The mouutains of their native land !
There points thy Muse to stranger’s eye
The graves of those that cannot die !
’T were long to tell, and sad to trace,
Each step from splendour to disgrace;
Enough—no foreign foe could quell
Thy soul, till from itself it fe ll;
Yes Self-abasement paved the way
To villain-bonds and despot sway.

(Staouf.
What can he tell who treads thy shore ?
No legend of tliine olden time,
No theme on which the Muse might soar
High as thine own in days of yore,
When man was worthy of thy clime.
The liearts within thy valleys bred,
The fiery souls that might have led
Thy sons to deeds sublime,
Now crawl from eradle to the grave,
Slaves—nay, the bondsmen of a slave,
And callous, save to crime;
Stain’d with each evil that pollutes
Mankind, where least above the brutes;
Witkout even savage virtue blest,
Without one free or valiant breast,
Still to the neighbouring ports they waft
Proverbial wiles and ancient craft;
In this the subtle Greek is found,
For this, and this alone, renown’d.
In vaiu might Liberty invoke
The spirit to its bondage broke,
Or raise the neck that courts the yoke:
No more her sorrows I bewail,
Yet this will be a mournful tale,
And they who listen may believe,
Who heard it first liad cause to grieve.
Far, dark, along the blue sea glancing,
The shadows of the rocks advancing
Start on the fisher’s eye like boat
Of island-pirate or Mamóte;
And fearful for his light caique,
He shuns the near but doubtful creek :
Though worn and weary with his toil,
And cumber’d with his scaly spoil,
Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oar,
Till Port Leoue’s safer shore
Keceives him by the lovely light
That best becomes an Eastern niglit.
Who tliundering comes on blackest steed,
With slacken’fl bit and hoof of speed ?
Beneath tlie clattering iron’s sound
The cavern’d echoes wake around
In lash for lash, and bound for bound;
The foam that streaks the courser’s side
Seems gather’d from the ocean-tide:
Though weary waves are sunk to rest,
There ’s none within his rider’s breast;
And though to-morrow’s tempest lower,
’Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour!
I know thee not, I loathe thy race,
But in thy lineaments I trace
What time shall strengthen, not efface:
Though young aud palé, that sallow front
Is scathed by fiery passion’s brunt;
Though bent 011 earth thine evil eye,
As meteor-like thou glidest by,
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Bight well I view and deem thee one
Whom Othman’s sons should slay or sliun.
On—on he hasten'd, and lie drew
My gaze of wonder as he flew:
Though like a demon of the night
He pass’d, and vanish’d from my sight,
His aspect and his air impress’d
A troubled memory on my breast,
And long upon my startled ear
Bung his dark courser’s hoofs of fear.
He spurs liis steed; he nears the steep,
That, jutting, shadows o’er tile deep;
He winds around; he hurries by ;
The rock relieves him from mine eye;
For well I ween unwelcome he
"Whose glauce is fix’d on those that flee;
And not a star but shines too briglit
On him who takes such timeless flight.
He wound along; but ere he pass’d,
One glance he snatch’d, as if his last,
A moment check’d his wlieeling steed,
A moment breathed him from bis speed,
A moment on his stirrup stood—
Why looks he o’er the olive wood ?
The crescent glimmers on the bilí,
The Mosque’s high lamps are quivering still:
Though too remote for sound to wake
In echoes of the far tophaike,
The flashes of each joyous peal
Are seen to prove the Moslem’s zeal.
To-night, set Bhamazani’s sun;
To-night, the Bairam feast’s begun;
To-night—but who aud what art thou
Of foreign garb aud fearful brow ?
And what are these to thine or tliee,
That thou shouldst either pause or flee ?
He stood—some dread was on his face,
Soon Hatred settled in its place :
It rose not with the reddening flush
Of transient Anger’s hasty blush,
But palé as marble o’er the tomb,
Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom.
His brow was bent, his eye v'as glazed;
He raised his arm, and fiercely raised,
And sternly shook his hand on high,
As doubting to return or fly ;
Impatient of his flight delay’d,
Here loud his raveu charger neigh’d—
Down glanced that hand, and grasp'd his
blade;
That sound liad burst his waking dream,
As Slumber starts at owlet’s scream,
The spur hath lanced his courser’s sides;
Away, away, for life he rides:
Swift as the hurl’d on high jerreed
Springs to tlie toucli his startled steed:
The rock is doubled, and the shore
Shakes with tlie clattering tramp no more ••
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The crag is won, no more is seeu
His Christian crest and haughty mien.
’Twas but an instant he restrain’d
That fiery barb so sternly rein’d ;
’T was but a moment that he stood,
Then sped as if by deatli pursned;
But in that instant o’er his soul
Winters of Memory seem’d to roll,
And gather in that drop of time
A life of pain, an age of crime.
O’er him who loves, or hates, or fears,
Such moment pours the grief of years :
What felt he then, at once opprest
By all that most distracts the breast ?
That pause, whicli ponder’d o’er his fate,
Oh, who its dreary length shall date!
Though in Times record nearly nought,
It was Eternity to Thought 1
For infinite as boundless space
The thought that Conscience must embrace,
Which in itself can comprehend
Woe without name, or hope, or end.

And oft upon his mother’s breast
That sound had hannonized his rest;
And oft had Hassan’s Youth along
Its bank been soothed by Beauty's song;
And softer seem’d each melting tone
Of Music mingled with its own.
But ne’er shall Hassan’s Age repose
Along the brink at twilight’s close:
The stream that fill’d that font is fled—
The blood that warm’d his heart is slied 1
And here no more shall human voice
Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice.
The last sad note that Swell’d the gale
Was woman’s wildest funeral wail:
That quench’d in silence, all is still,
But the lattice that flaps when the wind is
shrill:
Thongh raves the gust, and floods the
rain,
No hand shall close its clasp again.
On desert sands ’twere joy to sean
The rudest steps of fellow man,
So here the very voice of Grief
The hour is past, the Giaour is gone;
Might wake an Echo like relief—
And did he fly or fall alone ?
At least ’twould say, “ All are not gone;
Woe to that hour he came or went!
There lingers Life, though but in one ”—
The curse íor Hassan’s sin was sent
For many a gilded chamber’s there,
To turn a palace to a tomb;
Which Solitude might well forbear;
He came, he went, like the simoom,
Within that dome as yet Decay
That liarbinger of fate and gloom,
Hatli slowly work’d her cankering way—
Beneath whose widely-wasting breath
But gloom is gather’d o’er the gate,
The very cypress droops to death—
Nor there the Fakir’s self will wait;
Dark tree, stili sad when others’ grief is fled,
Nor there will wandering Dervise stay,
The only constant mourner o’er the dead!
For bounty clieers not his delay;
Nor there will weary stranger lialt
The steed is vanish’d from the stall;
To bless the sacred “ bread and salt.’’
No serf is seen in Hassan’s hall;
Alike must Wealth and Poverty
The lonely spider’s thin gray pall
Pass lieedless and unheeded by,
Waves slowly widening o’er the wall;
For Courtesy and Pity died
The bat builds in his haram bower,
With Hassan on the mountain side.
And in the fortress of his power
His roof, that refuge unto men,
The owl usurps the beacon-tower;
Is Desolation’s liungry den.
The wild-dog liowls o’er the fountain’s brim, The guest flies the hall, and the vassal from
With bafiled thirst, and famine, grim;
labour,
For the stream has shrunk from its marble Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's
bed,
sabre 1
Where the weeds and the desolate dust are
spread.
’T was sweet of yore to see it play
I hear the sound of Corning feet,
And chase the sultriness of day,
But not a voice mine ear to greet;
As springing high the silver dew
More near—each turban I can sean,
In whirls fantastically flew,
And silver-sheathed ataglian;
And flung luxurious coolness round
The foremost of the band is seen
The air, and verdure o’er the ground.
An Emir by his garb of green:
’Twas sweet, when cloudless stars were
“ Ho 1 who art thou ? ’’—“ Tliis low salani
bright,
Eeplies of Moslem faith I am.”
To view the wave of watery light,
“ The burthen ye so gently bear
And hear its melody by night.
Seems one that claims your utmost care,
And oft had Hassan’s Childhood play’d
And, doubtless, liolds some precious freight,
Around the verge of that Cascade;
My humble bark would gladly wait.’’

Cite (Btaour.
“ Thou speakest sootli: thy skiff unmoor,
And waft us from the silent shore ;
Nay, leave the sail still furl’d, and ply
The nearest oar that’s scatter’d by,
And midway to those rocks where sleep
The channell’d waters dark and deep.
Best from your task—so—bravely done,
Our course’ has been right swiftly run;
Yet ’tis the longest voyage, I trow,
That one of—
.
.
.
.
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And every woe a tear can claim
Except an erring sister’s sliame.

The Mind, that broods o’er guilty woes,
Is like the Scorjiion girt by fire;
In circle narrowing as it glows,
The flames around their captive close,
Till inly search’d by thousand throes,
And maddening in her iré,
One sad and solé relief slie knows,
The sting slie nourish’d for her foes,
Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank,
Whose venom never yet was vain,
The calm wave rippled to the bank;
Gives but one pang and cures all pain,
I watch’d it as it sank, methought
And
darts into her desperate brain:
Some motion from the current canght
So do the dark in soul expire,
Bestirr’d it more,—’twas but the beam
Or live like Scorpion girt by fire;
That checker’d o’er the living stream:
So writhes the mind líemorse hath riven,
I gazed, till vanishing from view,
Unfit for eartli, undoom’d for heaven,
Like lessening pebble it withdrew;
Darltness above, despair beneath,
Still less and less, a speck of white
That gemm’d the tide, tlien mock’d the sight; Around it fíame, within it death !
And all its hidden secrets sleep,
Known but to Genii of the deep,
Which, trembling in tlieir coral caves,
Black Hassan from the Haram flies,
They daré not whisper to the waves.
Nor bends on woman’s form his eyes ;
The unwonted chase each hour employs,
Yet shares he not the hunter’s joys.
As rising on its purple wing
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly
The insect queen of eastern spring,
When Leila dwelt in his Serai.
O’er emerald meadows of Kashmeer
Doth Leila there no longer dwell ?
Invites the young pursuer near,
That tale can only Hassan tell:
And leads him on from flower to flower
Strange rumours in our city say
A weary chase and wasted hour,
Upon that eve she fled away
Then leaves him as it soars on high, .
When Bhamazan’s last sun was set,
With panting heart and tearful eye:
And flashing from each minaret
So Beauty lures the full-grown child,
Millions of lamps proclaim’d the feast
With hue as bright, and wing as wild;
Of Bairam througli the boundless East.
A chase of idle liopes and fears,
’Twas then she went as to the batli,
Begun in folly, closed in tears.
Which Hassan vainly search’d in wrath;
If won, to equal ills betray’d,
For she was flown her master’s rage
Woe waits the insect and the maid;
In likeness of a Georgian page,
And far beyond the Moslem’s power
A life of pain, the loss of peace,
From infant’s play, and man’s caprice:
Had wrong’d him with the faithless Giaour.
Somewliat of this had Hassan deem’d ;
The lovely toy so fiercely sought
Hath lost its charm by being caught,
But still so fond, so fair she seem’d,
For every toucli that woo’d its stay
Too well he trusted to the slave
Whose treachery deserved a grave:
Hath brush’d its briglitest hues away,
Till charm, and hue, and beauty gone,
And on that eve had gone to mosque,
’T is left to fly or fall alone.
And thenee to feast in his kiosk.
With wounded wing, or bleeding breast,
Such is the tale his Nubians tell,
Who did not watch their charge too well;
A h ! wdiere shall eitlier victim rest ?
Can this with faded pinion soar
But others say, that on that night,
By palé Phingari’s trembling light,
From rose to tulip as before ?
The Giaonr upon his jet-black steed
Or Beauty, blighted in an hour,
Find joy within ber broken bower ?
Was scen, but seen alone to speed
With bloody spur along the shore,
N o : gayer inseets fluttering by
Nor maid nor page beliind him bore.
Ne’er droop the wing o’er those that die,
And lovelier things llave merey shown
To every failing but their own,
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Her eye’s dark cliarm ’twere vain to tel],
AA'hicli still, though gemm’d and boss’d with
But gaze on tliat of tlie Gazelle,
gold,
It wül assist thy faney w ell;
Even robbers tremble to behold.
As large, as languisliingly darle,
’T is said he goes to woo a bride
Bnt Soní beam’d forth in every spark
More true than her who left his side;
That darted from beneath the lid,
The faithless slave tliat broke her bower,
Bright as the jewel of Giamschid.
And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour !
Tea, Soul, and should our proiihet say
That form was nought but breathing clay,
By Alia I I would answer nay;
The sun's last rnys are on the hill,
Though on Al-Sirat’s arch I stood,
And sparkle in the fountain rill,
Whicli totters o’er the fiery tíood,
AVhose welcome wàters, cool and clear,
With Paradise within my view,
Draw blessings from the mountaineer:
And all his Houris beckoning throngh.
Here may the loitering merchant Greek
Oh I who young Leila’s glance could read
Find that repose ’twere vain to seek
And keep tliat portion of his creed
In cities lodged too near his lord,
Which saith that woman is bnt dnst,
And trembling for his secret hoard—
A soulless toy for tyrant’s lust ?
Here may he rest where none can see,
On her miglit Muftis gaze, and own
In crowds a slave, in deserts frec;
That throngh her eye the Immortal shone;
And with forbidden wine may stain
On her fair cheek’s unfading hne
The bowl a Moslem must not drain.
Theyoung pomegranate’s blossoms strew
Their bloom in bluslies ever new;
Her hair in hyacinthine flow,
The foremost Tartar ’s in the gap
AVhen left to roll its folds below,
Conspicuous by his yellow cap;
As midst her handmaids in the hall
The rest in lengthening line the while
She stood superior to them all,
Wind slowly through the long defile:
Hath swept the marble where her feet
Above, the mountain rears a peak,
Gleam’d whiter than the mountain sleet
AVhere vultures whet the thirsty beab,
Ere from the cloud that gave it birth
And theirs may be a feast to-night,
It fell, and caught one stain of earjth.
Shall tempt tliem down ere morrow’s light;
The cygnet nobly walks the water ;
Beneath, a river’s wintry stream
So moved on earth Circassia’s daughter,
Has shrmik before the summer beam,
The loveliest bird of Eranguestan!
And left a channel bleak and bare,
As rears her crest the ruffled Swan,
Save shrubs that spring to perisli there ;
And spurns the waves with wings of pride, Each side the midway path there lay
AVhen pass the steps of stranger man
Small brolten crags of granite gray,
Along the banks that bomid her tide;
By time, or mountain Hghtning, riven
Thus rose fair* Leila’s wliiter neck
Fi-om summits ciad in mists of heaven ■
Thus arm’d with beauty would she check
For where is he that hath beheld
Intrusión’s glance, till Eolly’s gaze
The peak of Liakura unveil’d ?
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise.
Thus high and graceful was her gait;
Her heai-t as tender to her mate ;
, Jí^ey l'each the grove of pine at last;
Her mate—stern Hassan, who was he ?
“ Bismillah I now the peril’s past;
Alas! that name was not for thee!
For yonder view the opening plain,
And there we ’ll prick our stceds amain : ”
The Chiaus spake, and as he said,
Stern Hassan hath a journey ta’en
A bullet wlústles o’er his head ;
With twenty vassals in his train,
The foremost lartar bites the gi'ound !
Each arm’d, as best becomes a man,
Scarce had tliey time to check the rein,
With arquebuss and ataghan ;
Swift from their steeds the riders bomid ;
The cliief before, as deck’d for war,
But three shall never mount again: ’
Bears in his belt the scimitar
Unseen the foes that gave the womid,
Stain’d with the best of Arnant blood
The dying ask revenge in vain.
'
Wlien in the pass the rebels stood, ’
With Steel unsheath’d, and carbine hent,
And few return’d to teli the tale
Some o er their courser’s harness leant,
Of what befell in Parne’s vale.
Half shelter’d by the steed ;
The pistols which his girdle bore
Some fiy behind the nearest rock,
Were thone that once a pasba wore,
And there await the coming shock,
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Ñor tamely stand to bleed
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen,
Who dare not quit their craggy screen.
Stern Hassan only from his horse
Disdains to light, and keeps his course,
Till fiery flashes in the van
Proclaim too sure the robber-clan
Have well secured the only way
Could now avail the promised prey ;
Tken curl’d his very beard with ire,
And glared his eye with fiercer fire;
“ Though far and near the bullets hiss,
I ’ve scaped a bloodier hour than this.”
And now the foe their covert quit,
And call his vassals to submit;
But Hassan’s frown and furious word
Are dreaded more than hostile sword,
Ñor of his little band a man
Kesign’d carbine or ataghan,
Nor raised the craven cry, Amaun 1
In fuller sight, more near and near,
The lately ambusli’d foes appear,
And issuing from the grove, advance
Some who on battle-charger prance.
AVho leads them on with foreign brand
Far flashing in his red right hand ?
“ ’Tis he ! ’tis he ! I know liim now;
I know him by his pallid brow;
I know him by the evil eye
That aids his envious treachery;
I know him by his jet-black barb ;
Though now array’d in Arnaut garb,
Apostate from his own vile faith,
It shall not save him from the deat'h:
’Tis he! well met in any hour,
Lost Leila’s love, accursed Giaour ! ”

Though few the numbers—theirs the strife,
That neither spares nor speaks for life!
A h ! fondly youtkful hearts can press,
To seize and sliare the dear caress ;
But Love itself could never pant
For all tliat Beauty sighs to grant
With half the fervour Hate bestows
Upon the last embrace of foes,
Wlien grappling in the figlit they fold
Tliose arms tliat ne’er shall lose their
hold:
Friends meet to part; Love laughs at faith;
True foes, once met, are join’d till death!

As rolls the river into ocean,
In sable torrent wildly streaming;
As the sea-tide’s opposing motion,
In azure column proudly gleaming,
Beats baclt the current many a rood,
In curling foam and mingling flood,
AVhile eddying whirl, and brealdng wave,
Boused by the blast of winter, rave;
Through sparkling spray,in tliundering clash,
The lightnings of the wàters flash
In awful whiteness o’er the shore,
That shines and shakes beneath the roar;
Thus—as the stream and ocean greet,
With waves that madden as tliey meet—
Thus join the bands, whom mutual wrong,
And fate, and fury, drive along.
The bickering sabres’ shivering ja r;
And pealing wide or ringing near
Its echoes on the throbbing ear,
The deathshot hissing from afar;
The shock, the shout, the groan of war,
Reverberate along that vale,
More snited to the shepherd’s tale:

“ Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the ivave,
But his shall be a redder grave;
Her spirit pointed w'ell the steel
AVhich taught that felón hcart to feel.
He call’d the Propliet, but his power
AVas vain against the vengeful Giaour:
He call’d on Alia, but the word
Aróse unheeded or unheard.
Thou Paynim fool I could Leila’s prayer
Be pass’d, and thine accorded there ?
I watch’d my time, I leagued with these,
The traitor in his turn to seize;
My wrath is wreak’d, the deed is done,
And now I go—but go alone.”

AVitli sabre shiver’d to the hilt,
Yet dripping with the blood he spilt;
Yet strain’d within the sever’d hand
AVhich quivers round that faithless brand;
His turban far behind him roll’d,
And cleft in twain its firmest fold;
His flowing robe by falchion torn,
And crimson as those clouds of morn
That, streak’d with dusky red, portend
The day shall have a stormy end;
A stain on every bush that bore
A fragment of his palampore ;
His breast with wounds ummmber’d riven,
His back to earth, his face to heaven,
Fall’n Hassan lies—his unclosed eye
Yet lowering on his enemy,
As if the hour that seal’d his fate
Surviving left his quenchless hate ;
And o’er him bends that foe with brow
As dark as his that bled below.'—

The browsing camels’ bells are tinkling:
His mother look’d from her lattice liigh—
She saw the dews of eve besprinkling
The pasture green beneath her eye,
She saw the planets faintly twinkling :
“ ’Tis twilight—sure his train is nigh.”
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She could liot rest in the garden-bower,
But gazed throngh the grate of liis steepest
tower:
“ Why comes he not? liis steeds are fleet,
Nor slirink they from the summer heat;
Why sends not the Bridegroom his promised
gift?
Is his heart more cold, or his barb less
swift?
Oh, false reproach ! yon Tartar now
Has gain’d our nearest mountain’s brow,
And warily the steep descends,
And now within the valley bends ;
And he bears the gift at his saddle-bow—
How could I deem his courser slow ?
Right well my largess sliall repay
His welcome speed and weary way.”
The Tartar lighted at the gate,
But scarce upheld his fainting weight:
His swarthy visage spalce distress,
But this migkt be from weariness;
His garb with sanguine spots was dyed,
But these might be from liis courser’s side;
He drew the token from his vest—
Angel of Heath I ’tis Hassan’s cloven crest!
His calpac rent—his caftan red—
“ Lady, a fearful bride thy son hath wed:
Me, not from mercy, did they spare,
But this empurpled pledge to bear.
Peace to the brave ! whose blood is spilt:
Woe to the Giaour! for his the guilt.”
A turban carved in coarsest stone,
A pillar with rank weeds o’ergrown,
Whereon can now be scareely read
The Koran verse that mourns the dead,
Point out the spot where Hassan fell
A victim in that lonely dell.
There sleeps as true an Osmanlie
As e’er at Mecca bent the linee;
As ever scorn’d forbidden wine,
Or pray’d with face towards the slirine,
In orisons resumed anew
At solemn sound of “ Alia H u ! ”
Tet died he by a stranger’s hand,
And stranger in his native land ;
Yet died he as in arms he stood,
And unavenged, at least in blood.
But liim the maids of Paradise
Impatient to their halla invite,
And the dark lieaven of Houris’ eyes
On him shall glanoe for ever bright;
They come— their kerckiefs green they
wave,
And welcome with a kiss the brave !
Who falla in battle ’gainst a Giaour
Is worthiest an immortal bower.

But thou, false Infidel 1 shalt writhe
Beneath avenging Monkirls scythe;
And from its torment ’scape alone
To wander round lost Eblis’ throne ;
And fire unquench’d, unquenchable,
Around, witlíin, thy heart shall dweil;
Ñor ear can liear ñor tongue can tell
The tortures of that inward hell!
But first, on earth as Víimpire sent,
Thy corsé shall from its tomb be rent:
Then ghastly haunt thy native place,
And suck the blood of all thy race ;
There from thy daughter, sister, wife,
At midnight drain the stream of life ;
Yet loathe the banquet which perforce
Must feed thy livid living corsé :
Thy victima ere they yet expire
Shall know the demon for their sire,
As cursing thee, thou cursing them,
Thy flowers are wither’d on the stem.
But one that for thy crime must fall,
The youngest, most beloved of all,
Shall bless thee with a father’s ñame—
That word shall wrap thy heart in fíame I
Yet must thou end thy task, and mark
Her cheek’s last tinge, her eye’s last spark,
And the last glassy glance must view
Which freezes o’er its lifeless blue ;
Then with unhallow’d hand shalt tear
The tresses of her yellow hair,
Of which in life a lock when shorn,
Affection’s fondest pledge was worn,
But now is borne away by thee,
Memorial of thine agony!
Wet with thine own best blood shall drip
Thy gnashing tootli and haggard lip ;
Then stalking to thy sullen grave,
Go—and with Gouls and Afrits rave;
Till these in horror shrink away
From spectre more accursed than they 1
“ How ñame ye yon lone Caloyer?
His features I llave scann’d before
In mine own land: ’tis many a year,
Since, dashing by the lonely shon,
I saw him urge as fleet a steed
As ever served a horseman’s need.
But once I saw that face, yet then
It was so mark’d with inward pain,
I could not pass it by again ;
It breathes the same dark spirit now,
As death were stamp’d upon his brow.

“ ’Tis twice three years at summer tide
Since first among our freres he carne;
And here it soothes him to abide
For some dark deed he will not ñame.
But never at our vesper prayer,
Ñor e’er before confession clmir
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Kneels he, ñor recks he when arise
Incense or authem to the skies,
But broods within his cell alone,
His faith and race alike unknown.
The sea from Paynim land he crost,
And here ascended from the coast;
Yet seems he not of Othman race,
But only Christian in his face:
I ’d judge him some stray renegade,
Bepentant of the change he made,
Save that he shuns our holy shrine,
Ñor tastes the sacred bread and wine.
Great largess to these walls he brought,
And thus our abbot’s favour bought;
But were I prior, not a day
Should brook such stranger’s further stay,
Or pent within our penance cell
Should doom him there for aye to dweil.
Much in his visions mutters he
Of maiden whelm’d beneath the sea ;
Of sabres clashing, foemen flying,
Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying.
On cliff he hath been known to stand,
And rave as to some bloody hand
Fresh sever’d from its parent lirnb,
Invisible to all but him,
Whicli beckons onward to his grave,
And lures to leap into the wave.”
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Time hath not yet the features fix’d,
But brighter traits with evil mix’d ;
And there are hues not always faded,
Which speak a mind not all degraded
Even by the criines through which it waded:
The coinmon crowd but see the gloom
Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom;
The cióse observer can espy
A noble soul, and lineage high:
Alas! though both bestow’d in vain,
Which Grief could change, and Guilt could
stain,
It was no vulgar tenement
To which such lofty gifts were lent,
And still with little less than dread
On such the siglit is riveted.
The roofless cot, decay’d and rent,
Will scarce delay the passer by ;
The tower by war or tempest bent,
Wliile yet may frown one battlement,
Demands and daunts the stranger’s eye ;
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone,
Pleads haughtily for glories gone 1

His floating robe around him folding,
Slow sweeps he through the column’d aislé;
With dread beheld, with gloom beholding
The rites that sanctify the pile.
But when the anthem shakes the choir,
And kneel the monks, his steps retire;
By yonder lone and wavering torch
His aspect glares within the porch;
Dark and unearthly is the scowl
There will he pause till all is done—
That glares beneath his dusky cowl.
And hear the prayer, but utter none.
The flash of that dilating eye
See—by the half-illumined wall
Reveáis too much of times gone b y ;
His hood fly back, his dark hair fall,
Though varying, indistinct its hue,
That palé brow wildly wreathing round,
Oft will his glance the gazer rué,
As if the Gorgon there had bound
For in it lurks that nameless spell,
The sablest of the serpent-braid
Which speaks, itself unspeakable,
That o’er her fearful forehead straykl:
A spirit yet unquell’d and high,
I For he declines the convent oath,
That claims and keeps ascendeney;
And leaves those locks unhallow’d growth,
And like the bird whose pinions quake,
But wears our garb in all beside;
But cannot fly the gazing snake,
And, not from piety but pride,
Will others quail beneath his look,
Ñor ’scape the glance they scarce can brook. Gives wealth to walls that never heard
Of his one holy vow ñor word.
From him the half-affrighted Friar
Lo 1—mark ye, as the harmony
When met alone would fain retire,
Peáis louder praises to the sky,
As if that eye and bitter smile
That livid clieek, that stony air
Transferr’d to others fear and guile:
Of mix’d defiance and despair!
Not oft to smile descendeth he,
Saint Francis, keep him from the shrine!
And when he doth ’tis sad to see
Else may we dread the wratli divine
That he but mocks at Misery.
Made manifest by awful sign.
How that palé lip will curl and quiver!
If ever evil ángel bore
Then fix once more as if for ever;
The form of mortal, such he wore;
As if his sorrow or disdain
By all my hope of sins forgiven,
Forbade him e’er to smile again.
Such looks are not of earth ñor heavenl”
Well were it so—such ghastly mirth
From joyaunce ne’er derived its birth.
To love the softest hearts are prone,
But sadder still it were to trace
But such can ne’er be all his own;
What once were feelings in that face:
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Too tirnid in his woes to stare,
Too meek to meet, or brave despair;
And sterner kearts alone may feel
The wound that time can never keal.
The rugged metal of tke mine
Must burn before its surface shine,
Bat plunged within the furnace-flame,
It bends and melts—tliough still tbe same;
Tlien temper’d to thy want, or will,
’Twill serve thee to defend or kill;
A breastplate for thine hour of need,
Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed;
Bat if a dagger’s form it bear,
Let those who shape its edge beware i
Tlius passion’s fire, and woman’s art,
Can turu and tame the sterner heart;
From these its form and tone are ta’en,
And wkat they make it, must remain,
Bat break—before it bend agaiu.
I f solitude succeed to grief,
Kelease from pam is slight relief;
The vacant bosom’s wilderness
Might thank the pang that made it less.
We loathe what none are left to sliare:
Even bliss—’twere woe alone to bear;
The heart once thus left desolate
Must fly at last for ease—to hate.
It is as if the dead could feel
The icy worm around them steal,
And shudder, as the reptiles creep
To revel o’er their rottmg sleep,
Without the power to scare away
The cold consumers of their clay!
It is as if the desert bird,
AVkose beak uulocks her bosom’s stream
To still her famisli’d nestlings’ scream,
Nor mourns a life to them trausferr’d,
Should rend her rash devoted breast,
And find them flown her empty nest.
The keenest pangs the wretcked find
Are rapture to the dreary void,
The leafless desert of the mind,
The waste of feelings unemploy’d.
Who would be doom’d to gaze upon
A sky without a cloud or sun ?
Less hideous far the tempest’s roar
Than ne’er to brave the hillows more—
Thrown, when tlie war of winds is o’er,
A lonely wreek on fortune’s shore,
’Mid sullen calm, and silent bay,
Unseen to drop by dull decay;—
Better to sink beueatli the shock
Thau moulder piecemeal on the rock !
“ Fatlier! thy days have pass’d in jieace,
’Mid counted heads, and countless prayer;
To bid the sins of others cease,

Thyself without a crime or care,
Save transient ills that all must bear,
Has been thy lot from youth to age ;
And thou will bless thee from the rage
Of passions fierce and uncontroll’d,
Such as thy penitents unfold,
Whose secret sins and sorrows rest
Within thy pure and pitying breast.
My days, though íew, have pass’d below
In much of joy, but more of woe;
Yet still in kours of love or strife,
l ’ve ’scaped the weariness of life :
Now leagued with friends, now girt hy
foes,
I loatked the languor of repose.
Now notking left to love or hate,
No more with hope or pride elate,
I ’d ratker be the thing that crawls
Most noxious o’er a dungeon’s walls,
Than pass my dull, unvarying days,
Condemn’d to meditate and gaze.
Yet, lurks a wish within my breast
For rest—but not to feel ’tis rest.
Soon shall my íate that wish fulill;
And I shall sleep without the dream
Of what I was, and would be still,
Dark as to thee my deeds may seem :
My memory now is but the tomb
Of joys long dead; my hope, their doom:
Though better to have died with those
Than bear a life of lingeriug woes.
My spirit shrunk not to sustain
The searching throes of ceaseless pain;
Nor sought the self-accorded grave
Of ancient fool and modern knave:
Yet death I have not fear’d to meet;
And in the field it had been sweet,
Had danger woo’d me on to move
The slave of glory, not of love.
I ’ve braved it—not for konour’s boast;
I smile at laureis won or lost;
To such let others carve their way,
For high renown, or hireling pay:
But place again before my eyes
Aught that I deem a worthy prize—■
The maid I love, the man I hate—■
And I will kunt the steps of fate,
To save or slay, as these require,
Tkrougk rending Steel and rolling fire :
Nor need’st thou doubt tkis speech from
one
■Who would but do—what he hath done.
Death is but what the haughty brave,
The weak must bear, the wretch must
crave;
Tlien let life go to Him who gave:
I have not quail’d to danger’s brow
When high and happy—need I now ?

(Staour.
“ I loved her, Friar ! nay, adored—
But these are words that all can use—
I proved it more in deed than word;
There ’s blood upon that dinted sword,
A stain its Steel can never lose:
’T was shed for her, who died for me,
It warm’d the heart of one abhorr’d :
Nay, start not—no—nor bend thy knee,
Nor midst my sins such act record;
Thou wilt absolve me from the deed,
For he was hostile to thy creed 1
The very name of Nazarene
Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen.
Ungrateful foo l! since butffbr hrands
Well wielded in some liardy hands,
And wounds by Galileans given,
The surest pass to Turkisk heaven,
For him his Houi'is still might wait
Impatient at the Prophet’s gate.
I loved her—love will find its way
Throughpaths where wolves wouldfear toprey;
And if it dares enough, ’twere liard
If passion met not some reward—
No matter how, or where, or why,
I did not vainly seek, nor sigh :
Yet sometimes, with remorse, in vaiu
I wish she had not loved again.
She died—I dare not teli thee how;
But look— ’tis written on my brow!
There read of Cain the curse and crime,
In ckaracters unworn by time:
Still, ere thou dost condenan me, pause;
Not mine the act, though I the cause.
Y’et did lie but what I had done
Had she been false to more than one.
Faithless to him, he gave the blow;
But true to me, I laid him low :
Howe’er deserved her doom might he,
Her treackery was trutk to m e;
To me she gave her heart, that all
Which tyraimy can ne’er entliral:
And I, alas! too late to save!
Yet all I then could give, I gave,
’T was some relief, our foe a grave.
His death sits ligktly; but her fate
Has made me—what thou well may’st hate.
His doom was seal’d—he knew it well,
Warn’d by the voice of stern Takeer,
Deep in whose darkly boding ear
The deathsliot peal’d of murder near
As filed the troop to where they fe ll!
He died too in the battle broil,
A time that heeds nor pain nor toil;
One cry to Makomet for aid,
One prayer to Alia all he made :
He knew and cross’d me in the frayI gazed upon him where he lay,
And watch’d his spirit ebb away;
Though pierced like pard by hunter s Steel,
He felt not kalf that now I feel.
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I searck’d, but vainly search’d, to find
The workings of a wounded mind;
Each feature of that sullen corsé
Betray’d his rage, but no remorse.
Oh, what had Vengeance given to trace
Despair upon his dying face 1
The late repentance of that hour,
When Penitence hath lost her power
To tear one terror from the grave,
And will not soothe, and cannot save.
“ The cold in clime are cold in blood,
Their love can scarce deserve the name;
But mine was like the lava flood
That boils in iEtna’s breast of flame.
I cannot prate in puling strain
Of ladye-love and beauty’s cliain:
I f ckanging cheek, and scorcliing vein,
Lips taught to writke, but not eomplain,
I f bursting heart, and madd’ning brain,
And daring deed, and vengeful Steel,
And all tliat I have felt, and feel,
Betoken love—that love was mine,
And skown by niany a bitter sigin
’Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh,
I knew hut to obtain or die.
I die—but first I have possess’d,
And come what may, I have leen bless’d.
Shall I the doom I sought upbraid ?
No—reft of all, yet undismay’d
But for the thought of Leila slain,
Give me the pleasure with the pain,
So would I live and love again.
I grieve, but not, my holy guide!
For him who dies, but her who died:
She sleeps beneatk the wandering wave—
Ah! had she but an eartkly grave,
This breaking heart and throbbing head
Should seek and skare her narrow bed.
She was a form of life and light,
That, seen, became a part of sight;
And rose, where’er I turn’d mine eye,
The Morning-star of Memory!
“ Yes, Love indeed is light from hea
ven ;
A spark of that immortal fire
AVith àngels shared, by Alia given,
To lift from earth our low desire.
Devotion wafts the mind above,
But Heaven itself descends in love ;
A feeling from the Godhead caught,
To wean from self each sòrdid thought;
A Bay of him who form’d the whole;
A Glory circling round the soul!
I grant my love imperfect, all
That mortals by the name miscall;
Then deem it evil, what thou w ilt;
But say, oh say, hers was not guilt!
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She was my life’s unerring light:
That quench’d, what beam shall break my
night ?
Oh! would it shone to lead me still,
Although to death or deadliest i l l !
Why marvel ye, if they who lose
This present joy, this future bope,
No more with sorrow meekly cope;
In phrensy then their fate accuse;
In madness do those fearful deeds
That seem to add but guilt to woe ?
Alas! the breast that irily bleeds
Hath nought to dread fi’om outward
blow:
Who falls from all he knows of bliss,
Cares little into what abyss.
Fierce as the gloomy vulture’s now
To thee, oíd man, my deeds appear:
I read abhorrence on thy brow,
And this too was I born to bear!
’Tis true, tliat, like that bird of prey,
With havoc have I mark’d my way:
But this was taught me by the dove,
To die—and know no second love.
This lesson yet hath man to learn,
Taught by the thing he dares to spurn:
The bird that sings within the brake,
The swan that swims upon the lake,
One mate, and one alone, will take.
And let the fool still prone to range,
And sneer on all who cannot cliange,
Partake his jest with boasting boys;
I envy not his varied joys,
But deem such feeble, heartless man
Less than yon solitary swan;
Far, far beneatli the shallow maid
He left believing and betray’d.
Such shame at least was never mine—
Leila I each thought was only thine!
My good, my guilt, my weal, my woe,
My liope on high—my all below.
Earth holds no other like to thee,
Or, if it dotli, in vain for me:
For worlds I dare not view the dame
Resembling thee, yet not the same.
The very crimes that mar my youtli,
This bed of death—attest my truth 1
’Tis all too late—tliou wert, thou art
The cherish’d madness of my heart!
“ And she was lost—and yet I breathed,
But not the breath of human life :
A serpent round my heart was wreathed,
And stung my every thouglit to strife.
Alike all time, abhorr’d all place,
Sliudderiug I shrunk from Nature’s face,
Wbere every hue that charm’d before
The blackness of my bosom wore.
The rest thou dost already know,
And all my sins, and half my woe.

But talk no more of penitence;
Thou seest I soon skall part from henee :
And if thy koly tale were true,
The deed that ’s done canst thou undo ?
Think me not thankless—but this grief
Looks not to priesthood for relief.
My soul’s estáte in secret guess:
But wouldst thou pity more, say less.
Wlien thou canst bid my Leila live,
Then will I sue thee to forgive;
Then plead my cause in that high place
Where purchased masses proffer grace.
Go, wlien the hunter’s hand hath wrung
From forest-cave her shrieking young,
And calm the lonely liouess:
But soothe not—mock not my distress!
“ In earlier days, and calmer liours,
When heart with heart delights to blend,
Where bloom my native valley’s bowers,
I had—Ah! have I now ?—a friend!
To hhn this pledge I cliarge thee send,
Memorial of a youthful vow;
I would remind him of my end :
Though souls absorb’d like mine allow
Brief thought to distant friendskip’s claim,
Yet dear to him my blighted name.
’T is strange—he prophesied my doom,
And I have smiled—I then could smile—
When Prudence would his voice assume,
And warn—I reck’d not what—the while:
But now remembrance whispers o’er
Those accents scarcely mark’d before.
Say—that his bodings carne to pass,
And he will start to hear their trntli,
And wish his words had not been sooth:
Teli him, unlieeding as I was,
Tlirough inany a busy bitter scene
Of all our golden youth had been,
In pain, my faltering tongue had tried
To bless his memory ere I died;
But Heaven in wrath would turn away
I f Guilt should for the guiltless pray.
I do not ask him not to blame,
Too gentle he to wound my name;
And what have I to do with fame ?
I do not ask him not to mourn,
Such cold request miglit sound like scorn;
And what than friendship’s manly tear
May better grace a brotlier’s bier ?
But bear this ring, liis own of old,
And teli him—what thou dost behold!
The wither’d frame, the ruin’d mind,
The wraek by passion left behind,
A shiivell’d scroll, a scatter’d leaf,
Sear’d by the autumn blast of grief 1
•
•
•
.
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Alas! the dreamer first must sleep,
I only watch’d, and wish’d to weep,
But could not, for my burning brow
Tkrobb’d to the very brain as now:
I wish’d but for a single tear,
As something welcome, new, and dear :
I wish’d it then, I wish it still;
Despair is stronger than my will.
Waste not thine orison, despair
Is mightier than thy pious prayer:
I wrould not, if I might, be blest;
I want 110 paradise, but rest.
’Twas then, I teli thee, father! then
I saw lier; yes, she lived agam;
And shining in her white symar,
As tlirough yon pale gray cloud the star
Whicli now I gaze 011, as on her,
WI10 look’d and looks far lovelier ;
Dimly I view its trembling spark ;
To-morrow’s night shall be more dark;
And I, before its rays appear,
That lifeless thing the fiviíig fear.
I wander, father 1 for my soul
Is fleeting towards the final goal.
I 3aw her, friar 1 and I rose
Forgetful of our former woes;
And rushing from my coucli, I dart,
And clasp her to my desperate heart;
I clasp—ivhat is it that I clasp ?
No breathing form within my grasp,
No heart that beats reply to mine—
Yet, Leila 1 yet the form is thine 1
And art thou, dearest, changed so much
As meet my eye, yet mock my touch ?
Ali 1 w'ere thy beauties e’er so cold,
I care not so my arms enfold
The all they ever wish’d to hold.
Alas 1 around a shadow prest
They shrink upon my lonely breast;
Yet still ’tis there! In silence stands,
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And beckons with beseeching hands 1
With braided hair, and bright-blaek eyeI knew ’t was false—she could not die!
But he is dead 1 within the dell
I saw him buried where he fe ll;
He comes not, for he cannot break
From earth; why then art thou awake ?
They told me wild waves roll’d above
The face I view, the form I love;
They told me—’t was a hideous tale 1—
I ’d teli it, but my tongue would fail:
I f true, and from thine oceau-cave
Thou com’st to claim a calmer grave,
Oh 1 pass thy dewy fingere o’er
This brow that then will burn no more;
Or place them on my liopeless heart:
But, sliape or shade I whate’er thou art,
In merey ne’er again depart 1
Or farther with thee bear my soul
Than winds can waft or wàters roll 1

“ Such is my name, and such my tale.
Confessor 1 to thy secret ear
I breathe the sorrows I bewail,
And thank thee for the generous tear
This glazing eye could never shed.
Then lay me with the liumblest dead,
And, save the cross above my head,
Be neither name nor emblem spread,
By prying stranger to be read,
Or stay the passing pilgrim’s tread.”
He pass’d—nor of liis name and raeo
Hath left a token or a trace,
Save what the father must not say
WI10 shrived him 011 his dying day:
This broken tale was all we knew
Of her he loved, or him he slew.

u Teli me no more of fancy’s gleam,
No, father, no, ’t was not a dream;
K
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“ Had we never loved so kindly,
Had we never loved so blindly,
Never met or never parted,
We had ne’er been broken-hearted.”—B u r n s .

TO

THE RIGHT H OK

LORD HOLLAND,

TH IS TA LE IS INSCRIBED,
W IT H EV E R Y SENTIM ENT OF REGARD AND RESPECT,
BY H IS G R A TE FU LLY OBLIGED AND SINCERE FRIEND,

BYKON.

Canto the First.
I.
K now ye the land where the cypress and
myrtle

Are emblems of deeds tliat are done in their
eliine ?
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the
turtle,

Oh! wild as the accents of lovers* farewell
Are the liearts which they bear, and the tales
which they tell.
H.
Begirt with many a gallant slave,
Apparell’d as becomes the brave,
Awaiting each his lord’s behest
ï o guide his steps, or guard his rest,
Oíd Giaffir sate in his Divan:
Deep thought was in his aged eye;
And though the face of Mussulman
Not oft betrays to standers by
The mind within, well skill’d to bidé
All but uneonquerable pride,
His pensive eheek and pondering brow
Did more than he was wont avow.

Now melt into sorrow, now madden to
crime!
Know ye the land of the cedar and vine,
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams
ever shine;
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppress’d
with perfume,
m.
Wax faint o’er the gardens of Gúl in lier
“ Let the chamber be elear’d.”—The train
bloom;
disappear’d.—•
Where the citrón and olive are fairest of
“ Now cali me thechiefof the Haram guard.”
fruit,
And the voice of the nightingale never is With Giaffir is none but his only son,
And the Nubiau awaiting the sire’s award.
mute:
“ Haroun—when all tlie crowd that wait
Where the tinta of the earth, and the hues of
Are pass'd beyond the outer gate,
the aky,
(Woe to the liead whose eye beheld
In colour though varied, in beauty may
My child Zuleika’s face unveil’d !)
vie,
Henee, lead my daughter from her tower ■
And the purple of ocean is deepest in dye;
Her fate is fix’d this very hour:
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they
Yet not to her repeat my thought;
twine,
By me alone be duty taught! ”
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine ?
’Tis the clime of the East; ’t is the land of
“ Pacha! to hear is to obey.”
the Sun—
No more must slave to despot say—
Can he smile on such deeds as his ckildren
Then to the tower had ta’en his way,
kave done ?

But here young Selim silence brake,
First lowly rendering reverence meet;
And downcast look’d, and gently spake,
Still standing at the Pacha’s feet:
Por son of Moslem must expire,
Ere dare to sit before his sire !
“ Father! for fear that thou sliouldst chide
My sister, or her sable guide,
Know—for the fault, if fault there be,
Was mine, then fall thy frowns on me—
So lovelily the morning shone,
That—let the oíd and weary sleep—
I could not; and to view alone
The fairest scenes of land and deep,
With none to listen and reply
To thoughts with which my heart beat high
Were irksome—for whate’er my mood,
In sooth I love not solitude;
I on Zuleika’s slumber broke,
And, as thou knowest that for me
Soon turns the Haram’s grating key,
Before the guardián slaves awoke
We to the cypress groves had flown,
And made earth, mam, and heaven our
ownl
There linger’d we, beguiled too long
With Mejnoun’s tale, or Sadi’s song;
Till I, who heard the deep tambour
Beat thy Divan’s approaching hour,
To thee, and to my duty true,
Warn’d by the sound, to greet thee flew:
But there Zuleika wanders yet—
Nay, Father, rage not—ñor forget
That none can pierce that secret bower
But those who watch the women’s tower.”
IV.
“ Son of a slave ” —the Pacha said—
“ From unbelieving mother bred,
Vain were a father’s liope to see
Aught that beseems a man in thee.
Thou, when tliine arm should bend the
bow,
And hurí the dart, and curb the steed,
Thou, Greek in soul if not in creed,
Must pore where babbling waters flow,
And watch unfolding roses blow.
Would that yon orb, whose matin glow
Thy listless eyes so mucli admire,
Would lend thee something of his fire!
Thou, who wouldst see tliis battlement
By Christian cannon piecemeal rent;
Nay, tamely view oíd Stambol’s wall
Before the dogs of Moseow fall,
Ñor strike one stroke for life and death
Against the curs of Nazareth!
Go—let thy less than woman’s hand
Assume the distaff—not the brand.
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But, Haroun!—to my daughter speed;
And hark—of tlnne own head take lieed'—
I f thus Zuleika oft takes wing—
Thou see’st yon bow—it hath a string! ”
V.
No sound from Selim’s lip was heard,
At least that met oíd Giaffir’s ear,
But every frown and every word
Pierced keener than a Christian’s sword.
“ Son of a slave!—reproack’d with fear!
Those gibes liad cost another dear.
S011 of a slave!—and who my sire ? ”
Thus held his thoughts their dark eareer;
And glances ev’11 of more tlian iré
Flash forth, then faintly disappear.
Oíd Giaffir gazed upon liis son
And started; for within liis eye
He read bow much his wrath had done ;
He saw rebellion there begun:
“ Come hither, boy—what, no reply ?
I mark thee—and I know thee too ;
But there be deeds thou dar’st not do:
But if thy beard liad maulier length,
And if thy hand had skill and streugth,
I ’d joy to see thee break a lance,
Albeit against my own perchance.”
As sneeringly these accents fell,
On Selim’s eye he fiereely gazed :
That eye return’d him glance for glance,
And proudly to liis sire’s was raised,
Till Giaffir’s quail’d and shrunk askance—
And why—he felt, but durst not tell.
“ Much I misdoubt tliis wayward boy
Will one day work me more annoy:
I never loved liim from his birth,
And—but liis arm is little worth,
And scarcely in the chase could cope
With timid fawn or antelope,
Far less would venture into strife
Where man contends for fame and life—
I would not trust that look or tone:
No—ñor tile blood so near my own.
That blood—he hath not heard—no more—
I ’ll watch him closer than before.
He is an Arab to my sight,
Or Christian crouching in the figlit—
But hark!—I hear Zuleika’s voice;
Like Houris’ hymn it meets mine ear:
She is the offspring of my choice;
Oh! more than ev’n her mother dear,
With all to hope, and nought to fear—
My P eri! ever welcome here!
Sweet, as the desert fountain’s wave
To lips just cool’d in time to save—
Such to my longing sight art thou;
Ñor can they waft to Mecca’s skrine
More tlianks for life, than I for thine,
Who blest thy birth and bless thee now.”
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VI.
Fair, as tlie first tbat fell of womankind,
Wben 011 tbat dread yet lovely serpent
smiling,
Whose irnage then ivas stamp’d upon ber
mind—
But once beguil’d—and ever more beguiling;
Dazzhng, as tbat, ob ! too transcendent visión
To Sorroiv’s phautom-peopled slumber
given,
Wben keart meets beart again in dreams
Elysian,
And paints the lost 011 Earth revived in
Heaven;
Soft, as tbe memory of buried love;
Eure, as tlie prayer ivliicb Childbood wafts
above,
Was she— the daughter of tbat rude old Cbief,
Wbo met tbe maid ivitb tears—but not of
grief.
"Wbo batb not proved boiv feebly words essay
To fix one spark of Beauty’s iieavenly ray ?
Wbo dotli not feel, until bis failing sigbt
Eaints into dimness ivitb its own deligbt,
His changing cbeek, bis sinking lieart confess
Tbe migbt, tbe majesty of Lovebness ?
Sucb ivas Zuleika, sucb arouud her shone
Tbe naineless cbarms unmark’d by her
alone—
Tbe ligbt of love, tbe purity of grace,
Tbe mind, tbe Music breathing from lier face,
Tbe beart whose softness barmonized tbe
ivhole,
And oh! tbat eye ivas in itself a Soul!
Her graceful arms in meekness bending
Across ber gently-buddiug breast;
At one kind ivord tbose arms extending
To clasp tbe neck of llim ivbo blest
His child caressing and carest,
Zuleika came—and Giafiir felt
His purpose half witliin bim melt:
Not tbat against ber fancied iveal
His beart thougli stern could ever feel;
Affection cbain’d ber to tbat beart;
Ambition tore tbe links apart.
vn.
“ Zuleika! child of gentleness!
How dear tbis very day must teli,
Wben I forget my oivn distress,
In losing ivkat I love so ivell,
To bid tliee ivitli anotber divell:
Anotber! and a braver man
Was never seen in battle’s van.
We Moslem reck not mucb of blood;
But yet tbe line of Carasman
Uncbanged, unchangeable batb stood

[Canto L

First of tbe bold Tnnariot bands
Tbat ivon and ivell can keep tbeir lands.
Enougb tbat be wbo comes to woo
Is kiusman of tbe Bey Oglou:
His years need scarce a thought employ;
I ivould not bave tbee wed a boy.
And thou shalt bave a noble dower:
And bis and my United power
Will laugb to scorn tbe death-firman,
Which others tremble but to sean,
And teacb tbe messenger wbat fate
Tbe bearer of sucb boon may ivait.
And noiv tbou know’st thy fatber’s ivill:
All tbat tby sex batb need to know:
’Tivas mine to teacb obedience still—
Tbe way to love, tby lord may show.”

vnx
In silence bow’d tbe virgin’s head;
And if ber eye was fill’d witb tears
Tbat stifled feeling dare not sbed,
And cbanged ber cbeek from palé to red,
And red to pale, as tkrough ber ears
Tbose winged words like arroivs sped,
Wbat could sucb be but maiden íears ?
So brigbt tbe tear in Beauty’s eye,
Love lialf regrets to kiss it dry;
So sweet tbe blusb of Basbfuluess,
Even Pity scarce cau ivisb it less!
Wbate’er it was tbe sire forgot;
Or if remember’d, mark'd it not;
Thrice clapp’d bis bands, and call’d bia
steed,
Besign’d bis gem-adorn’d cbibouijue,
And mounting featly for tbe mead,
Witb Maugrabee and Mamaluke,
His way amid bis Delis took,
To witness many an active deed
Witb sabre keen, or blunt jerreed.
Tbe Kislar only and bis Moors
Watcb ivell tbe Haram’s massy doors.
IX.
His head was leant upon bis haud,
His eye look’d o’er tbe dark blue water
Tbat swiftly glides and gently sivells
Between tbe winding Dardanelles;
But yet be saw nor sea nor strand,
Nor even bis Paclia's turban’d band
Mix in tbe game of mimic slaugbter,
Careering cleave tbe folded felt,
Witb sabre stroke right sharply dealt;
Nor mark’d tbe javelin-dartmg crowd
Nor beard tbeir Ollabs wild and loud—
He tbougbt but of old Giaffir’s daughter 1

X. '

No word from Selim’s bosom broke;
One sigb Zuleika’s tbougbt bespoke:

Canto I.]

O ? »*** O f <H6 p iO 0 .

Still gazed be tlirougb tbe lattice grate,
Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate.
To bim Zuleika’s eye was turn’d,
But little from his aspect learn’d :
Equal ber grief, yet not tbe same;
Her beart confess’d a gentler flame:
But yet that beart, alarm’d or iveak,
She knew not ivhy, forbade to speak.
Yet speak she must—but wben essay ?
“ How strange be tbus sbould turn away!
Not tbus ive e’er before bave met;
Nor tbus sball be our parting yet.”
Tbrico paced sbe slowly througb the room,
And ivatòb’d bis eye—it still ivas fix’d :
Sbe snatch’d the urn wherein ivas mix’d
Tbe Persian Atar-gul’s perfume,
And sprinkled all its odours o’er
Tbe pictured roof and marble fioor:
Tbe drops, tbat througb bis glittering vest
Tbe playful gn-l's appeal address’d,
Unlieeded o’er bis bosom flew,
As if that breast ivere marble too.
“ Wbat, sullen yet ? it must not be—
Ob! gentle Selirn, tbis from tbee! ”
Sbe saw in curious order set
Tbe fairest flowers of eastern land—
“ He loved tbem once; may toucb them yet,
I f offer’d by Zuleika’s hand.”
Tbe cbildish thought was bardly breatbed
Before tbe rose was pluck’d and wreatked;
The next fond moment saiv ber seat
Her fan-y form at Selim’s feet:
“ Tbis rose to calm my brotber’s cares
A message from tbe Bulbul bears;
It says to-nigbt be will prolong
For Selim’s ear bis sweetest song;
And though bis note is somewhat sad,
H e ’ll try for once a strain inore glad,
Witb some faint hope his alter’d Iay
May sing tbese glooiny tbougbts away.
XI.
“ Wbat! not receive my foolisb flower ?
Nay tben I am indeed unblest:
On me can thus thy forehead lower ?
And know’st tbou not wbo loves tbee best ?
Oh, Selim dear! oh, more tban dearest 1
Say, is it me tbou hat’st or fearest ?
Come, lay tby head upon my breast,
And I will kiss tbee into rest,
Since words of mine, and songs must fail,
Ev’n from my fabled nigbtingale.
I knew our sire at times was stern,
But tbis from tbee had yet to learn:
Too well I know he loves tbee not;
But is Zuleika’s love forgot?
A b ! deem I right ? the Pacha’s plau—
Tbis kinsman Bey of Carasman
Perbaps may prove some foe of thine.
H so, I swear by Mecca’s shrine,—

I f shrines tbat ne’er approacli allow
To ivoman’s step admit ber vow,—
Without tby free consent, command,
Tbe Sultán sliould not bave my band!
Thiuk’st thou tbat I could bear to part
Witb tbee, and learn to lialve my beart?
A b ! were I sever’d from tby side,
Where were tby friend—and wbo my guide?
Years bave not seen, Time sball not see,
Tbe liour that tears my soul from tbee:
Ev’n Azrael, from bis deadly quiver
Wlien flies tbat sbaft, and fly it must,
Tbat parts all else, sball doom for ever
Our bearts to undivided dustl”
X II.
He lived, be breatbed, lie moved, be fe lt;
He raised the maid from where sbe knelt;
His trance was gone, bis keen eye shone
Witb tbougbts tbat long in darkness dwelt;
Witb tbougbts that Burn—in rays tbat melt.
As tbe stream late conceal’d
By tbe fringe of its willoivs,
Wben it ruslies reveal’d
In tbe ligbt of its billows;
As tbe bolt bursts 011 liigli
From tbe black cloud tbat bound it,
Flash’d tbe soul of that eye
Tbrough tbe long lashes round it.
A ivar-korse at tbe trumpet’s sound,
A lion roused by heedless bound,
A tyrant ivaked to sudden strife
By graze of ill-directed knife,
Starts not to inore convulsive life
Tban be, wbo beard tbat vow, display’d,
And all, before repress'd, betray’d :
“ Now tbou art mine, for ever mine,
Witb life to keep, and scarce witb life resign;
Now tbou art mine, tbat sacred oath,
Tbougb sworn by one, batb bound us botb.
Yes, fondly, wisely bast tbou done;
Tliat vow batb saved more beads tban one:
But blencli not tbou—thy simplest tress
Claims more from me tban tenderness;
I ivould not wrong tbe slenderest liam
Tbat clusters round tby forehead fair,
For all tbe treasures buried far
Witbin tbe caves of Istakar.
Tbis morning clouds upon me lower’d,
Beproaclies on my liead were shower’d.
And Giafiir almost call’d me coward!
Now I bave motive to be brave;
Tbe son of bis neglected slave,
Nay, start not, ’twas the term he gave,
May show, tbougb little apt to vaunt,
A beart bis words nor deeds can daunt.
His son, indeed I—yet, tkanks to tbee,
Perchance I am, at least shall be;
But let our pliglited secret vow
Be only known to us as now.
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I know the wretcli who dares demand
From Giaffir tliy reluctant liand;
More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul
Holds not a Musselim’s control:
Was he not hred in Egripo ?
A viler race let Israel show!
But let that pass—to none he told
Our oath; the rest shall time unfold.
To me and mine leave Osman Bey;
l ’ve partisans for peril’s day:
Think not I am what I appear;
I ’ve arms, and friends, and vengeance
near.”

xm.
“ Tliink not thon art what thou appearest!
My Selim, thou art sadly changed:
This morn I saw thee gentlest, dearest;
But now thou ’rt from thyself estranged.
My love thou surely knew’st before,
It ne’er was less, ñor can be more.
To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay,
And bate the night í know not why,
Save that we meet not but by day;
With thee to live, with thee to die,
I daré not to my hope deny:
Thy cheek, thine eyes, tliy lips to kiss,
Like this—and this—no more than this;
For, Allali! sure thy lips are flame:
What fever in thy yeins is flushing ?
My own llave nearly caught the same,
At least I feel my cheek, too, blushiug.
To soothe thy siclmess, watch thy health,
Partake, but never Waste thy wealtli,
Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by,
And lighten lialf thy poverty;
Do all but cióse thy dying eye,
For that I could not live to try ;
To these alone my thoughts aspire:
More can I do ? or thou require ?
But, Selim, thou must answer why
W e need so much of mystery ?
The cause I cannot dream ñor tell,
But be it, since thou say’st ’tis w ell;
Yet what thou mean’st by ‘ arms ’ and
‘ friends,’
Beyond my weaker sense extends.
I meant that Giaffir should have heard
The very vow I plighted thee;
His wrath would not revoke my word:
But surely he would leave me free.
Can this fond wish seem strange in me,
To be what I have ever been ?
What other liath Zuleika seen
From simple childhood’s earliest liour ?
What other can slie seek to see
Than thee, companion of lier bower,
The partner of her infancy ?
These cherish’d thoughts with life begun,
Say, w-hy must I no more avow ?
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What change is wrought to make me shun
The truth; my pride, and thine till now ?
To meet the gaze of stranger’s eyes
Our law, our creed, our God denies;
Ñor shall one wandering thought of mine
At such, our Prophet’s will, repine:
N o ! happier made by that decree,
He left me all in leaving thee.
Deep were my anguish, thus compell’d
To wed with one I ne’er belield :
This wherefore should I not reveal ?
Why wilt thou urge me to eonceal ?
I know the Pacha’s liaughty mood
To thee hath never boded good;
And he so often storms at nought,
Allah 1 forbid that e’er he ought!
And why I know not, but within
My heart concealment rveighs like sin.
I f then such secrecy be crirne,
And such it feels wliile lurking liere;
Oh, Selim! tell me yet in time,
Ñor leave me thus to thoughts of fear.
Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar,
My father leaves the mimic war;
I tremble now to meet bis eye—
Say, Selim, canst thou tell me why ? ”
XIV.
“ Zuleika—to thy tower’s retreat
Betake thee—Giaffir I can greet:
And now with him I fain must prate
Of firmans, imposts, levies, state.
There ’s fearful news from Danuhe’s banks,
Our Yizier nobly thins his ranks,
For which the Giaour may give him thanks 1
Our Sultán hath a shorter way
Such costly triumph to repay.
But, mark me, when the twilight drum
Hath warn’d the troopsto food and sleep.
Unto thy cell will Selim come :
Then softly from the Haram ereep
Where we may wander by the deep :
Our garden battlements are steep;
Ñor these will rash iutruder climb
To list our words, or stint our time;
And if he doth, I want not steel
Which sorae have felt, and more may feel.
Then shalt thou learn of Selim more
Than thou hast heard or thought before:
Trust me, Zuleika—fear not me !
Thou know’st I hold a Haram key.”
“ Fear thee, my Selim I ne’er till now
Did word like this---- ■”
“ Delay not thou;
I keep the key—and Haroun’s guard
Have mme, and hope of more reward.
To-night, Zuleika, thou shalt hear
My tale, my purpose, and my fear :
I am not, love ! what I appear.”
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Canto the Second.
I.
T he winds are high on Helle’s wave,

As on that night of stormy water
When Love, who sent, forgot to save
The young, the beautiful, the hrave,
The lonely hope of Sestos’ daughter.
Oh 1 when alone along the sky
Her turret-torch was blazing high,
Though rising gale, and breaking foam,

And sln-ieking sea-birds warn’d him borne ;
And clouds aloft and tides below,
With signs and sounds, forbade to go,
He could not see, he would not hear,
Or sound or sign foreboding fear ;
His eye but saw that light of love,
The only star it hail’d above;
His ear but rang with Hero’s song,
“ Ye waves, divide not lovers long!
That tale is oíd, but love aüew
May nerve young hearts to prove as true.
II.
The winds are high, and Helle's tide
Kolls darkly lieaving to the main ;
And Night’s descending shadows bidé
That field with blood bedew’d in vain,
The desert of oíd Priam’s pride;
The tombs, sole relies of his reign,
All—save immortal dreams that could beguile
The blind oíd man of Scio’s rocky isle 1
IH.
Oh! yet—for there my steps have been ;
These feet have press’d the sacred shore,
These limbs thatbuoyant wave hath borne—
Minstrel 1 with thee to muse, to moum,
To trace again those fields of yore,
Believing every hillock green
Contaras no fabled hero’s ashes,
And that around the undoubted scene
Thine own “ broad Hellespont” still
dashes,
Be long my lo t! and coid were he
Who there could gaze denying thee 1
IV.
The night hath closed on Helle’s stream,
Ñor yet hath risen on Ida’s bilí
That moon, which shoneon his high theme:
No warrior eludes her peaceful beam,
But conscious shepherds bless it still.
Their flocks are grazing on the mound
Of him who felt the Dardan’s arrow:
That mighty heap of gather’d ground
Which Ammon’s son ran proudly round,
By nations raised, by monarchs crown’d,
Is now a Ione and nameless barrow 1
Within—thy dwelliug-place how narrow !
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Without—can only strangers breathe
The ñame of him that was beneatli:
Dust long outlasts the storied stone;
But Thou—thy very dust is gone !
V.
Late, late to-night will Dian clieer
The swain, and chase the boatman’s fear;
Till then—no beacon on the cliff
May sliape the course of struggling skifí;
The scatter’d lights that skirt the bay,
All, one by one, have died away;
The only lamp of this kme hourIs glimmering in Zuleika’s tower.
Yes ! there is light in that lonc cliamber,
And o’er her silken ottoman
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber,
O’er which her fairy fingers ran;
Near these, with emeraldrays beset,
(How could she thus that gem forget ?)
Her motlier’s sainted amulet,
Whereon engraved the Koorsee text,
Could smooth this life, and win the next j
And by her comboloio lies
A Koran of illumined dyes;
And many a briglit emblazon’d rhyme
By Persian scribes redeem’d from time ;
And o’er those scrolls, not oft so mute,
Beclines her now neglected lute;
And round her lamp of fretted gold
Bloom flowers in urns of China’s mould;
The richest work of Iran’s loom,
And Sheeraz’ tribute of perfume;
All that can eye or sense delight
Are gather’d in that gorgeous room:
But yet it hath an air of gloom.
She, of this Peri cell the sprite,
What doth she henee, and on so rude
a night ?
VI.
Wrapt in the darkest sable vest,
Which none save noblest Moslem wear,
To guard from winds of heaven the breast
As heaven itself to Selim dear,
With cautious steps the thicket threading,
And starting oft, as through the glade
The gust its hollow moanings made,
Till on the smoother pathway treading,
More free her timid bosom beat,
The maid pursued her silent guide;
And though her terror urged retreat,
How could she quit her Selim’s side ?
How teach her tender lips to chide ?
V IL
They reach’d at length a grotto, hewn.
By nature, but enlarged by art,
Where oft her lute she wont to tune,
And oft her Koran conn’d apart
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And oft in youtliful reverie
She dream’d wbat Paradise might be:
Wbere woman’s parted soul slmll go
Her Propbet bad disdain’d to sboiv ;
But Selim’s mansión ivas secure,
Nor deem’d sbe, coüld iie long endure
His bower in otber worlds of bliss
Without her, most beloved in tliis !
Oh I who so dear with him could dwell ?
Wbat Houri sootbe bim balf so iveii ?

My story now ’twere vain to bide,
I must not see tliee Osman’s bride :
But bad not tbine own lips declared
How mucb of tbat young heart I shared,
I could not, must not, yet bave sbown
The darker secret of my own.
In tbis I speak not now of love ;
Tbat, let time, truth, and perii prove:
But first—Ob! never wed another—
Zuleika ! I am not tby brother 1”

V III.
Since last she visited tbe spot
Some change seem’dwrougbt withih tlie grot:
It might be only tbat tbe nigbt
Disguised tbings seen by better light:
Tbat brazen lamp but dimly threiv
A ray of no celestial hue ;
But in a nook within tbe cell
Her eye on stranger objects feli.
There arms ivere piled, not such as ivield
Tbe turban’d Delis in tbe field;
But brands of foreign blade and liilt,
And one was red—percbance ivitb guilt!
Ab 1 bow without can blood be spilt ?
A cup too on tbe board ivas set
Tbat did not seem to bold slierbet.
Wbat may this mean ? she turn’d to see
Her Selim—“ Ob ! can tbis be be ? ”

XI.
“ Oli! not my brotlier !—yet unsay—
God ! am I left alone on earth
To mourn—I dare not curse—the day
Tbat saw my solitary birth ?
Oh! thou wrilt love me noiv no more 1
My sinking heart foreboded i l l ;
But lmoiv me all I ivas before,
Tby sister—friend—Zuleika stili.
Thou led’st me here percbance to kill;
If tbou bast cause for vengeance, see!
My breast is oífer’d—take tby fili!
Far better with tbe dead to be
Than live thus notbing noiv to thee!
Perhaps far worse, for now I know
Why Giaffir alivays seem’d tby fo e ;
Amí I, alas! am Giaffir’s child,
For whom tbou ivert contemn’d, reviled.
I f not tby sister—wouldst tbou save
My life, ob ! bid me be tby slave! ”

IX.
His robe of pride ivas throivn aside,
His brow 110 bigb-croivn’d turban bore,
But in its stead a sbawl of red,
Wreatbed lightly round, bis temples
wore:
Tbat dagger, 011 whose hilt tbe gem
Were wortby of a diadem,
No longer glitter’d at bis waist,
Wbere pistols unadorn’d ivere braced ;
And from bis belt a sabre sivung,
And from bis slioulder loosely hung
Tbe cloak of ivbite, tbe tliin capote
Tbat decks tbe ívandering Candióte ;
Beneatb—bis golden plated vest
Clung like a cuirass to bis breast;
Tbe greaves beloiv bis knee tbat ivound
With silvery scales were sbeatbed and
bound.
But ivere it not tbat liigh command
Spake in bis eye, and tone, and hand,
All tbat a careless eye could see
In bim ivas some young Galiongée.
X.
“ I said I was not wbat I seem’d ;
And lioiv tbou see’st my words were
true:
Ihave a tale tbou bast not dream’d,
I f sooth—its truth must otbers rue.

XII.
“ My slave, Zuleika!—nay, I ’m tbine:
But, gentle love, this transport calm,
Tby lot shall yet be link’d with mine;
I sivear it by our Prophet’s sbrine,
And be tliat thought tby sorroiv’s balín.
So may tbe Koran verse display’d
Upon its Steel direet my blade,

In danger’s bonr to guard us botli,
As I preserve tbat awful oatb 1
The name in wbicb tby heart hath prided
Must change; but, my Zuleika, know,
Tbat tie is widen’d, not divided,
Althougli tby Sire’s my deadliest foe.
My fatlier was to Giaffir all
Tbat Selim late ivas deem’d to thee:
Tbat brother wrougbt a brother’s fall,
But spared, at least, my infancy ;
And lull’d me with a vain deceit
Tliat yet a like return may meet.
He rear’d me, not ivitb tender lielp,
But like tbe nepheiv of a Cain;
He watcli’d me like a lion’s whelp,
Tbat gnaws and yet may break his cbain.
My father’s blood in every vein
Is boiling; but for tby dear sake
No present vengeance will I take ;
Tbougb here I must no more remain.
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But first, beloved Zuleika I hear
Hoiv Giaffir wrougbt this deed of fear.
X ffl,
“ How first their strife to rancour grew,
If love or envy made them foes,
It matters little if I knew;
In fiery spirits, sliglits, tbougb few
And thougbtless, will disturb repose.
In war Abdallah’s arm was strong,
Kemember’d yet in Bosniac song,
And Paswan’s rebel hordes attest
Hoiv little love tbey bore sucli guest:
His deatb is all I need relate,
Tbe stern effect of Giaífir’s bate;
And bow my birth disclosed to me,
Whate’erbesideitmakes, hath mademe free.
XIV.
“ Wben Pasivan, after years of strife,
At last for power, but first for life,
In Widdin’s walls too proudly sate,
Our Pachas rallied round the state;
Nor last nor least in bigh command,
Each brother led a separate hand;
They gave their horse-tails to the wind,
And mustering in Sophia’s plain
Their tents were pitch’d, their post assign’d;
To one, alas! assign’d in vain !
Wliat need of words! tbe deadly bowl,
By Giaffir’s order drugged and given,
With venom subtle as his soul,
Dismiss'd Abdallah’s henee to heaven.
Reclined and feverish in the bath,
He, when the hunter’s sport was up,
But little deem’d a brother’s wrath
To quench his thirst bad such a cup:
The bowl a bribed attendant bore;
He drank one draught, nor needed more!
If thou my tale, Zuleika, doubt,
Cali Haroun—lie can teli it out.
XV.
“ The deed once done, and Paswan’s feud
In part suppress’d, thougli ne’er subdued,
Abdallah’s Paclialick was gain’d :—
Thou know’st not what in our Divan
Can wealtb procure for worse than man—
Abdallah’s honours were obtain’d
By him a brother’s murder stain’d ;
’T is true, tbe purchase nearly drain’d
His ill got treasure, soon replaced.
Wouldst question whence? Survey the
Waste,

And ask the squalid peasant how
His gains repay his broiling brow !—
Why me tbe stern usurper spared,
Why thus with me his palace shared,
I kiiow not. Sliame, regret, remorse,
And little fear from infant’s forcé;

Besides, adoption as a son
By bim wbom Heaven accorded none,
Or some unknown cabal, caprice,
Preserved me thus ;—but not in peace:
He cannot curb bis liauglity mood,
Nor I forgive a fatber’s blood.
XVI.
“ Within thy father’s house are foes
Not all who break his bread are true :
To these shotild I my birth disclose, ;
His days, his very hours were few
They only want a heart to lead,
A hand to point them to the deed.
But Haroun only knows, or knew,
■ This tale, whose close is almost nigh :
He in Abdallah’s palace grew,
And held tliat post in his Serai _
Which liolds he liere—be saiv bim die:
But wbat could single slavery do ?
Avenge bis lord ? alas 1 too late;
Or save his son from such a fate ?
He cbose the last, and wben elate
With foes subdued, or friends betray’d,
Proud Giaffir in liigh triumph sate,
He led me helpless to his gate,
And not in vain it seems essay’d
To save the life for which he pray’d.
The knowledge of my birth secured
From all and each, but most from me;
Thus Giaffir’s safety was insured.
Removed be too from Roumelie
To tbis our Asiàtic side,
Far from our seats by Danube’s ticte,
With none but Haroun, who retains
Such knowledge—and tliat Nubian feels
A tyrant’s secrets are but cliains,
From which tbe captive gladly steals,
And this and more to me reveáis:
Sucli still to guilt just Alia sends—
Slaves, tools, accomplices—no friends !
XVII.
“ All this, Zuleika, harsbly sounds;
But harsher still my tale must be :
Howe’er my tongue tby softness wounds,
Yet I must prove all truth to thee.
I saw tliee start this garb to see,
Yet is it one I oft have worn,
And long must wear : this Galiongée,
To whom thy plighted vow is sworu,
Is leader of tbose pírate hordes,
Whose laws and lives are on their swords;
To hear whose desolating tale
Would make thy waning ebeek more pale :
Those arms thou see’st my band have
brought,
The hands tbat wield are not remote;
K 3
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This cup too for the rugged knaves
Is fiU’d—once quaff’d, they ne’er repine:
Our Prophet might forgive the slayes ;
They ’re only infidels in wine.

xvm .
“ What could I he ? Proscribed at home,
And taunted to a wish to roam ;
And listless left—for Giaffir’s fear
Dehied the courser and the spear—
Thòugh oft—Oh, Mahomet ! how o f t !—
In full Divan the despot scoff d,
A s if my weak unwilling hand
Eefused the bridle or the brand :
He ever went to war alone,
And pent me here untried—unknown ;
To Haroun’s care with women left,
By hope unblest, of fame bereft,
While thou—whose softness long endear’d,
Though it unmann’d me, still had cheer’d—
To Brusa’s walls for safety sent,
Awaited’st there the field’s event.
Haroun, who saw my spirit pining
Beneath inaction’s sluggish yoke,
His captive, though with dread resigning,
My thraldom for a season broke,
On promise to return hefore
The day when Giaffir’s clmrge was o’er.
’T is vain—my tongue cannot impart
My almost drunkenness of heart,
When first this liberated eye
Survey’d Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky,
As if my spirit pierced them through,
And all their inmost wonders knew 1
One word alone can paint to thee
Tliat more than feeling—I was Bree!
E ’en for thy presenee ceased to pine;
The World—nay, Heaven itself was mine !
XIX.
“ The shallop of a trusty Moor
Convey’d me from this idle shore ;
I long’d to see the isles that gem
Old Ocean’s purple diadem :
I sought by turns, and saw them a ll;
But when and where I join’d the crew,
With whom I ’m pledged to rise or fall,
When all that we design to do
Is done, ’twill then be time more meet
To teli thee, when the tale ’s complete.
XX.
“ ’Tis true, they are a lawless brood,
But rough in form, nor mild in mood;
And every creed, and every race,
With them hath fomid—may find a place ;
But open speech, and ready hand,
Obedience to their chief’s command ;
A soul for every enterprise,
That hever sees with terror’s eyes ;
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Friendship for each, and faith to all,
And vengeance vow’d for those who fall,
Have made them fitting instruments
For more tlian ev’n my own intents.
And some—and I have stüdied all
Distinguish’d from the vulgar rank,
But chiefly to my council call
The wisdom of the cautious Frank—
And some to liigher thoughts aspire,
The last of Lambro’s patriots there
Anticipated freedom share;
And oft around the cavern fire
On visionary schemes debate,
To snatch the Bayahs from their fate.
So let them ease their hearts with prate
Of equal rights, which man ne’er knew;
I have a love for freedom too.
Ay 1 let me like the ocean-Patriarch roam,
Or only know on land the Tartar’s home 1
My tent on shore, my galley on the sea,
Are more than cities and Serais to me :
Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail,
Across the desert, or before the gale,
Bound where thou wilt, my barb 1 or glide,
my prow!
But be the star that guides the wanderer,
Thou 1
Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark;
The Dove of peaee and promise to mine ark 1
Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife,
Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life !
The eveningbeam that smiles the clouds away,
And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray 1
Blest—as the Muezzin’s strain from Mecca’s
wall
To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call;
Soft^—as the melody of youthful days,
That steals the trembling tear of speechless
praise;
Dear—as his native song to Exile’s eaxs,
Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice
endears.
For thee in those bright isles is built a bower
Blooming as Aden in its ear-liest hour.
A thousand swords, with Selim’s heart and
hand,
Wait—wave—defend—destroy—at thy com
mand 1
Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side,
The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride.
The Haram’s lànguid years of listless ease
Are well resign’d for cares—f or joys like these:
Not blind to fate, I see, where’er I rove,
Unnumber’d perils—but one only love !
Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay,
Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray.
How dear the dream in darkest liours of ill,
Should all be changed, to find thee faithful
still 1
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Be but thy soul, like Selim’s, firmly shown;
To thee be Selim’s tender as thine own;
To soothe each sorrow, share in each delight,
Blend every thought, do all—but disunite!
Once free, ’tis mine our horde again to
guide;
Friends to each other, foes to aught beside:
Yet there we follow but the bent assign’d
By fatal Nature to mau’s warring kind:
Mark! where his carnage and his conquests
cease!
He makes a solitude, and calls it—peace!
I, like the rest, musí use my skill or strength,
But ask no land beyond my sabre’s length:
Power sways but by división—her resource
The blest alternative of fraud or forcé !
Ours be the last; in time deceit may come
When cities cage us in a social home:
There ev’n thy soul might err—how oft the
heart
Corruption shakes which peril could not part!
And woman, more than man, when death or
w'oe.
Or even Disgrace, wrould lay her lover low,
Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame—
Away suspicion!—not Zuleika’s name !
But life is liazard at the best; and here
No more remains to win, and much to fear:
Yes, fear! the doubt, the dread of losing
thee,
By Osman’s power, and Giaffir’s stern decree.
That dread shall vanish with the favouring
gale,
Which Love to-night hath promised to my
sail:
No danger daunts the pair his smile hath
blest,
Their steps still roving, but their hearts at
rest.
With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath
charms;
Earth—sea alike—our world within our arms!
Ay—let the loud winds whistle o’er the deck,
So that those arms cling closer round my
neck:
The deepest murmur of this lip shall be,
No sigil for safety, but a prayer for thee!
The war of elements no fears impart
To Love, whose deadliest bañe is human Art:
There lie the only rocks our course can
check;
Here moments menace—there are years of
wweck!
But henee ye thoughts that rise in Horror’s
sliape!
This hour bestows, or ever bars escape.
Few words remain of mine my tale to close;
Of thine but one to -waft us from our foes;
Yea—foes—to me will Giaffir’s líate decline ?
And is not Osman, who would part us, thine?
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XXI.
“ His liead and faith from doubt and death
Beturn’d in time my guard to save;
Few heard, none told, that o’er tlie wave
From isle to isle I roved the while;
And since, though parted from my band
Too seldom now I leave the land,
No deed tliey’ve done, nor deed shall do,
Ere I have lieard and doom’d it too :
I form the plan, decree the spoil,
’Tis fit I oítener share the toil.
But now too long I ’ve lield thine ear ;
Time presses, floats my bark, and here
AVe leave beliind but liate and fear.
To-morrow Osman with his train
Arrives—to-night must break thy chain :
And wouldst thou save that haughty Bey,—
Perchance his life who gave thee thine,—
With me this hour away—away 1
But yet, though thou art plighted mine,
Wouldst thou recali thy wilUng vow,
Appall’d by trutlis imparted now,
Here rest I—not to see thee wed:
But be that peril on my head I ”
XXII.
Zuleika, mute and motionless,
Stood like that statue of distress,
AVhen, her last hope for ever gone,
The mother harden’d into stone:
All in the inaid that eye could see
AVas but a younger Niobé.
But ere her lip, or even her eye,
Essay’d to speak, or look reply,
Beneath the garden’s wicket porch
Far flash’d 011 high a blazing torch !
Another—and anotlier—and another—
“ Oh! fly—no more—yet now my more
than brotherI”
Far, wide, through every thicket spread
The fearful lights are gleaming red ;
Nor these alone—for each right hand
Is ready with a sheathless brand.
They part, pursne, return, and wheel
AVith searching liambeau, shining Steel;
And last of all, his sabre waving,
Stern Giaffir in his fury raving:
And now almost they touch the cave—
Oh! must that grot be Selim’s grave ?

xxm .
Dauntless he stood—“ ’Tis come — soon
past—
One kiss, Zuleika—’tis my last:
But yet my band not far from shore
May hear this signal, see the flash;
Yet now too few—the attempt were rash:
No matter—yet one eíïort more.’’
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Fortk to tlie cavern moutk he stept;
His pistol’s echo rang on high,
Zuleika started not, nor wept,
Despair benumb’d her breast and eye !—
“ Tbey bear me not, or if tbey ply
Tlieir oars, ’tis but to see me die;
Tbat souudkath drawn myfoes more nigb.
Tben forth my fatlier’s scimitar,
Tbou ne’er bast seen less equal war!
Farewell, Zuleika!—sweet! retire:
Yet stay witbin—here linger safe,
At tbee bis rage will only chafe.
Stir not—lest even to tbee percliance
Some erring blade or ball sliould glance.
Fear’st tbou for bim ?—may I expire
I f in tbis strife I seek tby sire!
No—tbougb by liim tbat poison pour’d ;
No—tbougb again be call me coward!
But tamely sball I meet their steel ?
No—as eacb crest save his may feel! ”
XXIV.
One bound be made, and gain’d tbe sand:
Already at bis feet batb sunk
The foremost of tbe prying band,
A gasping head, a quivering trunk:
Another falls—but round bim close
A swarming circle of bis foes;
From rigbt to left bis patb be cleft,
And almost met tbe meeting wave:
His boat appears—not five oars’ lengtli—
His comrades straiu witb desperate
strength—
Oh! are tbey yet in time to save ?
His feet tbe foremost breakers lave;
His band are plunging in tbe bay,
Their sabres glitter tlirougli tbe spray;
Wet—wild—unwearied to tbe strand
Tliey struggle—now tbey toucb tbe land!
Tbey come—’tis but to add to slaughter—
His heart’s best blood is on tbe water.
XXV.
Escaped from sbot, unharm’d by Steel,
Or scarcely grazed its forcé to feel,
Had Selim won, betray’d, beset,
To wbere tbe strand and billows met;
Tbere as bis last step left tbe land—
And tbe last death-blow dealt bis band—
Ab ! wlierefore did be turn to look
For her his eye but sougbt in vain ?
Tbat pause, tbat fatal gaze be took,
Hath doom’d bis deatb, or fix’d bis chain.
Sad proof, in peril and in pain,
How late will Lover’s bope remain !
His back was to tbe dashing spray;
Beliind, but close, bis comrades lay,
Wken, at tbe instant, liiss’d tbe ball—
“ So may tbe foes of Giaffir fa ll! ”
Whose voice isheard? wbose carbine rang?
Wbose bullet tbrougb tbe nigkt-air sang,
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Too nearly, deadly aim’d to err ?
’Tis thine—Abdallak’s MurdererI
Tbe father slowly rued tby bate,
The son batb found a quicker fate :
Fast from bis breast tbe blood is bubbling,
Tbe wbiteness of tbe sea-foam troubling—
I f augbt bis lips essay’d to groan,
The rusbing billows cboked tbe tone !
XXVI.
Morn slowly rolls the clouds away;
Few tropbies of tbe fight are tbere:
Tbe sbouts tbat sbook tbe midnight-bay
Are silent; but some signs of fray
Tbat strand of strife may bear,
And fragments of eacb shiver’d brand;
Steps stamp’d ; and dasli’d into the sand
Tbe print of many a struggling band
May tbere be mark’d ; nor far remote
A broken torch, an oarless boat;
And tangled on tbe weeds tbat heap
The beach wbere shelviug to tbe deep
Tbere lies a wbite capote!
’Tis rent in twain—one dark-red stain
Tbe wave yet ripples o’er in vain;
But wbere is be wbo wore ?
Y e ! wbo would o’er bis relies weep,
Go, seek tbem wbere tbe surges sweep
Then’ burtben round Sigseum’s steep
And cast on Lemnos’ sliore:
Tbe sea-birds shriek above tbe prey,
O’er wliieh their hungry beaks delay,
As skaken on bis restless pillow,
His bead beaves witb tbe lieaving billow;
Tbat band, wbose motion is not life,
Yet feebly seems to menace strife,
Flung by tbe tossing tide ou high,
Tben levell’d witb the wave—
What recks it, tbougb tbat corsé sball lie
Witbin a living grave ?
Tbe bird tbat tears tbat prostrate form
Hatb only robb’d tbe meaner worm;
Tbe only keart, tbe only eye
Had bled or wept to see bim die,
Had seen tbose scatter’d limbs composed,
And mourn’d above bis turban-stone,
Tbatbeart liatbburst—tbateye wasclosed—
Yea—closed before bis own !
XXVII.
By Helle’s stream tbere is a voice of wail!
And woman’s eye is wet—man’s ebeek is pale:
Zuleika! last of Giaffir’s race,
Tby destined lord is come too late:
He sees not—ne’er sball see tby face!
Can be not bear
Tbe loud Wul-wulleh warn bis distant ear ?
Tby liandmaids weeping at tbe gate,
Tbe Korau-ckanters of tbe hymn of fate,
The silent slaves witb folded arrns tbat wait,
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Sighs in the hall, and sbrieks upon tbe gale,
Tell bim thy tale !
Tbou didst not view tby Selim fa ll!
Tbat fearful moment when be left tbe cave
Tby heart grew chill:
He was thy bope—thyjoy—thylove—thine all,
And tbat last tkougbt on bim tbou couldst
not save
Sufficed to kill;
Burst forth in one wild cry—and all was still.
Peace to tby broken keart, and vn-gin
grave!
Ah! kappy! but of life to lose the worst I
Tbat grief—tbougb deep—tbougb fatal—was
tby first!
Thriee happy ne’er to feel nor fear tbe forcé
Of absence, shame, pride, bate, revenge,
remorse!
And, oh! tbat pang wbere more than madness lies!
Tbe worm tbat will not sleep—and never dies;
Tkougbt of tbe gloomy (lay and ghastly
night,
Tbat dreads tbe darkness, and yet loatbes
tbe light,
That winds around, and tears tbe quivering
heart!
Ab ! wkerefore not consume it—and depart!
Woe to tbee, rash and unrelenting chief!
Vainly tbou beap’st tbe dust upon tby bead,
Vainly tlie sackclotk o’er tby limbs dost
spread:
By tbat same hand Abdallah— Selim bled.
Now let it tear tby beard in idle grief:
Tby pride of heart, tby bride for Osman’s bed,
Sbe, whom thy sultán had but seen to wed,
Thy Daugliter ’s dead!
Hope of thine age, thy twiliglit’s lonely
beam,
The Star bath set tbat shone on Helle’s
stream.
What quench’d its ray ?—the blood tbat tbou
bast shed I
Hark! to the hurried question of Despair:
“ Wbere is my child?”—an Bebo answers—
“ Wbere?”
XXVHI.
Witbin the place of tkousand tombs
That sliine beneatli, wbile dark above
Tbe sad but living cypress glooms
And withers not, tbougb branck and leaf
Are stamp’d witb an eternal grief,
Like early unrequited Love,
One spot exists, which ever blooms,
Ev’n in tbat deadly grove—
A single rose is shedding tbere
Its lonely lustre, meek and pale:
It looks as planted by Despair—
So wbite—so faint—tbe sligbtest gale
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Migbt wbirl tbe leaves on higb;
And yet, tbougb storms and bíigbt assail,
And hands more rude than wintry sky
May wring it from tbe stem—in vain—
To-morrow sees it bloom again:
Tbe stalk some spirit gently rears,
And waters with celestial tears;
For well may maids of Helle deem
Tbat tbis can be no earthly flower,
Which mocks tbe tempest’s withering bour,
And buds unshelter’d by a bower;
Nor droops thougk Spring refuse ber
sliower,
Nor woos the summer beam:
To it the livelong night tbere sings
A bird unseen—but not remote :
Invisible bis airy wings,
But soft as barp tbat Houri striugs
His long entrancing note I
It were tbe Bulbul; but bis throat,
Tbougb mournful, pours not sucb a
strain:
For they who listen cannot leave
Tbe spot, but linger there and grieve,
As íf tbey loved in vain!
And yet so sweet tbe tears tbey shed,
’Tis sorrow so unmix’d witb dread,
Tbey scarce can bear tbe morn to break
That melanclioly spell,
And longer yet would weep and wake,
He sings so wild and w ell!
But when the day-blusb bursts from bigh
Expires tbat magic melody.
And some bave been wbo could believe,
(So fondly youtliful dreams deceive,
Yet karsli be tbey that blame,)
Tbat note so piercing and profound
Will shape and syllable its sound
Into Zuleika’s ñame.
’Tis from ber cypress summit beard,
That melts in air tbe liquid word:
’Tis from ber lowly Virgin earth
Tbat wbite rose takes its tender birtb.
Tbere late was laid a marble stone;
Eve saw it placed—tbe Morrow gone 1
It was no mortal arm tbat bore
Tbat deep-fix’d pillar to tbe sliore ;
For tbere, as Helle’s legends tell,
Next morn ’twas found wbere Selim fell;
Lash’d by tbe tumbling tide, wbose wave
Denied bis bones a holier grave:
And there by night, reclined, ’tis said,
Is seen a ghastly turban’d bead:
And henee extended by the billow,
’Tis named tbe “ Pirate-phantom’s pil,
low! ”
Wbere first it lay tbat mourning flower
Hatb flourisk’d ; flourisketk tbis bour,
Alone and dewy, coldly puré and pale;
As weeping Beauty’s ebeek at Sorrow’s tale 1
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I suoi pensieri in lui dormir non ponno.’’
T asso, Gerusalcmme Liberata, canto 3

Canto the First.
“ --------- nessun maggior dolore,
Che ricordarai del tempo felice
Ñella miseria,----------------- "—Dante.

THOMAS MOORE, ESQ.
My dear Moore,
I dedicate to )'ou the last production with
which I shall trespass on públic patiencc, and your
indulgence, for some years; and I own that I feel
anxious to avail myself of this latest and only opportunity of adorning my pages with a mime, consecrated by unshaken públic principie, and the most
undoubted and various talents. While Ireland ranks
you among the flrmest of her patriots; while you
stand alone the first of her bards in her estimation,
and Britain repeats and ratifies the decree, permit
one, wliose only regret, since our first acquaintance,
has been the years he had lost before it commenced,
to add the humble but sincere suffrage of friendship
to the voice of more than one nation. It will at
least prove to you, that I have neither forgotten the
gratifleation derived from your society, nor abandoned the prospect of its renewal, whenever your
leisure or inclination allows you to atone to your
friends for too long an absence. It is said among
those friends, I trust truly, that you are engaged in
the composition of a poem whose scene will be laid
in the East; none can do those scenes so much justice. The wrongs of your own country, the magnifi
cent and fiery spirit of her sons, the beauty and
feeling of her daughters, may there be found; and
Collins, when he denominated his Oriental his Irish
Eclogues, was not aware how true, at least, was a
part of his parallel. Your imagination will create
a warmer sun, and less clouded sky; but wildness,
tenderness, and originality, are part of your national
claim of oriental descent, to which you have already
tlius far proved your title more clearly than the most
zealous of your country’s antiquarians.
May I add a few words on a subject on which all
men are supposed to be fluent, and none agreeable ?
—Self. I have written much, and published more
than enough to demand a longer silence than I now
meditate; but, for some years to come, it is my intention to tempt no further the award of “ Gods,
men, nor columns.” In the present composition I
have attempted not the most difticult, but, perhaps,
the best adapted measure to our language, the good
old and now neglected heroic couplet. The stanza
of Spenser is perhaps too slow and dignified for
narrative; though, I confesa, it is the measure most

after my own heart: Scott alone, of the present
generation, has hitherto completely triumphed over
the fatal facility of the octo-syllabic verse; and this
is not the least victory of his fertile and mighty
genius: in blank verse, Milton, Thomson, and our
dramatists, are the beacons that shine along the
deep, but warn us from the rough and barren rock
on which they are kindled. The heroic couplet is
not the most popular measure certainly; but as I
did not deviate into. the other from a wish to flatter
what is called públic opinión, I shall quit it without
further apology, and take my chance once more
with that versification, in which I have hitherto
published nothing but compositions whose former
circulation is part of my present, and will be of
my future regret.
With regard to my story, and stories in general, I
should have been glad to have rendered my personages more perfect and amiable, if possible, inasmuch
as I have been sometimes criticised, and considered
no less responsible for their deeds and qualities than
if all had been personal. Be it so—if I have deviated
into the gloomy vanity of “ drawing from self,” the
pictures are probably like, since they are unfavourable; and if not, those who know me are undeceived,
and those who do not, I have little interest in undeceiving. I have no particular desire that any but
my acquaintance should think the author better
than the beings of his imagining; but I cannot lielp
a little surprise, and perhaps amusement, at some
odd critical cxccptions in the present instance, when
I see several bards (far more deserving, I allow) in
very reputable plight, and quite exempted from all
participation in the faults of those heroes, who,
nevertlieless, miglit be found with little more
morality than “ The Giaour,” and perhaps—but no—
I must admit Cliilde Harold to be a very repulsive
personage; and as to his identity, those who like it
must give him whatever “ alias” they please.
If, however, it were worth while to remove the impression, it might be of some Service to me, that the
man who is alike the delight of his readers and his
friends, the poet of all circles, and the idol of his
own, permits me liere and elsewhere to subscribe
myself,
Most truly,
And affectionately,
His obedient servant,
BYROK.

January 2,1814.

I.
“ O’er the glad waters of the dark bine sea,
Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as
free,

Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam,
Survey our empire, and behold our borne!
These are our realms, no limits to their
sway—
Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey.
Ours the wild life in tumult stili to range
From toil to rest, and joy in every change.
Oh, who can tell? not tliou, luxurious slave!
Whose soul would sicken o’er the keaving
wave;
Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease!
Whom slumber soothes not—pleasure cannot
please—
Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath
tried,
And danced in triumph o’er the rvaters wide,
The exulting sense—the pulse’s maddening
play,
That thrills the wanderer of that trackless
way?
That for itself can rvoo the approaching fight,
And turu what some deem danger to delight;
That seeks what cravens shun with more
than zeal,
And where the feebler faint can only feel—
Feel—to the rising bosom’s inmost core,
Its hope awaken and its spirit soar ?
fío dread of death if with us die our foes—
Save that it seems even duller than repose:
Come when it will—we snatch the life of life—
When lost—what recks it but disease or
strife ?
Let kim who crawls enamour’d of decay,
Cling to his couch, and sicken years away:
Heave his thick breath, and shake his
palsied head;
Ours—the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed.
While gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul,
Ours with one pang—one bound—escapes
control.
His corsé may boast its um and narrow cave,
And they who loath’d his life may gild his
grave:

Ours are the tears, though few, sincerely shed,
When Ocean shrouds and sepulckres our dead.
For us, even banquets fond regret supply
In the red cup that crowns our memory;
And the brief epitapli in danger’s day,
When those who win at length divide the
prey,
And cry, Remembrance saddening o’er each
brow,
How had the brave who fell exulted now! ”
n.
Such were the notes that from the Pirate’s isle
Around the kindling watch-fire rang the
while:
Such were the sounds that thrill’d the rocks
along,
And unto ears as rugged seem’d a song!
In scatter’d groups upou the golden sand,
They game—carouse—converse—or whet thebrand:
Select the arms—to each his blade assign,
And careless eye the blood that dims its
shine;
Repair the boat, replace the helm or oar,
While others straggling muse along the
skore ;
For the wild bird the busy springes set,
Or spread beneatk the sun the dripping net;
Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies,
With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise;
Tell o’er the tales of many a niglit of toil,
And marvel where they next shall seize a
spoil:
No matter where— their chief’s allotment
this;
Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss.
But who that Ch ie f ? his name on every
shore
Is famed and fear’d—they ask and know no
more.
With these he mingles not but to command;
Few are his words, but keen his eye and
kand.
Ne’er seasons he with mirtk their jovial mess,
But they forgive his silence for success.
Ne’er for his lip the purpling cup they fill,
That goblet passes him untasted still—
And for his fare—the rudest of his crew
Would that, in turn, have pass’d untasted
too;
Eartli’s coarsest bread, the gardeu’s horneliest roots,
And scarce the summer luxury of fruits,
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His sliort repast iu humbleness supply
From where the battle roars, the billows
With all a liermit’s board would scarce deny.
chafe,
Eut while lie sbuns the grosser joys of sense, They doubtless boldly did—but who are safe ?
His mind seems nourish’d by tliat abstincnce. Here let them liaste to gladden and surprise,
“ Steer to tlmt sliore!” — tbey sail. “ Do And ltiss the doubt from these delighted
tliis! ”— ’tis done:
eyes! ”
“ Now forra and follow me I
tbe spoil is
VI.
won.
Tlins prompt his accents and his actions still, “ Where is our chief? for him we bear re
port—
And all obey and few inquire his w ill;
To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye And doubt that jo y —which hails our Corning—
s lio rt;
Convey reproof, ñor further deign reply.
Yet thus sincere, ’tis cheering, though so
III.
brief;
“ A sail!— a sail!” — a promised prize to But, Juan! instant guide us to our chief:
Our greeting paid, we ’ll feast on our return,
Hope!
Her nation—flag—how speaks the telescope ? And all shall hear what each may wish to
learn.”
No prize, alas! but yet a welcome sail:
Aseending slowly by the rock-hewn way,
The blood-red signal glitters in the gale.
To where his watch-tower beetles o’er the
Yes—she is ours—a liome-returning bark—
hay,
Blow fair, thou breeze!—she anchors ere the
By bushy brake, and wild flowers blossoming,
dark.
And freshness breathing from each silver
Already doubled is the cape—our bay
spring,
líeceives that prow which proudly spurns the
Whose scatter’d streams from granite basine
spray.
burst,
How gloriously her gallant course she goes!
Her white wings Bying—never from her Leap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst;
From crag to cliff they mount—Near yonder
foes—
cave,
She walks the waters like a thing of life,
What lonely straggler looks along the wave ?
And seems to daré the elements to strife.
Who would not brave the battle-fire, the I 11 pensive posture leaning on the brand,
Not oft a resting-staff to that red liand ?
wreck,
“ ’T is lie—’tis Conrad—here, as wont, alone;
To move the monarch of her peopled deck ?
On— Juan!— 011— and make our purpose
IV.
known.
Hoarse o’er lier side the rustling cable rings; The bark he views—and tell him we would
greet
The sails are furl'd; and anchoring round
His ear with tidings he must quicldy meet:
she swings;
We daré not yet approach—thou know’st his
And gathering loiterers on the land discern
mood
Her boat descending from the latticed stern.
’Tis mann’d—the oars keep concert to the When strange or uninvited steps intrude.”
strand,
VII.
Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand.
Haii to the welcome sliout!—the friendly Him Juan sought, and told of their intent;—
speech!
He spake not, but a sigo exprest assent.
When liand grasps hand uniting on the These Juan calis—they come—to their salute
beach;
He bends him slightly, but his lips are
The smile, the question, and the quick reply,
mute.
And the heart’s promise of festivity!
“ These letters, Chief, are from the Greek—
thespy,
V.
Who still proelaims our spoil or peril nigh:
The tidings spread, and gathering grows the Whate’er liis tidings, we can wefl report,
crowd;
Much that ”—“ Peace, peace! ”—he cuts their
The hum of voices, and the laughter loud,
prating short.
And woraan’s gentler anxious tone is lieard— Wondering they turn, abash’d, while each to
Frierais’, liusbands’, lovers’ ñames in each
each
dear Word:
Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech:
” Oii! are they safe? we ask not of success— They watch his glance with many a stealing
But shall we see them ? will their accents
look,
bless ?
To gather how that eye the tidings took;
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But, this as i f he guess’d, w itli liead aside,
Percliance from some emotion, doubt, or
pride,
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IX.
Unlike the heroes of each ancient race,
He read the scroll—“ My tablets, Juan, hark— Demons in act, but Gods at least in face,
1In Conrad’s form seems little to admire,
Where is Gonsalvo ? ”
Though his dark eyebrow shades a glance of
“ I 11 the anclior’d bark.”
fire:
“ There let him stay—to him this order bear—
Kobust but not Herculean—to tlie siglit
Back to your duty—for my course prepare:
No
giant trame sets forth his common
Myself this enterprise to-night will share.”
lieight;
“ To-night, Lord Conrad! ”
Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again,
“ Ay! at set of sun:
Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar
The breeze will freshen when the day is done.
men;
My corslet, cloak—one hour and we are gone. They gaze and marvel how—and still con
Sling 011 thy bugle—see that free from rust
fess
My carbine-lock springs wortliy of my trust; That thus it is, but why they cannot guess.
Be the edge sharpen’d of my boarding-brand, Sun-burnt his cheek, his forehead higli and
And give its guard more room to fit my hand.
palé
This let the armourer with speed dispose;
The sable curls in wild profusión veil;
Last time, it more fatigued my arm tlian foes: And oft perforce his rising lip reveáis
Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired,
The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce
To tell us when tlie hour of stay ’s expired.”
conceals.
Though smooth his voice, and caira his
VIH.
general mien,
Still seems there something he would not
They make obeisance, and retire in baste,
llave seen:
Too soon to seek again the watery waste:
Yet they repine not—so that Conrad guides; His features’ deepening lines and varying
hue
And who daré question aught that he decides ?
At times attracted, yet perplex’d the view,
That man of loneliness and mystery,
Scarce seen to smile, and seldom heard to As if within that murkmess of mind
Work’d feelings fearful, and yet undefined;
sigli;
Such might it be—that none could truly
Whose ñame appals the fiercest of his crew,
tell—
And tints each swarthy cheek with sallower
Too cióse inquiry his stern glance would
hue;
quell.
Still sways their souls with that commanding
There breathe but few whose aspect might
art
defy
That dazzles, leads, yet cliills the vulgar
The ful! encounter of his searching eye;
heart.
He
had
the skill, when Cunning’s gaze ívould
What is that spell, that thus his lawless
seek
train
To probe his heart and watch his changing
Confess and envy, yet oppose in vain ?
cheek,
What sliould it be, that thus their faith can
At once the observer’s purpose to espy,
bind?
The power of Thought—the magic of the And on hiniself roll back his scrutmy,
Lest he to Conrad ratlier sliould betray
Mind!
Link’d with success, assumed and kept with Some secret thought, than drag that chiof’s
to day.
skill,
There was a laughing Devil in his sneer,
That moulds another’s weakness to its w ill;
Wields with their liands, but, still to these That raised emotions both of rage and fear;
And where his frown of liatred darkly fell,
unknown,
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his Hope withering fled, and Mercy sigh’d farew ell!
own.
Such liath it been—shall be—beneath the sun
X.
The many still must labour for the one!
’Tis Nature’s doom—but let the wretch who Slight are the outward signs of evil thought,
Within— within—’’t was there the spirit
toils
wrouglit!
Accuse not, bate not him who wears the
Love shows all changes—Hate, Ambition,
spoils.
Guile,
Oh! if he knew the weiglit of splendid chains,
How light the balance of his humbler pains! Betray no further than the bitter smile;
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The lip’s least curi, tlie ligktest paleness
thrown
Along the govern’d aspect, speak alone
Of deeper passions; and to judge their mien,
He, wko would see, must be liimself unseen.
Tken—with the kurried tread, the upward
eye,
The elenehed hand, the pause of agony,
That listens, starting, lest the step too near
Approach intrusive on that inood of fear;
Then—with each feature worldng from the
heart,
With feelings, loosed to strengthen—not
depart,
That rise, convulse, contend—that freeze, or
glow,
Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow;
Then, Stranger! if thou canst, and tremblest
not,
Behold his soul—the rest that soothes his
lot!
Mark how that Ione and blighted bosom
sears
The scatliing thought of execrated years 1
Behold—but who hath seen, or e'er shall see,
Han as himself—the secret spirit free ?
XI.
Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent
To lead the guilty—guilt’s worse instru
ment—
His soul was changed, before his deeds had
driven
Hiin forth to war with man and forfeit
heaven.
Warp’d by the World in Disappointment’s
school,
In words too wise, in conduct there a fool;
Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop,
Doom’d by his very virtues for a dupe,
He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill,
And not the traitors who betray’d him stili;
Nor deem’d that gifts bestow’d on better men
Had left him joy, and means to give again.
Fear’d, shunn’d, belied, ere youth had lost
her forcé,
He hated man too mueh to feel remorse,
And thought the voice of wrath a sacred cali,
To pay the injuries of some on all.
He knew himself a villain—but he deem’d
The rest no better than the tliing he seem’d ;
And scorn’d the best as hypocrites who hid
Those deeds the bolder spirit plaiuly did.
He knew himself detested, but he knew
The hearts that loath’d him, crouch’d and
dreaded too.
Lone, wild, and strange, he stood alike
exempt
From all affection and from all contempt:
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His ñame could sadden, and his acts surprise;
But they that fear’d him dared not to despise:
Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he
wake
The slumbering venom of the folded snake:
The first may to n , but not avenge the blow;
The last expires, but leaves no living foe;
Fast to the doom’d offender’s form it clings,
And he may crush—not conquer—still it
stings!
XII.
None are all evil—quickening round his heart
One softer feeling would not yet depart;
Oft could he sneer at others as beguiled
By passions worthy of a fool or child;
Yet ’gainst that passion vainly still he strove,
And even in him it asks the ñame of Love!
Yes, it was love—unchangeable—unchanged,
Felt but for one from wkom he never ranged ¡
Though fairest captives daily met his eye,
He shunn’d, ñor sought, but coldly pass’d
tkem by;
Though many a beauty droop’d in prison’d
bower,
None ever sooth’d his most unguarded hour.
Yes—it was Love—if tlioughts of tenderness
Tried in temptation, strengthen’d by distress,
Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime,
And yet—oh more than all I untired by time;
Wkiek ñor defeated hope, ñor baffled wile,
Could render sullen were she near to smile,
Nor rage could tire, ñor sickness fret to vent
On her one murmur of Iris discontent;
Which still would meet with joy, with calrnness part,
Lest that his look of grief should reach her
heart;
Wliieh nought removed, nor menaced to re
move—
I f there be love in mortals—this was love!
He was a villain—ay, reproaches shower
On him—but not the passion, ñor its power,
Which only proved, all other virtues gone,
Not guilt itself could quench this loveliest
one!
XIH.
He paused a moment—til! his liastening men
Pass’d .the first winding downward to the
glen.
“ Strange tidings!—many a perii have I
pass’d,
Ñor know I why this next appears the last I
Yet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear,
Ñor shall my followers find me falter here.
’T is rash to meet, but surer death to wait
Till here they hunt us to undoubted fate;
And, if my plan but hold, and Fortune smile,
We ’ll furnish mourners for our funeral pile.

Canto I.]
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Ay, let them slumber—peaceful be their
dreams!
Morn ne’er awoke them with such brilliant
beams
As kindle high to-night (but blow, thou
breeze!)
To warm these slow avengers of the seas.
Now to Medora—Oh! my sinking heart,
Long may her own be lighter than thou art!
Yet was I brave—mean boast where all are
brave1
Ev’n insects sting for aught they seek to save.
This common courage which with brutes we
share,
That owes its deadliest efforts to despair,
Small merit claims—but ’twas my nobler
hope
To teach my few with numbers still to cope;
Long have I led them—not to vainly bleed:
No medium now—we perish or succeed;
So let it be—it irks not me to die;
But thus to urge them whence they cannot
fly.

My lot hath long had little of my cure,
But chafes my pride thus baffled in the
snare:
Is this my skill ? my craft ? to set at last
Hope, power, and life upon a single east ?
Oh, Fate!—accuse thy folly, not thy fate 1
She may redeem thee still, ñor yet too late.”
XIV.
Thus with himself communion held he, till
He reach’d the summit of his tower-crown’d
hill:
There at the portal paused—for wild and soft
He heard those accents never heard too oft;
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they
rung,
And these the notes his bird of beauty sung:
1.
“ Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells,
Louely and lost to light for evermore,
Save when to thine my heart responsive
swells,
Then trembles into silence as before.
2.
“ There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp
Burns th§ slow ñame, eternal, but unseen;
Which not the darkness of despair can damp,
Though vain its ray as it had never been.
3.
“ Kemember me—Oh! pass not thou my grave
Without one thought whose relies there
recline:
The only pang my bosom daré not brave
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine.
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4.
“ My fondest, faintest, latest accents hear—
Grief for the dead not virtue can reprove;
Then give me all I ever ask’d—a tear,
The first—last—solé reward of so much
love I ”
He pass’d the portal, cross’d the corridor,
And reach’d the chamber as the strain gave
o’er:
“ My own Medora! sure thy song is sad— ”
“ In Conrad’s absence wouldst thou have it
glad ?
Without thine ear to listen to my lay,
Still must my song my thoughts, my soul
betray:
Still must each action to my bosom suit,
My heart unhush’d, although my lips were
mute!
Oh! many a night on this lone couch reclined,
My dreaming fear with storms hath wing’d
the wind,
And deem’d the breath that faintly fann’d
thy sail
The murmuring prelude of the ruder gale;
Though soft, it seem’d the low prophetic dirge,
That mourn’d thee floating on the savage
surge;
Still would I rise to rouse the beacon fire,
Lest spies less true should let the blaze
expire;
And many a restless hour outwatch’d each
star,
And morning carne—and still thou wert afar.
Oh ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew,
And day broke dreary on my troubled view,
And still I gazed and gazed—and not a prow
Was granted to my tears, my truth, my vow 1
At length ’twas noon—I hail’d and blest the
mast
That met my sight—it near’d—Alas! it pass’d!
Anothercarne—Oh God! ’twas thine at last!
Would that those days were over! wilt thou
ne’er,
My Conrad! learn the joys of peace to share ?
Sure thou hast more than wealth, and many
a home
As bright as this invites us not to roam:
Thou know’st it is not perii that I fear,
I only tremble when thou art not here;
Then not for mine, but that far dearer life,
Which flies from love and languishes for
strife—
How strange that heart, to me so tender still,
Should war with nature and its better w ill!”
“ Yea, strange indeed—that heart hath long
been changed;
Worm-like ’twas trampled,adder-like avenged,
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Witkout one liope on eartk beyond tliy love,
And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above.
Yet tbe same feeling wbicb tbou dost condemn,
My very love to tbee is bate to tbem,
So closely mingling bere, that disentwined,
I cease to love tbee wken I love mankind:
Yet dread not tbis—tbe proof of all tbe past
Assures tbe fature tbat my love will last;
But—ob, Medora! nerve thy gentler beart:
Tbis bouragain—but not forlong—we part.”
“ Tbisbourwe part—my beart f oreboded tbis:
Tbus ever fade my fairy dreams of bliss.
Tbis bour—it cannot be—tbis bour away I
Yon bark bath liardly ancbor’d in tbe bay:
Her consort stili is absent, and ber creiv
Have need of rest before tbey toil anew:
My lovel tbou mock’st my weakness; and
wouldst Steel
My breast before tbe túne wben it must feel;
But trifle now no more with my distress,
Sucb mirth batli less of play tlian bitterness.
Be silent, Conrad!—dearest 1 come and sliare
Tbe feast these bands delighted to prepare;
Ligbt toil! to cull and dress tby frugal fare!
See, X liave pluck’d tbe fruit that promised
best,
And wbere not sure, perplex’d, but pleased,
I guess’d
At sucb as seem’d tbe fairest; tkrice tbe hill
My steps have wound to try tbe coolest rill;
Y es! thy slierbet to-nigbt will sweetly flow,
See bow it sparkles in its vase of snow!
Tbe grapes’ gay juice tby bosom never cbeers;
Tbou more tban Moslem wben tbe cup appears:
Tbink not I mean to chide—for I rejoice
Wbat otbers deem a penance is tby choice.
But come, tbe board is spreadou r silver
lamp
Is trimm’d, and heeds not tbe sirocco’s damp:
Tken sball my bandmaids wbile tbe time
along,
And join witk me tbe dance, or wake tbe
song;
Or my guitar, whicb still tbou lov’st to
liear,
Sball sootbe or lull—or, sbould it vex tbine
ear,
We ’ll turn tbe tale, by Ariosto told,
Of fair Olympia loved and left of old.
Wby, tbou wert worse tban be wbo broke
bis vow
To that lost damsel, sbouldst tbou leave me
now;
Or even tbat traitor ekief—l ’ve seen tbee
smile,
Wben tbe clear sky sbow’d Ariadne's Isle,
Which I have pointed from tbese cliffs tbe
wbile:

[Canto I.

And tbus half sportive, balf in fear, I said,
Best time sbould raise that doubt to more
tban dread,
Tbus Conrad, too, will quit me for tbe main;
And be deceived me—for he came again 1”
“ Again, again—and oft again—my love 1
I f tbere be life below, and liope above,
He will return—but now, tbe moments bring
Tbe time of parting with redoubled wing:
Tbe wby, tbe wliere—ivbat boots it now to
teli?
Since all must end in tbat wild -word—farewell!
Yet would I fain—did time allow—disclose—
Fear not—tbese are no formidable foes;
And bere sball watcb a more tban wonted
guard,
For sudden siege and long defence prepared:
Nor be tbou lonely, tkough tby lord’s away,
Our matrons and tby bandmaids with tbee
stay;
And this thy comfort—tbat, wben next we
meet,
Security sball make repose more sweet.
L is t!—’tis tbe bugle! ”—Juan shrilly blew—
“ One kiss—one more—anotker—Ob! Adieu 1’’
Sbe rose—sbe sprung—sbe clung to bis em
brace,
Till bis beart keaved beneatb herbidden face:
He dared not raise to bis tbat deep-blue eye,
Wbicb downcast droop’d in tearless agony.
Her long fair bair lay floating o’er bis arms,
In all tbe wildness of disbevell’d cbarms;
Scarce beat that bosom wliere bis image dwelt
So full—that feeling seem’d almost uufelt!
Hark—peals tbe thunder of tbe signal-gun!
It told ’twas suuset, and be cursed that sun.
Again—again—tbat form be madly press’d,
Wbicb mutely clasp’d imploringly caress’d !
And tottering to the coucb bis bride be bore,
One moment gazed, as if to gaze no more;
Felt tbat for him earth beld but ber alone,
Kiss’d ber cold forehead—turn’d—is Conrad
gone?
XV.
“ And is be gone ? ” on sudden solitude
How oft tbat fearful question will intrude!
“ ’Twas but an instant past, and bere he
stood 1
And now”—without tbe portal’s porcb sbe
rusb’d,
And tlien at lengtli ber tears in freedom
gusb’d ;
Big, bright, and fast, unknown to ber tbey
fe ll;
But stiÚ her lips refused to send—“ Farewell 1 ”

Canto L]

Coreaív.

For in tbat word—tbat fatal word—bowe’er
We promise, bope, bebeve, tbere breatbes
despair.
O’er every feature of tbat still, palé face,
Had sorrow fix’d wbat time can ne’er erase:
Tbe tender blue of tbat large loving eye
Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy,
Till—Oh, bow far!—it caugbt a glimpse of
kim,
And then it flow’d, and pbrensied seem’d to
swim,
Tkrougk tliose long, dark, and ghstening
lasbes dew’d
With drops of saduess oft to be renew’d.
“ He’s gone!” —against ber beart tbat band
is driven,
Convulsed and quick—tben gentlyraised to
beaven:
Sbe look’d and saw tbe keaving of tbe main;
Tbe wkite sail set—sbe dared not look again;
But turn’d with sickening soul witbin tbe
gate—
“ It is no dream—and I am desolate ! '
XVI.
From crag to crag descendïng, swíftly sped
Stern Conrad down, nor once be turn’d bis
bead; But skrunk wkene’er tbe windings of bis way
Forced on bis eye wbat be would not survey,
His lone but lovely dwellmg on tbe steep,
Tbat bail’d kim first wben komeward from
tbe deep:
And sbe—tbe dim and melancholy star,
Wbose ray of beauty reacb’d bim from afar,
Ou ber he must not gaze, be must not tbink,
Tbere be migbt rest—but on Destruction’s
briuk:
Yet once almost be stopp’d, and nearly gave
His fate to chance, bis projects to tbe wave:
But no—it must not be—a wortby ekief
May melt, but not betray to woman’s grief.
He sees his bark, be notes bow fan1 tbe wind,
And sternly gathers all bis migbt of mind:
Again be burries on—and as be kears
Tbe clang of tumult vibrate on bis ears,
Tbe busy sounds, tbe bustle of tbe skore,
Tbe sbout, tbe signal, and tbe dasbiug oar;
As marks bis eye tbe seaboy on the mast,
Tbe anchors rise, tbe sails unfurling fast,
Tbe waving kerckiefs of tbe crowd tbat urge
Tbat mute adieu to tbose wbo stem tbe surge;
And more tban all, bis blood-red flag aloft,
He marvell’d bow bis beart could seem so
soft.
Fire in bis glance, and wildness in bis breast,
He feels of all bis former self possest;
He bounds—be flies—until bis íootsteps reacb
Tbe verge wbere ends tbe eliff, begius tbe
beacb,
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Tbere cbecks bis speed; but pauses less to
breatlie
Tbe breezy fresbness of the deep beneatb,
Tban there bis wonted statelier step renew;
Nor rusb, disturb’d by baste, to vulgar view :
For well bad Conrad learn’d to curb tbe
crowd,
By arts tbat veil, and oft preserve tbe proud;
His was tbe lofty port, tbe distant mien,
Tbat seems to sbun tbe sigbt—and awes if
seen:
Tbe soleum aspect, and tbe higk-born eye,
That cbecks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy;
All tbese be wielded to command assent:
But wbere be wisb’d to will, so well unbent,
Tbat kindness cancell’d fear in tbose wbo
beard,
And otbers’ gifts sbow’d mean beside bis
word,
When ecbo’d to tbe beart as from bis owu
His deep yet tender melody of tone:
But sucb was foreign to bis wonted mood,
He cared not wbat be softeu’d, but subdued:
The evil passions of bis youth bad made
Him valué less wbo loved—tban wbat obey’d.
X V II.
Around bim mustering ranged bis ready guard,
Before bim Juan stands—“ Are all prepared ?”
“ Tbey are—nay more—embark’d : tbe latest
boat
Waits but my cbief---- ”
“ My sword, and my capote.”
Soon firmly girded 011, and ligktly slung,
His belt and cloak were o’er bis sboulders
flung:
“ Call Pedro bere! ” He comes—and Conrad
bends,
With all the courtesy he deign’d his friends;
“ Keceive tbese tablets, and peruse with care,
Words of bigb trust and trutb are graven
tbere;
Double tbe guard, and when Anselmo’s bark
Arrives, let bim alike tbese orders iuark:
In tbree days (serve tbe breeze) tbe sun sball
sliine
On our return—till tben all peacc be tbine! ”
Tbis said, bis brother Pirate’s band be wrung,
Tben to bis boat with kauglity gesture sprung.
Flasb’d tbe dipt oars, and sparkling with tbe
stroke,
Around tbe waves’ pbospboric brigktness
broke;
Tbey gain tbe vessel—on tbe deck be stands,—Skrieks tbe sbrill wbistle, ply tbe busy
bands—
He marks bow well tbe sbip ber helm obeys,
How gallant all ber crew, and deigns to
praise.
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His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo tnrn—
Why doth he start, and inly seem to mourn ?
Alas! those eyes beheld liis roeky tower,
And live a moment o’er the parting liour;
She—his Medora—did she mark the prow ?
A h ! never loved he half so much as now I
But mueh must yet be done ere dawn of day—
Again he mans himself and turns away;
Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends,
And tliere unfolds his plan, his means, and
ends;
Before them burns the lamp, and spreads the
chart,
And all that speaks and aids the naval art;
They to the midnight watch protract debate;
To anxious eyes what hour is ever late ?
Meantime, the steady breeze serenely blew,
And fast and falcon-like the vessel flew;
Pass’d the high headlands of each clustering
isle,
To gain their port—long—long ere morning
smile:
And soon the night-glass through the narrow
bay
Discovers where the Paclia’s galleys lay.
Count they each sail, and mark how there
supine
The lights in vain o’er heedless Moslem shine.
Secure, unnoted, Conrad’s prow pass’d by,
And anchor’d where his ambush meant to lie ;
Screen’d from espial by the jutting cape,
That rears on high its rude fantastic shape.
Then rose his baud to duty—not from sleep—
Equipp’d for deeds alike on land or deep;
While lean’d their leader o’er the fretting
flood,
And calmly talk’d—and yet he talk'd of
blood!

Canto the Second.

Meantime the watch may slumber, if they will,
Ñor only wake to war, but dreaming kill.
Though all, who can, disperse on shore and
seek
To flesli their glowing valour on the Greek;
How well such deed becomes the turban’d
brave—
To bare tlie sabre’s edge before a slave 1
Infest his dwelling—but forbear to slay,
Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day,
And do not deign to smite because they may I
Unless some gay capriee suggests the blow,
To keep in practice for the coming foe.
Bevel and rout the evening hours beguile,
And they who wish to wear a head mu3t
smile;
For Moslem mouths produce their choicest
clieer,
And hoard their curses, till the coast is clear.
II.
High in his hall reclines the turban’d Seyd ;
Around—the bearded chiefs he carne to lead.
Bemoved the banquet, and the last pilaff—
Forbidden draughts, ’tis said, he dared to
quaff,
Though to the rest the sober berry’s juice
The slaves bear round for rigid Moslems’ use;
The long cliibouque’s dissolving cloud supply,
While dance the Almas to wild minstrelsy.
The rising morn will view the chiefs embark;
But waves are somewhat treacherous in the
dark:
And revellers may more securely sleep
On silken conch than o’er the rugged deep:
Feast there who can—ñor combat till they
must,
And less to conquest than to Korans trust:
And yet the numbers crowded in his host
Miglit warrant more than even the Pacha’s
boast.

“ Conosceste i dubiosi dcsiri ? "—-Dante.

ni.

X.
I n Coron’s bay floats many a galley light,
Through Coron’s lattices the lamps are
bright,
For Seyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night:
A feast for promised triuinph yet to come,
When he shall drag the fetter’d Bovers home;
This hath he sworn by Alia and his sword,
And faithful to his firman and his word,
His summon’d prows collect along the coast,
And great the gathering crews, and loud the
boast;
Already shared the captives and the prize,
Though far the distant foe they thus despise;
’Tis but to sail—no doubt to-morrow’s Sun
Will see the Pirates bound, their haven won 1

Witli cautious reverence from the outer gate
Slow stalks the slave, whose office there to
wait,
Bows his bent head, his hand salutes the
floor,
Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore:
“ A captive Dervise, from the pirate’s nest
Eseaped, is here—himself would tell the
rest.”
He took the sign from Seyd’s assenting eye,
And led the holy man in silence nigh.
His arins were folded on his dark-green vest,
His step was feeble, and his look deprest;
Yet worn he seem’d of hardship more than
' years,
And palé his cheek with penance, not from
fears.
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“ Stay, Dervise 1 I have more to question—
Vow'd to his God—his sable locks he wore,
stay,
And these his lofty cap rose proudly o’e r:
Around his form his loose long robe was I do command thee—sit—dost hear ?—obey !
More
I must ask, and food the slaves shall
thrown,
bring;
And wrapt a breast bestow’d on heaven alone;
Submissive, yet with self-possession mann’d, Thou shalt not pine where all are banqueting:
He calmly met the curious eyes that scann’d ; The supper done—prepare thee to reply,
Clearly and full—I love not mystery.”
And question of his coming fain would seek,
’T were vain to guess what shook the pious
Before the Pacha’s will allow’d to speak.
man,
IV.
Who look’d not lovingly on that Divan;
Ñor
show’d high relish for the banquet prest,
“ Whence com'st thou, Dervise?”
“ From the outlaw’s den, And less respect for every fellow guest.
’Twas but a moment’s peevish hectic pass’d
A fugitive—”
Along his cheek, and tranquillised as fast:
“ Thy capture where and when ? ”
He sate him down in silence, and his look
“ From Scalanovo’s port to Scio’s isle,
The Saick was bound; but Allah did not smile ltesumed the calmness which before forsook:
Upon our course—the Moslem merehant’s The feast was usher’d in, but sumptuous fare
He shunn’d as if some poison mingled there.
gains
The Bovers won ; our limbs have worn their For one so long condemn’d to toil and fast,
Methinks he strangely spares the ricli repast.
chains.
I liad no death to fear, ñor wealth to boast,
Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost; “ What ails thee, Dervise? eat—dost thou
suppose
At length a fisher’s humble boat by night
This feast a Christian’s ? or my friends thy
Afforded hope, and offer’d chance of fliglit;
foes ?
I seized the hour, and find my safety here—
With tliee—most miglity Pacha! who can Why dost thou shun the ’salt? that sacred
pledge,
fear ? ”
Which, oncepartaken, blunts the sabre’s edge,
“ How speed the outlaw's ? stand they well Makes ev’n contending tribes in peace unite,
prepared,
And hated hosts seem brethren to the siglit 1”
Their plunder’d wealth, and robber’s rock, to
guard?
“ Salt seasons dainties—and my food is still
Dream they of this our preparation, doom’d
The humblest root, my drink the simplest r ill;
To view with fire their scorpion nest con- And my stern vow and order’s laws oppose
sumed ? ”
To bréale or mingle bread with friends or foes;
“ Pacha I the fetter’d captive’s mourning eye, It may seem strange—if there be aught to
dread,
That weeps for fliglit, but ill can play the spy;
That peril rests upon my single head;
I only heard the reckless waters roar,
But
for thy sway—nay more—thy Sultan’s
Those waves that would not bear me from
throne,
the shore;
I taste ñor bread ñor banquet—save alone;
I only mark’d the glorious sun and skv,
Infringed our order’s rule, the Prophet’s rage
Too bright, too blue, for my captivity;
And felt that all which Freedom’s bosom To Mecea’s dome miglit bar my pilgrimage.”
cheers,
Must break my chain before it dried my tears. “ Well—as thou wilt—ascetic as thou art—
This may’st thou judge, at least, from my One question answer; then in peace depart.
How many ?—H a ! it cannot sure be day ?
escape,
What star—what sun is bursting on the bay ?
They little deem of aught in peril’s shape;
Else vainly liad I pray’d or sought the chance It shines a lake of fire!—away—away!
H o ! treachery I my guards! my seimitar!
That leads me here—if eyed with vigilance:
The galleys feed the llames—and I afar !
The careless guard that did not see me fly
Aecursed Dervise !—these thy tidings—thou
May watch as idly when thy power is nigh.
Pacha 1 my limbs are faiut—and nature Some villaiu spy—seize—eleave him— slay
him now! ”
craves
Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves:
Permit my absence—peace be with thee ! Up rose the Dervise with that burst of light,
Ñor less his change of form appall’d the sight:
Peace
With all around !—now grant repose—re Up rose that Dervise—not in saintly garb,
But like a warrior bounding on his barb,
léase.”
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Dash’d his liigh cap, and tore Lis robe away— But short tLeir greeting, sliorter Iris reply—
SLone Lis mail’d breast, and flash’d Lis “ ’T is wrell—but Seyd escapes, and Le must
sabre’s ray!
die—
His cióse but glittering casque, and sable Much hath Leen done, but more remains to
plume,
do—
More glittering eye, and black brow’s sabler TLeir galleys blaze—why not their city too ? ”
gloom,
Glared on tLe Moslems’ eyes some Afrit
V.
sprite,
WLose demon death-blow left no Lope for Quick at the word tLey seized Lim each a
figlit.
toreh,
TLe wild confusión, and tLe swartLy glow
And fire the dome from minaret to porch.
Of flames on LigL, and torcLes from below;
A stern delight was fix’d in Conrad’s eye,
TLe sLriek of terror, and tLe minglnig yell—■ But sudden sunk—for on Lis ear the cry
For swords began to clash, and shouts to Of women struck, and like a deadly knell
swell—
Knock’d at tLat heart unmoved by battle’s
yell.
Flung o’er that spot of earth the ah- of bell!
Distracted, to and fro, the flying slaves
“ OL ! burst the Haram—wrong not on your
lives
Bebold but bloody shore and fiery waves;
Nought Leeded they tLe Pacha’s angry cry,
One female form—remember—we Lave wives.
They seize tLat Dervise 1—seize on Zatanai! On them such outrage Vengeance ivill repay;
He saw tLeir terror—check’d tLe first despair Man is our foe, and such ’tis ours to slay:
TLat urged Lim but to stand and perisb there, But still we spared—must spare the iveaker
prey.
Since far too early and too well obey’d,
TLe llame ivas kindled ere tlie signal made;
OL ! I forgot—but Heaven ivill not forgive
He saw tLeir terror—from Lis baldric drew
If at my word the helpless cease to live;
His bugle—brief tLe blast—but shrilly blew ; Foliow ivho ivill—I go—we yet Lave time
’T is ansivered—“ Well ye speed, my gállant Our souls to lighten of at least a crime.”
creiv!
He climbs the crackliug stair, Le bursts the
door,
Why did I doubt tLeir quickness of career ?
And deem design had left me single Lere ? ”
Ñor feels his feet gloiv scorching with the
floor;
Sweeps Lis long arm—tLat sabre’s ivhn-ling
sway
His breath clioked gasping with the volumed
smoke,
SLeds fast atonement for its first delay;
But still from room to room Lis way Le
Completes Lis fury wLat tLeir fear begun,
broke.
And makes the many basely quail to one.
TLe cloven turbans o’er tLe ehamber spread, TLey search—tLey find—tLey save: with
lusty arms
And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its
Lead:
Each bears a prize of unregarded charms;
Even Seyd, convulsed, o’erwhelm’d, witL Calm then' loud fears; sustain tLeir sinking
frames
rage, surprise,
With all the care defenceless beauty claims:
Retreats before Lim, thougL Le still defies.
No eraven Le—and yet Le dreads tlie blow,
So well could Conrad tame tLeir fiercest
mood,
So much Confusión magnifies bis foe!
And clieck the very Lands with gore imbrued.
His blazing galleys still distract Lis sigbt,
He tore Lis beard, and foaming fled tlie But wLo is she ? ívbom Conrad’s arms convey
figbt;
From reeking pile and combat’s wreck away—
WLo but the love of Lim Le dooms to ¿leed ?
For now tLe pirates pass’d the Haram gate,
And burst within—and it were death to The Haram queen—but still the slave of
wait;
Seyd!
WTiere wild Amazement slrrieking—kneeling
VI.
throws
TLe sword aside—in vain—tLe blood o’er- Brief time had Conrad now to greet Guiñare,
flows!
Feiv ivords to re-assure the trem¿ling fair;
TLe Corsan-s pouring, baste to where witbiu For in tliat pause compassion snatch’d from
Invited Conrad’s bugle, and tLe din
war,
Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life,
TLe foe before retiring, fast and far,
Proclaim’d Loiv well Le did the worlc of strife. With wonder saw tLeir footsteps unpursued,
TLey sbout to find Lim grim and lonely there, First slowlier fled—then rallied—then ivithA glutted tiger mangling in his lan-!
stood.
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TLis Seyd perceives, then first perceives hoiv
feiv,
Compared with Lis, the Corsair’s roving
crew,
And blushes o’er Lis error, as Le eyes
TLe ruin wrouglit by panic and surprise.
Alia il Alia 1 Vengeance swells the cry—Shame mounts to rage tliat must atone or
die!
And Same for fíame and blood for blood must
tell,
TLe tide of triumph ebbs tliat floiv’d too
well—
When wrath returns to renovated strife,
And those ivho fouglit for conquest strike for
Lfe.
Conrad belield tile danger—Le belield
His followers faint by freshening foes repell’d :
“ One effort—one—to break tlie circling
Lost 1 ”
TLey form—unite—charge—waver—all is
lostl
Within a narrower ring compress’d, beset,
Hopeless, not Leartless, strive and struggle
yet—
AL! now tLey figbt in firmest file no more,
Hemm’d in, cut off, cleft down, and trampled
o’er,
But each strikes singly, silently, and lióme,
And sinks outwearied ratlier than o’ercome,
His last faint quittance rendering with Lis
breatli,
Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death!
V II.
But first, ere carne the rallying Lost to blows,
And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose,
Guiñare and all Ler Haram Landmaids freed,
Safe in the dome of one who held their creed,
By Conrad’s mandate safely were bestow’d,
And dried those tears for life and fame tliat
flow’d :
And when that dark-eyed lady, young
Guiñare,
Recall’d those thouglits late wandering in
despair,
Much did she marvel o’er the courtesy
TLat smooth’d Lis accents; soften’d in Lis
eye:
’Twas strange—that robber tlius with gore
bedew’d
Seem’d gentler tlien than Seyd in fondest
mood.
TLe Pacha woo’d as if Le deem’d the slave
Must seem dellghted with the lieart Le gave;
TLe Corsair vow’d protection, soothed af. fright,
As if his homage were a woman’s riglit.
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“ TLe wish is wrong—nay, worse for female—
vain:
Yet much I long to view that chief again;
I f but to thank for, what my fear forgot,
TLe life my loving lord remember’d not 1”

ITU.
And Lim she saw, where thickest carnage
spread,
But gather’d breathing from the happier
dead;
Far from Lis band, and battling with a Lost
TLat deem right dearly won tile field Le lost,
Fell’d—bleeding—bafíled of the death Le
souglit,
And snatch’d to expiate all the ills Le
wrouglit;
Preserved to linger and to live in vain,
While Vengeance ponder’d o’er new plans of
pain,
And stanch’d the blood she saves to shed
again—
But drop for drop, for Seyd’s unglutted eye
Would doom Lim ever dying—ne’er to die!
Can this be Le ? triumphant late she saw,
When Lis red liand’s wild gesture waved,
a law I
’Tis Le indeed—disarm’d but nndeprest,
His solé regret the life Le still possest;
His wounds too slight, thougL taken with
that will,
Which would Lave kiss’d the hand that then
could kill.
Olí were there none, of all the many given,
To send Lis soul—Le scarcely ask’d to
heaven ?
Must he alone of all retain Lis breatli,
WLo more than all Lad striven and struck
for death ?
He deeply felt—what mortal hearts must
feel,
When tlius reversed on faitliless fortune’s
wlieel,
For crimes committed, and the vietor's tlireat
Of lingering tortures to repay the debí—
He deeply, darkly fe lt; but evil pride
That led to perpetrate, now serves to liide.
Still in Lis stern and self-collected mien
A conqueror’s more than captive’s air is
seen,
ThougL faint with wasting toil and stiffening
wound,
But few that saw—so calmly gazed around:
ThougL the far shouting of the distant
crowd,
Their tremors o’er, rose insolently loud,
The better warriors who beheld liim near,
Insulted not the foe who tauglit them fear;
And the grim guards that to Lis durance led,
In silence eyed Lim wuth a secret dread.
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ix.
The Leech was sent—but not in mercy—
there,
To note how mueh the Ufe yet left eonld
bear;
He found enough to load witli beaviest cbain,
And promise feeliug for the wrench of pain;
To-nmrrow—yea—to-morrow’s evening sun
Will sinking see impalement’s pangs begun,
And rising witli the wonted blusli of morn
Bebold how well or iil tbose pangs are horne.
Of tormenta tliis the longest and the worst,
Which adds ali other agony to thhst,
That day by day death stili forbears to slake,
While famish'd vultures flit aronnd the stake.
“ Oh! water—water! ”—smiling Hate denies
The victim’s prayer, for if lie drinks he dies.
This was his doom;—the Leech, the guard
were gone,
And left proud Conrad fetter'd and alone.
X.
’T were vain to paint to what his feelings
grew—
It even were doubtful if their victim knew.
There is a war, a chaos of the mind,
When all its elements convulsed, combined*
Lie dark and jarring with perturbed forcé,
And gnashing with impenitent Remorse—
That juggling fiend, who never spake before,
But cries “ I warn’d thee!” when the deed
is o’er.
Vain voiee! the spirit burning but unbent,
May writlie, rehel—the weak alone repent!
Even in Uiat lonely liour when most it feels,
And,_to itself, ali, ali that self reveáis,—
No single passion, and no ruling thought
That leaves the rest, as once, unseen, unsought,
But the wild prospect when the soul reviews,
Ali rusliing tlirough their thousaud avenues.
Ambition’s dreams expiring, love’s regi'et,
Endanger’d glory, life itself beset ;
The joy nntasted, the contempt or hate
’Gainst those who fain would triumph in our
fate;
The hopeless past, the liasting future driven
Too quickly on to guess of hell or lieaven;
Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remember’d not
So keenly till that hour, hut ne’er forgot;
Things light or lovely in their acted time,
But now to stern reflection each a crime;
The withering sense of evil unreveaTd,
Not cankering less because the more conceal’d—
AII, in a word, from wrhich ali eyes must
start,
That opening sepulchre—the naked heart

[Canto II.

Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake,
To snatch the mirror from the soul—and
break.
Ay, Pride can veil, and Courage hrave it
all—
Ali—all—before—beyond—the deadliest fall.
Each hath some fear, and he who least
betrays,
The only hypocrite deserving praise:
Not the loud recreant wretcli who boasts and
flies;
But he who looks on death—and silent dies.
So steel’d hy pondering o’er his far career,
He half-way meets him should. he menaee
near!
XI.
I 11 the high chamber of his highest tower
Sate Conrad, fetter’d in the Pacha’s power.
His palace perish’d in the flame—this fort
Contain’d at once his captive and his court.
Not much could Conrad of his sentenee
blame,
His foe, if vanquish’d, had hut shared the
same:—
Alone he sate—in solitude had scann’d
His guilty bosom, but tlrnt breast he mann’d :
One thought alone he could not—dared not
meet—
“ Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet ? ”
Then—only then—his clanking hands he
raised,
And strain’d with rage the chain on which he
gazed;
But soon he found, or feign’d, or dream’d
relief,
And smiled in self-derision of his grief,
“ And now come torture when it will—or
may,
More need of rest to nerve me for the day! "
This said, with languor to his mat he crept,
{ And, whatsoe’er his visions, quickly slept.
’T was liardly midnight when that fray
begun,
For Conrad’s pians matured, at once were
done:
And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time,
She scarce had left an uncommitted crime.
One hour beheld him since the tide he
stemm’d—
Disguised, discover’d, conquering, ta'en, condemn'd—
A cliief on land, an outlaw on the deep—
Destroying, saving, prison’d, and asleep 1
XU.
He slept in calmest seeming, for his breath
Was hush’d so deep—Ah ! happy if in death !
He slept—Wlio o’er his placid slumber bends ?
His foes are gone, and here he hath no friends ¡

Canto II.]

Coreair.

Is it some seraph sent to grant him grace ?
No, ’tis an earthly form with heavenly face!
Its white arm raised a lamp—yet gently hid,
Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid
Of that closed eye, which opens but to pain,
And once unclosed—hut once may close again.
That form, with eye so dark, and cheek so fair,
And auburn waves of gemm’d and braided
hair;
With shape of fairy lightness—naked foot,
That shines like snow, and falis on earth as
mute—■
Tlirough guards and dunnest night how came
it there ?
Ah! rather ask what will not woman dare ?
Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Guiñare!
She could not sleep—and while the Pacha’s
rest
In muttering dreams yet saw1 his pirate-guest,
She left his side—his signet-ring she bore,
Which oft in sport adorn’d her hand before—
And with it, scarçely question’d, won her way
Through drowsy guards that must that sign
obey.
Worn out with toil, and tired with clianging
blows,
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose ;
And cliill and nodding at the turret door,
They streteh their listless limhs, and watch
no more;
Just raised their heads to liail the signet-ring,
Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring.
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I come through darkness—and I scarce know
why—
Yet not to hurt—I would not see thee die.”
“ H so, kind lady! thine the only eye
That would not here in that gay liope delight:
Theirs is the chance—and let them use their
right.
But stili I tliank theh' courtesy or thine,
That would confess me at so fair a shrine! ”
Strauge thougli it seem—yet with extremest
gi-ief
Is link’d a mhth—it doth not bring relief—
That playfulness of Sorrow ne’er beguiles,
And smiles in bitterness—but stili it smiles ;
And sometimes with the wisest and the best,
Till even the scaffold cchoes with theh jest!
Yet not the joy to which it seems akin—
It may deceive all hearts, save that within.
Whate’er it was that flash’d on Conrad, now
A laughing wildness half unbent his brow :
And these his accents had a sound of mhth,
As if the last he could enjoy on earth;
Yet ’gainst his nature—for through that short
life,
Few thoughts had he to spare from gloom and
strife.

XIV.
“ Corsair! thy doom is named—but I have
power
To soothe the Pacha in his weaker hour.
Thee would I spare—nay more—would save
thee now,
But this—time—liope—nor even thy strength
X ffl.
allow;
She gazed in wonder, “ Can he calmly sleep,
But all I can, I w ill: at least, delay
Wliile other eyes his fall or ravage weep ?
■Andmine in restlessnessare wanderinghere— The sentenee that remits thee scarce a day.
What sudden spell hath made this man so More now were ruin—even thyself were loth
The vain attempt should bring but doom to
1
dear ?
both.”
True—’tis to him my life, and more, I owe,
And me and mine he spared from wrorse than
“ Yes ! loth indeed :—my soul isnerved to all,
woe:
’Tis late to tliink—but soft, his slumber Or falTn too low to fear a further fall:
Tempt not thyself with perii—me with hope
breaks—
How heavily he sighs!—he starts—awakes I ” Of fliglit from foes with whom I could not
cope:
He raised his head, and dazzled with the Unfit to vanquish, shall I meanly fly,
The one of all my band that would not die ?
ligbt,
Yet there is one to whom my memory clings,
His eye seem’d dubious if it saw anght:
He moved his hand—the grating of his^chain TUI to these eyes her own wild softness
springs.
Too harshly told him that he lived again.
My sole resources in the path I trod
“ What is that form ? if not a shape of air,
Methinks, my jailor’s face shows wondrous Were these—my bark, my sword, my love, my
God!
fa ir! ”
The last I left in youth!—he leaves me now—
“ Pírate! thou know'st me not—but I am one, And Man but works his will to lay me low.
Grateful for deeds thou hast too rarely done; I have no thought to mock his throne with
prayer
Look on me—and remember her, thy hand
Snatch’d from the flames, and thy more fear- Wrung from the coward crouching of despair;
It is enough—I breathe, and I can bear.
ful hand.
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My sword is skaken from tile wórtkless liand
Tbat miglit bave better kept so true a brand;
My bark is sunk or captive—but my love—
For her in sooth my voice would mount above:
Oh I she is all tkat still to eartb can bind—
And tliis will break a keart so more tban
kind,
And bligbt a fonn—till thine appear’d,
Guiñare!
Mine eye ne’er ask’d if otkers were as fair.”
“ Tliou lov'st anotber tben ?—but what to me
Is tliis—’tis notliing—nothing e’er can be:
But yet—tliou lov’st—and—Oh ! I envy tliose
IVhose liearts on liearts as faithful can repose,
"Wbo never feel the void—the wandering
thought
Tbat sigbs o'er visions—sucb as mine liath
wrougkt.”
“ Lady, methought thy love was bis, for wliom
Tliis arm redeem’d tliee from a fiery tqmb.”
“ My love stern Seyd’s ! Ob—No—No—not
my love—
Tet mucli tbis heart, tbat strives no more, once
strove
To meet bis passion—but it would not be.
I felt—Ifeel—lovedwells witb—witli tbefree.
I am a slave, a favour’d slave at best,
To sbare bis splendour, and seem very blest!
Oft must my soul tile question undergo,
Of— ‘ Dost tliou love ? ’ and burn to answer,
‘ N o !’
O lí! liard it is tbat fondness to sustain,
And struggle not to feel averse in vain;
But liarder still the heart’s recoil to bear,
And bidé from one—perliaps anotber tbere.
He takes tbe liand I give not, ñor witkkold—
Its pulse ñor cbeck’d, ñor quicken’d—calmly
coid:
And wben resign’d, it drops a lifeless weiglit
From one I never loved enougli to bate.
No warmtli tliese lips return by bis imprest,
And eliiH’d remembrance sbudders o’er tbe
rest.
Yes—liad I ever proved tbat passion’s zeal,
Tbe cbange to liatred were at least to feel:
But still be goes unmourn’d, returns unsouglit,
And oft wben present—absent from my
tbougbt.
Or wbenreflection comes—and come it must—
I fear tbat henceforth ’t will but brbig disgust;
I am Iiis slave—but, in despite of pride,
’Twere worse tban bondage to become bis
bride.
Oh! tbat tbis dotage of bis breast would
cease:
Or seek anotber and give mine release,
But yesterday—I could bave said, to peace!

[Canto IIL

Yes, if unwonted fondness now I feign,
Bemember, captive ! ’t is to break thy cbain;
Bepay tbe life tbat to thy liand I owe;
To give tbee back to all endear’d below,
Wbo sbare sucli love as I can never know.
Farewell, morn bréales, and I must now away:
’T will cost me dear—but dread no deatb
to-day 1 ”
XV.
She press’d bis fetter’d fhigers to her heart,
And bow’d her head, and turn’d her to depart,
And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone.
And was sbe here ? and is be now alone ?
What gem hath dropp’d and sparkles o’er bis
cbain ?
The tear most sacred, slied for otbers’ pain,
Tbat starts at once—bright—puré—from
Pity’s mine,
Already polisb’d by tbe liand divine 1
Olí! too convineing—dangerously dear—
In woman’s eye the unanswerable tear!
Tbat weapon of her wealmess sbe can wield,
To save, subdue—at once her spear and
sbield:
Avoid it—Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs,
Too fondly gazing on tbat grief of bers!
Wbat lost a world, and bade a liero íiy ?

Tbe timid tear in Cleopatra’s eye.
Yet be tbe soft triumvir’s fault forgiven ;
By tbis—liow many lose not eartb—but
heaven1
Consign tlieir souls to man’s eternal foe,
And seal their own to spare some wanton’s
woe!
XVI.
’T is morn, and o’er bis alter’d features play
Tbe beams—without tbe bope of yesterday.
Wbat sliall be be ere nigbt? perchance a
thing
O’er wliick tbe raven flaps her funeral wing,
By bis closed eye unheeded and unfelt;
Wbile sets tbat sun, and dews of evenins
melt,
Chill, wet, and misty round each stiffen'd
limb,
Befreshing eartb—reviving all but him 1

Canto the Third.
“ Come vedi—ancor non m’abbandona.”—Dante.
I.
Slow sinks, more lovely ere bis race be run,
Along Morea’s bilis tbe setting sun;
Not, as in Northern climes, obscurely bright,
But one unclouded blaze of living ligkt!

Canto IIL]
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O’er tbe busb’d deep tbe yellow beam be
tbrows,
Gilds tbe green wave, tbat trembles as it
glows.
On oíd iEgina’s rock and Idra’s isle,
Tbe god of gladness sbeds bis parting smile;
O’er bis own regions lingering, loves to
skine,
Thougk tbere bis altars are no more divine.
Descending fast the mouutain sbadows kiss
Thy glorious gulf, unconquer'd Salamis !
Tkeir azure arclies tbrougb tbe long expanse
More deeply purpled meet bis mellowing
glance,
And teuderest tints, along tbeir summits
driven,
Mark bis gay course, and own tbe bues of
heaven;
Till, darkly sbaded from the land and deep,
Bebind bis Delpbian cliff be sinks to sleep.

Again tbe AEgean, beard no more afar,
Lulls bis ckafed breast from elemental war;
Agaiu bis waves in milder tints unfold
Tbeir long array of sapphire and of gold,
Mix’d witli tile sbades of many a distant isle,
Tbat frown—wkere gentler ocean seems to
smile.

But lo ! from liigli Hymettus to the plain,
Tbe queen of nigbt asserts ber silent reign.
No murky vapour, berald of tbe storm,
Hides ber fair face, ñor girds ber glowing
form ;
Witb cornice glimmering as tbe moonbeams
piay,
Tbere tbe wbite column greets ber grateful
ray,
And, bright around witb quivermg beams
beset,
Her emblem sparkles o’er tbe minaret:
Tbe groves of olive scatter’d dark and wide
W’bere meek Cephisus pours bis scanty tide,
Tbe cypress saddening by tbe sacred mosque,
Tbe gleaming turret of tbe gay kiosk,
And, dun and sombre ’mid tbe lioly calm,
Near Theseus’ fane yon solitary palm,
AU tinged with varied bues arrest tbe eye—
And dull were bis tbat pass’d tbem lieedless by.

Tbe nigbt-breeze fresbens—sbe tbat day bad
pass’d
In ívatcking all tbat Hope proclaim’d a mast;
Sadly sbe sate on bigb—Impatience bore
At last ber footsteps to tbe midnight shore,
And tbere sbe wander’d, lieedless of the spray
Tbat dasb’d ber garments oft, and warn’d
away:
She saw not, felt not tbis—nor dared depart,
Ñor deem’d it coid—ber cliill was at ber
heart;
Tillgrew sucb certainty from tbat suspense—
His very sigbt bad sbock’d from life or sense!

II.
Not now my tbeme—wby tum my tbougbts
to tbee ?
Ob! wbo can look along thy native sea,
Ñor dwell upon tby ñame, wbate’er tbe tale,
So mueb its magic must o’er all prevail ?
WTbo tbat bekeld tbat Sun upon tbee set,
Fair Atbens 1could thine eveningface forget?
Not lie—wbose heart nor time ñor distance
frees,
Spell-bound witbin tbe clustering Cyclades!
Nor seems tbis komage foreign to its strain,
His Corsair’s isle was once thine own domain—
On sucb an eve, bis palest beam be east,
Would
tbat witb freedom it were thine again!
Wben—Atbens! bere thy "Wisest look’d bis
last.
III.
How watch’d tby better sons bis farewell ray,
Tbat closed tlieir murder’d sage’s latest day ! Tbe Sunbatb sunk—and,darkertlian tbe nigkti
Sinks witb its beam upon tbe beacon keiglit
Not yet—not yet—Sol pauses 011 tbe bilí—
Medora’s heart—tbe tkird day ’s come and
Tbe preeious liour of parting lingers still;
gone—
But sad bis ligbt to agonising eyes,
And dark tbe mountaiu’s once deligbtful Witb it be comes not—sends not—faitbless
one!
dyes:
Gloom o’er tbe lovely land be seem’d to pour, Tbe wind was fair tbougb ligbt; and storms
were none.
Tbe land, wkere Phoebus never frown’d beLast eve Anselmo’s bark returu’d, and yet
fore;
His only tidings tbat tliey bad not m et!
But ere be sank below Citbaeron’s head,
Tbe cup of woe was quaff’d—tbe spirit fled ; Tbougb wild, as now, far different were tbe
Tbe soul of liim who seoru’d to fear or íly—•
tale
Wbo Uved and died, as none can live or die I Had Conrad waited for tbat single sail.

It carne at last—a sad and sliatter’d boat,
Wbose inmates flrst bebeld wbom first tbey
sougkt;
Some bleeding—all most wretebed—tbese
tbe few—
Scarce knew tbey bow escaped—Mis all tbey
knew.
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In silence, darkling, each appear’d to wait
His fellow’s mournful guess at Conrad’s fate:
Something they would llave said; but seem’d
to fear
To trust their accents to Medora’s ear.
Sbe saw at once, yet sunk not—trembled not—
Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot,
Within that meek fair form, were feelings
high,
That deem’d not till they found their energy.
While yet was Hope they soften’d, flutter’d,
wept—
All lost—tliat softness died not—but it slept;
And o’er its slumber rose that Strength
which said,
“ With nothing left to love, there’s nought to
dread.”
’Tis more than nature’s; like the burning
might
Delirium gathers from the fever’s height.
“ Silent you stand—ñor would I hear you tell
What—speak not—breathe not—for I know
it well—
Yet would I ask—almost my lip denies
The—quick your answer—tell me wliere he
lies."
“ Lady! we know not—scarce with life wefled;
But liere is one denies that he is dead:
He saw kim bound; and bleeding—but ulive.’’
She heard no furtker—’twas in vain to
strive—
So throbb’d each vein—each thought—till
then withstood;
Her own dark soul—these words at once
subdued:
She totters—falls—and senseless had the
wave
Perchance but snatched her from another
grave,
But that with hands though rude, yet weeping eyes,
They yield such aid as Pity’s liaste supplies:
Dasli o'er her deathlike cheek the ocean
dew,
Baise, fan, sustain—till life returns anew;
Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave
That fainting form o’er wliieh they gaze and
grieve;
Then seek Anselmo’s eavern, to report
The tale too tedious—when the triumph
short.

[Canto IIL

All, save repose or fliglit: still lingering there
Breathed Conrad’s spirit, and forbade despair;
Whate’er his fate—the breasts he form’d and
led
Will save him living, or appease him dead.
Woe to his foes 1 there yet survive a few,
Whose deeds are daring, as their hearts are
true.
V.
Within the Haram’s secret chamber sate
Stern Seyd, still pondering o’er his Captive’s
fate;
His thoughts on love and hate alternate
dwell,
Now with Guiñare, and now in Conrad's
cell;
Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined
Surveys his brow—would soothe his gloom
of mind;
While many an anxious glance her large
dark eye
Sends in its idle search for sympathy,
S is only bends in seeming o’er his beads,
But inly views his victim as he bleeds.
“ Pacha! the day is thine; and on thy crest
Sits Triumph—Conrad taken—fall'n the restl
His doom is fix’d—he dies: and well his fate
Was earn’d—yet muck too worthless for thy
hate:
Methinks, a short release, for ransom told
With all his treasure, not unwisely sold;
Keport speaks largely of his pirate-hoard—
Would that of this my Pacha were the lord!
AVliile baffled, weaken’d by this fatal fray—
Watch’d—follow’d—he were then an easier
prey;
But once cut off—the remnant of his band
Embark their wealth, and seek a safer
straud.”
“ Guiñare!—if for each drop of blood a gem
AVere oífer’d ricli as Stamboul’s diadem;
If for each liair of his a massy mine
Of Virgin ore should supplicating shine;
I f all our Arab tales divulgo or dream
Of wealth were here—that gold should not
redeem!
It had not now redeem’d a single hour,
But that I know him fetter’d, in my power;
And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still
On pangs that longest rack, and latest kill.”

“ Nay, Seyd! I seek not to restrain thy rage,
Too justly moved for mercy to assuage;
IV.
My thoughts were only to secure for thee
In that wild council words wax’d warm and His riclies—tlius released, he were not free:
strange
Disabled, shorn of half his might and band,
"With thoughts of ransom, rescue, and re- His capture could but wait thy first com.
venge;
mand.”
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“ His capture could!—and sliall I then resign
One day to him—the wretch already mine ?
Pelease my foe!—at whose remonstrance ?—
thine I
Fair suitor!—to thy virtuous gratitude,
That thus repays this Giaour’s relenting
mood,
Which thee and thine alone of all could
spare,
No doubt—regardless if the prize were fair,
My tlianks and praise alike are due—now
hear!
I have a counsel for tliy gentler ear:
I do mistrust thee, woman 1 and each word
Of thine stamps truth on all Suspicion heard.
Borne in his arras through fire from yon
Serai—
Say, wert thou lingering there with him
to fly ?
Thou need’st not answer—thy confession
speaks,
Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks;
Then, lovely dame, bethink thee! and beware:
’Tis not his life alone may claim such care!
Another word and—nay—I need 110 more.
Accursed was the moment when he bore
Thee from the flames, which better far—
but no—
I then had mourn’d thee with a lover’s woe—
Now ’tis thy lord that warns—deceitful
thing!
Know’st thou that I can clip thy wanton
wing ?
I 11 words alone I am not wont to chafe :
Look to thyself, ñor deem thy falsehood
safe! ”
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VI.
Meanwhile long, anxious, weary, still the
same
Koll’d day and night: his soul could terror
tame—
This fearful interval of doubt and dread,
AVhen every hour might doom him worse
than dead,
AVhen every step that eclio’d by the gate,
Might entering lead where axe and stake
await;
AATien every voice that grated on his ear
Might be the last that he could ever hear;
Could terror tame—that spirit stern and high
Had proved unwillmg as unfit to die;
’Twas ívorn—perhaps deeay’d—yet silent
bore
That confliet, deadlier far than all before:
The heat of figlit, the hurry of the gale,
Leave scarce one thought inert enough to
quail;
But bound and fix’d üi fetter’d solitude,
To pine, the prey of every changing mood;
To gaze on thine own heart; and meditate
Irrevocable faults, and coming fate—
Too late the last to sliun—the first to mend—
To count the hours that struggle to thine end,
AVith not a friend to animate, and tell
To other ears that death became thee well ¡
Around thee foes to forge the ready lie,
And blot life’s latest scene with calunmy;
Before thee tortures, which the soul can daré,
Yet doubts how well the skrinkiug flesh may
hear;
But deeply feels a single cry would shame,
To valour’s praise thy last and dearest claim;
The life thou leav’st below, denied above
He rose—and slowly, sternly tbence with- By kind monopolists of heavenly love;
And more than doubtful paradise—thy heaven
drew,
Of eartlüy hope—thy loved one from thee
Eage in his eye and threats in his adieu:
riven.
A li! little reck’d that cliief of womanhood—
Which frowns ne’er quell’d, ñor menaces Such were' the thoughts that outlaw must
sustain,
subdued;
And little deem’d he what thy heart, Gui And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain:
And those sustain’d he—boots it well or ill ?
ñare!
When soft could feel, aud when incensed Since not to sink beneath, is something still!
could daré.
VII.
His doubts appear'd to wrong—ñor yet she
The first day pass’d—he saw not her—
knew
Guiñare—
How deep the root from whence compassion
The second, third—and still she carne not
grew—
there;
She was a slave—from such may captives
But what her words avoueh'd, her charms
claim
had done,
A fellow-feeling, differing but in ñame;
Still half unconseious—heedless of his wratli, Or else he liad not seen another sun.
The fourth day roll’d along, and with the
Again she ventured on the dangerous path,
night
Again his rage repell’d—until aróse
That strife of thought, the source of woman’s Carne storm and darkness in their mingling
might.
woes!
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Oh! how he listen’d to the rushing deep,
That ne’er till now so broke upon his sleep;
And his wild spirit wilder wiskes sent,
Koused by the roar of his own element!
Oft had he ridden on that winged wave,
And loved its rougkness for the speed it gave;
And now its dasliing.echo’d on his ear,
A long known yoice—alas! too vainly near I
Loud sung the wind above; and, doubly
loud,
Shook o'er his turret celi the thunder-cloud;
And fiash’d the lightning by the latticed bar,
To hhn more genial than the midnight star:
Cióse to the glimmering grate he dragg’d his
chain;
And hoped that peril might not prove in vain.
He raised his iron hand to Heaven, and
pray’d
One pitying flash to mar the form it made:
His Steel and impious prayer attract alike—
The storm roll’d omvard, and disdain’d to
strike;
Its peal wax’d fainter—ceased—he felt alone,
As if some faithless friend had spurn’d his
groan ?
YHI.
The midnight pass’d, and to the massy door
A light step came—it paused—it moved once
more;
Slow torns the grating bolt and sullen key:
’Tis as his keart foreboded—that fair she!
Wkate’er her sins, to him a guardián saiut,
And beauteous still as hermit’s hope cau
paint;
Yet changed since last within that celi she
came,
More pale her cheek, more treniulous her
frame:
On him she cast her dark and hurried eye,
Wkick spoke before her accents—“ Thou
must die!
Yes, thou must die—there is but one
resource,
The last—the worst—if torture were not
worse.”
“ Lady! I loolc to none; my lips proclaim
What last proclaim’d they—Conrad still the
same:
Why shouldst thou seek an outlaw’s life to
spare,
And chauge the sentence I deserve to bear ?
Well have I earn’d—nor here alone—the
meed
Of Seyd’s revenge, by many a lawless deed.”
“ Why should I seek? because—Oh! didst
thou not
Redeem my life from worse than slaverv’s
lot ?

[Canto

UI.

Why should I seek ?—hath misery made thee
blind
To the fond workings of a woman’s mind ?
And must I say ?—albeit my lieart rebel
With all that woman feels, but should not
teli—
Because, despite thy crimes, that heart is
moved:
It fear’d thee, thank’d thee, pitied, madden’d,
loved.
Eeply not, teli not now thy tale again,
Thou lov’st another, and I love in vain:
Though fond as mine her bosom, form more
fair,
I rusk through peril which she would not
dare.
If that thy heart to hers were truly dear,
Were I thine own thou wert not lonely here:
An outlaw’s spouse and leave her lord to
roam!
What hath such gentle dame to do with
home ?
But speak not now—o’er thine and o’er mv
head
Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread;
I f thou hast courage still, and wouldst be free,
Keceive this poniard—rise and follow m e!”
“ Ay üi my chains! my steps will gently
tread,
Vt ith these adornments, o’er each slumberinn
head!
Thou hast forgot—is this a garb for flight ?
Or is that instrument more fit for fight ? ”
“ Misdoubting Corsair! I have gain’d the
guard,
Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward.
A single Word of mine removes that chain:
Without some aid how here could I remain ?
Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time,
I f in aught evil, for thy sake the crime:
The crime—’tis none to punish those of Seyd.
That hated tyrant, Conrad—he must bleed!
I see thee shudder, but my soul is changed—
Wrong’d, spurn’d, reviled, and it shall be
avenged—
Accused of what till now my heart disdain’d—
Too faithful, though to bitter boudage chain’d.
Yes, smile!—but he had little cause to sneer,
I was not treacherous then, ñor thou too
dear:
But he has said it—and the jealous well—
Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel—
Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell.
I never loved—he bought me—somewhat
Mg'.1—
Since with me carne a heart he could not buy.
I was a slave unmurmuring; he hath said,
But for his resene I with thee had fled.
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’Twas false thou know’st—but let such
augurs rue,
Their words are omens insult renders true.
Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer;
This fleeting grace was only to prepare
New torments for thy life, and my despair.
Mine too he threatens; but his dotage still
Would fain reserve me for his lordly w ill:
Wken wearier of these fleeting charms and
me,
There yawns the sack, and yonder rolls the
sea!
What, am I then a toy for dotard’s play,
To wear but till the gilding frets away ?
I saw thee—loved thee—owe thee ali—would
save,
If but to show how grateful is a slave.
But had he not thus menaced fame and life—
(And well he keeps his oaths prouounced in
strife)—
I still had saved thee, but the Pacha spared.
Now I am ali thine own, for ali prepared:
Thou lov’st me not, nor know’st—or but the
worst.
Alas! this love—that hatred—are the first—
Oh! couldst thou prove my truth, thou
wouldst not start,
Nor fear the fire that lights an Eastern heart;
’Tis now the beacon of thy safety—now
It points within the port a Mainote prow:
But in one ehamber, where our path must
lead,
There sleeps—he must not wake—the op
pressor Seyd!”
“ Guiñare—Guiñare—I never felt till now
My abject fortune, wither’d fame so low:
Seyd is mine enemy; had swept my band
From earth with ruthless but with open
hand,
And therefore came I, in my bark of war,
To smite the smiter with the scimitar;
Such is my weapon—not the secret knife ;
Who spares a woman’s seeks not slumber’s
life.
Thine saved I gladly, Lady—not for this;
Let me not deem that mercy shown amiss.
Now fare thee well—more peace be with thy
breast1
Night wears apace, my last of earthly rest! ”
“ Rest! rest! by sunrise must thy sinews
shake,
And thy limbs writhe around the ready stake.
I heard the order—saw—I will not see—
If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee.
My life, my love, my hatred—ali below
Are on this cast—Corsair 1 ’t is but a blow!
Without it flight were idle—how evade
His sure pursuit ?—my wrongs too unrepaid,
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My youth disgraced, the long, long wasted
years,
One blow shall cancel with our future fears ;
But since the dagger suits thee less than
brand,
IT 1 try the firmness of a female hand.
The guards are gain’d—one moment all were
o’er—
Corsair! we meet in safety or no more;
If errs my feeble hand, the morning cloud
Will hover o’er thy scaffold, and my shroud.”
IX.
She turn’d, and vanish’d ere he could reply,
But his glauce follow’d far with eager eye;
And gathering, as he could, the links that
bound
His form, to curi their length, and curb their
sound,
Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude,
He, fast as fetter’d limbs allow, pursued.
’Twas dark and winding, and he knew not
where
That passage led; nor lamp nor guard was
there:
•
He sees a dusky glimmering—shall he seek
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ?
Chance guides his steps—a freshness seems
to bear
Full on his brow, as if from morning air;
He reach’d an open gallery—on his eye
Gleam’d the last star of night, the clearing
sky:
Yet scarcely heeded these—another light
From a Ione ehamber struck upon his sight.
Towards it he moved; a scarcely elosing
door
Reveal’d the ray within, but nothing more.
With hasty step a figure outward pass’d,
Then paused, and turn’d—and paused—’tis
she atlast!
No poniard in that hand, nor sign of ill—
“ Thanks to that softening heart—she could
not kill! ”
Again he look’d, the wildness of her eye
Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully.
She stopp’d—threw back her dark far-floating hair,
That nearly veil’d her face and bosom fair,
As if she late had beut her leaning head
Above some object of her doubt or dread.
They meet—upon her brow—unknown, for.
got—
Her hurrying hand had left—’twas but a
spot—
Its hue ivas all he saw, and scarce withstood—
Oh! sliglit but certain pledge of crime—’tis
blood!
L
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X.
He liad seen battle—lie liad brooded lone
O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foresliown;
He bad been tempted, cbasten’d, and the ebain
Yet on bis arms might evei* there remain:
But ne’er from strife, captivity, remorse—
brom all bis feelings in tlieir inmost forcé—
So tbrill’d, so shudder’d every creeping vein,
As now tliey froze before tliat purple stain.
Tbat spot of blood, tbat liglit but guiltv
streak,
Had banisli’d all tbe beauty from her cbeek!
Blood be bad view’d, could view unmoved—
but tben
It flow d in combat, or was sbed by men!

[Canto III.

He thougkt of all—Gonsalvo and bis band
His fleeting triumpb and bis failing band •
He thought on ber afar, bis lonely bride:
He turn d and saw—Guiñare, tbe bomicide!

XIV.
Sbe watch’d bis features till sbe could not
bear
Tlien- freezing aspect and averted air;
And tbat strange iierceness, foreign to ber
eye,
Eell quencb’d iu tears, too late to sbed or
dry.
Sbe knelt beside him and bis band sbe
press’d,
“ Tbou may’st forgive, tbougb Allah’s self
detest;
But for tbat deed of darkness wbat wert
XI.
tbou?
“ 11 is.dpne—be nearly waked—but it is done.
Beproach me—but not yet—Ob ! spare me
Corsair. be perisb’d—tbou art dearly won.
now !
All words would now be vain—away—away!
I am not wbat I seem—this fearful nigbt
Our bark is tossing—’tis already day.
My brain bewilder’d—do not madden quite í
The few gain’d over, noiv are wbolly mine,
And tbese thy yet surviving band sliall join: If I bad never loved, tbougb less my guilt,
Tbou
hadst not bved to—bate me—if tbou
Anón my voice sball vindicate my band,
wilt.”

TVlien once our sail forsakes tbis iiated
gtrand,”

xn.
Sbe clapp’d ker bands,and tbrougb tbegallery
pour,
Equipp’d for fligbt, ber vassals—Greek and
Moor;
Silent but quick tbey stoop, bis ckains unbind;
Once more bis limbs are free as mountain
wind!
But 011 bis lieavy beart sudi sadness sate,
As if tbey tbere transferid tbat iron weigbt.
No words are utter’d—at ber sign, a door
Beveals tbe secret passage to tbe sliore:
Tbe city lies bebind—tbey speed, tbey reach
Tbe glad waves dancing 011 tbe yellow beacli;
And Conrad following, at ber beck, obey’d,
Ñor cared be now if rescued or betray’d ;
Hesistance were as useless as if Seyd
Yet lived to view tbe doom bis h-e decréed.
X III.
Embark’d, tbe sail unfurl’d, tbe ligbt breeze
blew—
Hoiv niueh bad Conrad’s memory to review!
Sunk be in contemplation, till tbe cape
Wliere last be anchor’d rear’d its giant sbape.
A b ! since tbat fatal nigbt, tbougb brief tbe
time,
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime.
As its far shadow frown’d above tbe mast,
He veil’d bis face, and sorrow’d as be pass’d ;

XV. '
Sbe wrongs bis tbougbts, tbey more himself
upbraid
Tban ber, tbougb undesign’d, tbe wretcb be
made;
But speecliless all, deep, dark, and unexprest,
Tliey bleed within tbat silent cell—bis breast.
Still onward, fair tbe breeze, ñor rough tbe
surge,
Tbe blue waves sport around tbe stern tbey
urge;
Far 011 tbe horizon’s verge appears a speck,
A spot—a mast—a sail—an armed deck!
Tlieir little bark ber men of watcb descry,
And ampler cativas ívoos tbe wind from bigb;
Sbe bears ber down majestically near,
° ’
Speed 011 ber prow, and terror in ber tier;
A flash is seen—tbe ball beyond their bow
Booms harmless, hissing to tbe deep below.
Uprose keen Conrad from bis silent trance,
A long, long absent gladness ni bis glance;
“ ’Tis mine—my blood-red flag! again—
again—
I am not all deserted on tbe main! ”
Tliey own tbe signal, answer to tbe liail,
Hoist out tbe boat at once, and slacken sail.
“ ’Tis Conrad! Conrad!” sboutingfrom tbe
deck,
Connnand ñor duty could their transport
eheck!
Witli ligbt alacrity and gaze of pride,
Tbey view bim mount once more bis vessel’a
side;
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A smile relaxing m each rugged face,
Their arms can scarce forbear a rough em
brace.
He, half forgetting danger and defeat,
Beturns their greeting as a cbief may greet,
Wrings witb a cordial grasp Anselmo’s band,
And feels lie yet can conquer and command 1
XVI.
Tkese gi-eetings o’er, tbe feelings tbat o’erflow,
Yet grieve to wm bim back witbout a blow;
Tbey sail’d prepared for vengeance—bad
tbey known
A woman’s liand secured tbat deed ber own,
Sbe were tben- queen—less scrupulous are
tbey
.
Tban baugbty Conrad bow tbey wm their
way.
Witb many an asking smile, and wondernig
stare,
Tbey whisper round, and gaze upon Guiñare;
And ber—at once above—beneath ber sex,
Whoui blood appall’d not, tben- regards
perplex.
To Conrad turns ber faint imploring eye,
Sbe drops ber veil, and stands in silence by;
Her arms are rneekly folded on tbat breast,
Wliich—Conrad safe—to fate resign’d tbe.
rest.
Tbougb worsé tban frenzy could tbat bosom
fill,
Extreme in love or bate, in good or ill,
Tbe worst of crimes liad left ber woman
still!
XVH.
Tbis Conrad mark’d, and felt—ab ! could be
lsss ?
Hate of tbat deed, but grief for her distress;
Wbat sbe has done no tears can wasli away,
And Heaven must punisli 011 its angry day:
But—it was done: be knew, wbate’er her
guilt,
For bim tbat poniard smote, tbat blood was
spilt;
And be was free! and sbe for bbn bad given
Her all on eartb, and more tban all in
heaven!
And now be turn’d him to tbat dark-eyed
slave
Wbose brow was bow’d beneatb tbe glance be
gave,
Wbo now steem’d changed and hunibled, faint
and meek,
But varying oft tbe colour of ber cbeek
To deeper sliades of paleness—all its red
Tbat fearful spot wbicb stain’d it from tbe
dead!
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He took tbat band—it trembled—now too
late—
So soft ni love, so wildly nerved in bate;
He clasp’d tbat band—it trembled—and bis
own
Had lost its firmness, and bis voice its tone.
“ Guillare!"—but sbe replied not—“ dear
Guiñare! ”
Sbe raised ber eye—ber only answer tbere—
At once sbe sougbt and sunk in bis embrace:
If be bad driven her from tbat resting-place,
His bad been more or less tban mortal beart,
But—good or ill—it bade ber not depart.
Percbance, but for tbe bodings of bis breast,
His latest vn-tue tben bad join’d tbe rest.
Yet even Medora might forgive tbe kiss
Tbat ask’d from form so fair no more tban
tbis,
Tbe first, tbe last tbat Frailty stole from
Faitb—
To lips where Love bad lavish’d all bis
breath,
To lips—wbose broken sigbs sucb fragrance
fling,
As be bad fann’d them fresbly witb bis wing!
XVIH.
Tbey gain by tw-iligbt’s hour their lonely isle.
To them tbe very rocks appear to smile;
Tbe baven hiHKs witb many a cbeeriug
souud,
Tbe beacons blaze their w-onted stations
round,
The boats are darting o’er tbe curly bay,
And sportivo dolpliins bend them tbrougb
tbespray;
. . .
Even tbe hoarse sea-bird’s sbrill, discordant
sbriek
Greets like tbe welcome of bis tuneless beak!
Beneatb eacb lamp tbat tbrougb its lattice
gleams,
Their fancy paints tbe friends tbat trim tbe
beams.
Ob 1 wbat can sanctify tbe joys of borne,
Like Hope’s gay glance from Ocean’s troubled
foam ?
XIX.
Tbe liglits are bigb on beacon and from
bower,
And ’midst them Conrad seeks Medora s
tower:
, .
,
He looks m vain— tis strange— and all
remark,
Amid so many, hers alone is dark.
’Tis strange—of yore its welcome never
faü’d,
.
,
.,,,
Ñor now, percbance, extmguisb d, only veil d.
Witb tbe first boat descends be for tbe skore,
And looks impatient on tbe lingernig oar.
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Oli! for a wing beyond tlie falcon’s fliglit,
But tbe wbite sbroud, and each extended
•Tï ?J?eaF
1^ e an arrow to tliat lieight!
tress,
Witli the ñrsfc pause tlie resting rowers gave,
Hewaits not, looks not—leaps iuto tlie wave, Long fair—but spread in utter bfelessness,
Wbicb, late tbe sport of every sunmier wind
Strives througb the surge, bestrides tbè
Escaped tbe baffied wreatb tbat strove tó
beacli, and lngli
bind;
Ascends the patli familiar to liis eye.
and tbe pale pure cbeek, became tbe
He reacli d his turret door—lie paused—no Tbese
bier—
sound
Broke from witliin; and all was night But sbe is notbing—wberefore is be bere ?
around.
XXI.
He knock d, and loudly—footstep nor replv
Announced tliat any lieard or deem’d liim He ask’d 110 question—all were answer'd now
m gli;
By tbe first glance on tbat still, marble brow
It was enough—sbe died—wbat reck’d it bow
kan¿l ’
—^or ^is trembling Ibe love of youtb, tbe bope of better years,
Ibe source of softest wisbes, tenderest fears,
Befused to aid bis beavy keart’s demand.
Ibe only lívmg tbing he could not bate,
Ibe portal opens—’t is a well-known face,
Was reft at once-—and be deserved bis íate,
Hut not tbe íorm be panted to embrace.
But did not feel it less;—the good explore,
Its bps are silent—twice bis own essay’d,
And lail d to frame tbe question tbey delay’d : For peace, tliose realms wliere guilt can
never soar:
^
will answer
The proud, tbe wayward—wbo have fix’d
below
g quits bis grasp, expiring in tbe fall.
Their joy, and find tbis eartb enough for woe,
g e woulcl not wait for tbat reviving ray—
As soon could be liave linger’d tbere for day: Lose in tliat one their all—perchance a
mite—
But, glimmering througb tbe dusky corridor
But wbo in patience parts witb all deligbt ?
Auotber cliequers o’er tbe sbadow’d floor;
His steps tbe ckamber gain—bis eyes behold l ' ull many a stoic eye and aspect stern
AU tbat ms keart believed not—yet foretold ! Mask liearts where grief batb little left to
learn;
And many a witbering tbougbt lies bid, not
XX.
lost,
He turn'd not—spoke not—sunk not—fix’d I 11 smiles tbat least befit wbo wear them
most.
bis look,
And set tbe anxious frame tbat lately sbook •
XXH.
He gazed—bow long we gaze despite of pain,
And know, but dare not own, we gaze in By tliose, tbat deepest feel, is ill exprest
Ibe mdistinctness of tbe suffering breast •
vam!
0
Where thousand tbougbts begin to end’ in
I 11 life itself she was so still and fair,
one,
Ibat deatb witb gentler aspect ’wither’d
Wbicb seeks from all the refuge foimd in
tliere;
none;
And tbe cold flowers ber eolder band con
No words suffice tbe secret soul to show
iam d,
For Truth denies all eloquence to Woe. '
In tbat last grasp as tenderly were strain’d
On Conrad s stricken soul exbaustion prest,
As if sbe scarcely felt, but feign'd a sleep,
And stupor alrnost lull’d it into rest ;
And made ít abnost niockery yet to weep •
Ibe long dark lasbes fringed ber lids of So feeble now—bis mother’s softness crept
lo tbose wild eyes, wbicb like an infant's
SllOW,
wept:
And veil’d—tbougbt shrinks from all tbat
It
was tbe very weakuess of bis brain,
lurk d below—
Ob! o’er tbe eye Deatb most exerts bis Wbicb tbus confess d witbout relieving pam.
None saw bis trickling tears—perchance if
migbt,
seen,
And burls tbe spirit from ber throne of liglitbinks those blue orbs in tliat long last Tbat useless flood of grief bad never been ■
Nor long tbey flow’d—be driefl tbem ’to
eclipse,
depart,
But spares, as yet, tbe cbarm around ber
I
11 belpless—bopeless—brokenness of beart:
bps—
Ibe sun goes fortb, but Conrad’s day is dim:
Yet, yet tbey seem as tbey forbore to smile,
And tbe mgbt cometh—ne’er to pass from
And wisb d repose,—but only for a wkile;
him.
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Tbere is 110 darkness like tbe cloud of mind, And of its cold protector, blacken round
O11 Griefs vain eye—tbe blindest of tbe But shiver’d fragments on tbe barren ground I
blind!
Wbicb may not—dare not see—but turns
xxrv.
aside
To blackest sbade—nor will endure a guide! ’Tis rnorn—to venture on bis lonely liour
Few dare; tbougb now Anselmo sougbt bis
tower.
XXIH.
He was not tbere, nor seen along tbe shore;
Ere
nigbt, alarm’d, their isle is traversed
His beart was form’d for softness—warp’d to
o’er:
wrong;
Anotlier morn—anotber bids tbem seek,
Betray’d too early, and beguiled too long;
Eacb feeliug pure—as falls tbe dropping dew And sbout bis ñame till echo waxetli weak;
Witbin tbe grot—like tbat bad barden’d too; Mount, grotto, cavern, vaJley searcli’d in vain,
Less clear, perchance, its eartbly trials Tbey find 011 shore a sea-boat’s broken cbani:
Tbeb bope revives—tbey follow o’er tbe
pass’d,
main.
But sunk, and cbill’d, and petrified at last.
Yet tempests wear, and ligbtning cleaves tlie ’Tis idle all—moons roll on moons away,
And Conrad comes not, came not sinee tbat
rock;
day:
If suck bis beart, so sbatter’d it tbe sbock.
Tbere grew one flower beneatli its rugged Nor trace, nor tidings of bis doom declare _
"Where lives bis grief, or perisb’d bis despair!
brow,
Tbongli dark tbe sbade—it sbelter’d—saved Long mourn’d bis band wliom none could
mourn beside;
till now.
The tkunder came—tbat bolt batb blasted And fab tbe monument tbey gave bis bride:
For liim tbey raise not tbe recording stone—
botb,
Tbe Granite’s finnness, and tbe Lily’s His deatb yet dubious, deeds too widely
ltnown;
growtb:
He left a Corsair’s líame to otber times,
The gentle plant batb left no leaf to teli
Its tale, but sbrUnk and witber’d where it Link’d witb one virtue, and a thousand
crimes.
fell;

Bata,
Canto the First.
I.
T he Serfs are glad tlirougb Lara’s wide
domani,
And Slavery balf forgets ber feudal chain;
He, their unboped, but uuforgotten lord,
The long self-exiled chieftaiu, is restored:
Tbere be bright faces in tbe busy ball,
Bowls on the board, and banners on tbe
wall;
Far cbeckering o’er tbe pictured window,
plays
Tbe unwonted faggot’s hospitable blaze;
And gay retainers gather round tbe hearth,
Witb tongues all loudness, and witb eyes all
mirth.

II.
Tbe chief of Lara is return’d again :
And wby bad Lara cross’d tbe bounding
main ?
Left by bis sn-e, too young sucb loss to know,
Lord of himself,—tliat lieritage of woe,
Tbat fearful empire wbicb tbe human breast
But liolds to rob tbe beart witbin of rest !—
Witb none to ckeck, and few to point in time
Tbe thousand patbs tbat slope tbe way to
crime;
Then, when be most required commandment,
tben
Had Lara’s daring boyliood govern’d men.
It skills not, boots not step by step to trace
His youtb througb all tbe mazes of its
race;
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Short was the course his restlessness liad
run,
But long enougli to leave him lialf undone.

ni.

[Canto I.

V.
And they indeed were changed—’tis quickly
seen,
Whate’er bebe, ’twas not what he liad been:
That brow in furrow’d lines had fix’d at last,'
And spake of passions, but of passion past:
The pride, hut not the fire, of early days,
Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise;
A liigli demeanour, and a glance that took
Their thoughts from others by a single look;
And that sarcastic levity of tongue,
The stinging of a lieart the world liatli stung,
That darts in seeming playfulness around,
And malees those feel that will not own the
wound;
All these seem’d his, and something more
heneath
Than glance could well reveal, or accent hreathe
Ambition, glory, love, the common aim,
That some can conquer, and that all would
claim,
Within his breast appear’d no more to strive,
Yet seem’d as lately they had been alive;
And some deep feeling it were vain to trace
At moments lighten’d o’er his livid face.

And Lara lett in youtli his father-land;
But from the hour lie waved his parting
hand
Bach trace wax’d fainter of his course, till all
Had nearly ceased his memory to recalí.
His sire was dust, his vassals could declare,
’Twas all they knew, that Lara was not
there;
Ñor sent, ñor carne he, till conjecture grew
Coid in the many, anxious in the few.
His hall scarce echoes witli his wonted llame,
His portrait darkens in its fading frame,
Another cliief consoled his destined bride,
The young forgot him, and the oíd had died;
“ Yet doth he live! ” exclaims the nnpatient
lien-,
And sighs for sables which he must not
wear.
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy
grace
The Laras’ last and longest dwelling-place;
VI.
But one is absent from the móúldering file,
Not rnuch he loved long question of the past,
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile.
Ñor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast,
In those far lands wliere lie had wander’d lone,
IV.
And—as himself would have it seem—unHe comes at last in sudden loneliness,
known;
And whence they know not, why they need Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely sean,
not guess;
Ñor glean experience from his fellow man;
They more miglit marvel, when the greeting’s But what he had beheld he sliunn’d to show,
o’er,
As liardly wortli a stranger’s care to know;
Not that he carne, but carne not long before: I f still more prying such inquiry grew,
No trahi is his beyond a single page,
His brow f ell darker, and his words more few.
Of foreign aspect, and of tender age.
Years had roll’d on, and fast they speed
VII.
away
Not unrejoiced to see liim once again,
To tliose that wander as to those that stay;
Warm was his welcome to the liaunts of men;
But lack of tidings from another clinie
Born of liigh lineage, link’d in liigli command,
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time.
He mingled with the magnates of his land;
They see, they recognise, yet ahnost deem
Join’d the carousals of the great and gay,
The present dubious, or the past a dream.
And saw them smile or sigh their liours away;
But still he only saw, and did not sliare,
He lives, nor yet is past his manhood’s prime, The common pleasure or tile general care;
Thougli sear'd by toil, and something touch’d He did not follow what they all pursued
by time;
With liope still bafiied, still to be renew’d ;
His faults, whate’er they were, if scarce for Ñor shadowy honour, ñor substantial gahi,
got,
Norheauty’s preference, and the rival's pain:
Might be untauglit him by liis varied lo t;
Around him some mysterious circle thrown
Ñor good ñor ill of late were known, his ñame Bepell’d approach, and sliow’d him still alone;
Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame:
Upon his eye sat something of reproof,
His soul in youtli was haughty, but his sins
That kept at least frivolity aloof;
No more than pleasure from tile stripling And tliings more timid that beheld him near
wins ;
In silence gazed, or wliisper'd mutual fear;
And sucli, if not yet barden VI in their course, And they the wiser, friendlier few confess’d
Might he redeem’d, nor ask a long remorse.
They deem’d him better than his air express’d.
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VIH.
:T was strange—in youth all action and all life,
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife;
Woman, the field, the ocean, all tliat gave
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave,
In turn he tried—he ransack’d all helow,
And found his recompense in joy or woe,
Nótame, trite medium; for his feelings sought
In that intenseness an escape from thought:
The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed
On that the feebler elements had raised;
The raptare of his heart had look’d on liigh,
And ask’d if greater dwelt beyond the sky:
Ckain’d to excess, the slave of each extreme,
How woke he from the wildness of that dream ?
Alas! he told not—hut he did awake
To curse the witker’d heart that would not
break.
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So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray,
And yet they glide like happiness away;
Beflecting far and fairy-like from liigh
The immortal lights that live along the sky:
Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree,
And flow'ers the fairest that may íeast the hee ;
Such in her chaplet infant Dian wove,
And Innocenee would oífer to her love.
These deck the shore; the waves their channel make
I 11 windings bright and mazy like the snake.
All was so still, so soft in earth and air,
You scarce would start to meet a spirit there;
Secure tliat nought of evil could delight
To walk in such a scene, on such a night 1
It was a moment only for the good:
So Lara deem’d, ñor longer there he stood,
But turn’d in silence to his castle-gate;
Such scene his soul 110 more could con
template :
Such scene reminded him of otlier days,
Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer
blaze,
Of niglits more soft and freqüent, liearts that
now—
No—no—the storm may beat upon liis brow',
Unfelt, unsparing—but a night like tliis,
A night of beauty, mock’d sucli breast as hia

IX.
Books, for his volume heretofore was Man,
With eye more curious he appear’d to sean,
And oft, in sudden mood, for many a day,
From aíl communion he would start away :
And then, his rarely call’d attendants said,
Through night’s long hours would sound his
hurried tread
O’er the dark gallery, where his fathers
frown’d
J
XI.
In rude but antique portraiture around:
He turn’d within liis solitary hall,
They heard, írat wliisper’d—“ that must not And his high shadow shot along the Wall:
be known—
There were the painted f orms of other times,
The sound of words less eartlily than lns own. ’Twas ali they left of virtues or of crimes,
Yes, they who chose might smile, but some Save vague tradition; and the gloomy vaults
li&(l seen
That hid their dust, their foibles, and their
They scarce knew what, but more than
faults;
should have been.
And half a column of the pompous page,
Why gazed he so upon the gliastly head
That speeds thespeeious tale from age to age;
Which liands profane had gather’d from the Where history’s pen its praise or blame
dead,
supplies,
That still beside his open’d volume lay,
And lies like truth, and stillmost truly lies.
As if to startle all save him away ?
He wandering mused, and as the moonbeam
Why slept he not when others were at rest ?
shone
Why heard no music, and received no guest ? Through the dim lattice or the floor of stone,
All was not well, they deem’d—but where And the high fretted roof, and saints, that
thewrong?
there
Some knew perchance—but ’twere a tale too O’er Gothic windowsknelt in pictured prayer,
long;
Reflected in fantastie figures grew,
And such hesides were too discreetly wise,
Like life, but not like mortal Ufe to view :
To more than hint their knowledge in sur- His bristling loeks of sable, brow of gloom,
mise;
And the wide waving of his shaken plume,
But if they would—they could”—around the Glanced like a spectre’s attributes, and gave
board
His aspect all that terror gives the grave.
Thus Lara’s vassals prattled of their lord.
X II .
’Twas midnight—all was slumber; the lone
X.
light
It was the night—and Lara’s glassy stream
Dirnm’d in the lamp, as loth to break the
The stars are studding, each with imaged
night.
beam;
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Harkl there be murmurs heard iu Lara’s
XV.
hall—
Wliate’ér his frenzy dream’d or eye bekeld,—
A sonnd, a voice, a shriek, a fearful call I
I f yet remember’d ne’er to be reveal’d,—
A long, loud shriek—and silence—did they
Rests at his heart; the custom’d morning
hear
carne,
That frantic echo burst the sleeping éar ?
And breathed new vigour in bis shaken frame;
They heard and rose, and, tremulously braye,
And solace sought he none from priest ñor
Rush where the sonnd invoked their aid to
leech,
save;
And soon the same 111 movement and in speech,
They come with half-lit tapers in their hands,
As heretofore he fill’d the passing hours,
And snatch’d in startled haste unbelted
Ñor less lie smiles, nor more his forehead
brands.
lowers,
X III.
Than these were wont; and if the comine
night
Coid as the nmrble where bis length was laid,
Palé as the beam that o’er his features play’d, Appear’d less welcome now to Lara’s siglit,
Was Lara stretch’d ; his half-drawn sabre He to his marveUing vassals show’d it not,
near,
Whose shuddering proved their fear was less
forgot.
Dropp’d it should seem in more than nature’s
fear;
In trembling pairs (alone they dared not)
crawl
Tet lie was firm, or liad been fina till now,
The astonish’dslaves,and shun the fatedhall;
And still defiauce knit his gather’d brow;
Tliough mix’d with terror, senseless as he lay, The waving banner, and the clapping door,
The rustling tapestry, and the echoing floor;
There lived upon his lip the wisli to slay;
Some lialf-form’d threat in utterance tliere The long dim sliadows of surrounding trees,
had died,
The flapping bat, the night song of the breeze;
Auglit they behold or hear their thought
Some imprecation of despairing pride;
appals,
His eye was almost seal’d, but not forsook,
As evening saddens o’er the dark grey walls.
Even in its trance, the gladiator’s look,
That oft awake his aspect could disclose,
XVI.
And now was fix’d in horrible repose.
They raise him—bear him:—hush ! he Vain tliought 1 that hour of ne’er unravelTd
gloom
breathes, lie speaks,
Carne not again, or Lara could assume
The swarthy blush recolours in his cheeks,
A
seeming
of forgetfuluess, that made
His lip resumes its red, his eye, tliough dim,
Polis wide and wild, each slowly quivering His vassals more amazed ñor less afraid.
Had memory vanish’d then with sense relimb
stored ?
Recalis its function, but his words are strung
In terms that seem not oí his native tongue; Since Word, nor look, nor gesture of their lord
Distinet but strange, enougli they understand Betray’d a feeling that recall’d to these
That fever’d moment of his mind’s disease.
To deem tliem accents of another land;
And such they were, and meant to meet an Was it a dream? was his the voice that spoke
Those
strange wild accents; his the cry that
ear
broke
That hears him not—alas! that cannot hear!
Their slumber ? his the oppress’d, o’erlabour’d
heart
xiy.
That ceased to beat, the look that made tliem
His page approach’d, and he alone appear’d
start ?
To know the import of the words they heard; Could he wlio thus liad suffer’d so forget,
And, by the clianges of his clieek and brow,
When such as saw that suffering shudder yet ?
They were not such as Lara should avow,
Or did that silence prove his memory fix’d
Ñor he interpret,—yet with less surprise
Too deep for words, indelible, unmix’d
Than those around their chieftain’s state he I 11 that corroding secrecy wliich gnaws
eyes,
The heart to show the effect, but not the
But Lara’s prostrate form he bent beside,
cause ?
And in that tongue wliich seem’d his own Not so in him; liis breast had buried both,
replied,
Ñor eommon gazers could discern the growth
And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave lialf
To soothe aivay the horrors of liis dream—
told;
I f dream it were that thus could overthrow
They clioke the feeble words that would
A breast that needed not ideal woe.
unfold.
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In him inexplicably mix’d appear'd
Much to be loved and liated, sought and
fear’d ;
Opinión varying o’er his hidden lot,
I 11 praise or raüing ne’er his líame forgot:
His silence form’d a tlieme for others’ prate—
They guess’d, they gazed, they fain would
know his fate.
What had he been ? what was he, thus unknown,
Who walk’d their world, his lineage only
known ?
A hater of his kind ? yet some ivould say,
With them he could seem gay amidst the gay;
But own’d that smile, if oft observed and
near,
Waned in its mirtli, and wither’d to a sneer;
That smile might reach his lip, but pass’d
not by,
None e’er could trace its laughter to his eye:
Yet tliere was softness too ni his regard,
At times, a heart as not bj; nature hard,
But once perceived, his spirit seem’d to chide
Such weakness, as unworthy of its pride,
And steel’d itself, as scorning to redeem
One doubt from others’ half withheld esteem;
I 11 self-inflicted penalice of a breast
Wliich tenderness might once llave wrung
from rest;
Li vigilance of grief that would compel
The soul to bate for liaving loved too well.

xvin.
Tliere was in him a vital scorn of all:
As if the worst had fall’n wliich could befall,
He stood a stranger in tliis breathing world,
An erring spirit from another húrl’d ;
A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped
By choice the perils he by chance escaped;
But ’scaped in vain, for in their memory yet
His mind would half exult and half regret:
With more capacity for love than earth
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birtli,
His early dreams of good outstripp’d the
trutli,
And troubled manhood follow’d baffled youth;
With thought of years in phantom chase mis.
spent,
And wasted powers for better purpose lent;
And fiery passions that had pour'd their
wrath
I 11 hurried desolation o’er his path,
And left the better feelings all at strife
In wild refiection o’er his stormy life;
But haughty still, and lotli himself to blame,
He call’d on Nature’s self to share the shame,
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And charged all faults upon the fleshly form
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm;
Till he at last confoúnded good and ill,
And half mistook for fate the acts of w ill:
Too liigh for eommon selfisliness, he could
At tunes resigu his own for others’ good,
But not in pity, not because he ought,
But in some strange perversity of thought,
That sway’d him onward with a secret pride
To do what few or none would do beside;
And tliis same impulse would, in tempting
time,
Mislead his spirit equally to crime;
So much he soar’d beyond, or sunk beneath,
The men with whom he felt condomn’d to
breathe,
And long’d by good or ill to separate
Himself from all who shared his mortal state;
His mind abhorring this, had fix’d her throne
Far from the world, in regions of her own:
Thus coldly passing all that pass’d below,
His blood in temperate seeming now would
flow:
A h ! happier if it ne’er with guilt had glow’d,
But ever in that icy smootlmess flow’d 1
Tis true, with other men their path he walk’d,
And like the rest in seeming did and talk’d,
Ñor outraged Reason’s rules by flaw ñor start,
His madness wasjiot of the head, but heart;
"SñiTrarely wanderTTnrEis speech, orTlrew
His thoughts so forth as to offend the view.
XIX.
With all that chilling mystery of mien,
And seeming gladness to remain unseen,
He had (if ’twere not nature’s boon) an art
Of fixing memory on auother’s heart:
It was not love perehance, ñor bate, ñor auglit
That words can image to express the thought;
But they who saw him did not see in vain,
And once belleld, would ask of him again:
And those to whom he spake remember’d
well,
And on the words, however light, would
dwell:
None knew ñor liow, ñor wliy, but he entwined
Himself perforce around the hearer's mind;
There he was stamp’d, in liking, or in bate,
If greeted once; however brief the date
That friendship, pity, or aversión knew,
Still there within the inmost thought he grew.
Y7ou could not penetrate his soul, but found,
Despite your wonder, to your own he wound;
His presence haunted still; and from the
breast
He forced an all unwilling interest:
Vain was the struggle in that mental net,
His spirit seem’d to daré you to forget 1 .
L3
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XX.
There is a festival, wliere knights and dames,
And aught that wealth or lofty lineage claims,
Appear—a liigh-born and a welcome guest
To Otlio’s hall came Lara with the rest.
The long carousal shakes the illumined hall,
Well speeds alike the banquet and the ball;
And the gay dance of bounding Beauty’s train
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain:
Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands
That mingle tkere in well according bands;
It is a sight the careful brow might smooth,
And make Age smile, and dream itself to
youtli,
And Youth forget such hour was past 011
earth,
So springs the exultiug bosom to that mirth 1
XXI.
And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad,
His brow belied him if bis soul was sad;
And his glance follow’d fast each fluttering
fair,
Whose steps of Iightness woke no echo there:
He lean’d against the lofty pillar nigh,
With folded arms and long attentive eye,
Ñor mark’d a glance so sternly fix’d on his—
111 brook’d liigh Lara scrutiny like this:
At length he caught it, ’tis a face unknown,
But seems as searching his, and his alone ;
Prying and dark, a stranger’s by his míen,
Who still till now liad gazed on him unseen:
At length eneountering meets the mutual
gaze
Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze ;
On Lara’s glance emotion gathering grew,
As if distrusting that the stranger threw;
Along the strauger’s aspect, fix’d and stern,
Flash’d more than thence the vulgar eye
could learn.
XXII.
“ ’Tis h e !” the stranger cried, and those
that heard
Ke-echoed fast and far the wliisper’d Word.
“ ’Tis h e !”—“ ’Tis who?" they question
far and near,
Till louder accents rung on Lara’s ear;
So widely spread, few bosoms well could
brook
The general marvel, or that single look:
But Lara stirr’d not, changed not, the surprise
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes
Seem’d now subsided, neither sunk ñor raised
Glanced his eye round, though still the
stranger gazed;
And drawing nigh, exclaim'd, with haughty
sneer,
“ ’Tis he! liow carne he thence ?—what doth
he here ? ”

[Canto

I.

XXIII.
It were too mueh for Lara to pass by
Such qüestions, so repeated fierce and high;
With look collected, but with accent coid,
More mildly firm than petulantly bold,
He turn’d, and met the inquisitorial tone—
“ My ñame is Lara!—when thine own is
known,
Doubt not my fitting answer to requite
The unlook’d for courtesy of such a kuight.
’T is Lara !—further wouldst thou mark or
ask ?
I sliun no question, and I wear no mask.”
“ Thou shunn’st no question! Ponder—is
there none
Thy lieart must answer, though thine ear
would sliun ?
And deem’st thou me unknown too? Gaze
again!
At least thy memory was not given in vain.
Oh ! never canst thou cancel half her debt,
Eternity forbids thee to forget.”
With slow and searching glance upon his
face
Grew Lara’s eyes, but nothing there could
trace
They knew, or cliose to know—with dubious
look
He deign’d no answer, but his head he shook,
And half contemptuous turn’d to pass away;
But the stern stranger motion’d him to stay.
“ A word!—I charge thee stay, and answer
here
To one, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer,
But as thou wast and art—uay, frown not,
lord,
I f false, ’tis easy to disprove the word—
But as thou wast and art, 011 thee looks down,
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thv
frown.
Art thou not he ? whose deeds-----”
“ WTiate’er I be,
Words wild as these, accusers like to thee,
I list 110 further; those with whorn they
weigh
May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can
tell,
Wliicli thus begins so courteously and well.
Let Otho cherisli here his polish’d guest,
To him my thanks and thoughts shall be
express’d.”
And here their wondering host hath interposed—
“ Whate’er there be between you undisclosed,
This is no time ñor fitting place to mar
The mirthful meeting ivitli a wordy war.
If thou, Sir Ezzelin, hast aught to show
Which it befits Count Lara’s ear to know,
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For Lara left the shore from whence he
sprung,
In duty patient, and sedate though young;
Silent as him he served, his faitli appears
Above bis station, and beyonil his years.
Though not unknown the tongue of Lara's
laúd,
In such from him he rarely heard command ;
But fleet his step, and ciear his tones would
come,
When Lara’s lip breathed forth the words
of lióme:
“ To-morrow be it,” Ezzelin replied,
“ And here our severa! worth and truth be Those accents, as his native mountains dear,
Awake their absent echoes in his ear,
tried;
Friends’, kindred’s, parents’ wonted voice
I gage my life, my falchion to attest
recall,
My words, so may I mingle with the blest! ”
Now lost, abjured, for one—his friend, his
What ansivers Lara ? to its centre slirunk
all:
His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk;
For him earth now disclosed 110 otlier guide;
The words of many, and the eyes of all
What
marvel then he rarely left his side ?
That there were gather’d, seem’d on him to
faU;
But his ivere silent, his appear’d to stray
XXVI.
In far forgetfulness away—away—
Light was his form, and darkly delicate
Alas! that heedlessness of all around
That brow whereon bis native sun had sate,
Bespoke remembrance only too profound.
But had not marr’d, though ni his beams he
grew,
XXIV.
The cheek where oft the unbidden blush
“ To-morrow!—ay, to-morrow 1” further word
slione througli;
Than those repeated none from Lara heard:
Yet not such blush as mounts when health
Upon his brow no outward passion spoke;
would show
From his large eye no flashing anger broke;
All the lieart's liue in that delighted glow;
Yet there was something fix’d in that low
But ’twas a liectic tint of secret care
tone,
That for a burning moment fever'd there;
Which show’d resolve, determined, though
And the wild sparkle of his eye seem'd
unknown.
caught
He seized his cloak—his head he slightly
From high, and lighten’d with electnc
bow’d,
thouglit,
And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd;
Though its black orb those long low lashes’
And as lie pass’d him, smiling met the frown
fringe
With which that chieftain’s brow would bear
Had temper’d with a melancholy tinge;
him down:
Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there,
It was nor smile of mirth. ñor struggling
Or, if ’twere grief, a grief that none should
pride
That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide; And share:
pleased not him the sports that please
But that of one in his own heart secure
his age,
Of all that he would do, or could endure.
The tricks of youtli, the frolics of the page;
Could this mean peace ? the calnmess of the
For liours on Lara lie would fix his glance,
good ?
As all-forgotten in that watchful trance;
Or guilt grown oíd in desperate liardihood ?
And from his chief withdrawn, he wander’d
Alas! too like in confidence are each,
lone,
For man to trust to mortal look or speecli;
Brief were his answers, and his qüestions
From deeds, and deeds alone, may lie discern
none;
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart
His walk the wood, his sport some foreign
to learn.
book;
XXV.
His resting-place the bank that curbs the
brook ;
And Lara calTd his page, and went his way—
Well could that stripling word or sign obey: He seem’d, like him he served, to live apart
From all that lures the eye, and filis the
His only follower from those dimes afar,
heart;
Where the soul glows beneath a brighter star;
To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best
Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest;
I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown,
Though, like Count Lara, noiv return’d alone
From otlier lands, almost a stranger grown;
And if from Lara’s blood and gentle birth
I augur right of courage and of worth,
He wiU not that untainted line belie,
Ñor aught that knighthood may accord,
deny.”
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To know no brotherliood, and take from
earth
No gift beyond that bitter boon—our birth.

xxvn.
If augbt he loved, ’twas Lara; but was
shown
His faitb in reverence and in deeds alone;
In mute attention; and his care, whieh
guess’d
Each wish, fulfill’d it ere the tongue express’d.
Still there was haughtiness in all he did,
A spirit deep that brook’d not to be chid;
His zeal, though more than that of servile
hands,
In act alone obeys, his ah- eommands;
As if ’twas Lara’s less than his desire
That thus he served, but surely not for hire.
Slight were the tasks enjoin’d him by his
lord,
To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword;
To tune his lute, or, if he will’d it more,
On tomes of other times and tongues to pore;
But ne’er to mingle with the menial train,
To whom he show’d ñor deference ñor disdain,
But that well-worn reserve ivhich proved he
knew
No sympathy with that familiar crew:
His soul, whate’er his station or his stem,
Could bow to Lara, not descend to them.
Of higher birth lie seem’d, and better days,
Ñor mark of vulgar toil that liand betrays,
So femininely white it might bespeak
Anotlier sex, when match’d with that smooth
cheek,
But for liis garb, and sometliing in his gaze,
More wild and higli than woman’s eye be
trays ;
A latent fierceness that far more became
His fiery climate than his tender frame:
True, in his words it broke not from his
breast,
But from his aspect might be more tlian
guess’d.
Ealed his ñame, tliough rumour said he bore
Another ere he left his mountain-shore;
For sometimes he would hear, however nigli,
That ñame repeated loud witliout reply,
As unfamiliar, or, if roused agaiu,
Start to the sound, as but remember’d tlien;
Unless ’twas Lara’s wonted voice that spake,
For tlien, ear, eyes, and lieart would all
awake.

xxvm.
He had look’d down upon the festive hall,
And mark’d that sudden strife so mark’d of
all:

And when the crowd around and near him
told
Tlieir wonder at the calmness of the hold,
Tlieir marvel how the liigh-born Lara bore
Such insult from a stranger, doubly sore,
The colour of young Iíaled went and carne,
The lip of asiles, and the cheek of flame;
And o’er his brow the dampening heart-drops
tlirew
The sickening iciness of that coid dew,
That rises as the busy bosom sinks
With heavy thoughts from wliich reflection
shrinks.
Yes—there be things which we must dream
and daré,
And execute ere thought be half aware:
Whate’er might Iialed’s be, it was enow
To seal his lip, but agonise his brow.
He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast
That sidelong smile upon the knight he
pass’d ;
When Kaled saw that smile his visage fell,
As if on sometliing recognised right well:
His memory read in such a meaning more
Than Lara’s aspect unto others wore :
Forward he sprung—a moment, both were
gone,
And all within that hall seem’d left alone ;
Each had so fix’d his eye on Lara’s míen,
All had so mix’d tlieir feelings with that
scene,
That when his long dark shadow through
the porch
No more relieves the glare of yon liigh torch,
Each pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms
seem
To bound as doubting from too black a
dream,
Such as we know is false, yet dread in sooth,
Because the worst is ever nearest trutli.
And they are gone—but Ezzelin is there,
With thoughtful visage and imperious air;
But long remain’d not; ere an liour expired
He waved his hand to Otho and retira!.
XXIX.
The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest;
The eourteous host, and all-approving guest,
Again to that accustom’d coucli must creep
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to
sleep,
And man, o’erlabour’d with his being’s strife,
Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life :
There lie love’s feverish hope, and cunning’s
guile,
Hate’s working brain, and lull’d ambition’s
wile;
O’er each vain eye oblivion’s pinions wave,
And quench'd existence crouches in a grave.

ÈAVIX.

Canto H.]

What better ñame may slumber's bed become ?
Night’s sepulchre, the universal lióme,
Where weakness, strength, vice, virtue, sunk
supine,
Alike in naked helplessness recline;
Glad for a while to lieave unconscious breatli,
Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of deatli,
And shun, though day but dawn on ills increased,
That sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams
the least.

Canto the Second.
I.
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Why comes not Ezzelin ? The hour is past,
And murmurs rise, and Otho’s brow ’s o’ercast.
“ I know iny friend! his faith I cannot fear,
If yet he be 011 earth, expect him liere;
The roof that lield him in the valley stands
Between my own and noble Lara’s lands;
My halls from such a guest had lionour
gain’d,
Ñor liad Sir Ezzelin his host disdain’d,
But that some previous proof forbade his stay,
And urged him to prepare against to-day;
Tile word I pledged for his I pledge again,
Or will myself redeem his knighthood’s
stain."

He ceased—and Lara answered, “ I am here
To lend at thy demand a listening ear
To tales of evil from a stranger’s tougue,
Melt into moni, and Light awakes the world, Whose words already might my lieart have
wrung,
Man has another day to swell the past,
But that I deem’d him scarcely less than mád,
And lead him near to little, but his last:
But mighty Nature bounds as from lier birth, Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly had.
The sun is in the lieavens, and life 011 earth; I know him not—but me it seems he knew
Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, In lands where—but I must not trifle too:
Health on the gale, and freshness in the Produce tliis babbler—or redeem the pledge;
Here in thy hold, and with thy falchion’s
stream.
edge.”
Immortal man! beliold her glories sliine,
And cry; exulting inly, “ They are thine 1”
Gaze on, wliile yet tliy gladden’d eye may Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw
His glove on earth, and forth his sabre flew.
see:
A mon'ow comes when they are not for tliee: “ The last alternative befits me best,
And grieve what may above thy senseless And thus I answer for mine absent guest.”
With cheek uncliaugiug from its sallow
bier,
gloom,
Ñor earth ñor sky will yield a single tear;
Ñor cloud shall gather more, ñor leaf shall However near his own or other’s tomb;
With hand, whose almost careless coolness
faU,
spoke
Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee,
Its grasp well used to deal the sabre-stroke;
for all;
With
eye, though calni, determin’d not to
But creeping things shall revel in tlieir spoil,
spare,
And fit tliy clay to fertilise the soil.
Did Lara too his willing weapon haré.
n.
I 11 vain the circling chieftains round them
closed,
’Tis morn—’tis noon—assembled in the hall,
The gather’d chieftains come to Otlio’s cali; For Otho’s frenzy would not be opposed;
’Tis now the promised hour, that must pro- And from his lip tliose words of insult fell—
His sword is good who can maintain them
claim
well.
The life or death of Lara’s future fame;
When Ezzelin his charge may liere unfold,
IV.
And wkatsoe’er the tale, it must be told.
His faith was pledged, and Lara’s promise Short was the conflict; furious, blindly rasli,
Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash:
given,
He bled, and fell; but not with deadly wound,
To meet it in the eye of man and lieaven.
Wliy comes he not? Suob truths to be di- Streteli’d by a dexterous sleight along the
ground.
vulged,
Methinks the accuser’s rest is long indulged. “ Demand thy life !” He answer’d not: and
then
n i.
From that red floor he ne’er had risen again,
For Lara’s brow upon the moment grew
The hour is past, and Lara too is there,
Almost to blackness in its demon hue;
With self-conñding, coldly patient air;
N ight wanes— the vapours round the mountains curl’d
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And fiercer sliook his angry faleliion now
Than when liis foe’s was levell’d at his brow;
Then all was stern collectedness and art,
Now rose tke unleaven’d hatred of liis lieart;
So little spariug to the foe he fell’d,
That when the approaehing crowd his arm
withheld,
He almost turn’d the thirsty point on those
Who thus for mercy dared to interpose;
But to a moment’s thought that purpose
hent;
Yet look’d he on him still with eye intent,
As if he loathed the ineffectual strife
That left a foe, liowe’er o’ereome, with life ;
As if to search how far the wound he gave
Had sent its victim onward to his grave.
V.
They raised the bleeding Otho, and the Leech
Forbade all present question, sign, and
speech:
The others met within a neighhouring hall,
And he, incensed, and heedless of them all,
The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray,
In haughty silence slowly strode away;
He back’d his steed, his homeward path he
toolr,
Nor cast on Otho’s towers a single look.
VI.
But where was he ? that meteor of a night,
Who menaced but to disappear with light.
Where was this Ezzelin ? who carne and
went,
To leave no other trace of his intent.
He left the dome of Otho long ere morn,
In darkness, yet so well the path was worn
He could not miss i t : near his dwelling lay;
But tliere he was not, and with coming day
Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nought,
Except the absence of the chief it sought.
A chamber tenantless, a steed at rest,
His host alarm’d, his murmuring squires
distress’d :
Their search extends along, around the path,
In dread to meet the marks of prowlers’
wrath:
But none are tliere, and not a brake hath
horne
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mautle torn;
Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass,
Which still retains a mark where murder was;
Nor dabbling fingers left to teli the tale,
The hitter print of each convulsive nail,
When agonised hands that cease to guard,
Wound in that pang the smoothness of the
sward.
Some such had been, if here a life was reft,
But these were not; and doubting hope is
left;

[Cantoll.

And strange suspicion, whispering Lara’s
name,
Now daily mutters o’er his blackeu’d fame;
Then sudden silent when his form appear’d,
Awaits the absence of the thing it fear’d
Again its wonted wondering to renew,
And dye conjecture with a darker hue.
VH.
Days roll along, and Otho’s wounds are
heal’d,
But not his pride; and hate no more conceal’d :
He was a man of power, and Lara’s foe,
The friend of all who sought to Work him
woe,
And from his country’s justice now demands
Account of Ezzelin at Lara’s hands.
Who else than Lara could llave cause to fear
His presence ? who had made him disappear,
If not the man on whom his menaced charge
Had sate too deeply were he left at large '!
The general rumour ignorantly loud,
The mystery dearest to the curious crowd;
The seeming friendlessness of him who
strove
To win no confidence, and wake no love;
The sweeping fierceness which his soul
betray’d,
The skill with which he wielded his keen
blade;
Where had his arm unwarlike caught that
art?
Where had that fierceness grown upon his
heart ?
For it was not the blind capricious rage
A word can kindle and a word assuage;
But the deep working of a soul unmix’d
With aught of pity where its wrath had fix’d;
Such as long power and overgorged success
Concentrates into all that ’s merciless:
These, link’d with that desire which ever
sways
Mankind, the rather to condemn than praise,
’Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a
storm,
Such as himself might fear, and foes would
form,
And he must answer for the absent head
Of one that liaunts him still, alive or dead.
vm .
Within that land was many a malcontent,
Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent ;
That soil full many a wringing despot saw
Who work’d his wantonness in form of law;
Long war without and freqüent broil within
Had made a path for blood and giant sin,
That waited but a signal to begin
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New liavoc, such as civil discord blends,
Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or
friends;
,
,
Fix'd in his feudal fortress each was lord,
In word and deed obey’d, in soul abhorr’d.
Thus Lara had inherited his lands,
And with them pining hearts and sluggish
hands;
But that long absence from his native chine
Had left him stainless of oppression’s crime,
And now, diverted by his milder sway,
All dread by slow degrees had worn away.
The menials felt their usual awe alone,
But more for him than them that fear was
grown;
They deem’d him now unhappy, though at
first
Their evil judgment augur’d of the worst,
And each long restless night, and silent
mood,
Was traced to sickness, fed by solitude:
And though his lonely liabits threw of late
Gloom o'er his chamber, cheerful was his
gate;
For thence the wretched ne’er unsoothed
withdrew,
For them, at least, his soul compassion knew.
Cold to the great, contemptuous to the liigh,
The humble pass’d not his unheeding eye; _
Much he would speak not, but beneath his
roof
They found asylum oft, and ne’er reproof.
And they who watch’d might mark that, day
by day,
Some new retainers gatlier'd to his sway;
But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost,
He ulay’d the courteous lord and bounteous
host:
Perchance his strife with Otho made him
dread
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious liead;
Whate’er his view, his favour more obtains
With these, the people, than his fellow
thanes.
If this were policy, so far ’twas sound,
The million judged but of him as they found;
From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven
They but required a shelter, and ’twas
given.
By him no peasant mourn’d his rifled cot,
And scarce the Serf could murmur o’er his
lo t;
With him old avarice found its hoard secure,
With him contempt forbore to mock the
poor;
Youth present cheer and promised recom
pense
Detain’d, till all too late to part from thence:
To hate he offer’d, with the coming change,
The deep reversión of delay’d revenge;
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To love, long baflled by the unequal match,
The well-won charms success was sure to
snatch.
All now was ripe, he waits but to proclaim
That slavery nothing which was still a name.
The moment came, the hour when Otho
thought
Secure at last the vengeance which he
sought:
His summons found the destined criminal
Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall,
Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven,
Defying earth, and confident of lieaven.
That morning he had freed the soil-bound
slaves,
Who dig no land for tyrants but their graves 1
Such is their cry—some watcliword for the
figbt
Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the
right;
Religión— freedom— vengeance — what you
will,
A word ’s enough to raise mankind to k ill;
Some factious phrase by cunning caught and
spread,
That guilt may reign, and wolves and worms
be fed 1
IX.
Throngliout that clime the feudal chiefs had
gain’d
Such sway, their infant monarch hardly
reign’d ;
Now was the hour fòr faction’s rebel growtb,
The Serfs contemn’d the one, and liated
botli:
They waited but a leader, and they found
One to their cause inseparably bound;
By circumstance compell'd to plunge again,
In self-defence, amidst the strife of men.
Cut off by some mysterious fate from those
Whom birth and nature meant not for his
foes,
Had Lara from that night, to him accurst,
Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst:
Some reason urged, whate’er it was, to shuii
Inquiry into deeds at distance done;
By mingling with his own the cause of all,
E ’en if he fail’d, he still delay’d his fall.
The sullen calm that long his bosom kept,
The storm that once had spent itself and
slept,
Roused by events that seem’d foredoom’d to
urge
His gloomy fortunes to then- utmost verge,
Burst forth, and made him all he once had
been,
And is again; he only changed the scene.
Light care had he for life, and less for fame,
But not less fitted for the desperate game :
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He deem’d himself mark’d out for others’
bate,
And mock’d at ruin so they skared liis fate.
Wbat cared lie for the freedom of the crowd?
He raised tbe liumble but to bend tlie proud.
He liad koped quiet in his sullen lair,
But man and destiny beset llim tkere:
Inured to liunters, lie ivas found at bay;
And tbey must liill, tbey cannot snare tbe
prey.
Stern, unambitious, silent, he had been
Hencefortb a calni spectator of life’s scene ;
But dragg’d again upon tbe arena, stood
A leader not uuequal to the feud;
In voice, míen, gestare, savage nature spoke,
And from bis eye tbe gladiator broke.

[Canto II,

Tlie feign’d retreat, tbe nigbtly ambuscade,
Tbe daily liarass, and tbe figkt delay’d,
Tbe long privation of tbe boped supply,
Tbe tentless l’est beneatk tbe bumid sky,
Tbe stubborn ivall tbat mocks tbe leagúer’s
art,
And palls the patience of bis baifled heart,
Of tbese tbey bad not deem’d : tbe battle-day
They could encounter as a veteran may;
But more preferr’d tbe fury of tbe strife,
And present deatb, to hourly suffering life :
And famine ívrings, and fever siveeps aivay
His numbers melting fast from tbeir array;
Intemperate triumpk fades to discontent,
And Lara’s soni alone seems still unbent:
But feiv remaiu to aid bis voice and band,
And tbousands dwmdled to a scanty band:
X.
Desperate, tkougk feiv, tbe last and best
remain’d
Wbat boots tbe oft-repeated tale of strife,
To mourn the discipline tbey late disdain’d.
The feast of vultures, and tbe waste of life ?
One bope survives, tbe frontier is not far,
Tbe varying fortune of eacb separate field,
Tbe fierce tbat vanquisli, and tbe faint tbat And tlience tbey may escape from native
ivar;
yield ?
And bear ívitbin tkem to tbe neigkbourimr
Tbe smoking ruin, and tlie crumbled wall ?
state
In tliis tbe struggle ivas tbe same ivitb all;
Save tbat distemper’d passions lent tbeir An exile’s sorrows, or an outlaw’s líate:
Hard is tbe task tbeir fatber-land to quit,
forcé
But barder still to perisk or submit.
In bitterness tbat banish’d all remorse.
None sued, for Mercy knew ber cry ivas vain,
XII.
Tbe captive died npon tbe battle-slain:
Iu eitker cause, one rage alone possess’d
It is resolved—tbey marcli—consenting Nigbt
Tbe empire of tbe alternate victor’s breast;
Guides ivitli ber star tbeir dim and torchless
fliglit;
And tbey tliat smote for freedom or for sivay,
Deem’d few ivere slaiu, ivbile more remain’d Already tbey perceive its tranquil beam
to slay.
Sleep on tbe surface of tbe barrier stream;
It ivas too late to check tbe ívasting brand,
Already they descry—Is yon tbe banlc ?
And Desolation reap’d tbe famish’d land;
Away! ’tis lined ivitb maiiy a bostile rank.
Tbe torcb ivas ligbted, and tbe flame ivas Keturn or fly !—Wbat glitters in tbe rear?
spread,
’Tis Otlio’s banner—tbepursuer’s spear!
And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead.
Are tliose tbe shepberds’ fires upon the
beigbt ?
Alas! tbey blaze too ividely for tbe fliglit:
XI.
ITesh ivitb tbe nerve tbe neiv-bom impulse Cut off from bope, and compass’d in tbe toil,
Less blood perckauce batb bougbt a ricker
strung,
spoil!
Tbe first success to Lara's numbers chuig:
But tbat vain victory liatli ruin’d all;
X III.
Tbey form no longer to tbeir leader’s call:
A moment’s pause—’tis but to breatke tbeir
In blind confusión on tbe foe tbey press,
band,
And tbink to snatcli is to secure success!
Or sball tbey onivard press, or here witbTbe lust of booty, and tbe tkirst of bate,
stand ?
Lure on tbe broken brigands to tbeir fate:
It matters little—if tbey ckarge tbe foes
In vain be dotb ívhate’er a cliief may do,
Wko by tbeir border-stream tbeir march
To check tbe beadlong fury of tbat creiv;
oppose,
In vain tbeir stubborn ardour be would tame, Some few, perckauce, may break and pass
Tbe band tbat kindles cannot quencb tbe
tbe line,
flame;
However link’d to batlle sucb design.
Tbe Ivary foe alone liatli turn’d tlieii- mood,
'' The charge be ours! to wait for tbeir
And slïoivn tbeir rasbness to tbat erring
assault
brood:
Were fate well ivortby of a coward’s balt.”
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Fortb flies eacb sabre, rein’d is every steed,
Tbe word of triumpk fainted from bis tongue;
And tbe next word sball scarce outstrip tbe Tbat band, so raised, how droopingly it kung!
But yet tbe sword instinctively retains,
deed:
In the next tone of Lara’s gatkering breatli
Tbougb from its fellow slirink tbe fallnig
reins;
How many sball but bear tbe voice of deatb!
Tbese Kaled snatches : dizzy witb tbe blow,
XIV.
And senseless bending o’er bis saddle-bow,
His blade is bared,—in kim tkere is an air
Perceives not Lara tbat bis anxious page
Beguiles llis charger from tlie combat’s rage:
As deep, but far too tranquil for despan-;
Meantime bis followers charge, and charge
A sometking of indifference more tlian tlien
again;
Becomes tbe bravest, if tbey feel for men.
He turn’d bis eye on Kaled, ever near,
Too mix’d tbe slayers now to keed tbe slain!
And still too faitkful to betray one fear;
XVI.
Perckauce ’twas but tbe moon’s dim tiviligkt
Day glimmers on tbe dying and tbe dead,
tbrew
The cloven cuirass and tbe kelmless bead;
Along bis aspect an unwonted bue
Of mournful paleness, wkose deep tint ex- The war-borse masterless is on tbe earth,
And tbat last gasp batb burst bis bloody
press’d
The trutb, and not tbe terror of bis breast.
girtb;
Tbis Lara mark’d, and laid bis band 011 llis: And near, yet quivering witb wbat life re
It trembled not in sucb an liour as tbis;
main’d,
Tbe lieel tbat urged bim and tbe band tbat
His lip vas silent, scarcely beat his keart,
His eye alone proclaim’d, “ We ivill not part!
rein’d ;
Tby band may perisb, or tky friends may flee, And some too near tbat rolling torrent lie,
AVkose wàters mock tbe lip of tbose tliat die;
Farewell to life, but not adieu to tbee ! ”
Tbat panting thirst wliicb scorches in tbe
Tbe word batb pass’d bis lips, and onvard
breatli
driven,
Of tbose tbat die tbe soldier’s fiery deatb,
Pours tbe link’d band tkrough ranks asunder In vain impels tbe burning moutli to crave
riven:
One drop—the last—to cool it for tbe grave;
Well bas eacb steed obey’d tbe amied lieel,
Witb feeble and convulsive effort swept,
And flash tbe scimitars, and rings tbe Steel;
Tbeir limbs along tbe crimson’d turf bave
Outnumber’d, not outbraved, tliey still oppose
crept;
Despair to daring, and a front to foes;
The faint remanís of life sucb struggles waste,
And blood is mingled witli the dasking stream, But yet tbey reack tbe stream and bend to
Wbicb runs all redly till tbe morning beam.
taste:
Tbey feel its freskness, and almost partake—
XV.
Wky pause ? No furtlier tlnrst bave tbey to
slake—
Commanding, aiding, animating all,
Where foe appear’d to press, or friend to fall, It is unquencb’d, and yet tbey feel it not;
Cbeers Lara’s voice, and waves or strikes bis It was an agony—but now forgot!
Steel,
XVII.
Inspiring bope himself bad ceased to feel.
None fled, for well tbey knew tbat fliglit were Beneatli a lime, remoter from tbe scene,
Where but for bim tbat strife bad never been,
vain;
A breatking but devoted warrior lay:
But tbose tbat waver turn to smite again,
’T was Lara bleeding fast from life aw-ay.
Wliile yet tbey find tlie firmest of tbe foe
His follower once, and now bis only guide,
Becoil before tbeir leader’s look and blow:
Kneels Kaled watchful o’er bis welling side,
Now girt witb numbers, now almost alone,
And witb bis scarf would stancb tbe tides
He foils tbeir ranks, or re-unites bis own;
tbat rusb,
Himself be spared not—once tbey seem’d to
Witb eacb convulsión, in a blacker gusb;
fly—
Now was tbe time, be waved bis band 011 And tken, as bis faint breatking waxes low,
I 11 feebler, not less fatal tricklings flow:
bigb,
And sbook—Wliy sudden droops tbat jilumed He scarce can speak, but motions bim ’tis
vain,
crest ?
Tbe sliaft is sped—tbe arrow ’s üi bis breast! And merely adds anotber tkrob to pain.
He clasps tbe band tbat pang wbicb would
Tbat fatal gesture left tbe unguarded side,
assuage,
And Deatb has stricken down yon arm of
And sadly smiles bis tbanks to tbat dark page,
pride.
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Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor
sees,
Save that damp brow which rests apon his
knees;
Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though
dim,
Held all the light that shone on earth for him.

xvm .
The foe arrives, who long had seareh’d the
field,
Their triumph' nougkt till Lara too should
yield:
They would remove him, but they see ’twere
vain,
And he regards tliem with a calm disdain,
That rose to reconcile him with his fate,
And that escape to death from living bate:
And Otlio coines, and leaping from his steed,
Looks on the bleeding foe that made him
hleed,
And qüestions of his state; he answers not,
Searce glances on him as on one forgot,
And turns to Kaled:—each remaining word
They understood not, if distinctly heard;
His dying tones are in that other tongne,
To which some strange remembrance wildly
clung.
They spake of other scenes, but what—is
known
To Kaled, whom their meaning reach’d alone;
And he replied, though faintly, to their sound,
While gazed the rest in dumb amazement
round:
They seem’d even then—that twain—unto
the last
To half forget the present in the past ;
To share between themselves some separate
fate,
Whose darkness none beside should penetrate.
XIX.
Their words though faint were many—from
the tone
Their import those who heard could judge
alone;
From_ this, you might have deem’d young
Kaled’s death
More near tlian Lara’s by his voice and
breath,
So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke
The accents his scarce-moving pale lips
spoke;
But Lara's voice, though low, at first was
clear
And calm, till murmuring death gasp’d
hoarsely near;
But from his visage little could we guess,
So unrepentant, dark, and passionless,

Save that when struggling nearer to his last,
Upon that page his eye was kindly cast;
’
And once, as Kaled’s answering accents
ceased,
Bose Lara’s hand, and pointed to the East: .
Whether (as then the breaking sun from higli
Eoll’d back the clouds) the morrow caught
his eye,
Or that ’twas chance, or some remember’d
scene,
That raised his arm to point where such had
been,
Searce Kaled seem’d to know, but turn’d
away,
As if his heart abhorr’d that eoming day,
And shrunk his glance before that morning
light,
To look on Lara’s brow—where all grew
night.
Yet sense seem'd left, though better were i-ts
loss;
For when one near display’d the absolving
cross,
And proffer’d to his touch the holy bead,
Of which his parting soul might own the need,
He look’d upon it with an eye profane,
And smiled—Heaven pardon ! if ’twere with
disdain:
And Kaled, though he spoke not, nor withdrew
From Lara’s face his fix’d despairing view,
With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift,
Flung back the hand which held the sacred
.gift,
As if such but disturb’d the expiring man,
Nor seem’d to know his life but then began,
That life of Immortality, secure
To none, save them whose faith in Christ is
sure.
XX.

But gasping heaved the breath that Lara
drew,
And dull the film along his dim eye grew;
His limbs stretch’d fluttering, and his head
droop’d o’er
The weak yet still untiring lcnee that bore;
He press’d the hand he held upon his lieart—
It beats no more, but Kaled will not part
With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels in
vain,
For that faint throb which answers not again.
“ H beats! —Away, thou dreamer! he is
gone—
It once was Lara which thou look’st upon.
XXI.
He gazed, as if not yet had pass’d away
The haughty spirit of that humble clay;
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And those around have roused him from his
trance,
But cannot tear from thence his fixed glance;
And when, in raising him from where he bore
Witliin bis arms the form that felt no more,
He saw the head his breast would still sustain,
Koll down like earth to earth upon the plain;
He did not dasli liimself thereby, nor tear
The glossy tendrils of his raven hair,
But strove to stand and gaze, but reel’d and
WCX1.
Tlian that he loved! Oh! never yet beneath
The breast of man such trusty love may
breathe!
That trying moment hath at once reveald
The secret long and yet but half conceal’d ;
In baring to revive that life’less breast,
Its grief seem’d ended, but the sex confess’d ;
And life return’d, and Kaled felt no shame—
What now to her was Womanhood or Fame ?
XXII.
And Lara sleeps not where his fatliers sleep,
But where lie died his grave was dug as deep;
Nor is his mortal slumber less profound,
Though priest nor bless’d nor marble deck’d
the mound,
And he was mourn’d by one whose quiet
grief,
Less loud, outlasts a people’s for their chief.
Vain was all question ask’d her of the past,
And vain e’en menaee—silent to the last;
She told nor whence, nor why she left
behind
Her all for one who seem’d but little kind.
Why did she love him ? Curious fool!—be
still—
Is human love the growtli of human will ?
To her he might be gentleness; the stern
Have deeper thouglits tlian your dull eyes
discern,
And when they love, your smilers guess not
how
Beats the strong heart, though less the lips
avow.
They were not cornmon links, that form’d the
chain
That bound to Lara Kaled’s heart and brain;
But that wild tale she brook’d not to unfold,
And seal’d is now each lip that could have
told.
XXHI.
They laid him in the earth, and on his breast,
Besides the wound that sent his soul to rest,
They found the scatter’d dints of many a scar,
Which were not planted there in recent war;

Where’er had pass’d his summer years of life,
It seems they vanish’d in a land of strife;
But all unknown his glory or his guilt,
These only told that somewhere blood was
spilt,
And Ézzelin, who might have spoke the past,
Eeturn’d no more—that night appear’d his
last.
XXIV.
Upon that night (a peasant’s is the tale)
A Serf that cross’d the intervening vale,
When Cynthia’s light almost gave way to
morn,
And nearly veil’d in mist her waning horn;
A Serf, that rose betimes to thread the wood,
And hew the bough that brouglit his children’s
food,
Pass’d by the river that divides the plain
Of Otho’s lands and Lara’s broad domain:
He heard a tramp—a horse and horseman
broke
From out the wood—before him was a cloak
Wrapt round some burthen at his saddle-bow,
Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow.
Eoused by the sudden sight at such a time,
And some foreboding that it might be crime,
Himself unheeded watcli’d the stranger’s
course,
Who reach’d the river, bounded from his
horse,
And lifting thence the burthen which he
bore,
Heaved up the bank, and dash’d it from the
shore,
Then paused, and look’d, and turn’d, and
seem’d to watch,
And still another hurried glance would snatch,
And follow with his step the stream that
flow’d,
As if even yet too mucli its surface show’d ;
At once he started, stoop’d, around him
strown
The winter floods had scatter’d heaps of
stone;
Of these the heaviest thence he gather’d
there,
And slung them with a more tlian cornmon
care.
Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen
Himself might safely mark what this might
mean;
He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast,
And sometliing glitter d starlike on the vest;
But ere he well could mark the buoyant
trunk,
A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk:
It rose again, but indistinct to view,
And left the wàters of a purple hue-
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Then deeply disappear'd : the horseman gazed
Till ebb’d the latest eddy it had raised;
Then turning, vaulted on his pawing steed,
And instant spurr’d him into pantihg speed.
His face was mask’d—the features of the dead,
I f dead it were, escaped the observer’s dread;
But if in sooth a star its bosom bore,
Such is the badge that knighthood ever wore,
And such ’tis known Sir Ezzelin had worn
Upon the night that led to such a morn.
I f thus he perish’d, Heaven receive his soul!
His undiscover’d limbs to ocean ro ll;
And charity upon the liope would dwell
It was not Lara’s hand by which he fell.

Her eye shot forth with all the living fire
That haunts the tigress in her whelpless ire;
But left to waste her weary moments there,
She talk’d all idly unto shapes of air,
Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints,
And woos to listen to her fond complaints:
And she would sit beneath the very tree
Where lay his drooping head upon her knee:
And in that posture where she saw liim fall,
His words, his looks, his dying grasp recali;
And she had shom, but saved her raven hair,
And oft would snatch it from her bosom
there,
And-fold, and press it gently to the ground,
As if she staunch’d anew some phantom’s
XXV.
wound.
And Kaled—Lara—Ezzelin, are gone,
l·Ierself would question, and for him reply;
Alike without their monumental stone I
Then rising, start, and beckon him to fly
The first, all efforts vainly strove to wean
From some imugined spectre in pursuit;
From lingering where her chieftain’s blood Then seat her down upon some hnden’s root,
had been:
And hide her visage with her meagre hand,
Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud,
Or trace strange characters along the sand.
Her tears were few, her wailing never loud; This could not last—she lies by him she
But furious would you tear her from the spot
loved;
Where yet she scarce believed tliat he was not, Her tale untold, her truth too dearly proved.
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THE SIEGE OE CORINTH.
I n the year since Jesús died for men,
Eigkteen hundred years and ten,
We were a gallant company,
ïtiding o’er land, and sailing o’er sea.
Oh! but we went merrily 1
We forded the river, and clomb the liigh
Lili,
Never our steeds for a day stood still;
Whether we lay in the cave or the shed,
Om sleep fell soft on the hardest bed:
Whether we couch’d in our rough capote,
On the rougher plank of our gliding boat,
Or stretch’d on the beach, or our saddles
spread
As a pillow beneath the resting head,
Fresh we woke upon the morrow:
All our thoughts and words had scope,
We had health, and we had liope,
Toil and travel, but no sorrow.
We were of all tongues and creeds
Some were those who counted beads,
Some of mosque, and some of churcli,
And some, or I mis-say, of neither;
Yet through the wide World might ye search,
Nor find a motlier crew nor blither.
But some are dead, and some are gone,
And some are scatter’d and alone,
And some are rebels on the hills
That look along Epirus’ valleys,
Where freedom stül at moments rallies,
And pays in blood oppression’s ills ;
And some are in a far countree,
And some all restlessly at home;
But never more, oh! never, we
Shall meet to revel and to roam.

“ T iie grand army of tlie Turks (in 1715), under
the Prime Yizier, to open to themselves a way into
the heart of the Morea, and to fòrm the siege of
Napoli di Romania, the most considerable place in
all that country *, thought it best in the first place
to attack Corinth, upon which they made severa!
storms. The garrison being weakened, and the
gOYernor seeing it was impossible to hold out against
so mighty a forcé, thought it fit to beat a parley:
but while they were treating about the articles, one

of the magazines in the Turkish camp, wherein they
liad six hundred barréis of powder, blew up by
accident, whereby six or seven hundred men were
killed; which so enraged the infidels, that they would
not grant any capitulation, but stormed the place
with so much fury, that they took it, and put most
of the garrison, with Signior Minotti, the governor,
to the sword. The rest, with Antonio Bembo, proveditor extraordinary, were made prisoners of war.”
—History of tlie Turks, vol. iii. p. 151.

But those hardy days flew cheerily!
And when they now fall drearily,
My thoughts, like swallows, skim the main,
And bear my spirit back again
Over the earth, and through the air,
A wild bird and a wanderer.
,’Tis this that ever wakes my strain,
And oft, too oft, implores again
The few who may endure my lay,
To follow me so far away.
Stranger—wilt thou follow now,
And sit with me on Acro-Corinth’s brow ?

* Napoli di Romania is not now the most considerable
place in the Morea, but Tripolitza, where the Pacha
resides, and maintains his government. Napoli is near
Argos. I visited a ll three in 1810-11; and, in the course
of journeying through the country from m y first arrival
in 1809, I crossed the Isthmus eight times in my way
from A ttica to the Morea, over the mountains; or in the

other direction, when passing from the Gulf of Athens to
that of Lepanto. Both the routes are picturesque and
beautiful, though very different: that by sea has more
sameness; but the voyage being always within sight of
land, and often very near it, presents many attractive
views of the islands Salamis, iEgina, Poros, &c., and the
coast of the Continent.

I.
Many a vanislTd year and age,
And tempest’s breatli, and battle’s rage,
Have swept o’er Corinth; yet she stands,
A fortress forin’d to Freedom’s hands.

A D V E R T IS E M E N T .

The whirlwind’s wrath, the earthquake’s
shock,
Have left untouch’d her lioary rock,
The keystone of a land, which still,
Though fall’n, looks proudly on that hill,
The landmark to the double tide
That purplmg rolls on either side,
As if their wàters cliafed to meet,
Yet pause and crouch beneath her feet.
But could the blood before her shed
Since first Timoleon’s brotlier bled,
Or baffled Persia’s despot fled,
Arise from out the ea'rtli which drank
The stream of slaughter as it sank,
That sanguine ocean would o’erflow
Her isthmus idly spread below:
Or could the bones of all the slain,
Who perish’d there, be piled again,
That rival pyramid would rise
More mountain-like, through those clear skies,
Than yon tower-capp’d Acrópolis,
Which seems the very clouds to kiss.
n.
On dun Citlneron’s ridge appears
The gleam of twice ten thousand spears;
And downward to the Istlnnian plain,
From shore to shore of either main,
The tent is pitch’d, the crescent shnies
Along the Moslem’s leaguering lines;
And the dusk Spahi’s bands advance
Beneath each bearded pacha’s glance;
And far and wide as eye can reach
The turban’d cohorts throng the beach;
And there the Arab’s camel kneels,
And there his steed the Tartar wheels;
The Turcoman liath left his herd,
The sabre round his loins to gird;
And there the volleying thunders pour,
Till waves grow smoother to the roar.
The trench is dug, the cannon’s breath
Wings tlie far hissing globe of death ;
Fast whirl the fragments from the wall,
Which crumbles with the ponderous ball ;
And from that wall the foe replies,
O’er dusty plain and smoky skies,
With fires that answer fast and well
The summons of the Infidel.
IH.
But near and nearest to the wall
Of those who wish and work its fall,
With deeper skill in war’s black art
Than Othman’s sons, and high of heart
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As any chief that ever stood
Triumphant in tlie fields of blood;
From post to post, and deed to deed,
Fast spurring on his reeking steed,
Where sallying ranks the treneli assail,
And make the foremost Moslem quail;
Or where the battery, guarded well,
Kemains as yet impregnable,
Alighting cheerly to inspire
The soldier slackeniug in his fire;
The Arst and freshest of the host
Which Stamhoul’s sultán there can boast,
To guide the follower o’er the field,
To point the tube, the lance to wield,
Or whirl around the bickering blade;—
Was Alp, the Adrián renegade!

rv.
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To Alp, who well repaid the trust
By cities levell'd with the dust;
And proved, by many a deed of death,
How finn his heart in novel faith.

Her voice less lively in the song;
Iíer step, though light, less fleet among
The pairs, on whom the Morning’s glance
Breaks, yet unsated with the dance.

VI.
The walls grew weak; and fast and hot
Against them pour’d the ceaseless shot,
With unabating fury seut
From battery to battlement;
And thunder-like the pealing din
Kose from each lieated culverin;
And here and there some craclding dome
Was fired before the exploding bomb;
And as the fabric sank beneath
The shattering shell’s volcànic breath,
In red and wreathing columns flasli’d
The Same, as loud the ruin crash’d,
Or into countless meteors driven,
Its earth-stars melted into heaven ;
Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun,
Impervious to the liidden sun,
With volumed smolce that slowly grew
To one wide sky of sulphurous hue.

IX.
Sent by the state to guard the land,
(Which, wrested from the Moslem’s hand,
While Sobieski tamed his pride
By Buda’s wall and Dauube’s side,
The cliiefs of Venice wrung away
From Patra to Euboea’s hay,)
Miuotti held in Corinth’s towers
The Doge’s delegated powers,
While yet the pitying eye of Peace
Smiled o’er her long forgotten Greece:
And ere that faithless truce was broke
Which freed her from the uncliristian yoke,
With him his gentle daughter carne;
Ñor there, since Menelaus’ dame
Forsook her lord and land, to prove
Wliat woes await on lawless love,
Had fairer form adorn’d the shore
Tkan she, the matchless stranger, bore.

From Venice—once a race of worth
His gentle sires—he drew his birth;
But late an exile from her sliore,
Against his countrymen he bore
The arms they taught to bear; and now
The turban girt his shaven brow.
Through many a change liad Corinth pass’d
With Greece to Venice’ rule at last;
And here, before her walls, with those
To Greece and Venice equal foes,
He stood a foe, with all the zeal
Which young and fiery converts feel,
Within whose lieated bosom throngs
The memory of a thousand wrongs.
To liim liad Venice ceased to be
Her ancient civic boast—“ the Free
And in the palace of St. Mark
Unnamed accusers in the dark
Within the “ Lion’s moutli ” had placed
A charge against him uneffaced:
He fled in time, and saved his life,
To waste his future years in strife,
That taught his land liow great her loss
In him who triumph’d o’er the Cross,
’Gainst which he rear’d the Crescent higli,
And battled to avenge or die.

VH.
But not for vengeance, long delay’d,
Alone, did Alp, the renegade,
The Moslem warriors sternly teach
His skill to pierce the promised breach:
Within these walls a maid was pent
His hope would win, without consent
Of that inexorable sire,
Whose heart refused him in its iré,
When Alp, beneath his Christian ñame,
Her V ir g in h a n d a s p ir e d to claim.
In happier mood, and earlier time,
While unimpeach’d for traitorous crirne,
Gayest m góndola or hall,
He glitter’d through the Carnival;
And tuned the softest serenade
That e’er on Adria’s waters play’d
At midnight to Italian maid.

V.
Coumourgi—he whose closing scene
Adorn’d tlie trimnph of Eugene,
When on Carlowitz’ bloody plain,
The last and miglitiest of the slain,
He sanie, regretting not to die,
But cursed the Christian’s victory—
Coumourgi—can his glory cease,
That latest conqueror of Greece,
Till Christian hands to Greece restore
The freedom Venice gave of yore?
A hundred years llave roll’d away
Shice he refix’d the Moslem’s sway;
And now he led the Mussulman,
And gave the guidance of the van

And many deem’d her heart was won !
For sought by numbers, given to none,
Had young Francesca’s hand remani’d
Still by the church’s bonds unchain’d :
And when the Adriàtic bore
Lanciotto to the Paynim shore,
Her wonted smiles were seen to fail,
And pensive wax’d the maid and palé;
More constant at confessional,
More rare at masque and festival;
Or seen at such, with downcast eyes,
Which conquer’d liearts they ceased to prize;
With listless look she seems to gaze:
With humbler care her form arrays -

vin.

X.
The wall is rent, the ruins yawn;
And with to-morrow’s éarliest dawn,
O’er the disjointed mass shall vault
The foremost of the Aeree assault.
The bands are rank’d ; the chosen van
Of Tartar and of Mussulman,
The full of hope, misnamed “ forlorn,”
Who hold the thought of death in scorn,
And win their way with falchion’s forcé,
Or pave tile patli with many a corsé,
O’er which the following brave may riso,
Their stepping-stone—the last who dies !
XI.
’Tis midnight: on the mountains brown
The coid, round moon sliines deeply down;
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky
Spreads like an oeean hung on mgh,
Bespangled with those isles of light,
So wildly, spiritually briglit;
Who ever gazed upon them shining
And turn’d to earth without repining,
Ñor wish’d for wings to flee away,
And mix with their etemal ray ?
The waves on either shore lay there
Calm, clear, and azure as the air;
And scarce their foam the pebbles sliook,
But murmur’d meekly as the brook.
The w-inds were pillow’d on the ívaves;
The banners droop’d along their staves,
And, as they fell around them furling,
Above them slione the crescent curliug;
And that deep silence was unbroke,
Save where the watch his signal spoke,
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Save where the steed neigli’d oft and shrill,
And echo answer’d from the bilí,
And the wide hum of that wild host
Rustled like leaves from coast to coast,
As rose the Muezzin’s voice in air
In midnight cali to wonted prayer;
It rose, that ehanted mournful strain,
Like some lone spirit’s o’er the plain:
’Twas musical, but sadly sweet,
Such as when wiuds and harp-strings meet,
And take a long unmeasured tone,
To mortal minstrelsy unknown.
It seem’d to those within the wall
A cry prophetic of their fa ll:
It struck even tile besieger’s ear
With sometliing ominous and drear,
An undefined and sudden thrill,
Which makes the heart a moment still,
Then beat with quicker pulse, ashamed
Of that strange sense its silence framed;
Such as a sudden passing-bell
Wakes, though but for a stranger’s knell.
X II.
The tent of Alp was on the shore;
The sound was hush’d, the prayer was o’er,
The watch was set, the night-round made,
All mandates issued and obey’d :
’Tis but another anxious night,
His pains the morrow may requite
With all revenge and love can pay,
In guerdon for their long delay.
Few hours remaiu, and lie hath need
Of rest, to nerve for many a deed
Of slaugliter; but within his soul
The thouglits like troubled waters roll.
He stood alone among the host;
Not his the loud fanatic boast
To piant the crescent o’er the cross,
Or risk a life with little loss,
Secure in paradise to be
By Houris loved immortally:
Ñor his, what burning patriots feel,
The stern exaltedness of zeal,
Profuse of blood, untired in toil,
When battling on the parent soil.
He stood alone—a renegade
Against the couutry he betray’d ;
He stood alone amidst his hand,
Without a trusted heart or hand:
They follow’d him, for he was brave,
And gi-eat the spoil he got and gave;
They crouclfd to him, for he liad skill
To warp and wield the vulgar wiU:
But still his Christian origin
With them was little less tlian sin.
Tliey envied even the faithless fame
He earu’d beneath a Moslem ñame;
Since he, their mightiest ehief, had been
In youth a bitter Nazarene.

312

QSjjfon’e (ISorRe.

They (lid not know how pride can stoop,
Wlien baffled feelings withering droop;
They did not know how hate can burn
In hearts once changed from soft to stern;
Nor all the false and fatal zeal
The convert of revenge can feel.
He ruled them—man may rule the worst,
By ever daring to be first:
So lions o’er the jackal sway;
The jackal points, he felis the prey,
Tlien on the vulgar yelling press,
To gorge the relies of success.
■ X III.
His head grows fever’d, and his pulse
The quick successive tlirobs convulse:
In vaiu from side to side he throws
His forin, in courtship of repose;
Or if he dozed, a sound, a start
Awoke him with a sunken heart.
The turban on his hot brow press’d,
The mail weigh’d lead-like on his breast,
Though oft and long beneath its weight
Upon his eyes had slumber sate,
Without or concli or canopy,
Except a rougher field and sky
Than now might yield a warrior’s bed,
Than now along the lieaven was spread.
He could not rest, he could not stay
Within his tent to wait for day,
But walk’d him forth along the sand,
Where thousand sleepers strew’d the strand.
What pillow’d them ? and why should he
More wakeful than the lmmblest be,
Since more their perii, worse their toil ?
And yet they fearless dream of spoil;
While he alone, where thousands pass’d
A night of sleep, perchance their last,
In sickly vigil wander’d on,
And envied all he gazed upon.
XIV.
He felt his soul become more liglit
Beneath the freshness of the night.
Cool was the silent sky, though calm,
And bathed Ilis brow witli airy balm:
Behind, the camp—before him lay,
In many a winding creek and bay,
Lepanto’s gulf; and, on the brow
Of Delphi’s hili, unshaken snow,
High and eternal, such as slione
Through thousand summers brightly gone,
Along the gulf, the mount, the clirne;
It will not melt, like man, to time:
Tyrant and slave are swept away,
Less form’d to wear before the ray;
But tliat wliite veil, the liglitest, frailest,
Which on the mighty mount thou hailest,
While tower and tree are torn and rent,
Shines o'er its craggy battlement;

In form a peak, in height a cloud,
In texture like a hovering shroud,
Thus high by parting Freedom spread,
As from lier fond abode she fled,
And linger’d on the spot, where long
Her propilet spirit spake in song.
O li! stili her step at moments falters
O’er witker’d fields, and ruin’d altars,
And fain would wake, in souls too brolten,
By pointing to eacli glorious token:
But vain her voice, till better days
Dawn in tliose yet remember’d rays,
Wliich slione upon the Persian flying,
And saw the Spartau smile in dying.
XV.
Not mindless of these mighty times
Was Alp, despite liis flight and crimes;
And through this night, as on he wander’d,
And o’er the past and present ponder’d,
And thought upon the glorious dead
Who tliere in better cause had bled,
He felt how faiut and feebly dhn
The fame that could accrue to him,
Who cheer’d the band, and waved the sword,
A traitor in a turban’d borde;
And led them to the lawless siege,
Whose best success were sacrilege.
Not so had tliose his faney number’d,
The chiefs whose dust around him slumber’d;
Their phalanx marshall’d on the plain,
Whose bulwarks were not tlien in vain.
They feli devoted, but undying;
The very gale their ñame seem’d sighing;
The waters murmur'd of their name;
The woods were peopled with their fame;
The silent pillar, Ione and grey,
Claim’d kindred with their sacred clay;
Their spirits wrapp’d the dusky mountain,
Their memory sparkled o’er the fountain ;
The meanest rill, the mightiest river
Koll'd mingling with their fame for ever.
Despite of every yoke she bears,
Tliat land is glory’s stili and theirs !
’T is stili a watchword to the earth:
Wlien man would do a deed of worth
He points to Greece, and turns to tread,
So sanction’d, on the tyranfs head:
He looks to her, and ruslies on
Where life is lost, or freedom won.
XVI.
Stili by the shore Alp inutely niused,
And woo’d the freshness Night diffused.
There skrinks no ebb in that tideless sea,
Wliich changeless rolls eternally;
So that wildest of waves, in their angriest
mood,
Scarce break on the bounds of tlie land for
a rood;
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And the powerless moon beholds them flow,
Heedless if she come or g o :
Calm or high, in main or bay,
On tlieir course she hath no sway.
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But he seized 011 his share of a steed that lay,
Pick’d by the birds, on the sands of the bay.

XVII.
Alp turn’d him from the sickening sight:
Never had shaken his nerves in figlit;
But he better could brook to beliold the dying,
And the fringe of the foam may be seen below, Deep in the tide of their warm blood lying,
On the line that it left long ages ago:
Scorch’d with the death-tliirst, and writhing
A smooth sliort space o f yellow sand
in vain,
Between it and the greener land'
Than the perishing dead who are past all
pain.
He wander’d on along the beach,
There is sometliing of pride in the perilous
Till within the range of a earbine’s reach
hour,
Of the leaguer’d wall; but they saw him not, Wliate’er be the simpe in which death may
Or how could he 'scape from the hostile shot ?
lower;
Did traitors lurk in the Christians’ hold ?
For Fame is there to say who bleeds,
Were their liands grown stiff, or their liearts And Honour’s eye 011 daring deeds !
wax’d cold ?
But when all is past, it is humbling to tread
I know not, in sootli; but from yonder wall
O’er the weltering field of the tombless dead,
There flasli’d no fire, and there hiss’d no hall, And see worms of the earth, and fowls of the
Though he stood beneath the bastion’s frown,
air,
That flank’d the sea-ward gate of the town;
Beasts of the forest, all gatliering there;
Though he heard the sound, and could almost All regarding man as their prey,
teli
All rejoicing in his decay.
The sullen words of the sentinel,
As his measured step on the stone below
xvm.
Clank’d, as he paced it to and fro;
There is a temple in ruin stands,
And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall
Fashion’d by long forgotten liands;
Hold o’er the dead their carnival,
Gorging and growling o’er carcass and limb; Two or three columns, and many a stone,
Marble and granite, with grass o’ergrown !
They were too busy to bark at him!
From a Tartar’s skull they had strïpp’d the Out upon Time! it will leave no more
Of the things to come than the things before!
flesh,
Out upon Time ! who for ever will leave _
As ye peel the fig when its fruit is fresh;
And their white tusks crunch’d o’er the whiter But enough of the past for the future to grieve
O’er that which hath been, and o’er that
skull,
which must be:
As it slipp’d through their jaws, when their
What we have seen, our sons shall see;
edge grew dull,
Bemnants
of things that have pass’d away,
As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead,
When they scarce could rise from the spot Fragments of stone rear’d by creatures of
clay!
where they fed;
So well had they broken a lingering fast
XIX.
With tliose who had fallen for that nighfs
He sate him down at a pillar’s base,
repast.
And pass’d his liand athwart his face;
And Alp knew, by the turbans that roll’d on
Like one in dreary musing mood,
the sand,
Declining was his attitude;
The foremost of these were the best of his
His head was drooping on liis breast,
band:
Fever’d, throbbing, and oppress’d ;
Crimson and green were the shawls of their
And o’er his brow, so downward bent,
wear,
Oft bis beating fingers went,
And each scalp had a single long tuft of liair,
Hurriedly, as you may see
All the rest was shaven and bare.
Your
own run over the ivory key,
The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw,
Ere
the measured tone is taken
The hair was tangled round his jaw :
By the chords you would awaken.
But close by the shore, on the edge of the
There he sate all lieavily,
gulf,
As he heard the night-wind sigli.
There sat a vulture flappiug a wolf,
Was it the wind through some liollow stone
Who had stolen from the hilis, but lcept away,
Sent that soft and tender moan ?
Scared by the dogs, from the human prey;
The rock unworn its base doth bare,

And looks o ’er the surf, bút it comes not
th ere;
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He lifted his liead, and lie look’d on the sea,
But it was unrippled as glass may be;
He look’d on the long grass—it waved not
a blade;
How was tkat gentle sound convey'd ?
He look’d to the banners—each ílag lay still,
So did the leaves on Citlneron’s hill,
And he felt not a breath come over his clieek;
Wliat did that sudden sound bespeak ?
He turn’d to the left—is he sure of siglit ?
There sate a lady, youthful and bright!
XX.
He started up witli more of fear
Than if an armed foe were near.
“ God of my fathers! what is liere ?
Who art tliou ? and wherefore sent
So near a hostile armament ? ”
His trembliug hands refused to sign
The cross he deem’d no more divine:
H e had resumed it in that hour,
But conscience wrung away the power.
He gazed, he saw: lie knew the face
Of beauty, and the form of grace;
It was Francesca by his side,
The maid who might llave been his bride !

Thou hast done a fearful deed
In falling away from thy fathers’ creed:
But dash that turban to earth, and sign
The sign of the cross, and for ever be mine;
Wring the black drop from thy heart,
And to-morrow unites us no more to part.”
“ And where shonld our bridal couch be
spread?
In tlie midst of tlie dying and the dead ?
For to-morrow we give to the slaughter and
fíame
The sons and the shrines of the Christian
ñame.
None, save thou and thine, I ’ve sworn,
Shall be left upon the moni:
But thee will I bear to a lovely spot,
Where our hands shall be join’d, and our
sorrow forgot.
There thou yet shalt be my bride,
When once again I ’ve quell’d the pride
Of Venice; and her hated race
Have felt the arm tliey would debase
Seourge, with a wliip of scorpious, tliose
Whom vice and envy made my foes."

Upon his hand she laid lier own—•
Liglit was the touch, but it thrill’d to the
bone,
And shot a chillness to his heart,
Wliicli fix’d him beyond the power to start.
Tliougli sliglit was that grasp so mortal coid,
He could not loose him from its hold;
But never did clasp of one so dear
Strike on the pulse with such feeling of fear,
As those thin lingers, long and white,
Froze through his blood by their touch that
night.
The feverish glow of bis brow was gone,
And bis heart sank so still tliat it felt like
stone,
As he look’d on tlie face, and beheld its hue,
So deeply clianged from what he knew:
Fair but faint—without the ray
Of mind, that made each feature play
Like sparkling waves on a sunny day;
XXI.
And lier motionless lips lay still as death,
“ I come from my rest to him I love best,
And lier words carne fortli without her breath,
That I may be liappy, and he may be bless’d, And there rose not a lieave o’er her bosom’s
I have pass’d the guards, the gate, tile w all;
swell,
Sought thee in safety through foes and all.
And there seem’d not a pulse in her venís to
’Tis said the lion will turn and flee
dwell.
From a maid in the pride of her purity;
Though her eye shone out, yet the lids were
And the Power on high, that can shield the
fix’d,
good
And the glance that it gave was wild and
Tlius from the tyrant of tile wood,
unmix’d
Hath extended its mercy to guard me as well With aught of change, as the eyes may seem
From the hands of the leaguering infidel.
Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream;
I come—and if I come in vain,
Like the figures on arras, that gloomily glare,
Never, oh never, we meet again l
Stirr’d by the breath of the wintry air,
The rose was yet upon lier cheek,
But mellow’d with a tenderer streak:
Where was tlie play of lier soft lips fled ?
Gone was the smile that enliven’d tlieir red.
The ocean’s calm within tlieir view,
Beside her eye had less of blue;
But like that coid wave it stood still,
And its glance, tliough clear, was cliill.
Around her form a thin robe twining,
Nought conceal’d her bosom shining;
Through the partiug of her liair,
Floating darkly downward there,
Her rounded arm show’d white and haré:
And ere yet slie made reply,
Once she raised her hand on high;
I t was so wan, and transparent of hue,
You might have seen the moon sliine
through.
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So seen by the dying lamp’s fitful liglit,
Lifeless, but life-like, and awful to sight;
As they seem, through the dimness, about to
come down
From the shadowy wall where their images
frown;
Fearfully flitting to and fro,
As the gusts on the tapestry come and go.
“ If not for love of me be given
Thus much, then, for the love of heaven,—
Again I say—that turban tear
From off thy faithless brow, and swear
Thine injured country’s sons to spare,
Or thou art lost; and never shalt see—
Not earth—tliat’s past—but heaven or me.
If this thou dost accord, albeit
A heavy doom ’tis thine to meet,
That doom shall half absolve thy sin,
And mercy’s gate may receive thee within:
But pause one moment more, and take
The curse of Him thou didst forsake;
And look once more to heaven, and see
Its love for ever sliut from thee.
There is a light cloud by the moon—
’Tis passing, and will pass full soon—
If, by the time its vapoury sail
Hath ceased her sliaded orb to veil,
Thy heart within thee is not changed,
Then God and man are botli avenged;
Dark will thy doom be, darker still
Thine immortality of ill.”
Alp look’d to heaven, and saw on liigh
The sign she spake of in the sky;
But his heart was swollen, and turn’d
aside,
By deep interminable pride.
This first false passion of his breast
Boll’d like a torrent o’ér the rest.
He sue for mercy! He dismay’d
By wild words of a timid maid!
He, wrong’d by Venice, vow to save
Her sons, devoted to the grave!
No— though that cloud were thunder's
worst,
And charged to crush him—let it burst!
He look’d upon it earnestly,
Without an accent of reply;
He watcli’d it passing; it is flown:
Full on his eye the clear moon shone,
And thus he spake—“ Wliate’er my fate,
I am no cliangeling—’tis too late:
The reed in storms may bow and quiver,
Then rise again; the tree musí sliiver.
What Venice made me, I must be,
Her foe in all, save love to thee:
But thou art safe: oh, fly with m e!”
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He turn’d, but she is gone!
Nothing is there but the column stone.
Hathshe sunk in the earth, or melted in air?
He saw not—he knew not—but nothing is
there.
XXII.
The night is past, and sliines the sun
As if that morn were a jocund one.
Lightly and brightly breaks away
The Morning from her mantle grey,
And the noon -will look on a sultry day.
Hark to the trump, and the drum,
And the mournful sound of the barbarous
horn,
And the flap of the banners, that fíit as
they’re borne,
And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude’s hum,
And the clash, and the shout, “ They come!
they come! ’’
The horsetails are pluck’d from the ground,
and the sword
From its slieath; and they form, and but
wait for the word.
Tartar, and Spahi, and Tureoman,
Strike your tents, and tlirong to the van;
Mount ye, spur ye, skirr the plain,
That the fugitive may flee in vain,
When he breaks from the town; and none
escape,
Aged or young, in the Christian sliape;
While your fellows on foot, in a fiery mass,
Bloodstain the breach through which they
pass.
The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the
rein;
Curved is each neek, and flowing each mane;
White is the foam of their champ on the bit;
The spears are uplifted; the matches are lit;
The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar,
And crush the wall they have crumbled
before:
Forms in his phalanx each janizar;
Alp at their liead; his right arm is bare,
So is the blade of his scimitar;
The khan and the pachas are all at their
post;
The vizier himself at the liead of the host.
When the culverin’s signal is fired, then on;
Leave not in Corinth a living one—
A priest at lier altars, a cliief in her halls,
A heartli in her mansions, a stone on her
walls.
God and the prophet—Alia H u !
Up to the skies with that wild lialloo!
“ There tlie breach lies for passage, the
ladder to scale;
And your liands on your sabres, and how
should ye fail ?
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He who first downs with tlie recl cross may
crave
His lieart’s dearest wisk; let him ask it, and
have! ”
Thus utter’d Coumourgi, tlie dauntless vizier;
The reply was the brandisk of sabre and
spear,
And the shout of fierce tkousands in joyous
ir e :—
Silence—hark to the signal—fire!
XXl·ll.
As the wolves, that headlong go
On the stately buiïalo,
Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar,
And hoofs that stamp, and horas 'that gore,
He tramples on earth, or tosses on high
The foremost, who rush ou his strength
but to die:
Thus against the wall they went,
Thus the first were backward bent;
Many a bosom, sheathed in brass,
Strew’d the earth iike broken glass,
Shiver’d by tlie shot, that tore
Tlie ground whereon they moved no more:
Even as they fell, in files they lay,
Like the mower’s grass at the cióse of day,
When his work is done on the leveU’cí
plain;
Such was the fail of the foremost slain.
XXIV.
As the spring-tides, with heavy plash,
From the cliffs invading dasii
Huge fragments, sapp’d by the ceaseless
flow,
Till white and thundering down they go,
Like the avalancbe’s snow
On the Alpine vales below;
Thus at length, outbreatlied and wom,
Corinth’s sons were downward borne
By the long and oft renewd
Charge of the Moslem multitude.
In firmness they stood, and in masses they
fell,
Heap’d by the host of the infidel,
Hand to hand, and foot to foot:
Nothing there, save death, was mute:
Stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cry
For quarter or for victory,
Mingle there with the volleying thunder,
Which makes the distant cities wonder
How the sounding battle goes,
I f with them, or for their foes;
I f they must mourn, or may rejoice
In that annihilating voice,
Which pierces the deep bilis through and
tln-ongh
With an echo dread and new:

(ÏSorfts.
You might have heard it, on that day,
O'er Salamis and Megara;
(We have heard the hearers sny,)
Even mito Piraeus’ hay.
XXV.
From the point of encountering blades to
the hilt,
Sabres and swords with blood were gilt;
But the rampart is won, and the spoil
begun,
And. all but the after carnage done.
Shriller shrieks now mingling come
From within the plunder’d dome:
Hark to the haste of flying feet,
That splash in the blood of the slippery
Street;

But here and there, where ’vantage ground
Against the foe may still be found,
Desperate groups, of twelve or ten,
Make a pause, and turn again—
With banded backs against the wall,
Fiercely stand, or fighting fall.
There stood an oíd man—his kairs were
white,
But his veteran arm was full of might:
So gallantly bore lie the brunt of the fray,
The dead before lihn, on that day,
In a semicircle lay;
Still he combated unwounded,
Though retreating, unsurrounded.
Many a scar of former fight
Lurk’d heneath his corslet bright;
But of every wound his body bore,
Each and all had been ta’en before:
Though aged, he was so iron of limb,
Few of our youth could cope with him,
And the foes, whom he singly kept at bay,
Outnnmber’d liis thin hairs of silver grey.
From riglit to left his sabre swept ;
Many an Otliman motker wept
Sons that were unborn, when dipp’d
His weapon first in Moslem gore,
Ere his years could count a score.
Of all he miglit have been the sire
Who fell that day beneatk his ire:
For, sonless left long years ago,
His wrath made many a cliildless foe;
And since the day, when in the strait
His only hoy had met his fate,
His parent’s iron hand did doom
More than a human hecatomb.
H sliades by carnage be appeased,
Patroclus’ spirit less was pleased
Than his, Minotti’s son, who died
Where Asia’s bounds and ours divide.
Buried he lay, where thousands before
For thousands of years were inkumed ou
the shore;
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What of them is left, to teli
Where they lie, and how they fell ?
Not a stone on tkerr turf, nor a bone in their
graves;
But they live in the verse that immortally
saves.
XXVI.
Hark to the Allak shout! a band
Of the Mussuknan bravest and best is at
hand;
Their leader’s nervous arm is bare,
Swifter to smite, and never to spare—
Unclothed to the skoulder it waves them
on;
Thus in the fight is he ever known:
Otkers a gaudier garb may show,
To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe;
Many a hand 's o n a richer hilt,
But none on a Steel more ruddily gilt;
Many a loftier turban may wear,—
Alp is but known by the white arm bare;
Look through the thick of the fight, ’tis
there!
There is not a standard on that shore
So well advanced the ranks before;
There is not a banner in Moslem war
3VÍ11 lure the Delhis half so far;
It glances like a falling star !
Where’er that mighty arm is seen,
The bravest be, or late have been;
There the craven cries for quarter
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar;
Or the hero, silent lying,
Scorns to yield a groan in dying;
Mustering his last feeble blow
’Gainst the nearest levelTd foe,
Though faint heneath the mutual wound,
Grappling on the gory ground.
XXVII.
Still the oíd man stood erect,
And Alp’s career a moment check’d.
“ Yield thee, Minotti; quarter take,
For thine own, thy daughter’s sake.”
“ Never, renegado, never!
Though the life of thy gift would last for
ever."
“ Francesca!—Oh, mypromised bride!
Must she too perish by thy pride ? ’’
“ She is safe.”—“ Where ? where ? ”—“ In
heaven;
From whence thy traitor soul is driven—
Far from thee, and undefiled.”
Grimly then Minotti smiled,
As he saw Alp staggering bow
Before his words, as with a blow.
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“ Oh God! when died she?”— “ Yesternight—
Nor weep I for her spirit’s flight:
None of my pure race shall be
Slaves to Mahomet and thee—
Come on! ”—That challenge is in vain—
Alp ’s already with the slain !
While Minotti’s words were wreaking
More revenge in bitter speaking
Than his falchion’s point had found,
Had the time allow’d to wound,
From within the neighbouring porck
Of a long defended church,
Where the last and desperate few
Would the failing fight renew,
The sharp shot dash’d Alp to the ground;
Ere an eye could view the wound
That crash’d through the brain of the
infidel,
Bound he spun, and down he fell;
A flash like fire within his eyes
Blazed, as he bent no more to rise,
And then eternal darkness sunk
Through all the palpitating trunk;
Nought of life left, save a quivering
Where his limbs were slightly shivering:
They turn’d him on his baclc; his breast
And brow were stain’d with gore and dust^
And through his lips the life-blood oozed,
From its deep veins lately loosed:
But in his pulse there wTas no tkrob,
Nor on his lips one dying sob;
Sjgh, nor word, nor struggling breath
Heralded his way to death;
Ere his very thought could pray,
Unanel’d lie pass’d away,
Witkont a hope from mercy’s aid,—
To the last a Itenegade.
XXVIII.
Fearfully the yell aróse
Of his followers, and his foes ;
These in joy, in fury those:
Then again in conflict mixing,
Clashing swords, and spears transfixing,
Iiiterclianged the blow and thrust,
Hurling warriors in the dust.
Street by Street, and foot by foot,

Still Minotti dares dispute
The latest portion of the land
Left heneath his high command;
With him, aiding lieart and haud,
The remnant of his gallant band.
Still the church is tenahle,
Whence issued late the fated ball
That half avenged the eity’s fall,
When Alp, her fierce assailant, fe ll:
Thither bending sternly back,
They leave before a bloody track;
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And, witli their faces to the foe,
Dealiug wounds with every blow,
The ekief, and his retreating train,
Join to those within the fane;
There they yet may breathe awhile,
Shelter’d by the massy pile.
XXIX.
Brief breathing-time! the turban’d host,
With added ranks and raging boast,
Press omvards with such strength and heat,
Their numbers balk their own retreat;
Por narrow tile way that led to the spot
Where still the Christians yielded not;
And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try
Through the massy column to turn and iiy;
They perforce must do or die.
They die; but ere their eyes could close,
Avengers o’er their bodies rose;
Fresh and furious, fast they lili
The ranks unthiun’d, thougk slanghter’d
still;
And faint the weary Christians wax
Before the still renew’d attacks:
And now the Otlimans gain the gate;
Still resists its iron weight,
And still, all deadly aim'd and liot,
From every crevice comes the shot;
Prom every shatter’d window pour
The volleys of the sulphurous shower:
But the portal wavering grows and wealc—
The iron yields, the hinges creak—
It bends—it falls—and all is o’er;
Lost Corinth may resist no more !
XXX.
Darkly, sternly, and all alone,
Minotti stood o’er the altar-stone:
Madonna’s face upon llim shone,
Painted in lieavenly hues above,
With eyes of light and looks of love;
And placed upon that holy shrinc
To fix our thoughts on things divine,
When pictured there, we knceling see
Her, and the boy-God on her kuee,
Smiling sweetly on each prayer
To heaven, as if to waft it there.
Still she smiled; even now she smiles,
Though slaughter streams along her aisles:
Minotti lifted his aged eye,
And made the sigil of a cross with a sigil,
Then seized a torch wliich blazed thereby;
And still he stood, while with Steel and flame
Iuward and onward the Mussuhnan came.
XXXI.
The vaults beneath the mosaic stone
Contain’d the dead of ages goue;
Their ñames were on the graven floor,
But now illegible with gore;
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The carved crests, and curious hues
The varied marble’s vein diffuse,
Were smear’d, and slippery,—stain’d, and
strown
With broken swords, andhelms o’erthroivn:
There were dead above, and the dead below
Lay cold in many a cofiin’d row;
You might see them piled in sable state,
By a pale light through a gloomy grate;
But War had enter’d their dark caves,
And stored along the vaulted graves
Her sulphurous treasures, tliickly spread
In masses by the fleshless dead:
Here, throughout the siege, had been
The Christians’ chiefest magazine;
To these a late form’d tram now led,
Minotti’s last and stem resource
Against the foe’s o’erwhelming forcé.
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A D V E R T IS E M E N T .
polluted with a domèstic tragcdy. By the testístance mentioncd in Gibbon’s “ Antiquities of the mony of an attendant, and his own observation,.
House of Brunswick.” I am aware, that in modern the Marquis of Este discovered the incestuous loves
times the delicacy or fastidiousness of the reader of his wife Parisina, and Hugo his bastard son, a
may deem such subjects unfit for the purposes of bcautiful and valiant youth. They were behcaded
poctry. The Greek dramatists, and some of the in the castle by the sentcnce of a fathcr and husbest of our old English writers, were of a different band, who publishcd his shame, and survived their
opinión: as Alfieri and Schiller havc also been, execution. He was unfortunate, if they were
more recently, upon the Continent. The following guilty: if they were innocent, he was still more
extract will explain the facts on which the story unfortunate; nor is there any possible situation in
is founded. The name of Azo is substituted for which I can sincerely approre the last act of the
justice of a parent.” — Gibbon’s Miscellaneous;
Nieholas, as more metrical.
“ Under the reign of Acholas III. Ferrara was Works, Yol. iii. p. 470.
T he following pocm is grounded on a circuin-

XXXHI.
So near they came, the nearest stretch’d
To grasp the spoil he almost reach’d,
When old Minotti’s hand
Touch’d with the torch the train—
’Tis fií-ed!
Spire, vaults, the shrine, the spoil, the slain,
The turban’d victors, the Christian band,
All that of living or dead remain,
Hurl’d on higli with the shiver'd fane,
In one wild roar expired!

That one moment left no trace
More of human form or face
Save a scatter’d scalp or bone:
And down came blazing rafters, strown
Around, and many a falling stone,
Deeply dinted in the clay,
All blacken’d there and reeking lay.
All the living things that heard
That deadly eartli-shock disappear’d :
The wild birds flew; the wild dogs fled,
And howling left the unburied dead;
The camels from their keepers broke;
The distant steer forsook the yoke—
The nearer steed plunged o’er the plain,
And burst his girth, and tore his rein;
The biül-frog’s note, from out the marsli,
Deep-mouth’d aróse, and doubly harsli;
The wolves yeU’d on the cavern’d hill
Where echo roll’d in thunder still;
The jackals’ troop, in gather’d cry,
Bay’d from afar complainingly,
With a mix’d and mournful sound,
Like crying babe, and beaten liound:
With sudden wing, and ruffied breast,
The eagle left his rocky nest,
And mounted nearer to the sun,
The clouds beneath hhn seem’d so
dun;
Their smoke assail'd his startled beak,
And made him higher soar and sliriek—
Thus was Corinth lost and won!

The shatter’d town—the walls thrown
down—
The waves a moment backward bent—
The hüls that shake, although unrent,
As if an earthguake pass’d—
The thousand shapeless things all driven
In cloud and flame athwart the heaven,
By that tremendous blast—
Proclaim’d the desperate conflict o’er
On that too long afflicted shore:
Up to the sky like rockets go
AU that mingled there below:
Many a taU and goodly man,
Scorch’d and shrivell’d to a span,
When he fell to earth again
Like a cinder strew’d the plain:
Down the ashes shower like rain;
Some fell in the gulf, which received the
sprinkles
With a thousand circling wrinkles;
Some fell on the shore, but, far away,
Scatter’d o’er the isthmus la y ;
Christian or Moslem, which be they ?
Let their motliers see and say !
When in cradled rest they lay,
And each nursing mother smiled
On the sweet sleep of her child,
little deem’d she such a day
Would rend those tender limbs away.
Not the matrons that them bore
Could discern their offspriug more;

The foe came on, and few remain
To strive, and those must strive in vain:
For lack of further lives, to slake
The thirst of vengeance now awake,
With barbarous blows they gash the dead,
And lop the already lifeless head,
And feli the statues from tlien* niche,
And spoil the shrines of offerings rich,
And from each other’s rude hands wrest
The silver vessels saints had bless’d.
To the high altar on they go ;
Oh, but it made a glorious show !
On its table still behold
The cup of consecrated gold;
Massy and deep, a glittering prize,
Briglitly it sparkles to plunderers’ eyes:
That morn it held the holy wine,
Converted by Christ to bis blood so divine,
Wliicli his worshippers drank at the break
of day,
To shrive their souls ere they join’d in the
fray.
Still a few drops within it lay:
And round the sacred table glow
Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid row,
From the purest metal cast;
A spoil—the richest, and the last.
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i.
I t is the liour when from tlie boughs
The nightingale’s higli note is heard;
It is the hour when lovers’ vows
Seem sweet in every whisper’d word;
And gentle winds, and waters near,
Make music to the lonely ear.
Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And m the sky tlie stars are met,
And on the wave is deeper hlue,
And on the leaf a hrowner hue,
And in the heaven tliat ciear obscure,
So softly dark, and darkly pure,
AVhich follows the decline of day,
As twilight melts heneath the moon away.

n.
But it is uot to list to the waterfall
That Parisina leaves her hall,
And it is not to gaze on the heavenly light
That the lady walks in the shadow of niglit;
And if she sits in Este’s hower,
’T is not for the sake of its full-blown flower;
She hstens—but not for the nightingale—
Though her ear expects as soft a tale.
There glides a step through the foliage thick,
And her cheek grows pale, and her heart
heats quick.
There whispers a voice through the rustling
leaves,
And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves:
A inornent more and they sliall meet—
’Tis past—her lover’s at her feet.

in.
And what unto them is the world heside,
AVith ali its change of time and tide ?
Its living things, its earth and sky,
Are nothing to their inind and eye.
And heedless as the dead are they
Of anght around, ahove, heneath;
As if ali else had pass’d away,
They only for each other breathe;
Their very siglis are full of joy
So deep, that did it not decay,
That happy madness would destroy
The hearts which feel its fiery sway:
Of guilt, of perii, do they deem
In that tumultuous tender dream ?
AVho that have felt tliat passion’s power,
Or paused, or fear’d iu sucli an hour ?
Or thought how brief such moments last ?
But yet—they are already past!
Alas! we must awake before
AVe linow such visión comes no more.

IV.
AVitlx many a lingering look they leave
The spot of guilty gladness past:
And though they liope and vow, they grieve,
As if that parting were the last.
The freqüent sigli—the long embrace—
The lip that tliere would cling for ever,
AVliile gleams on Parishia’s face
The Heaven she fears will not forgive her,
As if each calmly conscious star
Belield her frailty from afar—
The freqüent sigh, the long embrace,
Yet liinds them to their trysting place.
But it must come, and they must part
In fearful heaviuess of heart,
AVith ali the deep and shuddering chill
AA7hich follows fast the deeds of HI.
V.
And Hugo is gone to his lonely bed,
To covet tliere another’s bride;
But she must lay her conscious head
A husband’s trusting heart beside.
But fever’d in lier sleep she seems,
And red her cheek with troubled dreams,
And mutters she iu her unrest
A name she dare not breathe by day,
And clasps her lord unto the hreast
AVhich pants for one away:
And lie to that embrace awakes,
And, happy in tlie thought, mistakes
The dreaming sigh, and warm caress,
For such as he was wont to bless;
And could iu very fondness weep
0 ’er her who loves him even in sleep.
AT.
He clasp’d her sleeping to his heart,
And listen’d to each broken word:
He hears—AVhy dotli Prince Azo start,
As if the Archangel’s voice he heard ?
And well he may—a deeper doom
Could scarcely thunder o’er his tomb,
AVhen he shall wake to sleep no more,
And stand the eternal throne before.
And well he may—his earthly peace
Upou that sound is doom’d to cease.
That sleeping whisper of a name
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo’s sliame.
And wliose that ñamo ? that o’er his pillow
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow,
AVhich rolls the plank upou the shore,
And dashes on the pointed rock
The wretcli who sinks to rise no more,—
So came upon his soul the shock.

And whose that name ? ’t is Hugo’s,—his—
In sooth lie had not deem’d of tliis !’Tis Hugo’s,—he, the child of one
He loved—his own all-evil son—
The offspring of his wayward youth,
AVhen he betray’d Bianca’s truth,
The maid whose folly could confide
In him who made her not his bride.
VII.
He pluck’d his poniard in its sheatli,
But sheath’d it ere the poiut was bare—
Howe’er unworthy now to bi-eathe,
He could not slay a thing so fair—
At least, not smiling—sleeping—there:
Nay more:—he did not wake her then,
But gazed upon her with a glance
AVhich, had she roused her from her
trance,
Had frozen her sense to sleep agam;
And o’er his brow the burning lamp
Gleam’d on the dew-drops hig and damp.
She spake no more—but stili she slumber’d—
AVliile, in his thought, her days are number’d.
V III.
And with the morn he sought and found,
In many a tale from those around,
The proof of ali lie fear’d to know,
Their present guilt, his future woe;
The long-eonniving damsels seek
To save themselves, and wonld transfer
The guilt—the sliame—the doom—to her:
Concealment is no more—they speak
Ali circumstance which may compel
Full credence to the tale they teli:
And Azo’s tortured heart and ear
Have nothing more to feel or hear.
IX.
He was not one who brook’d delay:
AVithin the cliamber of his state,
The chief of Este’s aucieut sway
Upon his throne of judgmeut sate;
His nobles and his guards are there,—
Before him is the sinful pair;
Botli young,—and one how passing fair!
AVith swordless belt, and fetter’d hand,
Oh, Christ! that thus a son should stand
Before a father’s face !
Yet thus must Hugo meet his sire,
And hear the senteuce of his ire,
The tale of his disgrace!
And yet he seems not overeóme,
Althougb, as yet, his voice he dumb.
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X.
And stili, and pale, and silently
Did Parisina wait her doom ;
How changed since last her speaking
eye
Glanced gladness round the glittering
room,
AVhere liigli-born men were proud to wait,
AVhere Beauty watch’d to imitate
Her gentle voice, her lovely mien,
And gather from her air and gait
The graces of its queen 1
Then,—had her eye m sorrow wept,
A thousand warriors forth had leapt,
A thonsand swords had sheathless shone,
And made her quarrel all their own.
Now,—what is she ? and what are they ?
Can she command, or tliese ohey ?
All silent and unheeding now,
AVith downcast eyes and knitting brow,
And folded arms, and freezing air,
And lips tliat scarce their scorn forbear,
Her knights and dames, her court—is
there:
And he, the cliosen one, whose lance
Had yet been couch’d before her glance,
Who—were his arm a moment free—
Had died or gain’d her liberty;
The miuion of his father’s bride,—
He, too, is fetter’d by her side ;
Ñor sees her swoln and full eye swim
Less for her own despair than him :
Those lids—o’er which the violet vein
AVandering, leaves a tender stain,
Shining through the smoothest white
That e’er did softest kiss invite—
Now seem’d with hot and livid glow
To press, not shade, the orbs below;
AVhich glance so heavily, and lili,
As tear on tear grows gathering still.
XI.
And he for her had also wept,
But for the eyes that on him gazed:
His sorrow, if he felt it, slept;
Stern and erect his brow was raised.
Whate’er the grief his soul avow’d,
He would not slirink before the crowd;
But yet he dared not look on her;
líemembrance of the liours that were—
His guilt, his love, his present state—
His father’s wrath, all good men’s bate—
His earíhly, his eternal fate—
And hers,—oh, hers 1 he dared not tlirow
One look upon that death-like brow !
Else had his rising heart betray’d
Bemorse for all the wreck it made.
M
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XII.
And Azo spake:—“ But yesterday
I gloried in a wife and son ;
Tliat dream tliis morning pass’d away;
Ere day declines, I sliall Lave none.
My life must linger on alone;
Well,—lettliatpass,—tlierebreatLesnotone
Who would not do_ a s i Lave done:
TLose ties are broten—not by me;
Let tbat too pass;—tbe doom ’s prepared!
Hugo, tbe priest awaits on tbee,
And tben—thy erime’s reward!
Away! address tby prayers to Heaven,
Before its evening stars are met—
Learn if tliou tbere canst be forgiven j
Its mercy may absolve tbge yet.
But bere, upon tbe eartb beneatli,
Tbere is no spot wbere thou and I
Togetbér for an hour could breatbe:
Farewell 1 I will not see tbee die—
But tbou, frail tliing! sbalt viewbis head—
Away! I cannot speak tbe rest:
Go! woman of tbe wanton breast;
Not I, but tbou bis blood dost shed:
Go ! if tbat siglit thou canst outlive,
And joy tbee in tbe life I give.”
XIH.
And bere stern Azo Lid bis face—
For on bis brow tbe swelling vein
Throbb’d as if back upon bis brain
Tbe bot blood ebb’d and flow’d again,
And therefore bow’d be for a spaee,
And pass’d bis sbaking hand along
His eye, to veil it from tbe throng:
Wbile Hugo raised bis ehained. hauds,
And for a brief delay demauds
His fnther’s ear: tbe silent sire
Forbids not wbat bis words require.
“ It is not tbat I dread'tlie deatb—
For tbou bast seen me by tby side
All redly through tbe battle ride,
And tbat—not once a useless brand—
Tby slaves Lave wrested from my ¿and
Hatb shed more blood in cause of thine,
Tlian e’er can stain tbe axe of mine:
Tbou gav’st, and may'st resume my
breath,
A gift for whicli I tbank tbee not ;
Ñor are my mother’s wrongs forgot,
Her sligbted love and ruin’d ñame,
Her offspring’s lieritage of shame;
But sbe is in tbe grave, wbere be,
Her sou, tby rival, soon shall be.
Her broken beart—my sever’d head—
Sball witness for tbee from tbe dead
How trusty and bow tender were
Tby youthful love—paternal care.

’Tis true tbat I Lave done tbee wrong—
But wrong for wrong:—tliis,—deem’d.
tby bride,
The other victim of thy pride,—
Tbou know'st for me was destined long ;
Tbou saw’st, and coveted’st her charros ;
And with tby very crime—my birtb—
Tbou tauntedst me, as little wortb;
A match ignoble for her arms,
Because, forsootb, I could not claim
ThaJawful heirship of tby ñame,
Ñor sit on Este’s lineal throne;
Yet, were a few short summers mine,
My ñame sbould more tban Este’s slxiiie
With honours all my own.
I bad a sword—and Lave a breast
Tbat sbould Lave won as haught a crest
As ever waved along tbe line
Of all tbese sovereign sires of tbine.
Not always kniglitly spurs are worn
The brightest by tbe better born;
And mine have laneed my courser’s flank
Before proud cbiefs of priueely rank,
Wben charging to tbe cbeering cry
Of 1 Este and of Victory! ’
I will not plead tbe cause of crime,
Ñor sue tbee to redeem from time
A few brief hours or days tbat must
At lengtb roll o’er my reckless dust
Sucb maddening moments as my past,
Tliey could not, and tbey did not, last.
Albeit my birtb and ñame be base,
And tby nobility of race
Disdain’d to deck a tbing like me—
Yet in my lineaments tbey trace
Some features of my fatber’s face,
And in my spirit—all of tbee.
From tbee this tamelessness of lieart—
From tliee—nay, wherefore dost tbou
start?—
From tbee in all their vigour carne
My arm of strength, my soul of ñame;
Tbou didst not give me life alone,
But all tbat made me more tbine own.
See wbat tby guilty love hath done 1
Bepaid tbee witb too like a son!
I am no bastard in my soul,
For tbat, like tbine, abhorr’d control;
And for my breath, tbat liasty boon
Tbou gav’st and wilt resume so soon,
I valued it no more tban tbou,
Wben rose tby casque above tliy brow,
And we, all side by side, Lave striven,
And o’er tbe dead our coursers driven:
Tbe past is nothing—and at last
Tbe future cau but be tbe past;
Yet would I tbat I tben bad died:
For tliough tbou wmrk’dst my mother’s ill,
And made thy own my destmed bride,
I feel tbou art my fatber still:
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And harsh as sounds tby liard decree,
’Tis not unjust, altbougb from tbee.
Begot in sin, to die in sbame,
My life begun and ends tbe same:
As err’d tbe sire, so err’d tile son,
And tbou must punish botb in one.
My crime seems worst to human view,
But God must judge between us too ! ”
XIV.
He ceased—and stood with folded arms,
On wliich tbe circling fetters sounded;
And not an ear but felt as rvounded,
Of all tbe cbiefs tliat tbere were rank’d,
Wben tliose dull cbains in meeting
clank’d :
Till Parisina’s fatal charms
Again attracted every eye—
Would sbe tbus Lear bim doom’d to die!
Sbe stood, I said, all palo and still,
The living cause of Hugo’s i l l :
Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide,
Not once bad turn’d to eitlier side—
Ñor once did those srveet eyelids cióse,
Or sbade tbe glance o’er whieli tbey rose,
But round their orbs of deepest blue
Tbe circling wbite dilated grew—
And tbere witb glassy gaze sbe stood
As ice were in Leí eurdled blood ;
But every now and tben a tear
So large and slowly gather’d slid
From tbe long dark fringe of tbat fair lid,
It was a tbing to see, not liear!
And tbose wbo saw, it did surprise,
Sucli drops could fall from human eyes.
To speak sbe thought—tbe imperfect note
Was cboked witliin ber swelling tbroat,
Yet seem’d in tbat low hollow groan
Her wliole beart gushing in tbe tone.
It ceased—again sbe thought to speak,
Tben burst ber voice in one long shriek,
And to tbe eartb sbe fell like stone
Or statue from its base o’erthrown,
More like a tbing tbat ne’er bad life,—
A monument of Azo’s wife,—
Tban ber, tbat living guilty tbing,
Whose every passion was a sting,
Wliich nrged to guilt, but could not bear
Tbat guilt’s detection and despair.
But yet sbe lived—and all too soon
Becover’d from tbat deatli-like swoon—
But scarce to reason—every sense
Had been o’erstrung by pangs intense;
And each frail fibre of ber brain
(As bowstrings, wben relax’d by rain,
The erring arrow launch aside)
Sent fortb ber tlioughts all wild and wide—
The past a blank, tbe future blaclt,
Witb glimpses of a dreary track,
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Like ligbtning on tbe desert patb,
Wben miduight storms are mustering
wratb.
Sbe fear’d—sbe felt tbat something ill
Lay on ber soul, so deep and cliill;
Tbat tbere was sin and sbame sbe knew,
Tbat some one was to die—but wbo ?
Sbe bad fo rgo tte n d id sbe breatbe ?
Could tliis be still tbe eartb beneath,
Tbe sky above, and men around;
Or were tbey iiends wbo now so frown’d
On one, before whose eyes each eye
Till tben bad smiled in sympathy ?
All was confused and undefined
To ber all-jarr’d and ivandering mind;
A chaos of wild Lopes and fears :
And now in laughter, now in tears,
But madly still in eacli extreme,
Sbe strove witb tbat convulsive dream ;
For so it seem’d on ber to break:
Ob! vainly must sbe strive to wake!
XV.
The Convent bells aro ringing,
But mournfully and slow;
In tile grey square turret swinging,
With a deep sound, to and fro.
Heavily to tbe beart tbey go !
Hark! tbe liymn is singiug—
Tbe song for tbe dead below,
Or tbe living wbo shortly sball be so!
For a departing being’s soul
Tbe death-hymn peáis and tbe hollow bells
knoll:
He is near bis mortal goal;
Iüieeling at tbe Friar’s knee,
Sad to bear, and piteous to see—•
Kueeling 011 tbe bare coid ground,
Witb tbe bloek before and tbe guards
around—
And the lieadsman with his bare arm
ready,
Tbat tbe blow may be botb swift and
steady,
Feels if tbe axe be sharp and true
Since be set its edge anew:
Wbile tbe crowd in a speechless circle
gatlier
To see tbe Son fall by tbe doom of tbe
Fatlier!
XVI.
It is a lovely hour as yet
Before tbe summer sun sball set,
Wliich rose upon tbat lieavy day,
And mock’d it witb bis steadiest ray;.
And bis evening beams are shed
Full 011 Hugo’s fated liead,
As bis last confession pouring
To tbe mouk, bis doom deploring

Çpamtna.

QEiçron’e QSDorfte.

324

In penitential lioliness,
He bends to liear bis accents bless
With absolution such as may
Wipe our mortal stains away.
Tbat bigli sun on bis liead did glisten
As he tbere did bow and listen,
And the rings of chestnut liair
Curl’d balf down bis neck so bare ;
But brigbter still tbe beam was tbrown
Upon tbe axe which near bim shone
W'itli a clear and ghastly glitter---- Ob ! tbat parting liour was bitter!
Even tbe stern stood chill’d witli awe:
Dark tbe crime, and just tbe law—•
Tet tbey sbudder’d as tbey saw.

xvn.
Tbe parting prayers are said and over
Of tbat false son, and dariug lover!
His beads and sins are all recounted,
His liours to their last minute mounted;
His mantling cloalc before was stripp’d,
His bright brown locks must now be
clipp’d ;
’Tis done—all elosely are tbey skorn;
The vest which till tbis moment worn—
The scarf wbicb Parisina gaye—
Must not adoni bim to tbe grave.
Even tbat must now be tbrown aside,
And o’er bis eyes tbe kercbief tied;
But no—tbat last indignity
Shall ne'er approach bis hauglity eye.
All feelings seemingly subdued,
In deep disdain were balf renew’d,
When beadsman’s bands prepared to bind
Those eyes which would not brook such
blind,
As if they dared not look on death.
“ No—yours my forfeit blood and breath;
These bands are chain’d, but let me die
At least with an unshaekled eye—
Strike: ”—and as the word he said,
Upon the block he bow’d his liead;
These tlie last accents Hugo spoke:
Strike ”—and íiashing felí tbe stroke—
Boll’d the liead—and, guslmig, sunk
Baclt tbe stain’d and heaving trunk,
In tbe dust, wbicb eacb deep vein
Slaked with its ensanguined rain;
His eyes and lips a moment quiver,
Convulsed and quick—then fix for ever.
He died, as erring man sliould die,
Without display, without parado;
Meekly bad he bow’d and pray’d,
As not disdaining priestly aid,
Nor desperate of aíl liope on liigh.
And while before the Prior kneeling,
His beai't was weau’d from earthly feeling;

His wrathful sire, bis paramour—
Wliat were they in such an hour ?
No more reproach, no more despair,
No tliought but heaven, no word but
prayer—
Save the few which from bim broke,
When, bared to meet tbe headsinan’s stroke,
He claim’d to die with eyes unbound,
His sole adieu to those around.

xvm.
Still as the lips tbat closed in death,
Each gazer’s bosom held bis breath:
But yet, afar, from man to man,
A cold electric shiver ran,
As down the deadly blow descended
On him whose life and love thus ended;
And, with a busbing sound compress’d,
A sigh shrunk back on every breast;
But no more thrilling noise rose there,
Beyond the blow tbat to the block
Pierced tkrougk with forced and sullen
shock,
Save one:—what cleaves the silent air
So madly shrill, so passing wild ?
That, as a mother’s o’er her child,
Done to death by sudden blow,
To tbe sky these accents go,
Like a soul’s in endless woe.
Through Azo’s palace-lattice driven,
That horrid voice ascends to heaven,
And every eye is turn’d thereon:
But sound and sight alike are gone !
It was a womau’s sliriek—and ne’er
In madlier accents rose despair;
And those who heard it, as it pass’d,
In mercy wish’d it were the last.
XIX.
Hugo is fallen; and, from tbat bour,
No more in palace, ball, or bower,
Was Parisina heard or seen:
Her name—as if sbe ne’er liad been—
Was banish’d from each lip and ear,
Like words of waiitonness or fear;
And from Prince Azo’s voice, by none
Was mention heard of wife or son;
No tomb, no memory liad they;
Tlieirs was unconsecrated clay—
At least the knight’s who died that day.,
But Parisina’s fate lies bid
Like dust beneath the coffin lid:
Whether in convent sbe abode,
And won to heaven her dreary road
By bligbted and remorseful years
Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears:;
Or if sbe fell by boivl or Steel,
For tbat dark love slie dared to feel;
Or if, upon the moment sinote,
Sbe died by tortures less remote,

Like him sbe saw upon tbe block,
With heart tbat shared tbe headsman’s
shock,
In quicken’d brokenness that carne,
In pity, o’er her shatter’d frume,
None knew—and none can ever know:
But whatsoe’er its end below,
Her life began and closed in woe!
XX.
And Azo found anotber bride,
And goodly sons grew by his side;
But none so lovely and so brave
As bim who witber’d in the grave;
Or if they were—on his cold eye
Their growtli but glanced unlieeded by,
Or noticed with a smotlier’d sigli.
But never tear bis cheek descended,
And never smile bis brow unbended;
And o’er tbat fair broad brow were wrought
The intersected lines of tliought;
Those furrows which the burning share
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely tbere;
Sears of the lacerating mind
Which the Soul’s war dotli leave behind,
He was past all mirth or woe:
Nothing more remain’d below
But sleepless niglits and lieavy days,
A mind all dead to seorn or praise,
A heart which shunn’d itself—and yet
Tbat would not yield, nor could forget,
Wbicb, wlien it least appear'd to melt,
Intently thought, intensely felt:
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The deepest ice wbicb ever froze
Can only o’er the surface close;
The living stream lies quick below,
And flows, and cannot cease to flow.
Still was his seal’d-up bosom liauuted
By tliougkts wbicb Nature liath implanted;
Too deeply rooted thence to vanisli,
Howe’er our stitled tears we banisli;
When, struggling as tbey rise to start,
We ebeek those wàters of the heart,
Tliey are not dried—those tears unshed
But ílow back to the fountain liead,
And resting in their spring more pure,
For ever in its deptli endure,
Unseen, unwept, but uncongeal'd,
And cherisb’d most wliere least reveal’d.
With inward starts of feeling left,
To tlirob o’er those of life bereft,
Without tbe power to fill again
The desert gap which made liis pain;
Without the hope to meet tliem wliere
United souls shall gladness share;
With all the consciousness that he
Had only pass’d a just decree;
Tbat tbey had wrought their doom of ill;
Yet Azo’s age was wretclied still.
The tainted branclies of tbe tree,
If lopp’d with care, a strength may give,
By which the rest sliall bloom and live
All greenly fresli and wildly free:
But if the lightning, in its wrath,
Tbe waving bouglis with fury scathe,
The massy trunk tlie ruin feels,
And never more a leaf reveáis.

Cite Çprieonír of CÇtffon.
Çpríaonetr of CjKffon*
SONNET ON CHILLON.
E ternal Spirit of tlie chainless Mind!
Brightest in dungeons, Liberty! tliou art,
For there tliy liabitation is the heart—
The heart wliich love of thee alone can bind ;
And when thy sons to fetters are consign’d—
To fetters, and the damp vault's dayless gloom,
Their couutry couquers with their niartyrdom,
And Freedom’s fame flnds wings on every wind.
Chillón ! thy prison is a holy place,
And thy sad floor an altar—for ’twas trod,
TJntil his very steps have left a trace
Worn, as if thy coid pavement were a sod,
By Bonuivard ! May none those marks efface!
For they appeal from tyranny to God.

A D V E R T IS E M E N T .
W iien tliis poem was composed, I was not sufficiently aware of the history of Bonnivard, or I
should have endeavoured to dignify the subject by
an attempt to celebrate his cohragc and his virtucs.
With someaccount of his life I have been furnished,
by the kindness of a Citizen of that republic, which
is still proud of the niemory of a man worthy of the
best age of ancient freedom
“ François de Bonnivard, fils de Louis de Bonni
vard, originaire de Seyssel et Seigneur de Lunes,
naquit en 1496. II fit ses études à Turin: en 1510
Jean Aimé de Bonnivard, son oncle, lui résigna le
Prieuré de St. Victor, qui aboutissait aux murs de
Genève, et qui formait un bénéfice considerable.
“ Ce grand homme—(Bonnivard mérite ce titre
par la forcé de son ítme, la droiture de son cceur, la
noblesse de ses intentions, la sagesse de ses conseils, le courage de ses démarches, l’étendue de ses
connaissances, et la vivacité de son esprit),—ce
grand homme, qui excitera l’admiration de tous
ceux qu’une vertu héroïque peut encore émouvoir,
inspirera encore la plus vive reconnaissance dans
les coeurs des Génévois qui aimcnt Genève. Bon
nivard en fut toujours un des plus fermes appuis:
pour assurer la liberté de notre République, il ne
craignit pas de perdre souvent la sienne; il oublia
son repos; il méprisa ses richesses; il ne négligea

rien pour affermir le bonheur d’une patrie qu’il
honora de son choix: dès ce moment il la chérit
comme le plus zélé de ses citoyens; il la servit avcc
l’intrépidité d’un héros, et il écrivit son Histoire
avec la naïveté d’un philosophe et la chaleur d’un
patrióte.
“ II dit dans le commencement de son Histoire
de Genève, que, dès qidil eut commencé de lire
l'histoire des nations, il se sentit entralné par son
goiit-pour les Républiques, dont il époasa toujours
les intéréts: c’cst ce goüt pour la liberté qui lui fit
sans doute adopter Genève pour sa patrie.
“ Bonnivard. encore jeune, s’annonça hautement
comme le défenseur de Genève contre le Duc de
Savoye^et l’Evéque.
“ En 1519, Bonnivard devient le martyr de sa
patrie. Le Duc de Savoye étant entré dans Genève
avec cinq cent hommes, Bonnivard craint le res
sentiment du Duc; il voulut se retirer à Fribourg
pour en éviter les suites; mais il fut trahi par deux
hommes qui l’accompagnaicnt, et conduit par ordre
du Prince à Grolée, oü il resta prisonnier pendant
deux ans. Bonnivard était malheureux dans ses
voyages: comme ses malheurs n’avaient point ralenti son zèle pour Genève, il était toujours un
ennemi redoutable pour ceux qui la menaçaient,
et par conseqüent il devait Gtre exposé à leurs coups.
II fut rencontré en 1530 sur le Jura par des voleurs,
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•qui lc dépouillèrcnt et qui le mirent encore entre Christianisme avec succés quand on lo préche avcc
les mains du Duc dc Savoye: ce Prince le fit en- cliarité.
“ Bonnivard fut savant: ses manuscrits, qui sont
fermer dans lc Chútcau de Chillón, oü il resta sans
étre interrogé jusques en 1536; il fut alors delivré dans la bibliotlièquc publique, prouvent qu’il avait
par les Bernois, qui s’einparòrent du Pays de Vaud. bien lu les auteurs clàssiques Latfns, ét qu’il avait
“ Bonnivard, en sortant dc sa captivité, eut le approfondi la théologie ct l’histoire. Cc grand
plaisir de trouver Genève libre et réformée: la homme aimait los Sciences, ct il croyait qu’ellcs
République s’empressa de lui témoigner sa recon- pouvaient fairc la gloirc de Genève; aussi il ne
naissance, et dc le dédominagcr des miïux qu'il avoit négligea rien pour les flxer dans cette ville naissouflerts; elle le reçut Bourgeols de la ville au sante; en 1651 il donna sa bibliotlièquc au públic;
mois do Juin, 1536; elle lui donna la maison habi- elle fut le commencement de notre bibliothèque
tée autrefois par lo Vicaire-Général, et elle lui as publique; et ces llvres sont en partió les rares ct
signa une pensión de deux cent éeus d’or tant qu’il belles óditions du quinzièmc sièclc qu’on voit dans
séjournerait à Genève. II fut adinis dans le Conseil notre collcction. Enfln, pendant la mOmc année,
ce Don patrióte institua la Képublique son béritlère,
de Dcux-Cent en 1537.
“ Bonnivard n’a pas fini d’Gtre utile: après avoir i condition qu’cllc employerait ses blens à entretenir
travaillé il rendre Genève libre, il réussit à la rendre le collège dont on projettait la fondation.
“ II parait que Bonnivard mourut en 1570; mais
tolérente. Bonnivard engagea lc Conseil à accorder
aux ecclésiastiquesct aux paysans un tems suffisant on ne peut l’assuror, parcequ’il y a une lacune dans
pour examiner les propositions qu’on leur faisait; lc Nécrologe depuis lc mois de Juillet, 1570, jusques
il réussit par sa douccur: on préche toujours le en 1571.”

THE PRISOHER OF CIIILLO K
I.
My liair is grey, but not with years,
Nor grew it white
In a single night,
As meu’s have grown from suelden fears:
My limbs are bow’d, though not with toil,
But rusted with a vile repose,
For they have been a dungeon’s spoil,
And mine has been the íate of those
To whom the goodly earth and air
Are bann’d, and barr'd—forbidden fare:
But tliis was fór my father’s faith
I sulïer'd chains and courted death;
That father perish’d at the stake
For tenets he would not forsake;
And for the same his lineal race
In darkness fotind a dwelling-place;
We were seven—who now are one,
Six in youth, and one in age,
Finish’d as they had begun,
Proud of Persecution’s rage;
One in fire, and two in field,
Their belief with hlood liave seal’d,
Dying as their father died,
For the God their foes denied;
Three were in a dungeon cast,
Of whom this wreck is left the last.
II.
There are seven pilláis of Gothiç mould,
In Chillon’s dungeons deep and old,
There are seven colinnns, massy and grey,
Dim with a dull imprison’d ray,
A sunbeam which hath lost its way,

And through the crevice and the cleft
Of the thick Wall is fallen and left;
Creeping o’er the iioor so damp,
Like a marsh’s meteor lamp:
And in each pillar there is a ring,
And in each ring there is a chain;
That iron is a cankering thing,
For in these limbs its teetli remain,
With marks that will not wear away,
Till I have done with this new day,
Wliich now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not seen the sun so rise
For years—I cannot count tliem o’er,
I lost their long and heavy score,
When my last brother droop’d and died,
And I lay living by his side.
III.
They cliain’d us each to a column stone,
And we were three—yet, each alone;
We could not move a single pace,
We could not see each other’s face,
But with that pale and livid liglit
That made us strangers in our sight:
And thus together—yet apart,
Fetter’d in liand, büt join’d in heart,
’Twas still some solace, in the deartli
Of the pure. elements of earth,
To hearken to each other’s speech,
And each turn comforter to each
With some new liope, oy legend old,
Or song heroically bold;
But even these at length grew cold,
Our voices took a dreary tone,
An echo of the dungeon stoné,
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A grating sound, not full and free,
As tliey of yore were wont to be:
It might be fancy, but to me
They never sounded like our own.
IV.
I was the eldest of tlie tbree,
And to upliold and clieer tbe rest
I ougbt to do—and did my best—
And eacb did well in bis degree.
Tbe youngest, wliom my fatker loved,
Because our motlier’s brow was giren
To kim, witb eyes as blue as heaven—
For him my soul was sorely moved;
And truly might it be distress’d
To see such bird in sucli a nest;
For he was beautiful as day—
(Wken day was beautiful to me
As to young eagles, being free)—
A polar day, wliicli will not see
A sunset till its summer ’s gone,
Its sleepless summer of long light,
The snow-clad offspring of the suu:
And thus he was as pure and bright,
And in his natural spirit gay,
With tears for nought but otkers’ ills.
And then they flow’d lilce mountain rills,
Unless he could assuage the woe
Wliick he abhorr’d to view below.
V.
The otker was as pure of mind,
But form’d to combat witb his kind;
Strong in his frame, and of a mood
Which ’gainst the World in war had stood,
And perislT d in the foremost rank
Witb jo y :—but not in ckains to pine:
His spirit wither’d witb tkeir clank,
I saw it silently dechne—
And so perçkance in sooth did mine:
But yet I forced it on to clieer
Those relies of a home so dear.
He was a liunter of the hills,
Had follow’d there the deer and wolf;
To him his dungeon wyas a gulf,
And fetter’d feet the worst of ills.
VI.
Lake Leman lies by Ckillon’s walls:
A thousand feet in depth below
Its massy wàters meet and flow ;
Thus much the fathom-line was sent
From Ckillou’s snow-whitè battlement,
Which round about the wave intlirals:
A double dungeon wall and wave
Have made—and like a living grave
Below the surface of the lake
The dark vault lies w'herein we lay,
We keard it ripple niglit and day;

Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d ;
And I have felt the winter’s spray
Wash througk the bars wlien winds were
higli
And wanton in the happy sky;
And then the very rock katli rock’d,
And I have felt it skake, unskock’d,
Because I could have smiled to see
The death that would have set me free.
VII.
I said my nearer brotker pined,
I said his mighty heart declined,
He loatlied and put away his food;
It was not that ’twas coarse and rude,
For we were used to hunter’s fare,
And for the like had little care:
The milk drawn from the mountain goat
Was ekanged for water from the moat,
Our bread was such as captives’ tears
Have moisten’d many a thousand years,
Since man first pent his fellow men
Like brutes within an iron deu;
But what were these to us or him ?
These wasted not his heart or limb;
My brother’s soul was of that mould
Which in a palace had grown cold,
Had his free breatking been denied
The range of the steep mountain’s side;
But wliy delay the truth ?—he died.
I saw, and could not hold his head,
Nor reacli his dying band—nor dead,—
Tkough liard I strove, but strove in vaiu,
To rend and gnash my bonds in twain.
He died, and they unlock’d his ckaiu,
And scoop’d for him a skallow grave
Even from the cold earth of our cave,
I begg’d them as a boon to lay
His corsé in dust whereon the day
Might sliine—it was a foolish tkought,
But then within my brain it wrought,
That even in death his freeborn brease
In such a dungeon could not rest.
I might have spared my idle prayer—
They coldly laugh’d, and laid him there:
The flat and turfless earth above
The being we so much did love;
His empty cliain above it leant,
Such murder’s fitting monument!
VHI.
But he, the favourite and the flower,
Most cherisli’d since his natal kour,
His motker’s image in fair face,
The infant love of all his race,
His martyr’d father’s dearest tkought,
My latest care, for whom I sought
To hoard my life, that his might be
Less wretcked now, and one day free;
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He, too, who yet had held untired
A spirit natural or inspired—
He, too, was struck, and day by day
.Was wither’d on the stalk away.
Oh, God ! it is a fearful thing
To see the human soul take wing
In any sliape, in any mood :
l ’ve seen it rushing forth in blood,
I ’ve seen it on the breaking ocean
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,
l ’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed
Of Sin delirious with its dread;
But these were horrors—this was woe
Unmix’d with such—but sure and slow:
He faded, and so calm and meek,
So softly worn, so sweetly weak,
So tearless, yet so tender, kind,
And grieved for those he left behind;
With all the while a cheek whose bloom
Was as a mockery of the tomb,
Whose tints as gently sunk away
As a departing raiubow’s ray;
An eye of most transparent light,
That almost made the dungeon bright,
And not a word of murmur, not
A groan o’er his untimely lot,—
A little talk of better days,
A little hope my own to raise,
For I was sunk in silence—lost
In this last loss, of all the most;
And then the sighs he would suppress
Of fainting nature’s feebleness,
More slowly drawn, grew less and
less:
I listen’d, but I could not liear;
I call’d, for I was wild with fear;
I knew ’twas hopeless, but my dread
Would not be thus admonished;
I call’d, and tkought I lieard a sound—
I burst my cliain with one strong bound,
And rush’d to him :—I found him not,
I only stirr’d in this black spot,
/ only lived, / only drew
The accursed breatli of dungeon-dew;
The last, the sole, the dearest link
Between me and the eternal brink,
Which bound me to my failiug race,
Was broken in this fatal place.
One 011 the earth, and one beneatli—
My Brothers—botli had ceased to breathe:
I took that hand which lay so still,
Alas! my own was full as chill;
I had not strength to stir, or strive,
But felt that I was still alive—
A frantic feeling, wlien we know
That what we love sliall ne’er be so.
I know not why
I could not die,
I had 110 eartlily hope but faitli,
And that forbade a selfisli death.
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IX.
What next befell me then and there
I know not well—I never knew—
First came the loss of light, and air,
And then of darkness too:
I had no thouglit, no feeling—none—
Among the stones I stood a stone,
And was, scarce conscious what I wist,
As shrubless crags within the mist;
For all was blank, and bleak, and grey;
It was not niglit, it was not day;
It was not even the dungeon-light,
So kateful to my lieavy siglit,
But vacàncy absorbing space,
And fixedness witliout a place;
There were 110 stars, no earth, no time,
No checlt, 110 cliange, 110 good, 110 crime,
But silence, and a stirless breatk
Wkieli neitlier was of life nor death;
A sea of stagnant idleness,
Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless!
X.
A light broke in upon my brain,—
It was the carol of a bird;
It ceased, and then it carne again,
The sweetest song ear ever keard,
.And mine was thankful till my eyes
Ban over with the glad surprise,
And they that moment could not see
I was the mate of misery;
But then by dull degrees came back
My senses to their wonted track;
I saw the dungeon walls and floor
Close slowly round me as before,
I saw the glimmer of the sun
Creeping as it before liad done,
But tkrough the crevice wliere it came
That bird was percli’d, as fond and tame,
And tamer than upon the tree;
A lovely bird, with azure wings,
And song that said a thousand tliings,
And seem’d to say them all for me!
I never saw its like before,
I ne’er sliall see its likeness more:
It seem’d like me to want a mate,
But was not lialf so desolate,
And it was come to love me wlien
None lived to love me so again,
And cheering from my dungeon’s brink,
Had brought me back to feel and tliink.
I know not if it late were free,
Or broke its cage to percli 011 mine,
But knowing well captivity,
Sweet bird! I could not wisli for thine!
Or if it were, in winged guise,
A visitant from Paradise;
For—Heaven forgive that thouglit! the
while
Which made me both to weep and smile—
M3
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I sometimes deem’d tbat it might be
My brother’a soul come down to me ;
But tbeu at last away it flew,
And then ’twas mortal well I knew,
For be would never thus liave flowu,
And left me twice so doubly lone,
Lone as tbe corsé within its shroud,
lon e as a solitary clond,—
A single clond on a snnny day,
While all tbe rest of heaven is clear,
A frown upon tbe atmospbere,
Tbat batli no business to appear
Wben skies are blue, and eartb is gay.
XI.
A kind of cbange came in my fate,
My keepers grew compassionate;
I know not what liad made them so,
Tbey were inured to siglits of woe,
But so it ivas:—my broken cbain
Witb bhks unfasten'd did remain,
And it ivas liberty to stride
Along my cell from side to' side,
And up and doivn, and tben atbwart,
And tread it over every part;
And round tbe pillara one by one,
Returnmg ivbere my walk beguu,
Avoiding only, as I trod,
My brotbers’ graves ivitbout a sod ;
For if I thought ivitb beedless tread
My step profaned tbeir lowly bed,
My breath carne gaspingly and tbiclc,
And my crusb’d beart fell blind and sick.

xn.
I made a footing in tbe walI,
It ivas not tberefrom to escape,
For I liad buried one and all
Wbo loved me in a bullían sliape ;
And tlie ivliole eartb would bencefortb be
A ivider prison unto m e:
No cbild, no sire, no kin liad I,
No partner in my misery;
I tliouglit of tliis, and I ivas glad,
For tbouglit of tliem bad made me mad;
But I ivas curious to ascend
To my barr’d Windows, and to bend
Once more, upon tbe mountains bigli,
Tbe quiet of a loving eye.
X III.
I saw tliem, .and tbey were tbe same,
Tbey were not cbanged like me in frame;
I saw tbeir tbousand years of snoiv
On liigb—tbeir wide long lake below,
And tbe blue Rlione in fullest floiv;

I beard tbe torrents leap and gush
O’er channell’d rock and broken bush;
I saw tbe wbite-wall’d distant town,
And wliiter sails go skimming down;
And tlien tliere ivas a little isle,
Which in my very face did smile,
Tbe only one in view;
A small green isle, it seem’d no more,
Scarce broader tlian my dungeon floor,
But in it tliére were tbree tall trees,
And o'er it bleiv tbe mountain breeze,
And by it there were waters flowing,
And on it tliere were youngflowers groiving,
Of gentle breatb and liue.
Tbe fisb sivani by tbe castle Wall,
And tbey seem’d joyous eacb and a ll;
Tbe eagle rodé tbe rising blast,
Metliougbt be never flew so fast
As tben to me be seem'd to fly ;
And tben new tears carne in my eye,
And I felt troubled—and would faiu
I bad not left my recent chain;
And wben I did descerní again,
Tbe darkness of my dim abode
Fell on me as a beavy load;
It ivas as is a new-dug grave,
Closing o’er one we souglit to save,—
And yet my glance, too much opprest,
Had alrnost need of sucb a rest.

A D V E R T IS E M E N T .
* Celui qui remplissait alors cette place était un
gentilhomme Polonais, nominé Mazeppa, né dans le
palatinat de Podolie: il avait été élevé page de
Jean Casimir, et avait pris à sa cour quelque teinture des belles-lettres. Une intrigue qu'il eut dans
sa jeunesse avec la femme d’un gentilhomme Polonais ayant été découverte, le mari le flt lier tout
nu sur un cheval farouche, et le laissa aller en cet
état. Le cheval, qul était du pays de njkraine, y
retourna, et y porta Mazeppa, demi-mort de fatigue
et de faim. Quelques paysans'le secoururent: il
resta longtems parmi eux, et se sígnala dans plusieirrs courses contre les Tallares. La supériorité de
ses lumiéres lui donna une grande considération
parmi les Cosaques: sa réputation s’augmentant de
jour en jour obligea le Czar á le faire Prince de
l’Ukraine.”—V oltaire, Ilist. de Charles X I I . p. 196.

XIV.
It migbt be montlis, or years, or days,
I kept no comit, I took no note,

I bad no liope my eyes to raise,
And clear tbem of tbeir dreary mote ;
At last men carne to set me free ;
I ask’d not why, and reck’d not wbere;
It ivas at Jengtb tbe same to me,
Fetter’d or fetterless to be,
I learn’d to love despair.
And thus wben tbey appear’d at last,
And all my bonds aside were cast,
Tliese beavy walls to me bad growu
A liermitage—and all my own !
And balf I felt as tbey were come
To tear me from a second borne:
Witb spiders I bad friendsliip made,
And ivatcli’d tliem in tbeir sullen trade,
liad seen tbe mice by moonliglit jilay,
And wliy sliould I feel less tban tbey ?
We were all inmates of one place,
And I, tbe monarcli of eacb race,
Had power to kill—yet, strange to te ll!
In quiet we had learn’d to dwell;
My very cliains and I grew friends,
So much a long eommunion tends
To make us what we are:—even I
Regain’d my freedom witb a sigb.

I.
,’T was after dread Pultowa’s day,

Wben fortune left tbe royal Swede,
Around a slaughter’d army lay,
No more to combat and to bleed.
Tbe power and glory of tbe war,
Faithless as tbeir vain votaries, men,
Had pass’d to tbe triumphant Czar,
And Moscow’s walls were safe again,
Until a day more dark and drear,
And a more memorable year,
Sbould give to slaugbter and to shame
A migbtier host and baugbtier ñame ;
A greater wreck, a deeper fall,
A shock to one—a tbunderbolt to all.

n.
Sucb was tbe hazard of tbe die ;
Tbe wounded Charles was taught to fly
By day and night through field and flood,
Stam’d witb bis own and subjects’ blood;
For tliousands fell tbat fliglit to aid :
And not a voice was beard t’ upbraid
Ambition in bis bumbled hour,
Wben trntb bad nougbt to dread from
power.

“ Le roi fuyant, et poursuivi, eut son cheval tué
sous lu i; le Colonei Gieta, blessé, et perdant tout
son sang, lui donna le sien. Ainsi on remit deux
fois á cheval, dans sa fuite, ce conquérant qui
n’avait pu y monter pendant la bataille.’’—P. 216.
“ Le roi alia par un autre chemin avec quelques
cavaliers. Le carrosse, oü il était, rompit dans la
marche; on le remit á cheval. Pour comble de
disgrace, il s’égara pendant la nuit dans un bois;
lé, son courage lie pouvant plus suppléer à ses
forces épuisées, les douleurs de sa blessure devenues
plus insupportables par la fatigue, son cheval étant
tombé de lassitude, Ú se couclia quelques heures au
pied d’un arbre, en danger d’étre surpris & tout mo
ment par les vainqueurs, qui le ehcrckaient de tous
cótés.”—P. 218.

His horse was slain, and Gieta gave
His own—and died tbe Russians’ slave.
Tliis too sinks after mauy a league
Of well sustaiu’d but vain fatigue;
And in tbe depth of forests, darkling
Tbe watcb-fires in the distance sparlding—
Tbe beacons of surrouuding foes—
A king must lay bis limbs at lengtli.
Are tliese tbe laureis and repose
For wliich tbe nations strain tbeir strength ?
Tbey laid bim by a savage tree,
In outworn nature's agony;
His wounds were stiff, bis limbs were stark;
Tbe beavy hour was cbill and dark;
Tbe fever in bis blood forbade
A transient slumber’s fitful aid:
And thus it was; but yet through all,
Kinglike tbe monarch llore bis fall,
And made, in this extreme of ill,
His pangs tbe vassals of bis w ill:
AU silent and subdued were tbey,
As once tbe nations round bim lay.
HI.
A band of cbiefs ¡—alas! how few,
Since but tbe fleeting of a day
Had thinn’d i t ; but this wreck was true
And cbivalrous: upon tbe clay
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Each sate liim down, ali sad and mute,
Beside his monarch and liis steed;
Por danger levels man and brute,
And all are fellows in their need.
Among the rest, Mazeppa made
His pülow in an old oak’s shade—
Himself as rough, and scarce less old,
The Ukraine’s Hetmán, calm and bold;
But first, outspent witli tliis long course,
The Cossack prince rnbb’d down bis horse,
And made for him a leafy bed,
And smooth’d liis fetlocks and bis mane,
And slack'd bis gh-tli, and stripp’d bis
rein,
And joy’d to see bow well be fed;
Por until now be bad tbe dread
His wearied courser might refuse
To browse beneath tbe midnigbt dews:
But be was bardy as bis lord,
And little cared for bed and board ;
But spirited and docile too,
Wbate’er was to be done, would do.
Sbaggy and swift, and strong of limb,
All Tartar-like be carried him;
Obey’d bis voice, and carne to call,
And knew bim in tbe midst of a ll:
Though thousands were around, — and
Nigbt,
Without a star, pursued her fligbt,—
That steed from sunset until dawn
His cbief would follow like a fawn.
IV.
This done, Mazeppa spread bis cloak,
And laid bis lance beneath bis oak,
Pelt if bis arms in order good
Tbe long day’s march bad well witbstood—
I f still tbe powder fill’d tbe pan,
And flints unloosen’d kept tlieir lock—
His sabre’s bilt and scabbard felt,
And wbetber tbey bad chafed bis belt;
And next the venerable man,
Prom out bis havresack and can,
Prepared and spread bis slender stock;
And to tbe monarcli and bis men
Tbe whole or portion oífer’d tben
With far less of inquietüde
Tban courtiers at a banquet would.
And Charles of this bis slender share
Witb smiles partook a moment tbere,
To forcé of cheer a greater show,
And seem above both wounds and woe;
And tben be said—“ Of all our band,
Though firm of beart and strong of band,
In skirmish, march, or forage, none
Can less have said or more have done
Tban tbee, Mazeppa ! on tbe earth
So fit a pair bad never birth,
Since Alexander’s days till now,
As tby Bucephalus and tbou:

All Scythia’s fame to tbine sbould yield
Por pricking on o’er flood and field.”
Mazeppa answer’d—“ 111 betide
Tbe scbool wberein I learn'd to ride! ”
Quotb Charles—“ 01dHetman,wberefore so.
Since tbou bast learn’d the art so well ? ”
Mazeppa said—“ ’Twere long to teli ;
And we bave many a league to go,
Witb every now and tben a blow,
And ten to one at least tbe foe,
Before our steeds may graze at ease
Beyond tbe swift Borysthenes:
And, Sire, your limbs have need of rest,
And I will be the sentinel
Of tbis your troop.” —“ But I request,”
Said Sweden’s monarch, “ thou wilt teli
Tbis tale of tbine, and I may reap,
Perchance, from tbis tbe boon of sleep;
For at this moment from my eyes
Tbe bope of present slumber flies.”

Until by some confusión led,
Which almost look’d like want of bead,
He thougbt their mèrits were bis own.
His wife was not of bis opinion;
His junior she by thirty years,
Grew daily tired of bis dominión ;
And, after wisbes, bopes, and fears,
To vb-tue a few farewell tears,
A restless dream or two, some glances
At Warsaw’s youth, some songs, and
dances,
Awaited but tbe usual chances,
Tbose liappy accidents which render
Tbe coldest dames so very tender,
To deck her Count witb titles given,
’Tis said, as passports into heaven;
But, strauge to say, tbey rarely boast
Of tbese, wbo bave deserved them most.

“ Well, Sire, witb sucb a bope, l ’li track
My seventy years of memory back :
I tkink ’twas in my twentietb spring,—
Ay, ’t was,—wben Casimir was king—
John Casimir,—I was bis page
Six summers, in my earlier age:
A learned monarch, faitb ! was be,
And most unlike your majesty;
He made no wars, and did not gain
New realms to lose them back again ;
And (save debates in Warsaw’s diet)
He reign’d in most unseemly quiet;
Not tbat be bad no cares to v e x ;
He loved tbe muses and tbe sex;
And sometimes tbese so froward are,
Tbey made bim wish himself at war;
But soon bis wrath bemg o’er, be took
Another mistress, or new book:
And tben be gave prodigious fétes—
All Warsaw gather’d round his gates
To gaze upon his splendid court,
And dames, and cbiefs, of princely port:
He was tbe Polisb Solomon,
So sung bis poets, all but one,
Wbo, being unpension’d, made a satire,
And boasted tbat be could not flatter.
It was a court of jousts and mimes,
Wbere every courtier tried at rbymes;
Even I for once produced some verses,
And sign’d my odes ‘ Despairing Thyrsis.’
There was a certain Palatine,
A count of far and liigli descent,
Eich as a salt or silver mine;
And lie was proud, ye may divine,
As if from heaven he bad been sent:
He bad sucb wealtb in blood and ore
As few could match beneath tbe throne;
And be would gaze upon liis store,
And o’er bis pedigree would pore,

“ I was a goodly stripling tben ;
At seventy years I so may say,
Tbat tbere -were few, or boys or men,
Wbo, in my dawning time of day,
Of vassal or of knight’s degree,
Could vie in vanities witb me ;
Por I bad strength, youth, gaiety,
A port, not like to tbis ye see,
But smooth, as all is rugged now;
For time, and care, and war, bave
plough’d
My very soul from out my brow;
And thus I sbould be disavow’d
By all my kind and kin, could tbey
Compare my day and yesterday;
Tbis cbange was wrougbt, too, long ere
age
Had ta’en my features for bis page;
Witb years, ye know, bave not declined
My strength, my courage, or my mind,
Or at tbis liour I sbould not be
Telling old tales beneath a tree,
Witb starless skies my canopy.
But let me on: Theresa’s form—
Metbinks it glides before me now,
Between me and yon chestnut’s bongh,
Tbe memory is so quick and warm;
And yet I find no words to teli
The sbape of ber I loved so w ell:
She bad the Asiàtic eye,
Sucb as our Turkish neigbbourbood
Hatb mingled witb our Polisb blood,
Dark as above us is tbe sky;
But througb it stole a tender light,
Like tbe first moonrise of midnigbt;
Large, dark, and swimming in tbe stream,
Whiclí seem’d to melt to its own beam;
All love, balf languor, and half fire,
Like saints tbat at tbe stake expire,
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And lift their raptured looks on bigb,
As though it were a joy to die.
A brow like a midsummer lalte,
Transparent witb tbe sun thereiu,
Wben waves no murmur dare to make,
And heaven bebolds ber face within.
A cheek and lip—but wliy proceed ?
I loved ber then, I love ber still;
And sucb as I am, love indeed
In fierce extremes—in good and ill.
But still we love even in our rage,
And haunted to our very age
Witb tbe vain sliadow of tbe past,
As is Mazeppa to tbe last.
VI.
“ We met—we gazed—I saw, and sigb’d,
She did not speak, and yet replied;
Tbere are ten thousand tones and signs
We liear and see, but none defines—
Involuntary sparks of thougbt,
Which strike from out tbe beart o’erwrougbt,
And forni a strange intelligence,
Alike mysterious and intense,
Which link tbe burning cliain that binds,
Without their will, young hearts and
minds:
Conveying, as tbe electric wire,
We know not bow, tbe absorbing fire.
I saw, and sigb’d—in silence wept,
And still reluctant distance kept,
Until I was made known to ber,
And we might then and tbere confer
Without suspicion—then, even tben,
I long’d, and was resolved to speak;
But on my lips tliey died again,
The accents tremulous and weak,
Until one liour.—Tbere is a game,
A frivolous and foolisli play,
Wlierewitk we wliile away tbe day;
It is—I bave forgot tbe name—
And we to tbis, it seems, were set,
By some strange chance, which I forget:
I reck’d not if I won or lost,
It was enough for me to be
So near to liear, and o li! to see
The being whom I loved tbe most.
I watcb’d ber as a sentinel,
(May ours tbis dark nigbt watcli as well!)
Until I saw, and tbus it was,
Tbat she was pensive, nor perceived
Her oecupation, nor was grieved
Nor glad to lose or gain; but still
Play’d on for bours, as if ber will
Yet bound ber to tbe place, tliougli not
Tbat bers miglit be tbe winning lot.
Tben tlirougb my brain tbe thougbt did
pass
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Even as a flash of liglitning there,
Tnat there was something in her air
Which would not doom me to despair;
And on the thought my words brolce forth,
All incoherent as they were;
Their eloquence was little worth,
But yet she listen’d—’tis enough—
Who listens once will listen twice;
Her lieart, be sure, is not of ice,
And one refusal no rebufï.
V II.
“ I loved, and was beloved again—
They teli me, Sire, you never kriew
Those gentle frailties; if ’tis true,
I shorten all my joy or pain;
To you ’twould seem absurd as vain ;
But all nien are not born to reign,
Or o’er their passions, or as you
Thus o’er themselves and natious too.
I am—or rather was—a prince,
A chief of thousands, and could lead
Them on where each would foremost
bleed;
But could not o’er myself evince
The like control—But to resume:
I loved, and was beloved again;
In sooth, it is a happy doom,
But yet where happiest ends in pain.
We met in secret, and the hour
Which led me to that lady’s bower
Was fiery Expectation’s dower.
My days and niglits were nothing—all
Except that hour, which dotli recali,
In the long lapse from youth to age,
No otlier like itself: ï ’d give
The Ukraine back again to live
It o’er once more, and be a page,
The happy page, who was the lord
Of one soft heart, and his own sword,
And had no otlier gem nor wealth
Save nature’s gift of youth and liealth.
We met in secret—doubly sweet,
Some say, they find it so to meet;
I know not that—I would liave given
My life but to liave call’d her mhie
In the full view of eartli and heaven;
For I did oft and long repine
That we could only meet by stealtli.V
I.
V III. /
„
“ For lovers there are many eyes,
And such there were on us; the devil
On such occasions should he civil—
The devil!—I ’m lotli to do llim wrong,
It might be some untoward saint,
Who would not be at rest too long,
But to bis pious hile gaye vent—
But one fair night, some lurking spies

Surprised and seized us both.
The Count was something more than
wroth—
I was unarm’d ; but if in steel,
All cap-à-pie from liead to heel,
AVliat ’gainst their numbers could I do ?
’Twas near his castle, far away
From city or from succour near,
And almost on the break of day;
I did not tliink to see another,
My moments seem’d reduced to few;
And with one prayer to Mary Mother,
And, it may be, a saint or two,
As I resign’d me to my fate,
They led me to the castle gate:
Theresa’s doom I never knew,
Our lot was henceforth separate.
An angry man, ye may opine,
Was he, the proud Count Palatine';
And he had reason good to be,
But he was most enraged lest such
An accident should chance to touch
Upon his future pedigree;
Nor less amazed, that sucíi a blot
His noble ’scutcheon should liave got,
Wliile he was highest of his line;
Because unto himself he seem’d
The first of men, nor less he deem'd
In others’ eyes, and most in mine.
’ Sdeath! with a ¡¡age—perchance a king
Had reconciled him to the thing;
But with a stripling of a page—
I felt, but cannot paint his rage.
IX.
“ ‘ Bring forth the horse! ’ —the horse was
brought;
In truth, he was a noble steed,
A Tartar of the Ukraine breed,
Who look’d as thougli the speed of thought
Were in his limbs ; but he was wild,
Wild as the wild deer, and nntaught,
With spur and bridle undefiled—
’T was but a day he had been caught;
And snorting, with erected mane,
And struggling fiercely, but in vain,
In the full foam of wrath and dread
To me the desert-born was led :
They bound me on, that menial tlirong;
Upon his back with many a thong;
Then loosed him with a sudden lash—
Away!—away!— and on we dasli!
Torrents less ràpid and less rash.
X.
“ Away!—away! My breath was gone,
I saw not where he hurried on:
’Twas scarcely yet the break of day,
And on he foam’d—away!—away!
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The last of human sounds which rose,
As I was darted from my foes,
Was the wild sliout of savage laughter,
Which on the wind came roaring after
A moment from that rabble rout:
With sudden wrath I wrencli’d my head,
And snapp’d the cord, which to the mane
Had bound my neck in lieu of rein,
And, writhing lialf my form about,
Howl’d back my curse; but ’midst the tread,
The tíiunder of my courser’s speed,
Perchance they did not liear nor heed:
It vexes me—for I would fain
Have paid their insult back again.
I paid it well in after days:
There is not of that castle gate,
Its drawbridge and portcullis’ weiglit,
Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier left;
Nor of its fields a blade of grass,
Save wliat grows on a ridge of wall,
Where stood the lieartk-stone of the hall;
And many a time ye there might pass,
Nor dream that e’er that fortress was.
I saw its turrets in a blaze,
Their crackling battlements all cleft,
And the hot lead pour down like rain
From off the scorch’d and blackenmg roof,
Whose thickness was not vengeance-proof.
They little thought that day of pain,
When launcb’d, as on the lightning’s flash,
They hade me to destruction dash,
That one day I should come again,
With twice five thousand horse, to thank
The Count for his uncourteous ride.
.They play'd me then a bitter prank,
When, with the wild horse for my guide,
They bound me to his foaming flank:
At length I play'd them one as frank
For tune at last sets all things eVen—
And if we do but watcli the hour,
There never yet was human power
Which could evade, if unforgiven,
The patient search and vigil long
Of him who treasures up a wrong.
XI.
“ Away, away, my steed and í,
Upon the pinions of the wind,
All human dwellings left bebind;
We sped like meteors through the sky,
When with its crackling sound the night
Is chequer’d with the northern light:
Townr-village—none were on our track,
But a wild plain of far extent,
And bounded by a forest black;
And, save the scaree seen battlement
On distant heights of some strong liold,
Against the Tartars built of old,
No trace of man. The year hefore
A Turkish army had march’d o’e r;

And where the Spahi’s hoof hath trod,
The verdure flies the bloody sod:
The sky was dull, and dim, and gray,
And a low breeze crept moaning by—
I could have answer’d with a sigil—
But fast we fled, away, away,
And I could neither sigh nor pray;
And my coid sweat-drops fell like rain
Upon the courser’s bristling mane;
But, snorting still with rage and fear,
He flew upon his far career:
At tunes I almost thought, indeed,
He must have slacken’d in his speed;
But no—my bound and slender frame
Was nothing to his angry might,
And merely like a spur became:
Each motion which I made to free
My swoln limbs from their agony
Increased his fury and affright:
I tried my voice,—’twas faint and low,
But yet he swerved as from a blow;
And, starting to each accent, sprang
As from a sudden trumpet’s clang:
Meantime my cords were wet with gore,
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o’er;
And in my tongue the thirst became
A something fierier far than flame.

xn.
“ We near’d the wild wood— ’twas so wide,
I saw no bounds on either side;
Twas studded with old sturdy trees,
That bent not to the roughest breeze
Which howls down from Sibèria’s waste,
And strips the forest in its liaste,—
But these were few and far between.
Set thick with shrubs more young and
green,
Luxuriant with their annual leaves,
Ere strown by those autumnal eves
That nip the forest’s foliage dead,
Discolour'd with a lifeless red,
Which stands thereon like stiffen’d gore
Upon the slain when battle’s o’er,
And some long wiuter’s night hath shed
Its frost o’er every tombless head,
So cold and stark the raven’s bealc
May peek unpierced each frozen cheek':
’Tivas a wild waste of underwood,
And here and there a chestnut stood,
The strong oak, and the hardy pine;
But far apart—and well it were,
Or else a different lot were mine—
The boughs gave way, and did not tear
My limbs; and I found strength to bear
My wouuds, already scarr’d with cold;
My bonds forbade to loóse my hold.
We rustled through the leaves like wind,
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves beliind;
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By íiight I lieard tliem on tlie track,
ïk eir troop came liard upon our back,
With tbeir long gallop, which can tire
The liound’s deep líate, and lmnter’s fire:
Where’er we flew tliey follow’d on,
Nor left us with the morning sun;
Behind I saw them, scarce a rood,
At day-break winding throúgh the wood,
And through the night had lieard their feet
Their stealing, rustling step repeat.
Oh! how I wish’d for spear or sword,
At least to die amidst the horde,
And perish—if it must be so—
At bay, destroying many a foe!
When first my courser’s race begun,
I wish’d the goal already won;
But now I doubted strength and speed.
Vain doubt 1 his swift and savage hreed
Had nerved hhn like the mountain-roe;
Nor faster falls the blinding snow
Which whelms the peasant near the door
Whose threshold lie shall cross no more,
Bewilder’d with the dazzling blast,
Than through the forest-paths he pass’d—
Untired, untamed, and worse than wild;
All furious as a favour’d child
Balk’d of its wish; or flercer still—
A woman piqued—who has her will.
XIH.
“ The wood was past; ’twas more than
noon,
But chill the air, although in June;
Or it miglit be my veius ran cold—
Prolong’d endurance tames the bold;
And I was then not what I seem,
But headlong as a wintry stream,
And wore my feelings out before
I well could count their causes o’er:
And what with fury, fear, and wrath,
The tortures which beset my patli,
Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress,
Thus bound in nature’s nakedness;
Sprung from a race whose rising hlood,
When stirr’d beyond its calmer mood,
And trodden hard upon, is like
The rattle-snake’s, in act to strike,
What marvel if tliis worn-out trunk
Beneath its woes a moment sunk ?
The eartli gave way, the skies roll’d round,
I seem’d to sink upon the ground;
But err’d, for I was fastly bound.
My heart turn’d sick, my brain grew sore,
And throbb’d awhile, then beat no more:
The skies spun like a migkty wheel;.
I saw the trees like drunkards reel,
And a slight flash sprang o’er my eyes,
Which saw no farther: he who dies
Can die no more than then I died.
O’ertortured by that ghastly ride,
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I felt the blackness come and go,
And strove to wake; but could not rnake
My senses climb up from below:
X felt as on a plank at sea,
When all the waves that dash o’er thee,
At the same time upheave and whelrn,
And hurí thee towards a desert realm.
My undulating life was as
The fancied lights that flitting pass
Our shut eyes in deep midnight, when
Fever begins upon the brain ;
But soon it pass’d, with little pain,
But a confusión worse than such:
I own that I sliould deem it mucli,
Dying, to feel the same again;
And yet I do suppose we must
Feel far more ere we turn to dust:
No matter; I have bared my brow
Full in Death’s face—before—and now.

Spreads through the shadow of the night.
And onward, onward, onward, seems,
Like precipices in our dreams,
To stretch beyond the sight;
And here and there a speck of white,
Or scatter’d spot of dusky green,
In masses broke into the liglit,
As rose the moon upon my right:
But nought distinctly seen
In the dim Waste would indicate
The omen of a cottage gate;
No twinkling taper from afar
Stood like a hospitable star;
Ñot even an ignis-fatuus rose
To rnake him merry with my woes:
That very cheat had cheer’d me then!
Although detected, welcome still,
Beminding me, through every ill,
Of the abodes of inen.

XIV.
“ My thoughts came back; where was I ? Cold,
And numb, and giddy: pulse by pulse
Life reassumed its lingering hold,
And throb by throb,—till grown a pang
Which for a moment would convulse,
My hlood reflow’d, though thick and chill;
My ear with uncouth noises rang,
My heart began once more to tlirill;
My sight return’d, though dim; alas!
And thicken’d, as it were, with glass.
Methought the dash of waves was nigh;
There was a gleam too of the sky,
Studded with stars;—it is no dream;
The wild horse swiras the wüder stream i
The bright broad river’s gushing tide
Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide,
And we are lialf-way, struggling o’er
To yon ‘uuknown and silent shore.
The wàters broke my liollow trance,
And with a temporary strength
My stiffen’d limbs were rebaptized.
My courser’s broad breast proudly braves,
And daslies off the ascending waves,
And onward we advanee!
We reach the slippery shore at length,
A haven I but little prized,
For all behind was dark and drear,
And all before was night and fear.
How many hours of night or day
In tliose suspended pangs I lay,
I could not teli; I scarcely knew
I f this were human breath I drew.

XVI.
“ Onward we went—but slack and slow;
His savage forcé at length o’erspent,
The drooping courser, faiut and low,
All feebly foaming went.
A sickly infant had had power
To guide him forward in that hour •
But useless all to me:
His new-born tameness nought avail’d—
My limhs were hound; my forcé had fail’d,
Perchance, had they been free.
With feeble effort still I tried
To rend the bonds so starkly tied,
But still it was in vain;
My limbs were only wrung the more,
And soon the idle strife gave o’er,
Which but prolong’d their pain:
The dizzy race seem’d almost done,
Although no goal was nearly won:
Some streaks announced the coming sun—
How slow, alas! he came!
Methought that mist of dawning gray
Would never dapple into day;
How heavily it roll’d away—
Before the eastern flame
Bose crimson, and deposed the stars,
And call’d the radiance from their cars,
And fill’d the earth, from his deep throne,
With louely lustre, all his own.

XV.
“ With glossy skin, and dripping mane,
And reeling limbs, and reeking flank,
The wild steed's sinewy nerves still strain
Up the repelling bank.
We gain the top; a boundless plaiu

XVH.
“ Up rose the sun; the mists were curl’d
Back from the solitary world
Which lay around, behind, before.
What booted it to traverse o’er
Plain, forest, river? Man nor brute,
Nor dint of hoof, nor print of foot,
Lay in the wild luxuriant soil;
No sign of travel, none of toil;
The very air was mute;
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And not an insect’s shrill small horn,
Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne
From herb nor thicket. Many a werst,
Panting as if his heart would hurst,
The weary brute still stagger'd on;
And still we were—or seem’d—alone.
At length, while reeling on our way,
Methought I heard a courser neigh,
From out yon tuft of blackening firs.
Is it the wind tliose branches stirs ?
No, no! from out the forest prance
A trampling troop; I see them come I
In one vast squadron they advance!
I strove to cry—my lips were dumb.
The steeds rusli on in plunging pride;
But where are they the reins to guide ?
A thousand horse, and none to ride 1
With flowing tail, and flying mane,
Wide nostrils never stretcli’d by pain,
Moutlis bloodless to the bit or rein,
And feet that iron never shod,
And flanks unscarr’d by spur or rod,
A thousand horse, the wild, the free,
Like waves that follow o’er the sea,
Came tliickly thundering on,
As if our faint approach to meet;
The sight re-nerved my courser’s feet,
A moment staggering, feebly fleet,
A moment, with a faint low neigh,
He answer'd, and then fe ll;
With gasps and glazing eyes he lay,
And reeking limbs immoveable,
His first and last career is done !
On came the troop—they saw him stoop,
They saw me strangely bound along
His back with many a bloody thong:
They stop, they start, they snuff the
air,
Gallop a moment here and there,
Approach, retire, wheel round and round,
Then plunging hack with sudden bound,
Headed by one black mighty steed,
Who seem’d the patriarch of his breed,
Without a single speck or liair
Of white upon his shaggy liide;
They snort, they foam, neigh, swerve asule,
And backward to the forest fly,
By instinct, from a human eye.
'They left me there to my despair,
Link’d to the dead and stiffening wreteh,
Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch,
Believed from that unwonted weight,
From whence I could not extricate
Nor him nor me—and there we lay,
The dying on the dead 1
I little deem’d another day
Would see my houseless, lielpless head.
“ And there from morn to twilight bouud,
I felt the heavy hours toil round,
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With just enougli of life to see
My last o£ suns go down on me,
In liopeless certainty of mind,
That maltes us feel at lengtli resign’d
To that which our foreboding years
Present thé worst and last of fears:
Inevitable—even a boon,
Ñor more unkind for eoming soon,
Yet shunn’d and dreaded with suck care,
As if it only were a snare
That prudence might escape:
At times botk wish’d for and implored,
At times sought with self-pointed sword,
Yet still a darle and hideous close
To even intolerable woes,
And welcome in no shape.
And, strange to say, the sons of pleasure,
They who have revell’d beyond measure
In beauty, wassail, wine, and treasure,
Die calm, or calmer, oft than he
Wliose heritage was misery:
For he who hatli in turn run through
All that was beautiful and new,
Hatli nought to hope, and nought to lea ve;
And, save the future, (which is view’d
Not quite as men are base or good,
But as tkeir nerves may be endued,)
With nought perhaps to grieve:
The wretck still hopes bis woes must end,
And Deatli, wliom he shoulddeemhis friend,
Appears, to bis distemper’d eyes,
Arrived to rob him of his prize,
The tree of his new Paradise.
To-morrow would have given him all,
Bepaid his pangs, repair’d his fall;
To-morrow would have been the first
Of days no more deplored or curst,
But bright, and long, and beckoning years,
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears,
Guerdon of many a painful hour;
To-morrow would have given him power
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save—
And must it dawn upon bis grave ?

xvm.
“ The sun was sinking—still I lay
Chain’d to the ehill and stiffening steed ;
I thought to mingle there our elay,
And my dim eyes of death had need ;
No hope aróse of being freed:
I cast my last looks up the sky,
And there between me and the sun
I saw the expecting raven fly,
Who scarce would wait till both shonld die.
Ere his repast begun;
He flew, and perch’d, then flew once more,
And each time nearer than before;
I saw his wing through twilight hit,
And once so near me he alit

I could have smote, but lack’d the
strengtli;
But the sliglit motion of my hand,
And feeble seratching of the sand,
The exerted throat’s faint struggling noise,
Which scarcely could be called a voice,
Together seared him off at length.
I know no more—my latest dream
Is sometbing of a lovely star
Which fix’d my dull eyes from afar,
And went and came with wandering lieam,
And of tlie cold, dull, swimming, dense
Sensation of recurring sense,
And then subsiding back to death,
And then again a little breath,
A little thrill, a short suspense,
An icy sickness curdling o’er
My heart, and sparks that cross’d my
brain—
A gasp, a throb, a start of pain,
A sigh, and nothing more.
XIX.
“ I woke—wliere was I ?—Do I see
A human face look down on me ?
And doth a roof above me close ?.
Do tliese limbs on a coucli repose ?
Is this a chamber where I lie ?
And is it mortal yon bright eye,
That watches me with gentle glance ?
I closed my own again once more,
As doubtful that my former trance
Could not as yet be o’er.
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Sent me forth to tlie wilderness,
Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone,
To pass the desert to a throne,—
What mortal his own doom may guess ?
Let none despond, let none despair!
To-morrow the Borysthenes
May see our coursers graze at ease
Upon his Turkish bank, and never
Had I sucli welcome for a river
As I sliall yield wlien safely there.
Comrades, good niglit! ”—The Hetmán
threw
His lengtli beneatli tlie oak-tree shade,
With leafy coucli already made,
A bed ñor comfortless nor new
To him, who took his rest whene’er
The hour arrived, no matter where:
His eyes the liastening slumbers steep.
And if ye inarvel Charles íorgot
To thauk liis tale, lie wonder’d not,—
The king liad been an liour asleep.

And she went forth; but, ere slie pass’d,
Another look ou me she cast,
Another sign she made, to say,
That I had nought to fear, that all
Were near, at my command or cali,
And she would not delay
Her due retu rn :—while slie was gone,
Metliought I felt too mucli alone.
XX.
11She came with mother and with sire—
What need of more ?—I will not tire
With long recital of the rest,
Since I became the Cossack’s guest.^
Tliey found me senseless on tile plain,
They bore me to the nearest lint,
They brought me into life again—
Me—one day o’er their realm to reign!
Thus the vain fool who strove to glut
His rage, refining on my pain,

OR,

C H E IS T IA H A H D H IS COMRADES.

A slender gilí, long-liair’d, and tall,

Sate watcliing by the cottage wall;
The sparkle of her eye I cauglit,
Even with my first return of thought;
For ever and anón she threw
A prying, pitying glance on me
With her black eyes so wild and free:
I gazed, and gazed, until I knew
No visión it could be,—
But that I lived, and was released
From adding to the vulture’s feast:
And wlien the Cossack maid belield
My heavy eyes at length unseal'd,
She smiled—and I essay’d to speak,
But fail’d—and she approacli’d, andmade
With lip and finger signs that said,
I must not strive as yet to lireak
The silence, till my strength sliould be
Enougli to leave my accents free;
And then her hand on mine she laid,
And smooth’d the pillow for my liead,
And stole along on tiptoe tread,
And gently oped the door, and spake
Iri whispers—ne’er was voice so sweet!
Even music follow’d her liglit feet:
But those she call’d were not awake,
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Canto the First.
I.

■

T he morning watcli was come; the vessel lay

Her course, and gently made her liquid way;
The cloven billow flasli’d from off her prow
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough;
The waters with their world were all before;
Behind, the South Sea’s many an islet shore.
The quiet night, now dappling, ’gau to wane,
Dividing darkness from the dawning m ain;
The dolpkins, not unconscious of the day,
Swam high, as eager of the coming ra y ;
The stars from broader beams began to creep,
And lift their shining eyelids from the deep;
The sail resumed its lately shadow’d white,
And the wind flutter’d. with a freshening
flight;

The purpling ocean owns tlie coming sun,
But ere he break—a deed is to be done.
n.

The gallant cliief within bis cabin slept,
Secure in those by whom the watch was kept;
His dreams were of Oíd England’s welcome
shore,
Of toils rewarded, and of dangers, o’e r ;
His líame was added to the glorious roll
Of those who search the stonn-surrounded
Pole.
The worst was over, and the rest seernd
sure,
And why should not his slumber be secure ?
Alas ! his deck was trod by unwilling feet,
And wilder hands would hold the vessel’s
sheet;
. . .

QjJpron’e Q3Dor8e.

340

Yotuig liearts, which languish’d for some
sunny isle,
Where summer years and summer women
smile;
Meu wi thout country, who, too long estranged,
Had found no native home, or found it
changed,
And, half uncivilised, preferr’d tlie cave
Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave—
The gushing fruits tliat nature gave untill’d ;
The wood without a path but where they
will’d ;
The field o’er which promiscuous Plenty
pour'd
Her horn; the equal land without a lord ;
The wish—which ages have not yet subdued
In man—to have no master save his mood ;
The earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold,
The glowing sun and produce all its gold;
The freedom which cau call each grot a
home;
The general garden, where all steps may
roain,
Where Nature owns a nation as her child,
Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild;
Their shells, their fruits, the only wealth
they knoiv,
Their unexploring navy, the canoe;
Their sport, the dashing breakers and the
chase;
Their strangest sight, an European face:—
Such was the country which these strangers
yearn'd
To see again; a sight they dearly earn’d.I.
III.
Awake, bold Bligh ! the foe is at the gate!
Awake ! awake 1---- Alas ! it is too late!
Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer
Stauds, and proclaims the reign of rage and
fear.
Thy limbs are bound, the bayonet at thy
breast;
The hands, which trembled at thy voice,
arrest;
Dragg’d o’er the deck, no more at thy command
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand;
That savage spirit, which would lull by
wrath
Its desperate escape from duty’s path,
Glares round thee, in the scarce believiug
eyes
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice :
For ne’er can man his couscience all assuage,
Enless he draiu the wine of passion—rage.

[Canto I.

IV.
In vain, not silenced by the eye of death,
Thou call’st the loyal with thy menaced
breath
They come not; they are few, and, overawed,
Must acquiesce, while sterner hearts applaud.
In vain thou dost demand the cause: a curse
Is all the answer, with the threat of worse.
Full in thine eyes is waved the glittering
blade,
Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid.
The levell'd muskets circle round thy breast
In hands as steel’d to do the deadly rest.
Thou dar’st them to their worst, exclaiming—
“ F ire! ”
But they who pitied not could yet admire ;
Some lurking remnant of their former awe
Kestrain’d them longer than their broken law;
They would not dip their souls at once in
blood,
But left thee to the mercies of the flood.

“ Hoist out the boat!” was now the leader’s
cry;
And who dare answ’er “ N o ! ” to Mutiny,
In the first dawning of the drunken hour,
The Saturnalia of unhoped-for power ?
The boat is lower’d with all the liaste of liate,
With its slight plank between thee and thy
fate;
Her only cargo such a scant supply
As promises the death their hands deny;
Amí just enough of water and of bread
To keep, some days, the dying from the dead:
Some cordage, canvas, salis, and lines, and
twine,
But treasures all to liermits of the brine,
Were added after, to the earnest prayer
Of those who saw no hope, save sea and air;
And last, that trembling vassal of the Pole—
The feeling compass—Navigation’s soul.
VI.
And now the self-elected chief finds time
To stun the first sensation of his crime,
And raise it in his followers—“ H o! the
bowl! ”
Lest passion should return to reason's shoal.
“ Brandy for heroes! ” Burke could once exclaim—
No doubt a liquid path to epic fame ;
And such the new-born heroes found it here,
And drain’d the draught with an applauding
cheer.
“ Huzza! for Otaheite ! ” was the cry.
How strange such shouts from sons of
Mutiny !
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The gentle island, and the genial soil,
The friendly hearts, the feasts without a toil,
The courteous manners but from nature
caught,
The wealth unhoarded, and the love unbought;
Could these have cliarms for rudest sea-boys,
driven
Before the mast by every wind of heaven ?
And now, even now prepared with others’
woes
To earn mild Virtue’s vain desire, repose ?
Alas! such is our nature ! all but aim
At the same end by pathways not the same ;
Our means, our birth, our nation, and our
name,
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame,
Are far more potent o’er our yielding clay
Than auglit we know beyond our little day.
Yet still there whispers the small voice within,
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s
din;
Whatever creed be tauglit, or land be trod,
Man’s conscience is the oracle of God.

vn .
The launch is crowded witli the faithful few
Who wait their chief, a melancholy crew:
But some remain’d reluctant on the deck
Of that proud vessel—now a moral wreck—
And view’d their captain’s fate with piteous
eyes:
While others scoff’d his augur’d misenes,
Sneer’d at the prospect of his pigmy sail,
And the slight bark so laden and so frail.
The tender nautilus, who steers his prow,
The sea-born sailor of his shell canoe,
The ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea,
Seems far less fragüe, and, alas ! more free.
He, wlien the lightning-wing’d tornados
sweep
The surge, is safe—his port is in the deep—
And triumphs o’er the armadas of mankind,
Which shake the world, yet crumble in the
wind.
V III.
When all was now prepared, the vessel clear
Which haü’d her master in the mutineer,
A seaman, less obdurate than his mates,
Show’d the vain pity which but irritates;
Watch’d bis late cliieftain with exploring eye,
And told, in signs, repentant sympatby;
Held the moist sliaddock to his parched
mouth,
Which felt exhaustion’s deep and bitter
drouth.
But soon observed, tliis guardián was witlidrawn,
Nor further mercy clouds rebellion’s dawn.

Then forward stepp’d the bold and froward
boy
His chief had cherisb’d only to destroy,
And, pointing to the lielpless prow beneatli,
Exclaim’d, “ Depart at once! delay is
death! ”
Yet then, even then, his feelings ceased not
all:
In that last moment could a word recali
Bemorse for the black deed as yet lialf done,
And wliat he hid from many show’d to one:
When Bligh in stern reproach demanded
where
Was now his grateful sense of former care ?
Where all his liopes to see his líame aspire,
And blazon Britain’s tliousand glories higher ?
His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy
spell,
“ ’Tis that! ’tis that! I am in liell! in heli!
No more he said: but urging to the bark
His chief, commits him to his fragüe ark;
These the sole accents from his tongue that
feü,
But volumes lurk’d below his fierce farewell.
IX.
The arctic sun rose broad above the wave ;
The breeze now sank, now whisper’d from
his cave;
As on the ÍEolian harp, his fitful wings
Now swell’d, now flutter’d o’er his ocean
strings.
i
With slow, despairing oar, the abandon’d sUiff
Plouglis its drear progress to the scarce seen
clifT,
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main:
That boat and ship shall never meet again !
But ’tis not mine to teli their tale of grief,
Their constant peril, and their scant relief;
Their days of danger, and their niglits of
Pain;
,
.
,. .
Their manly courage even when deem d in
vain;
The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son
Known to his mother in the skeleton ;
The ills tliat lessen’d still their little store,
And starved even Huuger till he wrung no
more;
The varying frowns and favours of the deep,
That now almost ingulfs, then leaves to
creep
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along
The tide that yields reluctant to the strong ;
The incessant fever of that arid thirst
Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that
burst
Above their naked bones, and feels deliglit
In the cold drenching of the stormy night,
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And from the oatspread canvas gladly wrings
A drop to moisten life's all-gasping springs ;
The savage foe escaped, to seek again
More hospitable shelter from the inain;
The gkastly spectres which were doom’d at
last
To teli as trae a tale of dangers past,
As ever the darle annals of the deep
Disclosed for man to dread or woman weep.
X.
We leave tliem to tlieir fate, but not unknown
Nor unredress’d. Revenge may liave lier
own:
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their
cause,
And injured navies urge their broken laws.
Pursue we on bis track the mutineer,
Whom distant vengeance had not taught to
fear.
Wide o’er the wave—away! away! away 1
Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome
hay;
Once more the liappy shores without a law
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw;
Nature, and Nature’s goddess—woman—
woos
To lands where, save their coiíscience, none
accuse;
Where all partake the earth without dispute,
And bread itself is gather’d as a fruit;
Where none contest the fields, the woods,
the streams:—
The goldless age, where gold disturbs no
dreams,
Inhabits or inhabited the shore,
Till Europe taught them better than before:
Bestow’d her customs, and amended theirs,
But left her vices also to their lieirs,
Away with tliis I behold them as they were,
Do good with Nature, or with Nature err,
“ Huzza! for Otaheite ! ” was the cry,
As stately swept the gallant vessel by.
The breeze springs up; the lately flapping
sail
Extends its arch before the growing gale;
In swifter ripples stream aside the seas,
Which her bold bow flings off with dasliing
ease.
Thus Argo plough’d the Euxine’s Virgin
foam,
But tliose she wafted stili look’d back to
horne:
These spurn their country with their rebel
bark,
And fly her as the raven fled the ark;
And yet they seek to nestle with the dove,
And tame their fiery spirits down to love.

[Canto II,

Canto the Second.
I.
How pleasant were the songs of Toobonai,
When summer’s sun went down the coral
bay I
Come, let us to the islet’s softest shade,
And hear the warbling birds! the damsel
said:
The wood-dove from the forest-depth shall
coo,
Like voiees of the gods from Bolotoo,
W e’11 culi the flowers that grow ahove tlie
dead,
For these most bloom where rests the warrior’s head;
And we will sit in twilight’s face, and see
The sweet moon glancing through the tooa
tree,
The lofty accents of whose sighing bough
Shall sadly please us as we lean below ;
Or climb the steep, and view the surf in vain
Wrestle with rocky giants o’er the main,
AYliich spurn in colurnus hack the baffled
spray.
How beautiful are these! how happy they,
AVlio, from the toil and tumuit of their lives,
Steal to look down where nought but ocean
strives!
Even he too loves at times the bine lagoon,
And smooths his ruffled mane beneath the
moon.
II.
Yes—from the sepulchre we II gather flowers,
Then feast like spirits in their promised
bowers,
Then plunge and revel in the rolling surf,
Then lay our limbs along the tender turf,
And, wet and shining from the sportive toil,
Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil,
And plait our garlands gather’d from the
grave,
And wear the wreaths that sprung from out
the brave.
But lo ! night comes, the Mooa woos us back,
The sound of mats are heard along our
track;
Anón the torchlight dance shall fling its
sheen
In flashing mazes o’er the Marly’s green;
And we too will be there; we too recali
The memory bright with many a festival,
Ere Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes
For the first time were -wafted in canoes.
Alas! for them the flower of mankind bleeds;
Alas ! for them our fields are rank with
weeds:
Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown.
Of wandering with the moon and love alone.
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But be it so -.—they taught us how to wield
The club, and rain our arrows o’er the field:
Now let them reap the harvest of their art!
But feast to-niglit I to-morrow we depart.
Strike up the dance! the cava bowl fili liigh!
Drain every drop !—to-morrow we may die.
Iu surnmer garments be our limbs array’d ;
Arpund our waists the tappa’s white display’d;
Thick wreaths shall fonn our coronal, like
spring’s,
And round our necks shall glance the hooni
strings;
So shall their brighter hues contrast the glow
Of the dusk bosoms that beat liigh below.
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A boy Achilles, with the centaur’s lyre
In haud, to teacli bini to surpass his sire.
For one long-eherish’d ballad’s simple stave,
Rung from the rock, or mingled with the
wave,
Or from the bubbling streamlet’s grassy side,
Or gathering mountaiii eclioes as they glide,
Hatli greater power o’er each true heart
and ear,
Thau all the columns Conquesfs minions
rear;
Invites, when liieroglyphics are a tlieme
For sages’ labours, or the student’s dream;
Attracts, when History’s volumes are a toil,—
The first, the freshest bud of Feeling’s soil.
Such was this rude rliyme—rhyme is of the
rude—
But such inspired the Norseman’s solitude,
Who came aud conquerid; such, wherever

m.
But lioiv the dance is o’er—yet stay awhile;
Ah, pause! nor yet put out the social smile.
To-morrow for the Mooa ave depart,
rise
But not to-niglit—to-night is for the heart.
Lands which no foe destroy or civilise,
Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo,
Exist: and wdiat can our acconiplish’d art ^
Ye young encliantresses of gay Licool
Of verse do more tlian reach the awaken’d
How lovely are your forms! how every sense
heart ?
Bows to your beauties, soften’d, but intense,
AH.
Like to the flowers on Mataloco’s steep,
Which fling their fragrance far athwart the And sweetly now those untaught melodies
deep !—
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies,
We too will see Licoo; but—oh! my heart!— The sweet siesta of a surnmer day,
What do I say ?—to-morrow we depart!
The tropic afternoon of Toobonai,
When every flower was bloom, and air was
rv.
balm,
And the first breatli began to stir the palm,
Thus rose a song—the liarmony of times
Before the winds blew Europe o’er these The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave
All gently to refresh the thirsty cave,
elimes.
True, they had vices—such are Nature’s Where sat the songstress with the stranger
boy,
. .
growth—
Who taught her passion’s desolating joy,
But only the barbarian’s—we have both;
Too
powerful
over
every
heart,
but
most
The sordor of civilisation, mix’d
With all the savage which man’s fall hatli O’er those who know not how it may be lost;
O’er those who, burning in the new-born fire,
fix’d.
Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre,
Who liath not seen Dissimulation’s reign,_
The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Caín ? With such devotion to their ecstasy,
Who such would see may from his lattice view That life knows no such rapture as to die :
The Old World more degraded than the And die they do; for earthly life has nought
Match’d with that burst of nature, even in
New,—
thought;
Now new no more, save where Colúmbia
And all our dreams of better life above
rears
Twin giants, born by Freedom to her spheres, But close in one eternal gush of love.
Where Cliiinborazo, over air, earth, wave,
AHI.
Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave.
There sat the gentle savage of the wild,
Y.
In growth a woman, tliougli in years a child,
As childliood dates witliin our colder clime,
Such was tliis ditty of Tradition’s days,
Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys AYhere nought is ripen’d rapidly save crime ;
In song, where fame as yet hatli left no sigli The infant of an infant World, as pure
Beyond the sound wliose charm is lialf From nature—lovely, warm, and premature;
Dusky like night, but night with all her
divine;
stars,
Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye,
Or cavern sparkling with its native spars;
But yields young history all to liarmony;
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Witk eyes tliat were a language and a spell,
A form like Apkrodite’s in lier shell,
With all lier loves around her on tke deep,
Voluptuous as tke first approack of sleep ;
Yet full of life—for tlirongh ker tròpic ckeek
Tke blush would rnake its way, and all but
speak:
Tke sun-born blood suffused lier neck, and
threw
O’er ker clear nut-brown skin a lucid kue,
Like coral reddening througk tke darken’d
wave,
Wkich draws tke diver to tke crimson cave.
Sucli was tkis dangkter of tke soutkern seas,
Herself a billow in ker energies,
To bear tke bark of otkers’ kappiness,
Nor feel a sorrow till tkeir joy grew less:
Her wild and warm yet faitliful bosora knew
No joy like what it gave; ker kopes ne’er drew
Augkt from experience, tkat chill touclistone,
wkose
Sad proof reduces all things from tkeir liues:
Ske fear'd no ill, because ske knew it not,
Or wkat ske knew was soon—too soon—
forgot:
Her smiles and tears kad pass’d, as ligkt
winds pass
O’er lakes to ruflle, not destroy, tkeir glass,
Wkose deptks unsearck’d, and fountains
from tke liill,
Bestore tkeir surface, in itself so still,
Until tke eartkquake tear tke naiad’s cave,
Koot up tke spring, and trample on tke
wave,
And crusli tke living wàters to a mass,
Tke ampkibious desert of tke dank morass!
And must tkeir fate be kers ? Tke eternal
ckange
But grasps lmmanity witk quicker range;
And tkey wko fall but fall as worlds will fall,
To rise, if just, a spirit o'er tkem all.V
I.
VIII.

[Canto n.
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And bakes its unadulterated loaves
Witkout a furnace in unpurckased groves,
And flings off farnine from its fertile breast,
A priceless market for tke gatliering guest ;—
Tkese, with tke luxuries of seas and woods,
Tke airy joys of social solitudes,
Tamed eack rude wanderer to tke sympathies
Of those wko were more liappy, if less wise,
Did more tkan Europe’s discipline kad done,
And civilised Civilisation’s son!

A careless tking, wko placed kis ckoice in
ckance,
Nursed by tke legeuds of kis land’s romance;
Eager to kope, but not less firm to bear,
Acquainted witk all feelings save despair.
Placed in tke Arab’s clime, ke would liave
been
As bold a rover as tke sands liave seen,
And braved tkeir tkirst witk as enduring lip
As Iskmael, wafted ou kis desert-skip;
Fix’d upon Ckili’s skore, a proud cacique;
On Hellas’ mountains, a rebellious Greek;
Born in a tent, perkaps a Tamerlane;
Bred to a tlirone, perkaps unfit to reign.
For tke same soul tkat rends its patli to
sway,
I f rear’d to suck, can find no furtker prey
Beyond itself, and must retrace its way,
Plunging for pleasure hito pain: tke same
Spirit wkick made a Nero, Bome’s worst
skame,
A kumbler state and discipline of lieart,
Had form’d kis glorious namesake’s counterpart;
But grant kis vices, grant tkem all kis own,
How small tkeir tkeatre witkout a tkrone!

Ske, wken tke thunder-bearing strangers
carne,
In vast canoes, begirt witk bolts of flame,
Topp’d witk tall trees, wkick, loftier tkan
tke palm,
Seem’d rooted in tke deep amidst its calm :
But wken tke winds awaken’d, sliot fortli
wings
Broad as tlie cloud along tke horizon nnigs,
And sway’d tke waves like cities of tke sea,
Making tke very billows loolc less free ;—
Ske, witk ker paddling oar and dancing prow,
Skot througk tke surf, like reindeer tlirougk
tke snow,
Swift-gliding o'er tke breaker’s wkitenmg
edge,
Ligkt as a nereid in ker ocean sledge,
And gazed and wonder’d at tke giant liullc,
Wkick lieaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk,
Tke anchor dropp’d ; it lay along tke deep,
Like a liuge lion in tke sun asleep,
Wkile round it swarm’d tke proas’ flitting
ckain,
Like sumiller bees tkat hum around lns
maue.

IX.
Tkou smilest:—tkese comparisons seem kigk
To tkose wko sean all tliings witk dazzled
eye;
Link’d witk tke unknown name of one wkose
doom
Has nougkt to do witk glory or witk Borne,
Witk Ckili, Hellas, or witk Araby;
Tlion smilest ?—Smile; ’tis better tkus tkan
sigk;
Yet suck ke miglit liave been; ke was a man,
A soaring spirit, ever in tke van,
A patriot kero or despòtic cliief,
To form a nation’s glory or its grief,
Born under auspices wkick make us more
Or less tkan we deligkt to ponder o’er.
But tkese are visions; say, wkat was ke
kere ?
A blooming boy, a truant mutineer.
Tke fair-kair’d Torquil, free as ocean’s spray,
Tke kusband of tke bride of Toobonai.

XI.
Tke wliite man landed! need tke rest be
told ?
,
,
Tke New World stretcli’d its dusk kand to
tke Òld;
Eack was to eacli a marvel, and tke tie
Of wonder warm’d to better sympatliy.
Kind was tke welcome of tke sun-born sires,
And kinder still tkeir daugkters’ gentler fires.
Tkeir unión grew: tke ckildren of tke storm
Found beauty link’d witk many a dusky form;
Wkile tkese in tuni admired tke paler glow,
Wkick seem’d so wkite in climes tkat knew
no snow.
The ckase, tke race, tke liberty to roam,
Tke soil wkere every cottage skow’d a home;
Tke sea-spread net, the liglitly launck’d
canoe,
Wkick stemm’d tke studded arcliipelago,
O’er wkose blue bosom rose tke starry isles;
Tke kealtky slumber, earn’d by sportive toils;
Tke palm, tke loftiest dryad of the woods,
Witkin wkose bosom infant Bacchus broods,
Wkile eagles scarce build higlier tkan tke
crest
Wkick sliadows o'er tke vineyard in ker
breast;
The cava feast, tlie yam, tke cocoa’s root,
Wkick bears at once tke cup, and milk, and United tlie lialf savage and tke wliole,
The maid and boy in one absorbing soul.
fruit;
Tke bread-tree, wkick, witkout tke plougk- No more tlie tkundering memory of tke ligkt
Wrapp’d kis weau'd bosom in its dark de
skare, yields
ligkt :
Tke uureap'd karvest of unfurrow’d fields,

And wko is ke ? tke blue-eyed nortkern ckild
Of isles more known to man, but scarce less
wild;
Tke fair-liair’d offspring of tke Hebrides,
Wkere roars tke Pentland witk its wkirling
seas;
X.
Bock’d in kis eradle by tke roaring wind,
Tke tempest-born in body and in mind,
By Neulia’s side ke sate, and watck’d tke
His youug eyes opening on tke ocean-foam,
wàters,—
Had from tkat moment deem’d tke deep kis Neuka, tke sun-flower of tke island daugkters,
kome,
Higkborn, (a birtk at wkick tke kerald smiles,
Tke giant comrade of kis pensive moods,
Witkout a scutckeon for tkese secret isles,)
Tke skarer of kis craggy solitudes,
Of a long race, tke valiant and tke free,
Tke only Mentor of kis youtk, wkere’er
Tke naked knigkts of savage ckivalry,
His bark was borne ; tke sport of wave and Wkose grassy cairns ascend along tke skore;
air;
And tkiue—l ’ve seen—Achilles 1 do no more.

XII.
Of tliese, and tkere was many a willing pair,
Neuka and Torquil were not tke least fair:
Botli ckildren of tke isles, thougli distant far;
Botk born beneatk a sea-presiding star;
Both nourisk’d amidst nature’s native scenes,
Loved to the last, whatever intervenes
Between us and our ckildliood’s sympatliy,
Wkick still reverts to wkat first caugkt tke
eye.
He wko first met tke Higklands’ swellmg blue
Will love eack peak tkat shows a kindred kue,
Hail in eack crag a friend’s familiar face,
And clasp tke mountain in kis mind’s em
brace.
Long liave I roamed througk lands wkick
are not mine,
Adored tke Alp, and loved tke Apennine,
Bevered Parnassus, and belield tke steep
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown tke deep:
But ’twas not all long ages’ lore, nor all
Thcir nature lieldme in tkeir thrilling tlirall;
Tke infant rapture still survived tke boy,
And Locli-na-gar witk Ida look’d o’er Troy,
Mix’d Cèltic, memòries witk tke Pkrygian
mount,
And Higliland linns witk Castalie’s clear
fount.
Forgive me, Homer’s universal skade!
Forgive me, Pkcebus! tliat my faney stray’d ;
Tke nortk and nature taugkt me to adore
Your scenes sublime, from tkose beloved
before.
X III.
Tke love wkick maketk all tkings fond and
fair,
The youtk wkick makes one rainbow of tke
air,
Tke daugers past, tkat make even man enjoy
Tke pause in whicli ke ceases to destroy,
Tke mutual beauty, wkich tke sternest feel
Strike to tkeir liearts like lightning to tke
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No more the irksonie restlessness of rest
Disturb’d him like the eagle in lier nest,
Whose wlietted beak and far-pervading eje
Darts for a vietim over all the sky:
His heart was tamed to that voluptuous state,
At once Elysian and eifeminate,
Which leaves no laureis o’er the liero’s urn;—
These witker when for aught save blood they
buril;
Tet when their asiles in their nook are laid,
Doth not the myrtle leave as sweet a sliade ?
Had Cíesar known hut Cleopatra’s kiss,
Borne had been free, the world had not been
his.
And what llave Cíesar’s deeds and Caisar’s
fame
Done for tlie earth ? We feel them in our
sliame:
The gory sanction of liis glory stains
The rust which tyrants cherish on our cliains.
Though Glory, Nature, Beason, Freed'om, bid
Boused millions do what single Brutus did—
Sweep these mere mock-birds of the despot’s
song
From the tall bough wliere they have perch’d
so long,—
Still are we liawk’d at by sucli mousing owls,
And take for falcons tliose ignoble fowls,
When but a word of freedom would dispel
These hugbears, as their terrors show too
well.

[Canto II.

j Their hour-glass was the sea-sand, and the
tide,
Like her smooth billow, saw their moments
glide;
Their dock the sun, in his unbounded tow’r;
They reckon’d not, whose day was but au
hour;
The nightingale, their only vesper-hell,
Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell;
The broad sun set, but not with lingering
sweep,
As in the north he mellows o’er the deep;
But fiery, full, and lierce, as if he left
The world for ever, earth of liglit bereft,
Blunged with red forehead down along the
wave,
As dives a kero lieadlong to his grave.
Then rose they, looking first along the sities,
And then for light into each other’s eyes,
Wondering that summer show’d so brief a
sun,
And asking if indeed the day were done.

XVI.
And let not this seem strange: the devotee
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy;
Around him days and worlds are heedless
driven,
His soul is gone before his dust to heaven.
Is love less potent ? No—his path is trod,
Alilte uplifted gloriously to God;
XIY..
Or link’d to all we lmow of heaven below,
The other hetter self, whose joy or woe
Bapt in the fond forgetfulness of life,
Is more than ours; the all-absorbing fíame
Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife,
Which, kindled by another, grows the same,
With no distracting world to cali lier off
Wrapt in one blaze; the puré, yet funeral pile,
From love; with no society to scoff
At the new transient fíame; no babbling Wkere gentle hearts, like Bramins, sit and
smile.
crowd
How often we forget all time, when lone,
Of coxcombry in admiration loud,
Admiring Nature’s universal throne,
Or with adulterous whisper to alloy
Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the in
Her duty, and lier glory, and lier jo y :
tense
With faith and feelings naked as her form,
Beply of hers to our intelligence!
She stood as stands a rainbow in a storm,
Live not the stars and mountains? Are tho
Changing its hues with hright variety,
waves
But still expanding lovelier o’er the sky,
Howe’er its arcli may swell, its colours move, Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves
Without a feeliug in their- silent tears?
The cloud-compelling harbinger of love.
No, no;—they woo and clasp us to their
spkeres,
XV.
Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before
Here, in this grotto of the wave-worn sliore,
Its hour, and merge our soul in the great
They pass’d the tropic’s red meridian o’er;
sliore.
Ñor long the liours—they never paused o’er Strip off this fond and false identity!—
time,
Who thinks of self when gazing on the sky ?
Unbroken by the clock’s funereal chime,
And who, though gazing lower, ever thought,
Wliich deais the daily pittance of our span,
In the young moments ere the heart is
And points and mocks with iron laugli at man.
taught .
What deem’d they of the future or the past ? Time's lesson, of man’s baseness or his own ?
The present, like a tyrant, held them fast:
All nature is his realm, and love his throne.

Canto II.]
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XVII.
Neuha aróse, and Torquil: twiligkt’s hour
Carne sad and softly to their rocky bower,
Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars,
Éckoed then- dim light to the mustering
stars.
Slowly the pair, partaking nature’s calm,
Souglit out their cottage, built beneatli tlie
palm;
Now smiling and now silent, as the scene;
Lovely as Love—the spirit!—when serene. .
The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his
swell,
Than breathes his mimic murmurer in the
skell,
As, far divided from his parent deep,
The sea-born infant cries, and will not sleep,
Baising his little plaint in vain, to rave
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave:
The woods droop’d darkly, as inclined to rest,
The tropic bird wheel’d rockward to his nest,
And the blue sky spread round them like a
lake
Of peace, wkere Piety her tliirst niigkt slake.
XVIII.
But through the palm and plantain, hark, a
voice!
Not sucli as would have been a lover's
choice,
In such an hour, to break the air so still;
No dying nigkt-breeze, harping o’er the hill,
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree,
Those hest and earliest lyres of harmóny,
With Echo for their choras ; ñor the alarm
Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the eliarm;
Ñor the soliloquy of the hermit owl,
Exhaling all his solitary soul,
The dim though large-eyed winged anchorite,
Who peáis his dreary psean o’er the night;
But a loud, long, and naval wliistle, slirill
As ever started through a sea-bird’s b ilí;
And then a pause, and then a hoarse,
“ Hillo!
Torquil, my boy! what cheer ? Ho ! brother,
lio!”
“ Who hails ? ” cried Torquil, follow-ing with
his eye
The sound. “ Here’s one,” was all the brief
reply.
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And, puff’d where’er winds rise or waters roll,
Had wafted smoke from Portsmouth to the
Pole,
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flash’d,
And reek’d, ’midst mountain-billows, unabash’d,
To Aiolus a constant sacrifice,
Through every change of all the varying
skies.
And what was he who hore it ?—I may err,
But deem him sailor or philosophor.
Sublime tobáceo I which from east to west
Ckeers the tar’s labour or the Turkman’s
rest;
Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides
His liours, and rivals opium and his brides;
Magnificent in Stamhoul, but less grand,
Though not less loved, in Wapping or the
Strand;
Divine in liookas, glorions in a pipe,
When tipp’d with amber, mellow, riel], and
ripe;
Like other charmers, wooing the caress,
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress;
Yet tliy trae lovers more admire by far
Thy naked beauties—Give me a cigar 1

XX.
Through the approaching darlmess of the
wood
A human figure broke the solitude,
Fantastically, it may be, array’d,
A seaman in a savage masquerade;
Such as appears to rise out from the deep
When o’er the line the merry vessels sweep,
And the rougk saturnalia of the tar
Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune’s horrow’d
car;
And, pleased, the god of ocean sees liis ñame
Eevive once more, though but in mimic
game
Of his trae sons, who riot in the breeze
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades.
Still the oíd god delights, from out the main,
To snatcli some glimpses of his ancient reign.
Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim,
His constant pipe, which never yet burn’d
dim,
His foremast air, and somewliat rolling gait,
Like his dear vessel, spoke his former state;
But then a sort of kerchief round his liead,
Not over-tiglitly bound, ñor nicely spread;
XIX.
And, ’stead of trowsers (ah ! too early toril!
But here the herald of the self-same mouth
For even the mildest woods will have their
Carne breatliing o’er the aromatic south,
thorn),
Not like a “ bed of violéis ” on the gale,
A curious sort of somewkat scanty mat
But such as wafts its cloud o’er grog or ale,
Borne from a short frail pipe, which yet had Now served for inexpressibles and liat;
His naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face,
blown
Perchance might suit alike with either race.
Its gentle odours over eitlier zone,
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His arms were all his own, our Europe’s Of arms; and we bave got some guns to
growtb,
bear,
Wbich two worlds bless for civilising botli;
And scaled tliem. You are wanted.”—“ Tbat ’s
The inusket swung bebind bis sboulders
but fair;
broad,
And if it were not, mine is not tbe soul
And somewhat stoop’d by llis marine abode,
To leave my comrades lielpless on tbe slioal.
But brawny as tbe boar’s; and bung be- My Neuha! ab! and must my fate pursue
neath,
Not me alone, but one so sweet and true ?
His cntlass droop’d, unconscious of a sheatb, But whatsoe’er betide, ab, Neuba! now
Or lost or worn away; bis pistols were
Unman me not; tbe bour will not allow
Link’d to llis belt, a matrimonial pair—
A tear; I ’m thine wbatever intervenes! ”
(Let not tbis metapkor appear a scoíf,
“ Bight,” quotb Ben; “ tbat will do for tbe
Tbough one miss’d fire, tbe otber would go
marines.”

off};.

Tbese, with a bayonet, not so free from rust
As wben tbe arm-cbest lield its brigbter
trust,
Completed bis accoutrements, as Nigbt
Survey’d bim in bis garb beteroclite.

Canto the Third.
I.
T he figlit was o’er ; tbe flashing tkrougli tbe

XXI.
“ Wliat cbeer, Ben Bunting ? ” cried (wben
in full view
Our new acquaintance) Torquil. “ Augbt of
new? ”
“ Ey, e y ! ” quotli Ben, “ not new, but news
enow;
A strange sail in tbe offing.”—“ Sail! and
how ?
W liat! could you make ber out ? It cannot
be;
l'v e seen no rag of canvas on tbe sea.”
“ Belike,” saidBen, “ you migbt not from tbe
bay,
But from tbe bluff-bead, wbere I watcb’d today,
I saw ber in tbe doldrums; for tbe wind
Was ligbt and baffling.”—“ Wben tbe sun
declined
Wbere lay sbe? bad sbe anchor’d ? ”—“ No,
but still
Sbe bore down on us, till tbe wind grew
still.”
“ Her flag ?”—“ I bad no glass: but fore and
aft,
Egad ! sbe seem’d a wicked-looking craft.”
“ Arm’d ?"—“ I expect so;—sent on tbe lookout:
’Tis time, belike, to put our lielm about.”
“ About ?—Wbate'er may bave us now in
chase,
We '11 make no running figlit, for tbat were
base;
We will die at our quarters, like true men.”
“ Ey, e y ! for tbat ’tis all tbe same to Ben.”
“ Does Cbristian know tbis ? ”—“ A y ; be has
piped all liands
To quarters.
They are furbiskmg tbe
stands

gloom,
Wbich robes tbe camión as be wings a tomb,
Had ceased; and sulphury vapours upward
driven
Had left the eartk, and but polluted lieaveu:
Tbe rattling roar wbicli rung in every volley
Had left tbe eclioes to tlieir melancboly;
No morè tbey sbriek'd their horror, boom for
boom;
The strife was done, the vanquisb’d bad their
doom;
Tbe mutineers were crusli’d, dispers’d, or
ta’en,
Or lived to deem tbe bappiest wrere tbe slain.
Few,few escaped, and tbese were hunted o’er
Tbe isle they loved beyond tbeir native sbore.
No further home was tbeirs, it seem’d, on
earth,
Once renegades to tbat wbich gave them
bh-tli;
Track’d Úke wild beasts, like them tbey
souglit tbe wild,
As to a motlier’s bosom flies tbe child;
But vaúily wolves and lions seek tbeir den,
And still more vainly men escape from men.
II.
Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes
Far over ocean in its fiercest moods,
Wben scaling bis enormous crag tbe wave
Is burl’d down beadlong like tbe foremost
brave,
And falls back on tbe foaming crowd bebind,
Wbich fight beneath the banners of tbe wind,
But now at rest, a little remnant drew
Togetlier, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ;
But still tbeir weapons in their hands, and
still
Witb sometbing of tbe pride of former will,
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As men not all unused to meditate,
And strive mucb more tban wonder at tbeir
fate.
Tkeh- present lot was wbat tbey bad foreseen,
And dared as wbat was likely to bave been;
Yet still tbe lingering bope, wbich deem’d
tbeir lot
Not pardon’d, but unsougbt for or forgot,
Or trusted tbat, if sougbt, tbeir distant caves.
Migbt still be miss’d amidst tbe World of
wav&s,
Had wean’d tbeir tbougbts in part from wbat
they saw
And felt, tbe vengeance of tbeir country’s
law.
Tbeir sea-green isle, tbeir guilt-won paradise,
No more could sbield their virtue or tbeir
vice:
Tbeir better feelings, if sucb were, were
thrown
Back on tbemselves,—tbeir sins remain’d
alone.
Proscribed even in tbeir second country, tliey
Were lost; in vaiu tbe world before them
lay;
All outlets seem’d secured. Tbeir new nllies
Had fougbt and bled in mutual sacrifice;
But wbat avail’d tbe club and spear, and arm
Of Hercules, against tbe sulphury charrn,
The magic of tbe thunder, whicb destroy’d
Tbe warrior ere bis strength could be employ’d ?
Dug, like a spreading pestilence, tbe grave
No less of human bravery tban the brave !
Tbeir own scant numbers acted all the few
Against the many oft will dare and do;
But tbough the choice seems native to die
free,
Even Greece can boast but one Thermopylae,
Till now, wben sbe has forged her brokcn
ehain
Back to a sword, and dies and lives again 1
III.
Beside the jutting rock tbe few appear’d,
Like the last remnant of the red-deer’s lierd;
Then- eyes were feverish, and their aspect
worn,
But still the bunter’s blood was on their
liorn,
A little stream came tumbling from the
height,
And straggling into ocean as it migbt,
Its bounding crystal frolick’d in the ray,
And gusk’d from cliff to crag witb saltless
spray;
Close on tbe wild, wide ocean, yet as pure
And fresh as innoeence, and more secure,

Its silver torrent glitter’d o’er the deep,
As the shy chamois’ eye o’erlooks the steep,
Wliile far below tbe vast and sullen swell
Of ocean’s alpine azure rose and fell.
To tbis young spring they rush’d,—all feel
ings first
Absorb’d in passion’s and in nature’s thirst,—
Drank as tbey do wbo drink tbeir last, and
threw
Their arms aside to revel in its dew;
Cool’d tbeir scorch’d tliroats, and wash’d the
gory stains
From wounds whose only bandage migbt be
cbains;
Then, wben their drought was quench’d,
look’d sadly round,
As wondering how so many still were found
Alive and fetterless:—but silent all,
Each sougbt bis fellow’s eyes, as if to call
On llim for language whicli his lips denied,
As tliough their voices witb then- causo had
died.
IV.
Stern, and aloof a little from the rest,
Stood Cbristian, with his arms across his
cbest.
The ruddy, reckless, dauntless hue once
spread
Along his clieek was livid now as lead;
His ligbt-brown locks, so graceful in their
flow,
Now rose like startled vipers o’er his brow.
Still as a statue, witb bis lips comprest
To stifle even tbe breatb witliin his breast,
Fast by the rock, all menacing, but mute,
He stood; and, save a sliglit beat of his foot,
Whicli deepen’d now and then tbe sandy
dint
Beneath his heel, bis form seem’d turn’d to
fliut.
Some paces further Torquil lean’d his liead
Against a bank, and spoke not, but he bled,—
Not m o rta lly h is worst wound was witbin;
His brow was pale, his blue eyes sunken in,
And hlood-drops, sprinkled o’er .his yellow
bair,
Sbow’d tliat his faintness came not from
despair,
But nature’s ehh. Beside lihn was anotber,
Bougli as a bear, but willing as a brotber,Ben Bunting, who essay’d to wasli, and wipe,
And hind his wound—then calmly lit his pipe,
A trophy wliich survived a hundred figlits,
A beacon wbich had cheer’d ten tliousand
nights.
Tbe fourtli and last of tbis deserted group
Walk’d up and down—at times would stand,
then stoop
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To pick a pebble up—then let it drop—
“ Yes,” he exelaim'd, “ we’re taken in tbe
Tben kurry as in baste—tben quickly stop—
toil,
Then cast bis eyes on bis companions—tben But not a coward or a common spoil;
Half wbistle balf a tune, and pause again—
Dearly tliey’ve bougbt us—dearly still may
And tben bis former movements would rebuy,—
double,
And I must fall; but llave you strengtb to
Witb sometbing between carelessness and
fly ?
trouble.
’T would be some comfort still, could you
Tbis is a long description, but applies
survive;
To scarce fire minutespass’d before tbe eyes; Our dwindled band is now too few to stríve.
But yet what minutes! Moments like to tbese O lí! for a solé canoe ! thougb but a sbell,
Bend men’s Uves into immortalities.
To bear you henee to wbere a bope may
dwell!
For me, my lot is wbat I souglit; to be,
V.
At lengtk Jaek Skyscrape, a mercurial man, In life or death, tbe fearless and tbe free.”
Wbo ñutter’d over all tkmgs like a fan,
-VII.
More brave tbau íirm, and more disposed to
Even as lie spoke, around tbe promontory,
daré
Wbicb nodded o'er tbe billows bigli and
And die at once than wrestle witb despair,
lioary,
Exclann’d, “ G—d damn!”—tbose syllables
A darle speck dotted ocean: on it flew
intense,—
Like to tbe shadow of a roused sea-mew;
Nucleus of England’s native eloquence,
As tbe Turk’s “ Allab!” or tbe Koman’s Omvard it carne—and, lo 1 a second follow’d—
Now seen—now bid—wbere oceau’s vale was
' " more
hollow’d ;
Pagan “ Prob Júpiter! ” was wont of yore
And near, and nearer, till tben’ dusky crew
To give tbeir fii'st impressions sucli a vent,
Presented
well-known aspeets to tbe view,
By way of eclio to embarrassment.
Till on tbe surf tlieir skimming paddles play,
Jaek was embarrass’d,—never kero more,
Buoyant as wings, and flittnig througk tbe
And as be knew not wliat to say, he swore:
spray
Ñor swore in vain ; tbe long congenial sound
Revived Ben Bunting from bis pipe pro- Noiv perebing on tbe wave’s bigb curl, and
now
found;
He drew it from bis moutb, and look’d full Dash’d downward m tbe tbundering foam
below,
wise,
Wbicb flings it broad and boiling sbeet ou
But merely added to tbe oath bis eyes ;
slieet,
Tbus rendering tbe imperfect pbrase com
And slings its liigli flakes, sbiver’d into sleet:
plete,
But floating still througk surf and swell,
A peroration I need not repeat.V
I.
drew nigli
Tbe liarles, like small birds tbrough a IowerVI.
ing sky.
But Christian, of a biglier order, stood
Tben' art seem’d nature—such tbe skill to
Like an extinct volcano in bis mood;
sweep
Silent, and sad, and savage,—witb tbe trace Tbe wave of tbese born playmates of tbe
Of passion reeking from bis clouded face;
deep.
Till lifting up again bis sombre eye,
VIH.
It glanced on Torquil, who lean’d faintly by.
“ And is it tbus?” be cried, “ unhappy boy! And wbo tbe first tbat, springing on tbe
And tbee, too, thee—my madness must destrand,
stroy! ”
Leap’d like a nereid from her sbell to land,
He said, and strode to wbere young Torquil Witb darle but brilliant skin, and dewy eye
stood,
Sliining witb love, and bope, and constancy ?
Yet dabbled witb bis lately flowing blood;
Neulia—tbe fond, tbe faitliful, tbe adored—
Seized bis hand wistfully, but did not press,
Her beart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour’d ;
And sbrunk as fearful of bis own caress;
And smiled, and wept, and near, and nearer
Inquired into bis state; and when be beard
clasp’d,
Tbe wouud was sligbter tlian be deem’d or As if to be assured ’t was Atro sbe grasp’d ;
fear’d,
Sbudder’d to see bis yet wann wound, and
A moment’s brightness pass’d along bis brow,
tben,
As mucb as sucb a moment would allow.
To fiud it trivial, smiled and wept again.
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She was a warrior’s daugliter, and could bear
Sucb sigbts, and feel, and mourn, but not
despair.
Her lover lived,—ñor foes ñor fears could
bliglit
Tbat full-blown moment in its all deligbt:
Joy trickled in her tears, joy fill’d tile sob
Tbat rock’d ber beart till almost beard ío
tbrob;
And paradise was breatking in tbe sigh
Of nature’s cbild in nature’s ecstasy.

To baftle tbe pursuit—Away! away!
As life is on each paddle’s fligbt to-day,
And more tban life or lives to Neuba: Love
Freiglits tbe frail bark and urges to tbe cove;
And now tbe refuge and tbe foe are nigh—
Yet, yet a moment: Fly, tkou ligbt ark, fly 1

IX.
Tbe sterner spirits wbo bebeld tbat meeting
Were not unmoved; wbo are, wben kearts
are greeting ?
Even Christian gazed upon tbe maid and boy
Witb tearless eye, but yet a glooniy joy
Mix'd witb tbose bitter tbougbts tbe soul
arrays
In bopeless visions of our better days,
Wben all ’s gone—to tbe rainbow’s latest ray.
“ And but for m e !" lie said, and turn’d
away;
Tben gazed upon tbe pair, as in bis den
A lion looks upon bis cubs again;
And tben relapsed into liis sullen guise,
As keedless of bis furtker destinies.

W h ite as a wbite sail on a dusky sea,

X.
But brief tbeir time for good or evil tbought ;
Tbe biljows round tbe promontory brougbt
Tbe plasb of hostile oars.—illas ! wbo made
Tbat sound a dread ? All around tbem seem’d
array’d
Against tbem, save tbe bride of Toobonai:
Sbe, as slie cauglit tbe first glimpse o’er tbe
bay
Of tbe arm’d boats, wbicb liurried to complete
Tbe remnant’s ruin witb tbeir flying feet,
Beckon’d tbe natives round ber to tbeir
prows,
Embark’d tbeir guests and launcb'd tbeir
ligbt canoes,
I 11 one placed Christian and bis conmutes
twain;
But sbe and Torquil must not part again.
Sbe fix’d liim in ber own.—Away ! away!
Tliey clear tbe breakers, dart along tbe bay,
And towards a group of islets, sucb as bear
Tbe sea-bird's nest and seal’s surf-kollow’d
lair,
They skim tbe blue tops of tbe billows; fast
Tkey flew, and fast tben1 fierce pursuers
cbased.
Tkey gain upon tbem—now tbey lose again,—•
Again make way and menace o’er tbe main;
And now tbe two cauoes in díase divide,
And follow different courses o’er tbe tide,

Canto the Fourth.
I.
Wben balf tbe horizon’s clouded and balf free,
Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky,
Is liope’s last gleam in man’s extremity.
Her anchor parts ! but still ber snowy sail
Attracts our eye amidst tbe rudest gale:
Tbougli every wave sbe climbs divides us
more,
Tbe beart still follows from tbe loneliest
sbore.
II.
Not distant from tbe isle of Toobonai,
A black rock rears its bosom o’er tbe spray,
Tbe liaunt of bb'ds, a desert to mankind,
Wbere tbe rougk seal reposes from tbe wiud,
And sleeps umvieldy in bis cavern dun,
Or gambols witb buge frolic in tbe sun:
Tliere shrilly to tile passing oar is beard
Tbe startled echo of tbe ocean bird,
Wbo rears on its bare breast ber callow
brood,
Tbe featber’d fisbers of tbe solitude.
A narrow segment of tbe yellow sand
O11 oue side forms tbe outjine of a strand;
Here tbe young turtle, crawling from bis
sliell,
Steals to tbe deep wherein bis parents dwell;
Chipp’d by tbe beam, a nursling of tbe day,
But batck’d for ocean by tbe fostering ray;
Tbe rest was one bleak jn-ecipice, as e’er
Gave mariners a skelter and despair;
A spot to make the saved regret tbe deck
Wbicb late went down, and envy tbe lost
wreck.
Sucb was tbe stern asylum Neuba chose
To sliield ber lover from bis following foes;
But all its secret was not told; sbe knew
In. tbis a treasure biddeu from tbe view.
III.
Ere the canoes divided, near tbe spot,
Tbe men tbat mann’d wbat beld ber Torquil’s
lot,
By her command removed, to strengtken
more
Tbe skiff wbicb wafted Christian from tbe
sbore.
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This lie would llave opposed; trat with a
smile
Slie pointed calmly to tile craggy isle,
And bade liim “ speed and prosper.” . She
would take
The rest upon herself for Torquil’s sake.
They parted with this added aid ; atar
Tile proa darted like a shooting star,
And gain’d on tile pursuers, who now steer’d
Right on the rock which she and Torquil
near’d.
They pull’d ; her arm, though delicate, was
free
And firin as ever grappled with the sea,
And yielded scarce to Torquil’s manlier
strength.
The prow now almost lay witliin its length
Of the crag’s steep, inexorable face,
With nought but soundless waters for its
base;
Withiii a hundred boats’ length ivas the foe,
And now wliat refuge but their frail canoe ?
This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye,
Which said—“ Has Neuha brought me here
to die ?
Is this a place of safety, or a grave,
And yon liuge rock the tombstone of the
wave ? ”

[Canto IV.

The quiet proa wavering o’er tile tide
Was all that told of Torquil and his bride;
And but for this alone the whole might seem
The vanish’d phantom of a seaman's dream.
They paused and search’d in vain, then pull’d
away;
Every superstition now forbade their stay.
Some said he liad not plunged into the wave,
But vanish’d like a corpse-light from a grave;
Others, that something supernatural
Glared in his figure, more than mortal ta ll;
While all agreed that in his cheek and eye
There was a dead hue of eternity.
Still as their oars receded from the crag,
Round every weed a moment would they lag,
Expectant of some token of their prey;
But no—he had melted from them like the
spray.

V.
And where was he the pilgrim of the deep,
Following the nereid ? Had they ceased to
weep
For ever ? or, received in coral caves,
Wrung life and pity from the softening
waves ?
Did they with ocean’s hidden sovereigns
dwell,
And sound witli mermen the fantastie shell ?
Did Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair
IV.
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air ?
Or had they perish’d, and in silence slept
They rested on tlieir paddles, and uprose
Neuha, and pointing to the approaching foes, Beneath the gulf wherein they boldly leapt ?
Cried, “ Torquil, íollow me, and fearless
follow! ”
VI.
Then plunged at once into the ocean’s holYoung Neuha plunged into the deep, and he
low.
There was no time to pause—the foes were Follow’d : her track beneath her native sea
Was as a native’s of the element,
near—
So smoothly, bravely, brilliantly she went,
Chains in his eye, and menace in his ear;
With vigour they pull’d on, and as they carne, Leaving a streak of light behind her heel,
Hail’d him to yield, and by his forfeit líame. Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious
steel.
Headlong he leapt—to him the swimmer’s
skill
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace
Was native, and now all his hope from ill:
The depths where divers hold the pearl in
But how, or where ? He dived, and rose no
chase,
Torquil, the nursling of the northern seas,
more;
The boat’s crew look’d amazed o’er sea and Pursued her liquid steps with lieart and ease.
Deep—deeper for an instant Neuha led
shore.
There was no landing on that preeipice,
The way—then upward soar’d—and as she
spread
Steep, harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice.
Her arras, and flung the foam from off her
They watch’d awhile to see him float again,
locks,
But not a trace rebubbled from the main :
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by the
The wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face,
rocks.
Since their first plunge recall’d á single trace;
Thelittle whirl whicli eddied, and slightfoam, They had gain’d a central realm of earth
again,
That whiten’d o’er what seem’d their latest
horne,
But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain.
White as a sepulchre above the pair
Around she pointed to a spacious cave, .
Who left no marble (mournful as an heir)
Wliose only portal was the keyless wave,
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(A hollow archway by the sun unseen,
Save tkrough the billows’ glassy veil of green,
In some transparent ocean lioliday,
When all the finny people are at play,)
Wiped with her hair the brine from Torquil’s
eyes,
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his surprise;
Led him to where the rock appear’d to jut,
And form a something like a Triton’s h u t;
For all was darkness for a space, till day
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ra y ;
As in some oíd cathedral’s glimmering aislé
The dusty monuments from light recoil,
Thus sadly ni their refuge submarine
The vault drew half her shadow from the
seene.
VII.
Forth from her bosom the young savage
drew
A pine torch, strongly girded with gnatoo;
A plautain-leaf o’er all, the more to lteep
Its latent sparkle from the sapping deep.
This mantle kept it dry ; then from a nook
Of the same plautain-leaf a flint she took,
A few shrunk wither’d twigs, and from the
blade
Of Torquil’s loiife struck fire, and thus
array’d
The grot with torchlight. Wide it was and
high,
And show’d a self-born Gothic canopy;
The arch uprear’d by nature’s architect,
The architrave some earthquake might erect;
The buttress from some mountain’s bosom
hurl’d,
When the Poles crash’d, and water ivas the
ivorld;
Or harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire,
While yet the globe reek’d from its funeral
Pyre;
The fretted pinnacle, the aislé, the nave,
Were there, all scoop’d by Darkness from
her cave.
There, with a little tinge of phantasy,
Fantastie faces mop’d and mow’d on high,
And then a mitre or a slirine would fix
The eye upon its seeming crucifix.
Thus Nature play’d with the stalactites,
And built herself a chapel of the seas.
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The mat for rest; for dress the fresh gnatoo,.
And sandal oil to fence against the dew;
For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread
Born of the fru it; for board the plantain
spread
With its broad leaf, or turtle-shell which. bore
A banquet in the flesh it cover’d o’e r ;
The gourd with water recent from the rill,
The ripe banana from the mellow h ill;
A pine-torch pile to keep undying light,
And she herself, as beautiful as night,
To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the seene,
And make their subterranean ivorld serene.
She had foreseen, since first the stranger’s
sail
Drew to their isle, that forcé or flight might
fail,
And form’d a refuge of the rocky den
For Torquil’s safety from his countrjunen.
Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe,
Laden with all the golden fruits that greiv;
Each eve had seen her gliding through the
hour
With all could cheer or deck them sparry
bower;
And now she spread her little store with
smiles,
The happiest daughter of the loving isles.

IX.
She, as he gazed with grateful wonder,
press’d
Her shelter’d love to her impassion’d breast j
And suited to her soft caresses, told
An olden tale of love,—for love is oíd,
Oíd as eternity, but not outworn
With each new being born or to be born:
How a young chief, a thousand moons ago,
Diving for turtle in the depths below,
Had risen, in traeking fast his ocean prey,
Into the cave which round and o’er them lay;
How in some desperate feud of after-time
He shelter’d there a daughter of the dime,
A foe beloved, and offspring of a foe,
Saved by his tribe but for a captive’s woe;
How, when the storm of war was still’d, he led
His island clan to where the waters spread
Them deep-green shadow o’er the rocky door,
Then dived—it seem’d as if to rise no more :
His wondering mates, amazed within their
bark,
Or deem’d him mad, or prey to the blue
VIII.
shark;
Row’d round in sorrow the sea-girded rock,
And Neuha took her Torquil by the hand,
Then
paused upon their paddles from the
And ivaved along the vault her kindled brand,
shock;
And led him into each recess, and show’d
When, fresh and springing from the deep,
The secret places of their neiv abode.
they saw
Ñor these alone, for all had been prepared
Before, to soothe the lover’s lot she shared: A goddess rise—so deem’d they in them awe;
N
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[Canto IV.

Prepared tben- arms, and witb tbat gloomy
And tlieir companion, glorious by ber side,
eye,
Proud and exulting in bis mernmid bride:
And how, when undeceived, tbe pair tbey Stern and sustain’d, of man’s extremity,
Wben bope is gone, ñor glory’s self remains
bore
Witli sounding conclis and joyous sbouts to To clieer resistance against deatli or cbains,—
Tbey stood, tbe tbree, as tbe tliree hundred
1
sbore;
stood
How tbey liad gladly lived and calmly died.
Wbo dyed Thermopylíe witb lioly blood.
And wby not also Torquil and bis bride ?
But, a li! bow different! ’tis tbe cause inakes
Not mine to tell tbe rapturous caress
all,
Wbicb follow’d wildly ni tliat wild recess
Degrades or liallows courage in its fall.
This tale; enougb tliat all witbin tbat cave
Was love, tbougli buried strong as in tbe grave O’er tbem no fame, eternal and intense,
Wbere Abelard, tbrongb twenty years of Blazed tbrougb tile clouds of deatb and
beckon’d henee;
deatli,
No grateful country, smiling tbrougb ber
Wlien Eloisa's form was lower’d beneatli
tears,
Tbeir nuptial vault, bis arms outstretcb’d,
Begun tbe praises of a tliousand years;
and press’d
No nation’s eyes would on tbeir tomb be bent,
Tbe kindling asbes to liis kindled breast.
The waves witbout sang round tlieb- couch, No beroes envy tbem tbeir monument;
However boldly tbeir warm blood was spilt,
tlieir roar
Tlieir life was shame, tben- epitapb was guilt.
As lunch unheeded as if life were o’er;
Witbin, tbeir kearts niade all tbeir liarmony', And tbis tbey knew and felt, at least tbe one,
Love’s broken murmur and more brokeu sigli. The leader of tbe band be bad undone;
Wbo, born percbance for bettertbings, bad set
His life upon a cast wbicb linger’d yet:
X.
But now tbe die was to be thrown, and all
And tliey, tbe cause and sliarers of tbe shock Tbe chances were in favour of his fall:
And sucb a fa ll! But still be faced tbe shock,
Wbicb left tliem exiles of tbe bollow rock,
Wbere were tbey? O’er tbe sea for life tliey Obdurate as a portion of tbe rock
Wbereon be stood, and fix’d bis levell’d gun,
plied,
To seek frpm Heaven tbe shelter nien denied. Dark as a sulleu cloud before tbe sun.
Anotber course bad been tlieir cboice—but
wbere ?
xn.
Tbe wave wbicb bore tkem still tbeir foes
Tbe boat drew nigli, well arm’d, and firm tbe
would bear,
crew
Wbo, disappointed of tbeir former díase,
In searcli of Christian now renew’d tbeir race. To act wbatever duty hade tbem do;
Eager witb anger, tbeir strong arms inade Careless of danger, as the onward wind
Is of tbe leaves it strews, ñor looks bebind.
'
way,
And yet perliaps tbey ratber wisb’d to go
Like vultures baffled of tlieir previous prey.
Tbey gain’d upon tbem, all wbose safety lay Against a nation’s tban a native foe,
And felt tbat tbis poor victim of self-will,
In sonie bleak crag or deeply-bidden hay:
No further chance or cboice remain’d; and Briton no more, bad once been Britain’s still.
Tbey bail’d liim to surrender—no reply;
riglit
For tbe flrst further rock wbicb met tbeir siglit Tbem arms were poised, and glitter'd in tbe
sky.
Tbey steer’d, to take tbeir latest view of land,
Tbey bail’d again—no answer; yet once more
And yield as victnns, or die sword in liand;
Disniiss’d tbe natives and tbeir shallop, wbo Tbey offer’d quarter louder tban before.
Would still llave battled for tbat scanty crew; Tbe echoes only, from tbe rock’s rebound,
But Christian hade tbem seek tbeir sbore Took tbeir last farewell of the dying sound.
Tben flasb’d tbe flint, and blazed tbe volleyagain,
ing ñame,
Nor add a sacrifice whicli were ni vain;
For wliat were simple bow and savage spear And tbe sinoke rose between tbem and tben;
aim,
Against tbe arms wbicb must be wielded
Wbile tbe rock rattled witb tbe bullets’ knell,
here?
Wbicb peal’d in vain, and fiatten'd as tbey
XI.
fe ll;
Tben flew tbe only answer to be given
Tbey landed on a wild but narrow scene,
By
those
wbo bad lost all bope in eartb or
Wbere few.but Nature’s footsteps yet bad
heaven.
been;
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Canto IV.]
After the flrst Aeree peal, as tbey pulid
nigber,
Tbey beard tbe voice of Christian sbout,
“ Now, fire! ’’
And ere tbe word upon the echo died,
Two fell; tbe rest assail’dtbe rock’s rongk side,
And, furious at tbe madness of tbeir foes,
Disdain’d all further efforts, save to cióse.
But steep the crag, and all witbout a patli,
Eacb step opposed a bastión to tbeir wratb,
Wbile, placed ’midst clefts tbe least acces
sible,
Wbicb Cbristian’s eye was train’d to mark
full well,
Tbe tbree maintain’d a strife wbicb must not
yield,
In spots where eagles migbt bave cbosen to
build.
Tbeir every sbot told; wbile tbe assailant
fell,
Dasb’d on tbe shingles like tbe liinpet sbell;
But still enougb survived, and mounted still,
Scatterhig tbeir numbers here and tliere,
until
Surrounded and commanded, tbougb not nigb
Enougb for seizure, near enougb to die,
Tbe desperate trio lield aloof tben- fate
But by a tbread, like sharks wbo ’ve gorged
the bait;
Yet to the very last tbey battled well,
And not a groan inform’d tbeir foes alio fell.
Cln-istian died last—twice wounded; and
once more
Mercy was offer’d wben tbey saw bis gore;
Too late for life, but not too late to die,
Witb, tbougb a hostile band, to cióse bis eye.
A limb was broken, and be droop’d along
The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young.
Tbe sound revived liim, or appear’d to wake
Some passion wbicb a weakly gesture spake:
He beckon’d to tbe foremost, wbo drew nigb,
But, as tbey near’d, be rear’d bis weapon
liigb—
His last hall bad been aim’d, but from bis
breast
He tore the topmost bntton from bis vest,
Down tbe tube dasb’d it, levell’d, fired, and
smiled
As bis foe fe ll; tben, like a serpent, coil’d
His wounded, weary form, to wbere tbe steep
Look’d desperate as bimself along tbe deep;
Cast one glauce back, and clencb’d bis baml,
and shook
His last rage ’gaiust tbe eartb wbicb be forsook;
Tben pluuged: tbe rock below recéived like
glass
His body crusb’d hito one gory mass,
Witb scarce a sbred to tell of human form,
Or fragment for tbe sea-bird or the worm;

A fair-liair’d scalp, besmear’d witb blood and
weeds,
Yet reek’d, the remnant of bimself and deeds;
Some splinters of bis weapons (to tbe last,
As long as band could bold, be beld tbem
fast)
Yet glitter’d, but at distance—burl’d away
To rust beneatli tbe dew and dashing spray.
Tbe rest was notliing—save a life mis-spent,
And soul—but wbo sball answer wbere it
went ?
’Tis ours to bear, not judge tbe dead; and
they
Wbo doom to hell, themselves are on the
way,
Unless tbese bullies of eternal pañis
Are pardon’d tben- bad hearts for tben- worse
brains.
X III.
Tbe deed was over! All were gone or ta’en,
Tbe fugitive, tbe captive, or tbe slain.
Chain’d on tbe deck, wbere once, a gallant
crew,
Tbey stood witb lionour, were tbe wretclied
few
Survivors of tile skirmish on tbe isle;
But tbe last rock left no surviving spoil.
Coid lay tbey wbere tbey fell, and weltering,
Wbile o’er tbem llapp’d tbe sea-birds’ dewy
wing,
Now wbeeling nearer from tbe neigbbonrnig
surge,
And screaming kigli tbeir harsh and liuugry
dirge:
But calm and careless keaved tbe wave below,
Eternal witli unsympatbetic flow;
Far o’er its face tbe dolphins sported on,
And sprung tbe flying fish against tbe sun,
Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief
beigbt,
To gather moisture for anotber fiiglit.
XIV.
’Twas morn; and Neuba, wbo by dawn of
day
Swam smoothly fortb to catcli the nsmg ray.
And watcb if augbt approach’d tbe ampbibious lair
Wbere lay ber lover, saw a sail in air;
It flapp’d, it fill’d, and to tbe growing gale
Bent its broad arch; ber breatli began to fail
Witb tíuttering fear, ber beart beat tbick and
high,
Wbile yet a doubt sprung wbere its courso
migbt lie.
But no! it carne not; fast and far away
Tbe sbadow lessen’d as it clear’d tbe bay.
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She gazed. and flung the sea-foam from her
eyes,
To watcli as for a raiubow in the skies.
On the horizon verged the distant deck,
Dimiuisk’d, dwindled to a very speck—
Then vanish’d. All was ocean, all was jo y !
Down pluuged she through the cave to rouse
her boy;
Told all she had seen, and all she hoped, and
all
That happy love could augur or recali;
Sprung forth agaiu, with Torquil followiug
free
His bounding nereid over the broad sea ;
Swam round the rock, to where a skallow
cleft
Hid the canoe that Neuha there had left
Drifting along the tide, without an oar,
That eve the strangers chased them from the
shore;
But when these vanish’d, she pursued her
prow,
Begain’d, and urged to where they found it
now:
Ñor ever did more love and joy embark,
Than now were wafted in that slender ark.

XV.
Again tlieir own shore íffses on the view,
No more polluted with a hostile hue;
No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam,
A floating d u n g e o n a ll was liope and home!
A thousand proas darted o’er the bay,
With sounding shells, and heralded their
way;
The chiefs carne down, around the people
pour’d,
And welcomed Torquil as a son restored;
The women throng’d, emhracing and embraced
By Neuha, asking where they had beeu
chased,
And how escaped ? The tale was told; and theu
One acclamation rent the sky again;
And from that hour a new tradition gave
Their sanctuary the ñame of “ Neuha’s Cave.”
A hundred fires, far flickering from the height,
Blazed o’er the general revel of the night,
The feast in honour of the guest, return’d
To peace and pleasure, perilously earn’d ;
A night succeeded by sucli liappy days
As only the yet infant world displays.
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A D V E R T IS E M E N T .
A t Ferrara, in the Library, are preserved the
original MSS. of Tasso’s Gierusaiemme and of
Guarini’s Pastor Fido, with letters of Tasso, one
from Titian to Ariosto, and the inkstand and cliair,
the tomb and the house, of the lattcr. But, as
misfortune has a greater interest for posterity, and
little or none for the cotemporary, the celi where
Tasso was confincd in the hospital of St. Anna
attracts a more flxed attention than the residence

or the monument of Ariosto—at least it had this
effect on me. There are two inscriptions, one on
the outer gate, the second over the celi itself, inviting, unnecessarily, the wronder and the indignatiou of the spectator. Ferrara is much decayed
and depopulated: the castle stíll exists entire;
and I saw the court where Parisina and Hugo
ivere behcaded, according to the annal of Gibbon.

Works through the throbbing eyeball to the
brain,
I.
With a hot sense of lieaviness and pain ;
L ong years!—It tries the thrilling frame to And haré, at once, Captivity display’d
Stands scoffing through the never-open’d gate,
bear
Which nothing through its bars admits, save
And eagle-spirit of a child of Song—
day,
Long years of outrage, calumny, and wrong;
And tasteless food, which I have eat alone
Bnputed madness, prison’d solitude,
Till its unsocial bitterness is gone;
And the mind’s capker in its savage mood,
And I can banquet like a beast of prey,
When the impatient thirst of light and air
Sullen and lonely, couching in the cave
Parches the heart; and the abhorred grate,
Mar-ring the sunbeams with its hideous shade, Which is my lair, and—it may be—my grave.

All this hath somewhat worn me, and may
wear,
But must be borne. I stoop not to despair;
For I have battled with mine agony,
And made me wings wherewith to overfiy
The narrow circus of my dungeon wall,
And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall;
And revell’d among men and things divine,
And pour’d my spirit over Palestine,
In honour of the sacred war for Him,
■The God who was on earth and is in heaven,
For he has strengthen’d me in heart and limb.
That through this sufferance I might be for
given,
I have employ’d my penalice to record
How Salem’s shrine was won, and howadored.
II.
But this is o’er—my pleasant task is done :—
My long-sustaining friend of many years !
If I do blot thy final page with tears,
Know, that my sorrows have wrung from me
none.
But thou, my youngcreation! my soul’s child!
Which ever playing round me carne and
smiled,
And woo’d me from myself with thy sweet
sight,
Thou too art gone—and so is my deliglit:
And therefore do I weep and inly bleed
With this last bruise upon a broken reed.
Thou too art ended—what is left me now ?
For I have anguisk yet to bear—and how ?
I know not that—but in the innate forcé
Of my own spirit shall be found resource.
I have not sunk, for I had no remorse,
Nor cause for such: they call’d me mad—and
why ?
Oh Leonora! wilt not thou reply ?
I was indeed delirious in my heart
To lift my love so lofty as thou art; _
But still my frenzy was not of the mind:
I knew my fault, and feel my punishment
Not less because I suffer it unbent.
That thou wert beautiful, and I not blind,
Hath been the sin which shuts me from
mankind;
But let them go, or torture as they will,
My heart can multiply tliine image still;
Successful love may sate itself away;
The wretched are the faitliful; ’tis their fate
To have all feeling, save the one, decay,
And every passion into one dilate,
As rapid rivers into ocean pour ;
But ours is fathomless, and hath no shore.

m.
Above me, hark ! the long and maniac cry
Of minds and bodies in captivity.

And hark! the lasli and the increasing howl,
And the half-inarticulate blasplieniy 1
There be some here with worse than frenzy
foul,
Some who do still goad on the o’er-labour’d
mind,
And dim the little light that ’s left behind
With needless torture, as their tyrant will
Is wound up to the lust of doing i l l :
With these and with their victims ani I
class’d,
’Mid sounds and sights like these long years
have pass’d ;
’Mid sights and sounds like these my lifemay
cióse :
So let it be—for then I shall repose.
IV.
I have been patient, let me be so y et;
I had forgotten half I would forget,
But it revives—Oh ! would it were my lot
To be forgetful as I am forgot!
Feel I not wrotk with those who hade me
dwell
In this vast lazar-house of many woes ?
Where laughter is not mirth, ñor thought the
mind,
Ñor vords a language, ñor ev’n men man
kind ;
Where cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows,
And each is tortured in his separate hell—
For we are crowded in our solitudes—
Many, but each divided by the wall,
Which eclioes Madness in her babbling moods;
While all can hear, none heed his neighbour’s
cali—
None! save that One, the veriest wretch of
aU,
Who was not made to be the mate of these,
Ñor bound between Distraction and Disease.
Feel I not wrotk with those who placed me
here ?
Who have debased me in the minds of men,
Debarring me the usage of my own,
Blighting my life in best of its career,
Branding my tkoughts as tkings to shun and
fear ?
Would I not pay them baek these pangs agam,
And teach them inward Sorrow’s stifled groan?
The struggle to be calm, and coid distress,
Which undermines our Stoical success ?
N 0 1—still too proud to be vindictive—I
Have pardon’d princes’ insults, and would
die.
Yes, Sister of my Sovereign! for thy sake
I weed all bitterness from out my breast,
It hath no business where thou art a guest t
Thy brother hates—but I cannot detest ;
Thou pitiest not—but I cannot forsake.
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v.
Look on a love which knows not to despair,
But all uuquench’d is still my better part,
Dwelling deep in my shut and silent lieart,
As dwells tlie gatber’d liglitning in its cloud,
Encompass’d with its dark and rolling sbroud,
Till struck,—forth Bies the all-ethereal dart 1
And tlms at the collision of thy ñame,
The vivid thouglit still flashes tlirough my
frame,
And for a moment all things as tliey were
Flit by me ; they are gone—I am the same.
And yet my love without ambition grew;
I knew thy state, my station, and I knew
A Princess was no love-mate for a bard;
I told it not, I breathed it not, it was
Sufficient to itself, its own reward;
And if my eyes reveal’d it, they, alas!
Were punisli’d by the silentness of thine,
And yet I did not venture to repine.
Thou wert to me a crystal-girded slirine,
Worshipp’d at lioly distance, and arouncí
Hallow’d andmeekly kiss’d the saintly ground;
Not for thou wert a princess, but tliat Love
Had robed thee with a glory, and array’d
Thy lineaments in beauty that dismay’d—
Oh! not dismay’d—but awed, like One above!
And in that sweet severity there was
A sometliing wliich all softness did surpass;
I know not how—thy genius master’d mine;
My star stood still before thee: if it were
Presumptuous tlius to love without design,
That sad fatality hath cost me dear;
But thou art dearest still, and I should be
Fit for this cell, which wrongs me—but for
thee.
The very love which lock’d me to my chain
Hath lighten’d half its weight; and for the
rest,
Thougli heavy, lent me vigour to sustain,
And look to thee witli undivided breast,
And foil the ingenuity of Pain.
Yl.
It is no marvel—from my very bírtli
My soul was drunk with love, which did pervade
And mingle with whate’er I saw on earth:
Of objects all inanimate I made
Idols, and out of wild and lohely flowers,
And rocks, whereby they grew, a paradise,
Where I did lay me down within the shade
Of waving trees, and dreamed uncounted
hours,
Though I was chid for wandering; and the
wise
Shook their white aged heads o’er me and
said,
Of such materials wretched men were made,

And such a truant boy would end in woe,
And that the only lesson was a blow;
And then they smote me, and I did not weep,
But cursed them in my heart, and to my
haunt
Return’d and wept alone, and dream'd again
The visions which arise without a sleep,
And with my years my soul began to pant
Withfeelings of strange tumult and soft pain;
And the whole heart exhaled into One Want,
But undefined and wandering, till the day
I found -the thing I sought—and that was
thee;
And then I lost my being, all to be
Absorb’d in thine ; the World was past away;
Thou didst annihilate the earth to me!
YH.
I loved all Solitude, but little thought
To spend I know not what of life, remote
From all communion with existence, save
The maniae and his tyrant; had I been
Their fellow, many years ere tliis had seen
My mind like theirs corrupted to its grave.
But who hath seen me writhe, or heard me
rave ?
Perchance in such a cell we suffer more
Than the rvreck’d sailor on his desert shore;
The World is all before him—mine is heve,
Scarce twice the space they must accord my
bier.
What though he perish, he may lift his eye.
And with a dying glance upbraid the sky;
I will not raise my own in such reproof,
Although ’tis clouded hy my dungeon roof
YIH.
Yet do I feel at times my mind decline,
But with a sense of its decay: I see
Unwonted liglits along my prison sliine,
And a strange demon, who is vexing me
With pilfering pranks and petty pains, below
The teeling of the healthful and the free ;
But much to One, who long hath suffer'd so,
Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place,
And all that may be borne, or can debase.
I thought mine enemies had been but Man,
But Spirits may be leagued with them; all
Earth
Abandons, Heaven forgets me: in the dearth
Of such defence the Powers of Evil can,
It may be, tempt me further,—and prevail
Against the outworn creature they assail.
Why in this furnace is my spirit proved,
Like Steel in tempering fire? because I
loved ?
Because I loved what not to love, and see,
Was more or less than mortal, and than me.
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And
IX.
I once was quick in feeling—that is o’er ;
My scars are callous, or I should have dasli’d
My brain against these bars, as the sun
flasli’d
In moekery through them: If I bear and
bore
The much I have reconnted, and the more
Which kath no words,—’tis that I would
not die
And sanction with self-slaughter the dull lie
Which snared me here, and with the brand
of shame
Stamp Maduess deep into my memory,
And woo Compassion to a bliglited ñame,
Sealing the sentence which my foes proclaim.
No—it shall he immortal 1 and I make
A future temple of my present cell,
Which nations yet shall visit for my sake.
Wliile thou, Ferrara! when no longer dwell
The ducal chiefs within thee, shalt fall down,
And crumbling piecemeal view thy hearthless
halls,
A poet’s wreath shall he thine only crown,—
A poet’s dungeon thy most far renown,
While strangers wonder o’er thy unpeopled
walls!

thou, Leonora 1 thou— who wert
ashamed
That such as I could love—who blush’d to
liear
To less than monarchs that thou couldst be
dear,
G o! tell thy brother, that my heart, untamed
By grief, years, weariness,—and it may be
A taint of that he would impute to me—
From long infection of a den like this,
Where the mind rots congenial with the
abyss,—
Adores thee still; and add—that when the
towers
hours
Of banquet, dance, and revel, are forgot,
Or left untended in a dull repose,—
This, this, shall be a consecrated spot!
But Thou—when all that Birth and Beauty
throws
Of magic round thee is extinct—shalt have
One half the laurel which o’ershades my
grave.
No power in deatli can tear our ñames apart,
As none in life could rend thee from my
heart.
Yes, Leonora ! it shall be our fate
To be eutwined for ever—but too late !

THE PROPHECY OF DANTE.

(J)*op0ecj> of ©anfo
“ ’ Tis the sunset of life gives me mysfcical lore,
And coming events cast their shadows before.”

Canto the First.

Campbell.

Once more in man’s frail worlcl! which I

D E D IC A T IO S T .
L aiiy ! if for the cold and cloudy clime,

Where I was born, but where I would not die,
Of the great Poet-Sire of Italy
X dare to build the imitative rhyme,
Harsli Eunic copy of the South’s sublime,
T hou art the cause; and howsoever I
Fall short of bis immortal hannony,
Thy gentle heart will pardon me the crime.
Thou, in the pride of Beauty and of Youth,
Spakest; and for thee to speak and be obey’d
Are one; but only in the sunny South
Such sounds are uttered, and sucli charms display'd,
So sweet a language from so fair a moutli—
A li! to wliat efliort would it not persuade ?
R avenna , June, 21, 1819.

PREFACE.
I n tlie coursc of a visit to the city of Ravenna in
the summer of 1819, it was suggested to the author
that having composed something on the subject of
Tasso’s confinenient, he should do the same on
Dante’s exile,—the tomb of the poet forming onc
of the principal objects of interest in that city, both
to the native and to the stranger.
“ On this hint I spake,” and the result has been
the following four cantos, in terza rima, now
offered to the reader. I f they are understood and
approved, it is my purpose to continue the poem,
in various other cantos, to its natural conclusión in
the present age. The reader is requested to suppose that Dante addresses him in the interval between the conclusión of the Divina Commedia and
his death, and sliortly before the latter event, foretelling the fortunes of Italy in general in the ensuing centuries. In adopting this plan I have liad
in my mind the Cassandra of Lycophron, and the
Prophecy of Nereus by Horacc, as wcll as the Prophecies of Holy Writ. The measure adopted is the
terza rima of Dante, which I am not aware to have
seen hitherto tried in our language, except it may
be by Mr. Hayley, o f whose translation I never saw
but one extract, quoted in the notes to Caliph
Vathek; so that—if I do not err—this poem may
be considered as a metrical experiment. The
cantos are short, and about the same length of
those of the poet, whose ñame I have borrowed, and
most probably taken in vain.
Amongst the inconveniences of authors in the
present day, it is difticult for any who have a ñame,
,£Ood or bad, to escape translation. I have had the

fortune to see the fourth canto of “ Childe Harold ”
translated into Italian versi sciolti,—that is, a poem
written in the Spenserean stanza into blank verse,
without regard to the natural divisions of the
stanza or of the sense. I f the present poem, being
on a national topic, should chance to undergo the
same fate, I would request the Italian reader to
remember that when I have failed in the imitation
of his great “ Padre Alighier,” I have failed in
imitating that which all study and few understand,
since to this very day it is not yet settled what
was the meaning of the allegory in the flrst canto
of the Inferno, unless Count Marchetti’s ingenious
and probable conjecture may be considered as
having decided the question.
He may also pardon my failure the more, as I
am not quite sure that he would be pleased witli
my success, since the Italians, with a pardonable
nationality, are particularly jealous of all that is
left them as a nation,—tlieir literature; and in
the present bitterness of the clàssic and romàntic
war, are but ill disposed to permit a foreigner even
to approve or imitate them, without ílnding some
fault with his ultramontano presumption. I can
easily enter into all this, knowing what would be
thoughtin England of an Italian imitator ofMilton,
or if a translation of Monti, or Pindemonte, or Arici,
should be held up to the rising generation as a
model for their future poetical essays. But I perceive that I am deviating into an address to the
Italian reader, when my business is with the English one; and be they few or many, I must take
my leave of both.
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had left
So long that ’twas forgotten ; and I feel
The weight of clay again,—too soon bereft
Of the immortal visión which could lieal
My earthly sorrows, and to God’s own
skies
Lift me from that deep gnlf without re
peal,
Where late my ears rung with the damned
cries
Of souls iu hopeless bale; and from that
place
Of lesser torment, whence men may arise
Puré from the fire to join the augelic race;
Midst whom my own bright Beatrice
bless’d
My spirit with her light; and to the base
Of the eternal Triad! first, last, best,
Mysterious, three, solé, infinite, great God!
Soul universal! led the mortal guest,
ünblasted by the glory, though he trod
From star to star to reach the almighty
throne.
Oh Beatrice! whose sweet limbs the sod
So long liath press’d, and the cold marble
stone,
Thou solé puré seraph of my earliest love,
Love so ineffable, and so alone,
That nought on earth could more my bosom
move,
And meeting thee in heaven was but to
meet
That without which my soul, like the
arkless dove,
Had wander’d still in searcli of, ñor her
feet
Relieved her wing till found: without thy
light
My paradise had still been incomplete.
Since my tenth sun gave summer to my
sight
Thou wert my life, the essence of my
thought,
Loved ere I knew the ñame of love, and
bright
Still in these dim oíd eyes, now bverwrought
With the world’s war, and years, and
banishment,
And tears for thee, by other woes untaught;

For mine is not a nature to be bent
By tyrannous faction, and the brawling
crowd,
And though the long, long conflict hath
been spent
In vain,—and never more, save when the
cloud
Which overhangs the Apennine my mind’s
eye
Pierces to faucy Florence, once so proud
Of me, can I return, though but to die,
Unto my native soil,—they have not yet
Quench’d the oíd exile’s spirit, stern and
high.
But the sun, though not overcast, must set,
And the night cometh; I am oíd in days,
And deeds, and contemplation, and have
met
Destruction face to face in all his ways.
The world hath left me, what it found me,
puré,
And if I have not gather’d yet its praise,
I sought it not by any baser lure;
Man wrongs, and Time avenges, and my
ñame
May form a monument not all obscure,
Though such wras not my ambition’s end or
aim,
To add to the vain-glorious list of those
Who dabble in the pettiness of fame,
And make men’s fickle breath the wind that.
blows
Their sail, and deem it glory to be class’d
With conquerors, and virtue’s other foes,
In bloody ehronicles of ages past.
I would have had my Florence great and'
free1;
Oh Florence I Florence 1 unto me thou
wast
Like that Jerusalem which the Almighty He
Wrept over, “ but thou wouldst n o t;” as
the bird
Gathers its young, I would have gather’d
thee
Beneath a parent pinion, hadst thou lieard
My voice; but as the adder, deaf and
fieree,
Against the breast that cherish’d thee was
stirr’d
Thy venom, and my state thou didst amerce,
And doom this body forfeit to the fire.
Alas! how bitter is his country’s curse
To him who fo r that countoy would expire,
But did not merit to expire by her,
And loves her, loves her even in her iré!
N 3
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The day may come when slie will cease to err,
The day may come she would be proud to
have
The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfer
Of him, ivliom she denied a lióme, the grave.
But this shall not be granted; let my
dust
Lie where it falls; ñor shall the soil which
gave
Me breath, but in her sudden fury tlirust
Me fortlí to breathe elsewhere, so reassume
My indignant bones, because her angry
gust
Forsooth is over, and repeal’d her doom;
No,—she denied me wliat was mine—my
roof,
And shall not have what is not hers—my
tomb.
Too long her armed wrath liatli kept aloof
The breast which would have hled for her,
the lieart
That beat, the mind tliat was temptation
proof,
The man who fouglit, toil'd, travell’d, and
each part
Of a true Citizen fulfill’d, and saw
For bis reward the Guelf’s ascendant art
Pass his destruction even into a law.
These things are not made for forgetf ulness,
Florence sliall be forgotten first; too raw
The wound, too deep the wrong, and the
distress
Of such endurance too prolong'd to mahe
My pardon greater, her injustice less,
Though late repented; yet—yet for her sake
I feel some fonder yearnings, and for thine,
My own Beatrice, I would hardly take
Yengeance upon the land which once was
mine,
And still is liallow'd by thy dust's return,
Which would protect the murderess like a
shrine,
And save ten thousand foes by thy solé urn.
Though, like oíd Marius from Minturnai’s
marsh
And Carthage ruins, my lone breast may
hurn
At times with evil feelings hot and harsh,
And sometimes the last pangs of a vile
foe
Writhe in a dream before me, and o'erarch
My brow with hopes of triumph,—let them
go!
Such are the last infirmities of those
Who long have suffer’d more than mortal
woe,
.And yet being mortal still have no repose
But on the pillow of Bevenge—Bevenge,
Who sleeps to dream of blood, and wak-ing
glows

[Canto I,

With the oft-baffled slakeless tliirst of change,
When we shall mount again, and they that
trod
Be trampled on, wliile Deatli and Até range
O’er humbled heads and sever'd necks----Great God 1
Take these thoughts from me—to thy
hands I yield
My many wrongs, and thine almighty rod
Will fall on those who smote me,—be my
shield!
As thou hast been in peril, and in pain,
In turbulent cities, and the tented field—
In toil, and many troubles borne in vain
For Florence,—I appeal from her to Tliee!
Thee whom I late saw in thy loftiest reign,
Even iu that glorious visión, whicli to see
And live was never granted until now,
And yet thou hast permitted this to me.
Alas! with what a weiglit upon my brow
The sense of earth and earthly things come
back,
Corrosive passions, feelings dull and low,
The heart’s quick throb upon the mental
raek,
Long day, and dreary night; the retrospect
Of lialf a century hloody and black,
And the frail few years I may yet expect
Hoary and liopeless, but less hard to bear,
For I have been too long and deeply
wreck’d
On the lone rock of desolate Despair,
To lift my eyes more to the passing sail
Which shuns that reef so horrible and
haré;
Ñor raise my voice—for who would heed my
wail ?
I am not of this people, ñor this age,
And yet my harpings will unfold a tale
Which shall preserve these times when not
a page
Of their perturbed annals could attract
An eye to gaze upon their civil rage,
Did not my verse embalin full many an act
Worthless as they who wrought i t : ’t is
the doom
Of spirits of my order to be rack’d
In life, to wear their hearts out, and con
sume
Their days in endless strife, and die alone;
Then future thousands crowd around their
tomb,
And pilgrims come from dimes where they
have known
The ñame of him—who now is but a ñame,
And wasting homage o’er the sullen stone,
Spread his—by him unheard, unheeded, fame;
And mine at least hath cost me dear: to
die
Is nothing; but to wither thus—to tame
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With our oíd Eoman sway in the wide
My mind down from its own inflnity—
West;
To live in narrow ways with little men,
But I will make another tongue arise
A common sight to every common eye,
As
lofty
and more sweet, in which cxA wanderer, wliile even wolves can find a
press’d
den,
Bipp’d from all kindred, from all borne, all The hero’s ardour, or the lover’s sighs,
Shall find alike such sounds for every
things
theme
That malte communion sweet, and soften
That every word, as brilliant as thy skies,
pain—
Shall
realise
a poet’s proudest dream,
To feel me in the solitude of kings
And make thee Europe’s nightingale of
Without the power that makes them bear
song;
a crown—
So that all present speech to thine shall
To envy every dove his nest and wings
seem
Which waft him where the Apennine looks
The note of meaner birds, and every
down
tongue
On Arno, till he perches, it may he,
Confess its barbarism when compared with
Within my all inexorable town,
thine.
Where yet my boys are, and that fatal she,
This shalt thou owe to him thou didst so
Their mother, the coid partner who hath
wrong,
brought
Thy Tuscan bard, the banish’d Gliibelline.
Destruction for a dowry—this to see
W oe! woe! the veil of coming centuries
And feel, and know without repair, hath
Is reut,—a thousand years which yet su
tauglit
pine
A bitter lesson; but it leaves me free:
Lie
like the ocean waves ere winds arise,
I have not vilely found, ñor basely souglit,
Heaving in dark and sullen undulation,
They made an Exile—not a slave of me.
Float from eternity into these eyes;
The storms yet sleep, the clouds still keep
their station,
The uuborn earthquake yet is in the
Canto the Second.
womb,
The hloody chaos yet expects creation,
T he Spirit of the fervent days of Oíd,
But
all
things are disposing for thy doom;
When words were things that carne to
The elements await but for the word,
pass, and thought
“ Let tliere be darkness 1” and thou grow’st
Flash’d o’er the future, bidding men bea tomb!
hold
Their children’s children’s doom already Yes! thou, so beautiful, shalt feel the
sword,
brought
Thou, Italy! so fair that Paradise,
Fortlí from the abyss of time which is to
Kevived
in thee, blooms fortlí to man
be,
restored:
The chaos of events, where lie half-wrought
Ah! must the sons of Adam lose it twice ?
Simpes that must undergo mortality;
Thou, Italy! whose ever golden fields,
What the great Seers of Israel wore within,
Plough’d by the sunbeams solely, would
That spirit was on them, and is on me,
suffice
And if, Cassandra-like, amidst the din
For
the world’s granary; thou, whose sky
Of conflict none will bear, or hearing heed
lieaven gilds
This voice from out the Wihlerness, the
With brighter stars, and robes with deeper
sin
blue;
Be theirs, and my own feelings be my meed,
Thou, in whose pleasant places Summer
The oníy guerdon I have ever known.
huilds
Hast thou not bled ? and hast thou still to
Her palace, in whose eradle Empire grew,
bleed,
And
form’d the Eternal City’s ornaments
Italia ? Ah! to me such things, foreshown
From spoils of kings whom freemen overWith dim sepulchral light, bid me forget
threw;
I 11 thine irreparable wrongs my own;
Birthplace of heroes, sanctuary of saints,
We cau have but one country, and even yet
Where earthly first, then heavenly glory
Thou’rt mine—my bones shall be within
made
thy breast,
Her borne; thou, all which fondest faney
My soul within thy language, which once
paints,
set
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And finds her prior visión but portray’d
In feeble colours, when the eye—from tbe
Alp
Oí borrid snow, and rock, and shaggy
sbade
Of desert-loving pine, whose emerald scalp
Nods to the storm—dilates and dotes o’er
thee,
And wistfully implores, as ’twere for kelp
To see thy sunny fields, my Italy,
Nearer and nearer yet, and dearer still
The more approack’d, and dearest were
they free,
Thou—thou must witker to each tyrant’s
w ill:
The Gotk hatk been,—the Germán, Frank,
and Hun
Are yet to come,—and on the imperial hill
Ruin, already proud of the deeds done
By the old barbarians, there awaits the
new,
Throned on the Palatine, while lost and won
Rome at her feet lies bleeding; and the hue
Of human sacrifice and Roman slaugkter
Troubles the clotted air, of late so blue,
And deepens hito red the saffrou water
Of Tiber, tbick with dead; the helpless
priest,
And still more helpless nor less holy
daughter,
Vow’d to tlieir God, have shrieking fled, and
ceased
Their ministry: the nations take their prey,
Iberian, Ahnain, Lombard, and the beast
And bird, wolf, vulture, more human than
they
A re; these but gorge the flesh and lap the
gore
Of the departed, and then go their way;
But those, the human savages, explore
All paths of torture, and insatiate yet,
With Ugolino hunger prowl for more.
Nine moons shall rise o’er scenes like this
and set;
The chiefless army of tbe dead, whicli late
Beneath the traitor Prince’s banner met,
Hath left its leader’s ashes at the gate;
Had but the royal Rebel lived, perckance
Thou hadst been spared, but lis involved
thy fate.
Oh! Rome, the spoiler or the spoil of Franee,
From Brennus to the Bourbon, never,
never
Shall foreign standard to thy walls advance,
But Tiber shall become a mournful river.
Oh! when the strangers pass the Alps
and Po,
Crush them, ye rocks! floods wkelm them,
and for ever!

[C an to II.

AYliy sleep the idle avalanches so,
To topple on the lonely pilgrim’s head ?
Why doth Eridanus but overflow
The peasant’s liarvest from his turbid bed?
Were not each barbarous borde a nobler
prey?
Over Cambyses’ host the desert spread
Her sandy ocean, and the sea-waves’ sway
Roll’d over Pkaraok and his tkousands,—
why,
Mountains and wàters, do ye not as they?
And you, ye men! Romans who dare not
die,
Sons of the conquerors who overthrew
Those who o’erthrew proud Xerxes, where
yet lie
The dead whose tomb Oblivion never knew,
Are the Alps weaker than Tkermopylse ?
Their passes more alluring to the view
Of an invader ? is it they, or ye,
Tliat to each host the mountain-gate unbar,
And leave the march in peace, the passage
free ?
Why, Nature’s self detains the victor’s car,
And makes your land impregnable, if eartb
Could be so; but alone she will not war,
Yet aids the warrior worthy of his birth
Iu a soil where the motkers bring forth
meu:
Not so with those whose souls are little
wortk;
For them no fortress can avail,—the den
Of the poor reptile which preserves its
sting
Is more secure than walls of adamant,
when
The kearts of those witliin are quivering.
Are ye not brave ? Yes, yet the Ausonian
soil
Hath kearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts
to bring
Against Oppression; but how vain the toil,
While still División sows the seeds of woe
And v'eakness, till the stranger reaps the
spoil!
Oh 1 my own beauteous land ! so long laid
low,
So long the grave of thy ow'n ckildren’s
hopes,
When there is but required a single blow
To break the chain, yet—yet the Avenger
stops,
And Doubt and Diseord step ’twixt tkine
and thee,
And join their strengtk to that which with
thee copes;
Wliat is there wanting then to set thee free,
1 And show' thy beauty in its fullest ligkt ?
To make the Alps impassable; and we,
; Her sons, may do this wútk one deed---- Unite

Canto I I I . ]

Zfye

ÇpvopÇecp ef ©<míé.

Canto the Third.
From out the mass of never-dying ill,

The Plague, the Prince, the Stranger, and
the Sword,
Yials of wratk but emptied to refili
And flow again, I cannot all record
That crow'ds on my propketic eye: the
earth
And ocean written o’er would not afford
Space for the annal, yet it shall go forth;
Yes, all, tkougk not by human pen, is
graven,
There where the fartliest suns and stars
have birth,
Spread like a banner at the gate of heaven,
The bloody scroll of our millennial wrongs
Waves, and the echo of our groans is driven
Athwart the sound of archangelic songs,
And Italy, the martyr’d nation’s gore,
Will not in vain arise to where belongs
Omnipotence and mercy evermore :
Like to a harp-string stricken by the wind,
The sound of her lament shall, rising o’er
Tbe seraph voices, touch the Almighty Mind.
Meantime I, humblest of thy sons, and of
Earth’s dust by immortality refined
To sense and suffering, though the vain may
scoff,
And tyrants threat, and meeker victims
bow
Before the storm because its breatk is
rougk,
To thee, my country! whom before, as now,
I loved and love, devote the mournful lyre
And melanckoly gift high powers allow
To read the future ; and if now my fire _
Is not as once it shone o’er thee, forgive !
I but foretell tliy fortunes—then expire;
Think not that I would look on them and
live.
A spirit forces me to see and speak,
And for my guerdon grants not to survive ;
My heart shall be pour’d over thee and break:
Yet for a moment, ere I must resume
Thy sable web of sorrow, let me take
Over the gleams that flash athwart thy gloom
A softer glimpse; some stars skine tkrougli
thy night,
And many meteors, and above thy tomb
Leans sculptured Beauty, which Death cannot
bliglit:
And from thine ashes boundless spirits rise
To give thee lionour, and the earth delight;
Thy soil shall still be pregnant with the wise,
The gay, the learn’d, the generous, and the
brave,
Native to thee as summer to tby skies,
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Conquerors on foreign sliores, and the far
wave,
Discoverers of new worlds, which take their
name;
For thee alone they have no arm to save,
And all thy recompense is in their fame,
A noble one to them, but not to thee—■
Shall they be glorióos, and thou still the
same ?
Oh! more than these illustrious far shall be
The being—and even yet he may be born—
The mortal saviour who shall set thee free,
And see thy diadem, so ckanged and worn
By fresli barbarians, on thy brow replaced;
And the sweet sun replenishing thy morn,
Thy moral morn, too long with clouds defaced,
f ,
And noxious vapours from Avernus risen,
Such as all they must breatke who are debased
By servitude, and have the mind in prison.
Yet tlirough this centuried eclipse of woe
Some voices shall be keard, and earth shall
listen;
Poets shall follow in the path I show,
And make it broader: the same brilliant sky
Which cheers the birds to song shall bid
tbem glow,
And raise their notes as natural and high ;
Tuneful shall be their numbers; they shall
sing
Many of love, and some of hberty,
But few shall soar upon that eagle’s wing,
And look in the sun’s face with eagle’s
gaze,
All free and fearless as the featlier’d king,
But fly more near the earth; how many
a pkrase
Sublime shall lavish’d be on some small
prince
In all the prodigality of praise! _
And language, eloquently false, evince
The harlotry of genius, which, like beauty,
Too oft forgets its own self-reverence,
And looks on prostitution as a duty.

He who once enters in a tyrant’s hall
As guest is slave, his tlioughts become
a booty,
And the first day which sees the chain enthral
A captive, sees his lialf of mankood gone—
The soul’s emasculation saddens all
His spirit; thus the Bard too near the throne
Quails from his inspiration, bound to
jilease,—
How servile is the task to please alone !
To smooth the verse to suit his sovereign’s
ease
And royal leisure, nor too much prolong
Aught save his eulogy, and find, and seize,
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Or forcé, or forge fit argument of song !
Thus trammeU’d, thus condemn’d to
Flattery’s trebles,
He toils through all, still tremhling to be
wrong:
For fear some noble thoughts, lite heavenly
rebels,
Should rise up in high treason to liis brain,
He sings, as tlie Atbenian spoke, witb
pebbles
In ’s moutb, lest trutb sbould stammer tbrougb
bis strain.
But out of tbe long file of sonneteers
Tbere sball be some wbo will not sing in
vain,
And be, their prince, sball rank among my
peers,
And love sball be liis torment; but bis grlef
Sball make an immortality of tears,
And Italy sball bail liim as tbe Cbief
Of Poet-lovers, and bis bigber song
Of Freedom wreathe him witb as green
aleaf.
But in a farther age sball rise along
Tbe banks of Po two greater still than he;
Tbe world wliich smiled on him sball do
them wrong
Till tbey are asbes, and repose witb me.
Tbe first will make an epoch witb bis lyre,
And fill tbe eartli witb feats of cbivalry:
His fancy like a rainbow, and bis tire,
Like tbat of Heaven, immortal, and bis
tbougbt
Borne onward with a wing tbat cannot tb e ;
Pleasure sball, like a butterfly new caugbt,
Flutter her lovely pinions o’er bis tbeme,
And Art itself seem into Nature wrougbt
By tbe transparency of bis brigbt dream.—
Tbe second, of a tenderer, sadder mood,
Sball pour liis soul out o’er Jerusalem ;
He, too, sball sing of arms, and Christian
blood
Sbed wbere Cbrist bled for man; and his
high liarp
Sball, by tbe willow over Jordan’s flood,
Bevive a song of Sion, and tbe sliarp
Conflict, and final triumpb of tbe brave
And pious, and tile strife of liell to warp
Tbeir bearts from tlieir great purpose, until
wave
Tbe red-cross banners wbere tbe first red
Cross
Was crimson’d from his venís who died to
save,
Sball be bis sacred argument; tbe loss
Of years, of favour, freedom, even of fame
Contested for a time,while tile smootli gloss
Of courts would slide o’er bis forgotten ñame
And cali eaptivity a kindness, meant
To sbield him from insanity or sbame,

[C an to III.

Sucb sball be bis meet guerdon! wbo was sent
To be Christ’s Laureate—tbey reward him
well!
Florencedooms me but deathorbanisbment,
Ferrara him a pittance and a cell,
Harder to bear and less deserved, for I
Had stung tbe factions wbicb I strove to
quell;
But tbis meek man, wbo witb a lover’s eye
Will Iook on eartb and beaven, and wbo will
deign
To embalm witb bis celestial flattery,
As poor a tbing as e’er was spawn’d to reign,
Wkat will lie do to merit sucb a doom?
Perhaps be’ll love,—and is not love in vain
Torture enougb without a liviug tomb'?
Yet it will be so—be and bis compeer,
Tbe Bard of Cbivalry, will botb consume
In penury and pain too many a year,
And, dying in despondency, bequeatli
To tbe kind world, wbich scarce will yield
a tear,
A heritage enriching all wbo breathe
Witb tbe wealtb of a genuine poet’s soul,
And to tbeir country a redoubled wreath,
Unmatcb’d by time; not Helias can unroll
Tbrougb her olympiads two sucb ñames,
tliough one
Of bers be migbty;—and is tbis tbe whole
Of sucb men’s destiny beneatb tbe sun ?
Must all tbe finer tbougbts, tbe thrilling
sense,
Tbe electric blood witb wbicb tbeir arteries
run,
Tbeir body’s self turned soul witb the intense
Feeling of tbat wbicb is, and fancy of
Tbat wbicb sbould be, to sucb a recompense
Conduct ? sball tbeir brigbt plumage on tbe
rougb
Storm be still scatter’d ? Yes, and it must
be;
For, form’d of far too penetrable stuff,
These birds of Paradise but long to flee
Back to their native mansión, soon tbey find
Eartb’s mist witb tbeir puré pinions not
agree,
And die or are degraded; for tbe rnind
Succumbs to long infection, and despair,
And vulture passions flying cióse bebind,
Await tbe moment to assail and tear;
And wben at length tbe winged wanderers
stoop,
Then is tbe prey-birds’ triumpb, tlien tbey
share
Tbe spoil, o’erpower’d at length by one feU
swoop.
Yet some llave been untouch’d wbo learn’d
to bear,
Some wliom no power could ever forcé to
droop,
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Wbo could resist tbemselves even, hardest
care I
And task most bopeless; but some sucb
bave been,
And if my ñame amongst tbe number were,
Tbat destiny austere, and yet serene,
Were prouder than more dazzling fame unbless’d ;
Tbe Alp’s snow summit nearer beaven is
seen
Than tbe volcano’s fierce eruptive crest,
Wbose splendour from tbe black abyss is
flung,
While tbe scorcb’d mountain, from wbose
burning breast
A temporary torturing llame is wrung,
Skines for a nigbt of terror, tben repels
Its fire back to tbe bell from wbence it
sprung,
Tbe bell wbicb in its entrails ever dwells.

Canto the Fourth.
Many are poets wbo bave never penn’d

Tbeir inspiration, and perchanee tbe best:
They felt, and loved, and died, but would
not lend
Tbeir tbougbts to meaner beings; tbey compress’d
The god witkin them, and rejoin'd tbe stars
UnlaureH’d upon eartb, but far more bless’d
Than tbose wbo are degraded by tbe jars
Of passion, and tbeirfrailties link’d to fame,
Conquerors of bigb renown, but full of
scars.
Many are poets but without the ñame,
For wbat is poesy but to create
From overfeeling good or i l l ; and aim
Atanexternallifebeyond our fate,
And be tbe new Prometheus of new men,
Bestowing fire from beaven, and tben, too
late,
Finding tbe pleasure given repaid witb pain,
And vultures to tbe lieart of tbe bestower,
Wbo, kaving lavisk’d bis bigb gift in vain,
Lies ckain’d to bis lone rock by the sea-shore ?
So be it : we can bear.—But tbus all tbey
Wbose intellect is an o’ermastering power
Wbicb still recoils from its encumbering clay
Or ligbtens it to spirit, wbatsoe’er
Tbe forra wbicb tbeir creations may essay,
Are bards; tbe kindled marble’s bust may
wear
More poesy upon its speaking brow
Than augbt less than tbe Homerie page may
bear;

3 6 7

One noble stroke with a wbole life may
...........
glow,
Or deify tbe canvas till it slnne
With beauty so surpassing all below,
Tbat they who kneel to idols so divine
Break no coinmandment, for bigb beaven
is tbere
Transfused, transfigurated: and tbe line
Of poesy, wbicb peoples but tbe air
Witb tbougbt and beings of our tbougbt
reflected,
Can do no more: tben let tbe artist share
The palm, be sbares tbe peril, and dejected
Famts o’er the labour unapproved—Alas!
Despair and Genius are too oft connected.
Witbin tbe ages wbicb before me pass
Art sball resume and equal even tbe sway
Wbich witb Apelles and oíd Phidias
She beld in Helias’ unforgotten day.
Ye sball be taugbt by Kuin to revive
Tbe Grecian forms at least from their
decay,
And Bomau souls at last again sball live
In Koman works wrougbt by Italian hands,
And temples, loftier tliau tbe oíd temples,
give
New wouders to tbe world; and wkile still
stands
Tbe austere Pantheon, into heaven sball
soar
A dome, its image, while tbe base expanda
Into a fane surpassing all before,
l
Sucb as all ílesk sball flock to kneel in-,
ne’er
Sucb sight hatk been unfolded by a door
As tbis, to wbicb all nations sball repair
And lay their sins at tbis buge gate of
beaven.
And tbe bold Architect unto w’liose care
Tbe daring cbarge to raise it sball be given,
Wkom all bearts sball acknowledge as
tbeir lord,
Wketlier into tbe marble chaos driven
His cbisel bid tbe Hebrew, at wbose word
Israel left Egypt, stop the waves in stone,
Or bues of Hell be by bis pencil pour’d
Over tbe damn’d before tbe Judgmenttbrone,
Sucb as I saw tliem, sucli as all sball see,
Or fanes be built of grandeur yet unknown,
Tbe stream of bis great tbougbts sball spring
from me,
Tbe Gkibelline, wbo traversed tlie tbree
realms
Wbicb form tbe empire of eternity.
Amidst tbe clask of swords, and clang of
kelms,
Tbe age wbicb I anticipate, no less
Sball be tbe Age of Beauty, and while
whelms,
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Calamity tlie nations with distress,
The genius of my country shall arise,
A Cedar towering o’er the Wilderness,
Lovely in all its branches to all eyes,
Fragrant as fair, and recognised afar,
Wafting its native incense through the
skies.
Sovereigns shall pause amidst their sport of
war,
. Weau’d for an hour from hlood, to turn
and gaze
On canvas or on stone; and tliey who mar
All beauty upon earth, compell’d to praise,
Shall feel the power of tliat which they
destroy;
And Art’s mistaken gratitude shall raise
To tyrants who but take her for a toy,
Emblems and monuments, and prostitute
Her ckarms to pontiíïs proud, who but employ
The man of genius as the meanest brute
To bear a burthen, and to serve a need,
To sell his labours, and his soul to boot.
Who toils for nations may be poor indeed,
But free; who sweats for monarchs is no
more
Than the gilt chamberlain, who, clothed
and fee’d,
Stands sleek and slavish, bowing at his
door.
Oh, Power that rulest and inspirest 1 how
Is it that they on earth, whose earthly
power
Is likest thine in heaven in outward show,
Least like to thee in attributes divine,
Tread on the universal necks that bow,
And then assure us that their rights are
thine?
And how is it that they, the sons of fame,
Whose inspiration seems to them to shine
From high, they wkorn the nations oftest
name,
Must pass their days in penury or pain,
Or step to grandeur through the paths of
shame,
And wear a deeper brand and gaudier chain ?
Or if their destiny be born aloof
From lowliness, or tempted thence in vain,
In their own souls sustain a harder proof,
The inner war of passions deep and fierce ?
Florence ! when thy harsh sentence razed
my roof,
I loved thee; but the vengeance of my verse,
The hate of injuries which every year
Makes greater, and accumulates my curse,
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Shall live, outliving all tliou holdest dear,
Thy pride, thy wealth, thy freedom, and
even that,
The most infernal of all evils here,
The sway of petty tyrants in a state;
For such sway is not limited to kings,
And demagogues yield to them but in date.
As swept off sooner ; in all deadly things,
Which malte men hate themselves, and one
another,
In discord, cowardice, cruelty, all that
springs,
From Death the Sin-born's incest with his
mother,
In rank oppression in its rudest shape,
The faction Chief is but the Sultan’s
brother,
And the worst despot’s far less human ape:
Florence ! when this lone spirit, which so
long
Yearn’d, as the captive toiliug at escape,
To fly baek to thee in despite of wrong,
An exile, saddest of all prisoners,
Who has the whole world for a dungeon
strong,
Seas, mountains, and the horizon’s verge for
bars,
Which shut him from the solé small spot
of earth,
Where—whatsoe’er his fate—he still were
hers,
His country's, and might die where he had
birth—
Florence! when this lone spirit shall return
To kindred spirits, tliou wilt feel my worth,
And seek to honour with an empty urn
The ashes tliou slialt ne’er obtain—Alas !
“ What have I done to thee, my people?”
Stern
Are all thy dealings, but in this they pass
The limits of man’s common malice, for
All that a Citizen could be I was ;
Baised by thy will, all thine in peace or war,
And for this thou hast warr’d with me—
’Tis done:
I may not overleap the eternal bar
Built up between us, and will die alone,
Beholding with the dark eye of a seer
The evil days to gifted souls foreshown,
Foretelling them to those who will not hear.
As in the oíd time, till the hour be come
When Trnth shall strike their eyes through
many a tear.
And make them own the Prophet in his tomb;
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A D V E R T IS E M E N T .
T he Morgante Maggiore, of the first canto of
which this translation is offered, divides with the
Orlando Innamorato the honour of havirig formed
and suggested the style and story of Ariosto. The
great defects of Boiardo were llis treating too
seriously the narratives of chivalry, and his harsh
style. Ariosto, in his continuation, by a judicious
mixture of the gaiety of Pulci, has avoided the
one; and Berni, in his reformation of Boiardo’s
poem, has correeted the other. Pulci may be con
siderad as the precursor and model of Berni altogcther, as he has partly been to Ariosto, howcver
inferior to both his copyists. He is no less the
founder of a new style of poetry very lately sprung
up in England. I allude to that of the ingenious
AVhistlecraft. The serious poems on Roncesvalles
in the same language, and more particularly the
excellent one of Mr. Merivale, are to be traced to
the same source. It has never yet been deeided
entirely whether Pulei’s intention was or was not
to deride the religión which is one of his favourite
tòpics. It appears to me, that such an intention
would have been no less hazardous to the poet
than to the pricst, particularly in that age and
country; and the permission to publish the poem,
and its rcception among the clàssics of Italy,
prove that it neither was nor is so interpreted.
That he intended to ridicule the monàstic life,
and suffered his imagination to play with the
simple dulness of his converted giant, seems evi
dent enough; but surcly it were as unjust to
accuse him of irreligión on this account, as to
denounee Fielding for his Parson Adams, Barnabas, Thwaekum, Supple, and the Ordinary in
Jonathan Wild,—or Scott, for the exquisite use

Canto the First.
I.
I n the beginning was the Word next God ;
God was the Word, the Word no less was he:
This was in the beginning, to my mode
Of thinking, and without him nought could
he;
Therefore, just Lord 1from out tliy high abode,
Benign and pious, bid an ángel flee,
One only, to be my companion, wbo
Shall help my famous, worthy, old song
through.

of his Covenantcrs in the “ Tales of my Landlord.”
In the following translation I have uscd the
liberty of the original with the proper ñames; as
Pulci uses Gan, Ganellon, or Ganellone; Cario, Carlomagno, or Carlomano ; Rondel, or Rondello, &c.,
as it suits his convenience; so has the translator.
In other respects the versión is faithful to the best
of the translator’s ability in combining his interpretation of the one language with the not very easy
task of reducing it to the same versiflcation in tho
other. Tho rcader, on comparing it with the ori
ginal, is requested to remember that the antiquated
language of Pulci, however púre, is not easy to the
generality of Italians themselves, from its great
mixture of Tuscan proverbs; and he may therefore
be more indulgent to the present attempt. How
far the translator lias succeeded, and whether or
no he shall continue the Work, are qüestions which
the public will decide. He was induced to make
the experiment partly by his love for, and partial
intercourse with, the Italian language, of which it
is so easy to acquire a slight knowledge, and with
which it is so nearly impossible for a forcigner to
become accurately conversant. The Italian lan
guage is like a capricious beauty, who accords her
smiles to ali, her favours to few', and sometimes
least to those who have courted her longest. The
translator wished also tó present in an English
dress a part at least of a poem never yet rendered
into a northern language; at the same time that it
has bcen the original of some of the most celebrated
productions on this side of the Alps, as well as of
those recent experiments in poetry in England
which have been already mentioned.

H.
And thou, oh Virgin 1daughter, mother, bride
Of the same Lord, who gave to you each
Of heaveu, aud hell, and everything beside,
The day thy Gabriel said “ Ali liail!” to
thee,
Since to thy servants pity’s ne’er denied,
With flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and
free,
Be to my verses then benignly kind,
And to the end illuminate my mind.
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’T was in the season wlien sad Pliilomel
Weeps with her sister, who remembers
and
Deplores tlie ancient woes which both befell,
And makes the nymphs enamour'd, to the
hand
Of Phaèton hy Phoebus loved so well
His car (but temperad by his sire’s command)
Was given, and on the horizon’s verge just
now
Appear’d, so that Tithonus seratch’d his
bròw:

Twelve paladins had Charles in court, of
whom
The wisest and most famous was Orlando;
Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb
In Boncesvalles, as the villain plann’d too,
While the horn rang so loud, and knell’d the
doom
Of their sad rout, though he did all knight
can d o ;
And Dante in his comedy has given
To him a happy seat with Charles in heaven.

IV.
When I prepared my bark first to obey,
As it should still obey, the helm, my mind,
And carry prose or rhyme, and this my lay
Of Charles the Emperor, whom you will fiud
By several pens already praised; but they
Who to diffuse his glory were inclined,
For all that I can see in prose or verse,
Have understood Charles badly, and wrote
worse.

IX.
’Twas Cliristmas-day; in Paris all his court
Charles held; the chief, I say, Orlando was,
The Dane ; Astolfo there too did resort,
Also Ansuigi, the gay time to pass
In festival and in triumphal sport,
The much renown’d St. Dennis being the
cause;
Angiolin of Bayonne, and Oliver,
And gentle Beíinglneri too came there :
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X V III.
“ And even at Aspramont thou didst begin
Like him a fury comiséis ; his revenge
To let him know he was a gallant knight,
On Gan in that rash act he seem’d to take,
Which Aldabella thought extremely strange ;
And by the fount did much the day to win ;
But I knowioAo that day had won the fight
But soon Orlando found himself awake;
And his spouse took his bridle on this cliange,
If it had not for good Gherardo been;
The victory was Almonte’s else; his sight
And he dismounted from his horse, and
He kept upon the standard, and the laureis
spake
In fací and fairness are his earning, Charles. Of everything which pass'd without demur,
And then reposed himself some days with her.
XIV.
“ I f thou rememherest being in Gascony,
When there advanced the nations out of
Spain,
The Christian canse had suffer’d shamefully,
Had not his valour driven them back again.
Best speak the truth when there’s a reason
why:
Know then, oh Emperor! that all complain:
As for myself, I shall repass the mounts
O’er which I cross’d with two and sixty counts.

X.
Avolio, and Arino, and Othone
Of Normandy, and Biehard Paladín,
Wise Hamo, and the ancient Salamone,
Walter of Lion’s Mount and Baldovin,
Who was the son of the sad Ganellone,
Were there, exciting too much gladness in
The son of Pepin:—when his knights carne
hitlier,
He groan’d with joy to see them all together.

XV.
* 'T is fit thy grandeur should dispense relief,
So that each here may have his proper part,
For the whole court is more or less in grief:
Perhaps thou deem’st this lad a Mars in
heart ? ”
Orlando one day heard this speech in brief,
As by himself it chanced he sate apart:
Displeásed he was with Gan because he said it,
But much more still that Charles should give
him credit.

XI.
But watchful Fortune, lurking, takes good
heed
Ever some bar ’gainst our intents to bring,
VI.
While
Charles reposed him thus, in word and
You still may see at St. Liberatore,
deed,
The abbey, no great way from Manopell,
Orlando ruled court, Charles, and everyErected in the Abruzzi to his glory,
thing ;
Because of the great battle in which fell
Curst Gan, with envy bursting, had such need
A pagan king, according to the story,
To vent his spite, that thus with Charles the
And felón people whom Charles sent to heli:
king
And there are bones so many, and so many,
Near them Giusaffa’s would seem feiv, if any. One day he openly began to say,
“ Orlando must we always then obey?

XVI.
And with the sword he would have murder’d
Gan,
But Oliver thrust in between the pair,
And from his hand extracted Durlindan,
And thus at length they separated were.
Orlando, angry too with Carloman,
Wanted but little to have slain him there;
Then forth alone from Paris went the chief,
And burst and madden’d with disdain and
grief.

V.
Leonardo Aretino said already,
That if, like Pepin, Charles had had a
writer
Of genius quick, and diligently steady,
No hero would in history look brighter;
He in the cabinet being always ready,
And in the field a most victorious fighter,
Who for the church and Christian faith had
wrought,
Certes, far more than yet is said or thought.

VII.
But the world, blind and ignorant, don’t prize
His virtues as I wish to see them: thou,
Florence, by his great bounty don’t arise,
And hast, and may have, if thou wilt allow,
All proper customs and true courtesies:
Whate’er thou hast acquired from then till
now,
With knightly courage, treasure, or the lance,
Is sprung from out the noble blood of France.

X II.
“ A thousand times l ’ve been about to say,
Orlando too presumptuously goes on;
Here are we, counts, kings, dukes, to own thy
sway,
Hamo, and Otho, Ogier, Solomon,
Each have to lionour thee and to obey;
But he has too much credit near the throne,
Which we won’t suffer, but are quite decided
By such a boy to be no longer guided.
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XIX.
Then full of wrath departed from the place,
And far as pagan countries roam’d astray,
And while he rodé, yet still at every pace
The traitor Gan remember’d by the way ;
And wandering on in error a long space,
An abbey wliich in a lone desert lay,
'Midst glens obscure, and distant lands, he
found,
Which form’d the Christian’s and the pagan’s
bound.
XX.
The abbot was call’d Clermont, and by blood
Descended from Anglante : under cover
Of a great mountain’s brow the abbey stood,
But certain savage giants look’d him over ;
One Passamont was foremost of the brood,
And Alabaster and Morgante llover
Second and third, with certain slings, and
throw
In daily jeopardy the place below.
XXI.
The monks could pass the convent gate no
more,
Ñor leave their cells for water or for wood;
Orlando knock’d, but none would ope, before
Unto the prior it at length seem’d good ;
Enter’d, he said that he was taught to adore
Him who was born of Mary’s holiest blood,
And was baptized a Christian; and then
show’d
How to the abbey he had found his road.

XXII.
From Ermellina, consort of the Dane,
Said the abbot, “ You are welcome; what is
He took Cortana, and then took Ilondell,
mine
And on towards Brara prick’d him o’er the
We give you freely, since that you believe
plaiu;
With US in Mary Mother's Son divine ;
And when she saw him Corning, Aldabelle
And that you may not, cavalier, conceive
Stretch'd forth her arms to clasp her lord
The cause of our delay to let you in
again:
To be rusticity, you shall receive
Orlando, in whose brain all was not well,
As “ Welcome, my Orlando, borne,” she said, The reason why our gate was barr’d to you:
Thus
those who in suspicion live must do.
Kaised up his sword to smite her on the head,
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xxm.
“ When hither to inhabit first we carne
These mountains, albeit that they are ob
scure,
As you perceive, yet without fear or blame
They seem’d to promise au asylum sure:
From savage brutes alone, too fierce to tame,
’Twas fit our quiet dwelling to secure;
But now, if here we ’d stay, we needs must
guard
Against domèstic beasts with watch and ward.

[Canto I.

The holy father said, “ I don’t deceive;
They ’ll one day fling the mountain, I believe.”

xxvm.
Orlando hade them take care of Rondello,
And also made a breakfast of bis own :
“ Abbot,” he said, “ I want to find that fellow
Who flung at my good horse yon cornerstone.”
Said the abbot, “ Let not my advice seem
shallow;
As to a brother dear I speak alone ;
I would dissuade you, barón, from this strife,
As knowing sure that you will lose your life.

XXIV.
“ Tbese make us stand, in fact, upon tke
watch;
For late there have appear’d three giants
XXIX.
rougk;
That Passamont has in his hand three
What nation or wkat kingdom bore the batch
darts—
I know not, but they are all of savage stuff;
Such slings, clubs, ballast-stones, that yield
When forcé and malice with some genius
you must:
match,
Ton know, they can do all—we are not You know that giants have much stouter
hearts
enough:
Than us, with reason, in proportion just:
And these so mueh our orisons derange,
I
f
go
you
will, guard well against their arts,
I know not what to do, till matters change.
For these are very barbarous and robust.”
Orlando answer’d, “ This I ’ll see, be sure,
XXV.
And walk the wild on foot to be secure.”
“ Our ancient fathers living the desert in,
For just and holy Works were duly fed ;
XXX.
Think not they lived on locusts solé, ’tis
certain
The abbot sign’d the great cross on his front,
That manna was rain’d down from heaven
“ Then go you with God’s benison and
instead;
mine: ”
But here ’t is fit we keep on the alert in
Orlando, after he had scaled the mount,
Our bounds, or taste the stones shower’d
As the abbot had directed, kept the line
down for bread,
Right to the usual haunt of Passamont;
From off yon mountain daily raining faster,
Who, seeing him alone in this design,
And flung by Passamont and Alabaster.
Survey'd him fore and aft with eyes obser
vant,
XXVI.
Then ask’d him, “ I f he wish’d to stay as
“ The third, Morgante, ’s savagest by far ; he
servant ? ”
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplar-trees, and
XXXI.
oaks,
And promised him an office of great ease.
And flings them, our community to bury;
But said Orlando, “ Saracen insane !
And all that I can do but more provokes.”
I come to kill you, if it sliall so please
While thus they parley in the cemetery,
God, not to serve as footboy in your train ;
A stone from one of their gigantic strokes,
Which nearly crush’d Rondell, carne tumbling You with his monks so oft have broke the
peace—
over,
Vile dog! ’tis past his patience to sustain.”
So that he took a long leap under cover.
The giant ran to fetch his arms, quite furious,
XXVII.
When he reeeived an answer so injurious.
“ For God-sake, cavalier, come in with speed;
XXXII.
The manna’s falling now,” the abbot cried.
“ This fellow does not wisk my horse should And being return’d to wliere Orlando stood,
feed,
Who had not moved him from the spot,
Dear Abbot,” Roland nnto him replied.
and swinging
“ Of restiveness he ’d cure him had he need; The cord, he hurl’d a stone with strength so
That stone seems with good will and aim
rude,
applied.”
As show’d a sample of his skill in slinging;
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It roll’d on Count Orlando’s helmet good
And head, and set both head and helmet
ringing,
So that he swoon’d with pain as if he died,
But more than dead, he seem’d so stupified.

XXXVII.
And having said thus much, he went his way;
And Alabaster he found out below,
Doing the very best that in him lay
To root from out a bauk a rock or two.
Orlando, when he reacli’d him, loud ’gan say,
XXXIII.
“ How thiuk’st thou, glutton, such a stone
to throw ? ”
Then Passamont, who thought him slain outAVhen Alabaster heard his deep voice ring,
riglit,
He suddenly betook him to his sling,
Said, “ I will go, and while he lies along,
Disarm me : why such craven did I fight ? ”
X X X V III
But Christ his servants ne’er abandons
And hurl’d a fragment of a size so large,
long,
That if it had in fact fulfill’d its mission,
Especially Orlando, such a knight,
And Roland not avail’d him of his targe,
As to desert would almost be a wrong.
There would have been no need of a
While the giant goes to put off his defences,
physician.
Orlando has recall’d his forcé and senses :
Orlando set kimself in turn to charge,
And in his bulky bosom made incisión
XXXIV.
With all his sword. The lout fell; but o’erAnd loud he shouted, “ Giant, where dost
thrown, he
However by no means forgot Macone.
go ? ’’
Thou thought’st me doubtless for the bier
XXXIX.
outlaid;
To the right about—without wings tkou’rt Morgante had a palace in his mode,
too slow
Composed of branckes, logs of wood, and
To fly my vengeance—currish renegade ?
earth,
’Twas but by treacliery thou laid’st me low.” And stretck’d himself at ease in this abode,
The giant his astonishment betray'd,
And shut himself at niglit within his berth.
And turn’d about, and stopp’d his journey on, Orlando lcnock’d, and knock’d again, to goad
And then he stoop’d to pick up a great stone.
The giant from his sleep; and he carne f orth,
The door to open, like a crazy thing,
For a rough dream had shook him slumberXXXV.
Orlando had Cortana haré in hand;
To split the head in twain was -what he
He thought that a fierce serpent had attack'd
schemed:
him;
Cortana clave the skull like a true.brand,
And Mahomet he call’d ; but Maliomet
And pagan Passamont died unredeem’d,
Is nothing worth.and not an instant back’d him;
Yet harsh and haughty, as he lay he bann’d,
But praying blessed Jesu, he was set
And most devoutly Macón still blasphemed;
But while his crude, rude blasphemies he At liberty from all the f ears which rack’d him;
And to the gate he carne with great regret—
heard,
“ Who lmocks here ? ” grumbling all the while,
Orlando thank’d the Father and the Word,—
said he.
“ That,” said Orlando, “ you will quickly see:
XXXVI.
XLI.
Saying, “ What graee to me thou ’st this day
“ I come to preach to you, as to your brothers,
given!
Sent by the miserable monks—repentance;
And I to thee, O Lord I am ever bound.
I know my life was saved by thee from For Providence divine, in you and otliers,
Condemns the evil done my new acquaintheaven,
ance.
Since by the giant I was fairly down’d.
All things by thee are measurod just and ’Tis writ on high—your wrong must pay
anotlier’s :
even;
From heaven itself is issued out this senOur power without tliine aid would nought
tence.
be found:
Know then, that colder now than a pilaster
I pray thee take heed of me, till I can
I
left
your
Passamont and Alabaster.”
At least return once more to Carloman.”
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Thence, with due thanks, the abbot God
adored,
Saying, “ Thou bast contented me, oh Lord 1”

XLYH.
“ Since God has granted your illumination,
Accepting you in merey for his own,
Humility should be your first oblation.”
Morgante said, “ For goodness’ sake, make
known,—
Since that your God is to be mine—your
station,
And let your name in verity be shown;
Then will I everything at your command do.”
On w.hich the other said, he was Orlando.

LH.
“ But they in Clirist have firmest hope, and all
Which seems to him, to them too must
appear
Well done; nor could it othenvise befall;
He never can in any purpose err.
If sire or mother suffer endless thrall,
They don’t disturb themselves for him or
her:
What pleases God to them must joy inspire;—
Such is the observance of the eternal choir.”

XLIY.

XLYIH.
“ Then,” quotli the giant, “ blessed be Jesu
A thousand times with gratitude and
praise!
Oft, perfect barón! have I heard of you
Through all the different periods of my days:
And, as I said, to be your vassal too
I wish, for your great gallantry always.”
Thus reasoning, they continued much to say,
And onwards to the abbey went their way.

Orlando answer’d, “ Barón just and pious,
If this good wish your heart can really
move
To the true God, you will not tlien deny us
Eternal honour, you will go above,
And, if you please, as friends we will ally
us,
And I will love you with a perfect love.
Your idols are vain liars, full of fraud:
The only true God is the Christians’ God.

XLIX.
And by the way about the giants dead
Orlando with Morgante reason’d : “ Be,
For their decease, I pray you, comforted;
And, since it is God’s pleasure, pardon me;
A thousand wrongs unto the monks they bred,
And our true Scripture soundeth openly,
Good is rewarded, and chastised the ill,
Which the Lord never faileth to fulfil:

LHI.
“ A word unto the wise,” Morgante said,
“ Is wont to be enough, and you sball see
How much I grieve about my brethren dead;
L v in .
And if the will of God seem good to me,
“ And one of our apostles, Saúl once named,
Just, as you teli me, ’tis in heaven obey’d—
Long persecuted sore the faith of Christ,
Ashes to ashes,—merry let us be 1
I will cut off the hands from both their Till, one day, by the Spirit being inflamed,
‘ Why dost thou persecute me thus ? ’ said
trunks,
Christ;
And carry them unto the holy monks.
And then from his offence he was reclaim’d,
And went for ever after preaching Christ,
LIV.
“ So that all persons may be sure and certain And of the faith became a trump, whose
sounding
That they are dead, and have nofurther fear
O’er the whole earth is echoing and reTo wander solitary this desert in,
bounding.
And that they may perceive my spirit clear
By the Lord’s grace, who hath witkdrawn
LIX.
the curtain
Of darkness, making his bright realm “ So, my Morgante, you may do likewise:
He who repents—thus writes the Evanappear.”
gelist—
He cut his brethren’s hands off at these
Occasions more rejoicing in the skies
words,
Than ninety-nine of the celestial list.
And left them to the savage beasts and birds.
You may be sure, should each desire arise
With just zeal for the Lord, that you ’ll
LV.
exist
Then to the abbey they went on together,
Among the happy saints for evermore;
Where waited them the abbot in great
But you were lost and damn’d to heli before!”
doubt.
The monks, who knew not yet the fact, ran
LX.
thither,
And thus great honour to Morgante paid
To their superior, all in breathless rout,
The abbot: many days they did repose.
Saying with tremor, “ Please to teli us
One day, as with Orlando they both stray’d,
whether
And saunter’d here and there, where’er
You wish to have this person in or out ? ”
they chose,
The abbot, looking through upon the giant,
The abbot show’d a chamber, where array’d
Too greatly fear’d, at first, to be compliaut.
Much armour was, and hung up certain
bows;
LVI.
And one of these Morgante for a whim
Orlando, seeing him thus agitated,
Girt on, though useless, he believed, to him.
Said quickly, “ Abbot, be tliou of good cheer;
He Christ believes, as Christian must be
LXI.
rated,

XLl·l.
Morgante said, “ Oh, geutle cavalier !
Now by thy God say me no villany;
The favour of your ñame I fain would hear,
And if a Christian, speak for conrtesy.”
Beplied Orlando, “ So much to your ear
I by my faith disclose contentedly;
Ckrist I adore, who is the genuine Lord,
And, if you please, by you may be adored.”

XLm .
The Saracen rejoin’d in humble tone,
“ I have had an extraordinary visión;
A savage serpent fell on me alone,
And Macón would not pity my condition;
Henee to thy God, who for ye did atone
Upon the eross, preferr’d I my petition;
His timely suecour set me safe and free,
And I a Christian am disposed to be.”

L.
“ Because his love of justice unto all
Is such, he wills his judgment should de“ The Lord descended to the virgin breast
vour
Of Mary Mother, sinless and divine;
All who have sin, however great or small;
I f you acknowledge the Bedeemer blest,
But good he well remembers to restore.
Without wkom neither sun ñor star can
Nor without justice holy could we call
shine,
Him, whom I now require you to adore.
Abjure bad Macon’s false and felón test,
All men must make his will their wishes
Your renegado god, and worship mine,
sway,
Baptize yourself with zeal, since you re
And quickly and spontaneously obey.
pent.”
TowhichMorgante answer'd, “ I ’m content.”
LI.
‘‘ And here our doctors are of one accord,
XLVI.
Corning on this point to the same con
And then Orlando to embrace him flew,
clusión,
And made much of his convert, as he That in their thoughts who praise in heaven
cried,
the Lord
“ To the abbey I will gladly marshal you.”
H pity e’er was guilty of intrusión
To whom Morgante, “ Let us go,” replied; For their unfortunate relations stored
“ I to the friars have for peace to sue.”
In heli below, and damn’d in great con
Which thing Orlando heard with inward
fusión,
pfide,
Their happiness would be reduced to nought,
Saying, “ My brother, so devout and good,
And thus unjust the Almighty’s self be
Ask the abbot pardon, as I wish you would:
thought.

XLV.

LYl·l.
He gazed; Morgante’s height he calculated,
And more than once contemplated his size;
And then he said, “ Oh giant celebrated !
Know, that no more my wonder will arise,
How you could tear and fling the trees you
late did,
When I belíold your form with my own
eyes.
You now a true and perfect friend will show
Yourself to Christ, as once you were a foe.

And hath renounced his Maeon false; ”
which here
“ Morgante, I could wish you in this case
Morgante with the hands corroborated,
A proof of both the giants’ fate quite clear: 1 To go for water.” “ You shall be obey’d
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In all commands,” was the reply, “ straiglit- With greedy pleasure, and in such a mood,
ways.”
That the flesh needs no salt beneath their
Upon liis shoulder a great tub he laid,
fork.
And went out on his way unto a fountain,
Of rankness and of rot there is no fear,
Where he was wont to drink below the For all the fasts are now left in arrear.
mountain.
LX YII.
LXH.
As though they wish’d to burst at once, they
Arrived there, a prodigious noise he hears,
ate;
Whieh suddenly along the forest spread ¡
And gorged so that, as if the bones had been
Whereat from out his quiver he prepares
In water, sorely grieved the dog and cat,
An arrow for his bow, and lifts his head;
Perceiving that they all were pick’d too
And lo ! a monstrous herd of swine appears,
clean.
And onward rushes with tempestuous tread, The abbot, who to all did honour great,
And to the fountaiu’s brink precisely pours;
A few days after this eonvivial scene,
So that the giant’s join’d by all the boars.
Gave to Morgante a fine horse, well train’d,
Which he long time had for himself maintain’d.
Lxrn.
LX V III.
Morgante at a venture shot an arrow,
Whieh pierced a pig precisely in the ear,
The horse Morgante to a meadow led,
And pass’d unto the other side quite thorough;
To gallop, and to put him to the proof,
So that the boar, defunct, lay tripp’d up Thinking that he a back of iron had,
near.
Or to skim eggs unbroke was light enough;
Another, to revenge his fellow farrow,
But the horse, sinking with the pain, fell dead,
Against the giant rush’d in fieree carear,
And burst, while coid on earth lay head
And reach’d the passage with so swift a foot,
and hoof.
Morgante was not now in time to shoot.
Morgante said, “ Get up, thou sulky cur! ’’
And still continued pricking with the spur.
LXIV.
LXIX.
Perceivhig that the pig was on him cióse,
He gave him such a punch upon the head, But finally he thought fit to dismount,
And said, “ I am as light as any feather,
As floor’d him so that he no more aróse,
Smashing the very bone; and he fell dead And he has burst;—to this what say you,
count ?”
Next to the other. Having seen such blows,
Orlando answer’d, “ Like a ship's mast
The other pigs along the valley fled;
rather
Morgante on liis neck the bucket took,
Full from the spring, which neither swerved You seem to me, and with the truck for front:
Let him go! Fortune wills that we together
ñor shook.
Should march, but you on foot Morgante
still.”
LXV.
To which the giant answer’d, “ So I will.
The tub was on one shoulder, and there were
The liogs on t’ other, and he brush’d apace
LXX.
On to the abbey, though by no means near,
“ When there shall be occasion, you will see
Nor spilt one drop of water in his race.
How I approve my eourage in the figlit.”
Orlando, sesing him so soon appear
Orlando said, “ I really think you’ll be,
With the dead boars, and with that brimI f it should prove God’s will, a goodly
ful vase,
knight;
Marvell’d to see his strength so very great;
Ñor will you napping there discover me.
So did the abbot, and set wide the gate.
But never mind your horse, though out of
sight
LX YI.
’T were best to carry him into some wood,
The monks, who saw the water fresh and If but the means or way I understood."
good,
LXXI.
Eejoiced, but much more to perceive the
pork;
The giant said, “ Then carry him I will,
All animals are glad at sight of food:
Since that to carry me he was so slack—
They lay their breviaries to sleep, and To render, as the gods dó, good for i ll;
work
But lend a hand to place him on my back.’’

Canto I.]
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Orlando answer’d, “ If my counsel still
May weigh, Morgante, do not undertake
To lift or carry this dead courser, who,
As you have done to him, will do to you.
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Some days ago I should have ask’d your
leave,
Kind father, but I really was ashamed,
And know not how to show my sentiment,
So much I see you with our stay content.

Lxxn.

Lxxm
“ Take care he don’t revenge himself, though
“ But in my heart I bear througli every clime
dead,
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude—
As Nessus did of oíd beyond all cure.
I don’t know if the fact you’ve heard or So much I love you in so short a time;
For me, from heaven reward you with all
read;
good
But he will make you burst, you may be
The God so true, the eternal Lord sublime !
sure.”
Whose kingdom at the last hath open
“ But help him on my back,” Morgante said,
stood.
“ And you shall see what weight I can
Meantime we stand expectant of your blessendure.
ing,
In place, my gentle Roland, of this palfrey,
And recommend us to your prayers with
With all the bells, I ’d carry yonder belfry.”
pressing.”
LX X III.
Lx xvm .
The abbot said, “ The steeple may do well,
Now when the abbot Count Orlando heard,
But, for the bells, you’ve broken them. I
His heart grew soft with inner tenderness,
wot.”
Such fervour in his bosom bred each word;
Morgante answer’d, “ Let them pay in hell
And, “ Cavalier,” he said, “ if I have less
The penalty who lie dead in yon grot; ”
Courteous and kind to your great wortli
And hoisting up the horse from where he fell,
appear’d,
He said, “ Now look if I the gout have got,
Than fits me for such gentle blood to exOrlando, in the legs—or if I have forcé; ”—
press,
And tlien he made twro gambols with the
I know I liave done too little in this case;
horse
But blame our ignorance, and this poor place.
LXXIV.
LXXIX.
Morgante was like any mountain framed;
“ We can indeed but honour you witli masses,
So if he did tliis ’tis no prodigy;
And sermons, thanksgivings, and paterBut secretly himself Orlando blamed,
Because he was one of his f amily;
nosters,
And fearing that he might be hurt or maim d, Hot suppers, dinners (fitting other places
Once more he hade him lay his burden by :
In verity much rather than the cloisters);
“ Put down, ñor bear him further the desert But such a love for you my heart embraces,
For tliousand virtues which your bosom
in.”
_
.
Margante said, “ I I I carry him for certam. ’
fosters,
That wheresoe’er you go I too shall be,
And, on the other part, you rest with me.
LXXV.
He did; and stow’d him in some nook away,
And to the abbey then return’d with speed.
Orlando said, “ Why longer do we stay ? ^
Morgante, here is nought to do indeed. ’
The abbot by the hand he took one day,
And said, with great respect, he liad agreed
To leave his reverence; but for this decisión
He wish’d to have his pardon and permission.

LXXX.
“ This may involve a seeming contradiction;
But you I know are sage, and feel, and

And understand my speech, with full conviction.
For your just pious deeds may you be
graced
With the Lord's great reward and benedicLXX VI.
tion,
The lionours they continued to receive _ ^
By wliom you were directed to tlns waste:
Perliaps exceeded what his merits claim’d :
To
his
liigh merey is our freedom due,
He said, “ I mean, and quickly, to retrieve
The lost days of time past, which may be For which we render thanks to him and
you.
blamed;
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LXXXX.
“ You saved at once our life and soul: such
fear
The giants caused us, that the way was lost
By which we could pursue a fit career
Iu searcli of Jesús and the saintly host;
And your departure breeds such sorrow here,
That comfortless we all are to our cost;
But months and years you would not stay in
sloth,
Ñor are you form’d to wear our soher cloth,
lxxxh

[Canto I.

LXXXTY.
And in a eertain closet, where the wall
Was cover’d with oíd armour like a crust,
The abbot said to them, “ I give you all.”
Morgante rummaged piecemeal from the
dust
The whole, which, save one cuirass, was too
smaíl,
And that too bad the mail inlaid with
rust.
They wonder’d how it fitted him exactly,
Which ne’er has suited others so compactly.

.
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FROM THE INFERNO OF DANTE.
CANTO TH E F IF T H .

“ T he

“ But to hear arms, and wield the lance;
iudeed,
With these as much is done as with this
cowl;
In proof of which the Scriptures you may read.
This giant up to heaven may hear his soul
By your compassion: now in peace proceed.
Your state and ñame I seek not to unroll;
But, if I ’m ask’d, this answer shall be given,
That here an ángel was sent down from
heaven.

LXXXY.
’Twas an immeasurahle giant’s, who
By the great Milo of Agrante fell
Before the abbey many years ago.
The story on the wall was figura! well;
In the last moment of the abbey’s foe,
Who long liad waged a war implacable:
Precisely as the war oecurr’d they drew
him,
And there was Milo as he overthrew him.

LX X XTTT.
“ If you want armour or aught else, go in,
Look o’er the wardrebe, and take what you
choose,
And cover with it o'er this giant’s skin.”
Orlando answer’d, “ I f there should lie loose
Some armour, ere our journey we begin,
Which might be turn’d to my companion’s
use,
The gift would be acceptable to me.”
The abbot said to him, “ Come in and see.”

LXXXVI.
Seeing this liistory, Count Orlando said
In his lieart, “ Oh God, who in the skv
Know’st all things! how was Milo tíither
led?
Who caused the giant in this place to
die?”
And eertain letters, weeping, then he read,
So tbat lie could not keep his visage dry,—
As I will tell iu the ensuing story.
From evil keep you the high King of glory!

land w h e re
seas,

I

w as horn

sits b y th e

Upon that shore to which the Po descends,
With all his followers, in search of peace.
L o ve, w h ic h th e g e n tle h ea rt soon apprehends,

Seized him for the fair person which was
ta’en
From me, and me even yet the mode
offends.
Love, who to noue beloved to love again
Kemits, seized me with wish to jilease, so
strong,
That, as tliou seest, yet, yet it doth remain.
Love to one death conducted us aloug,
But Caina waits for him our life who
ended: ”
These were the accents utter’d by her
tongue.—
Since I first listen’d to these souls offended,
I bow’d my visage, and so kept it till—•
“ What tbiuk’st thou,” said the hard; when
I unbended,
And recommenced: “ Alas! unto such ill
How many sweet thoughts, what strong
ecstasies,
Led these their evil fortune to fulfil! ”

And then I turn’d unto their side my eyes,
And said, “ Francesca, thy sad destinies
Have made me sorrow till the tears arise.
But tell me, in the season of sweet sighs,
By what and how thy love to passion rose,
So as his dim desires to reeognise ? ”
Then she to me: “ The greatest of all woes
Is to remind us of our liappy days
In misery, and that thy teacher knows.
But if to learn our passion’s first root preys
Upon thy spirit with such sympathy,
I will do even as he who weeps and says.
We read one day for jiastime, seatednigh,
Of Lancilot, how love enchain’d him too.
We were alone, quite unsuspiciously.
But oft our eyes met, and our cheeks in
liue
All o’er diseolour’d by that reading were;
But one point only wholly us o’erthrew;
When we read the long-sigh’d-for smile of
her,
To be thus kiss’d by such devoted lover,
He who from me can be divided ne’er
Kiss’d my mouth, trembling in the act all
over:
Accursed was the hook and he who wrote !
That day no further leaf we did uncover.”
Wliile thus one spirit told us of their lot,
The other wept, so that with pity’s thrnlls
I swoon’d, as if hy death I liad been smote.
And fell down even as a dead body falls.

QtlanfVeb,

Scene I.]

If it be so—Spirits of earth and air,
Ye shall not thus elude me: by a power,
Deeper thau all yet urged, a tyrant-spell,
Which liad its birthplace in a star condemn’d,
The burning wreck of a demolish’d world,
A wandering hell in the eternal space;
By the strong curse which is upon my
soul,
The thought which is within me and around
me,
I do compel ye to my will—Appear!
[A star is seen at the darker end o f the
gallery: itis stationary; and a voice
is heard singing.
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“ There are more things in heaven aml earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”

F irst Sp ir it .
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The Scene o f the Drama is ¡manga the Higher Alps—partly in the Casile o f Manfred,
andpartly in the Mountains.

Mortal! to tliy bidding bow’d,
I ’rom my mansión in the cloud,
Which the breath of twilight builds,
And the summer’s sunset gilds
With the azure and vermilion,
Which is mix’d for my pavilion ;
Though thy quest may be forbidden,
On a star-beam I have ridden:
To thine adjuration bow’d,
Mortal—be thy wish avow’d !
Voice o f the Second Sp ir it .

Act I.
Scene I.—M anfred alone.—Scene, a Gothic
Gallery.— Time, Midnight.
Man. The lamp must be replenish’d, but
even then
It will not burn so long as I must watcli:
My slumbers—if I slumber—are not sleep,
But a continuance of enduring thought,
Which then I can resist not: in my heart
There is a vigil, and these eyes but cióse
To look within; and yet I live, and bear
The aspect and the form of breathing men.
But grief should be the instructor of the wise;
Sorrow is knowledge: they who know the most
Must mourn the deepest o’er the fatal truth,
The Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life.
Philosophy and Science, and the springs
Of wonder, and the wisdom of the world,
I have essay’d, and in my mind there is
A power to make these subject to itself—
But they avail not: I have done men good,
And I have met with good even among men—
But this avail’d not: I have liad my foes,
And none have baffled, many fallen before
me—

But this avail’d n o tG o o d , or evil, life,
Powers, passions, all I see in other beings,
Have been to me as rain unto the sands,
Since that all-nameless hour. I have no
dread,
And feel the curse to have no natural fear,
Ñor fluttering tkrob, that beats with hopes or
• wishes,
Or lurking love of something on the earth.
Now to my task.—
Mysterious agency!
Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe!
Whom I have sought in darkness and in
light— Ye, who do compass earth about, and dwell
In subtler essence—ye, to whom the tops
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts,
And earth’s and ocean’s caves familiar
things—■
I cali upon ye by the written charm
Which gives me power upon you—Bise!
Appear!
[A pause.
They come not yet.—Now by the voice of him
Who is the first among you—by this sign,
Which makes you tremble—by the claims of
him
Who is undying,—Bise! Appear!----Appear!
[A pause.

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains ;
They crown’d him long ago
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds,
With a diadem of snow.
Around bis waist are forests braced,
The Avalanche in his hand;
But ere it fall, that thundering hall.
Must pause for my command.
The Glacier’s coid and restless mass
Moves onward day by day;
But I am he who bids it pass,
Or with its ice delay.
I am the spirit of the place,
Could make the mountain bow
And quiver to his cavern’d base—
And wliat with me wouldst Thou?
Voice of the T hird Sp ir it .
In the blue depth of the waters,
Where the wave hath no strife,
Where the wind is a stranger,
And the sea-snake hath life,
Where the Mermaid is decking
Her green hair with shells,
Like the storm on the surface
Carne the sound of thy spells;
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O’er my calm Hall of Coral
The deep echo roll'd—
To the Spirit of Ocean
Thy wishes unfold!
F ourth Sp ir it .

Where the slumberiug earthquake
Lies pillow’d on fire,
And the lakes of bitumen
Bise boilingly higher ;
Where the roots of the Andes
Strike deep in the earth,
As their summits to heaven
Shoot soaringly forth;
I have quitted my birthplace,
Thy bidding to bidé—
Thy spell liath subdued me,
Thy will be my guide!
F if t h Sp ir it .

I am the Eider of the wind,
The Stirrer of the storm;
The hurricane I left behind
Is yet with liglitning warni;
To speed to thee, o’er shore and sea
I swept upon the blast:
The fleet I met sail’d well, and yet
’Twill sink ere night be past.
Six t h Sp ir it .

My dwelling is the shadow of the night,
Wliy doth thy magic torture me with light ?
Seventh Sp ir it .

The star which rules thy destiny
Was ruled, ere earth began, by me ;
It was a world as fresh and fair
As e’er revolved round sun in air;
Its course was free and regular,
Space bosom’d not a lovelier star.
The hour arrived—and it became
A wandering mass of shapeless fíame,
A patliless comet, and a curse,
The menaee of the universe ;
Stili rolling on with innate forcé,
Without a sphere, without a course,
A bright deformity on high,
The monster of the upper sky!
And thou! beneatli its influence born—
Thou worm ! whom I obey and scorn—■■
Forced by a power (which is not thine,
And lent thee but to make thee mine)
For this brief moment to descend,
Where these weak spirits round thee bend'
And parley with a thing like thee—
What wouldst thou, Child of Clay! with.
me?
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The Seven Spir it s .
Eartk, ocean, air, nigkt, mountains, winds,
thy star,
Are at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay!
Before tbee at thy quest their spirits are—
Wbat wouldst tbou witb us, son of mor
tals—say ?
Man. Forgetfulness---First Spirit. Of wbat—of whom—and ivhy ?
Man. Of tliat which is within me ; read it
tbere—
Ye know it, and I cannot utter it.
Spirit. We can but give tbee tbat wbicb
we possess:
Ask of us subjects, sovereignty, tbe power
O'er eartb—tbe wliole, or portion—or a sign
Wbicb shall control tbe elements, whereof
We are tbe dominators,—eacb and all,
Tbese shall be thiue.
Man.
Oblivion, self-oblivion !
Can ye not wring from out tbe liidden realms
Ye offer so profusely wbat I ask ?
Spirit. It is not in our essence, in our
sldll;
But—tbou may’st die.
Man.
Will deatb bestow it on me ?
Spirit. We are immortal, and do not forget;
We are eternal; and to us tbe past
Is, as tbe future, present. Art tbou answer’d ?
Man. Ye mock me—but tbe power wbicb
brought ye liere
Hath made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at
my will 1
Tbe mind, tbe spirit, tbe Promethean spark,
Tbe ligbtning of my being, is as brigbt,
Pervading, and far darting as your own,
And shall not yield to yours, thougli coop’d
in clay!
Answer, or I will teacb you wbat I am.
Spirit. We answer as we answer’d ; our
reply
Is even in thine own words.
Man.
Wby say ye so ?
Spirit. If, as tbou say’st, tbine essence be
as ours,
W e have replied in telliug tbee, tbe thing
Mortals call deatb hath nought to do witb us.
Man. I then have call’d ye from your
realms in vain;
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me.
Spirit.
Say,
Wbat we possess we offer; it is tbine:
Bethink ere tbou dismiss us; ask again;
Jíingdom, and sway, and strengtb, and lengtb
of days----

[Act I.

Man. Accursed! wbat have I to do witb
days ?
Tkey are too long ak-eady.—Henee—begone!
Spirit. Yet pause: being here, our will
would do tliee Service;
Bethink tbee, is tbere then no other gift
Wbicb we can make not worthless in tbine
eyes ?
Man. No, none: yet stay—one moment,
ere we part,
I would bebold ye face to face. I bear
Your voices, sweet and melanclioly sounds,
As music bn tbe wàters; and I see
Tbe steady aspect of a ciear large star;
But notbing more. Approach me as ye are,
Or one, or all, in your accustom’d forms.
Spirit. We have no forms, beyond the
elements
Of wbicb we are tbe mind and principie:
But cboose a form—in tbat we will appear.
Man. I have no choice; tbere is no form
on eartb
Hideous or beautiful to me. Let llim,
Wbo is most powerful of ye, take sucb aspect
As unto him may seem most fitting—Come!
Seventh Spirit (appearing in the shape of
a beautiful female figure). Bebold!
Man. Ob God! if it be tíius, and thou
Art not a madness and a mockery,
I yet might be most happy, I will clasp
tbee,
And we again will be---[Thefigure vanishes.
My beart is crusb’d !
[M anfked falls senseless.
(-1 voice is heard in the Incantation which

foliotes.)
Wlien tbe moon is on tbe wave,
And the glow-worm in the grass,
And the meteor on tbe grave,
And the wisp on the morass;
Wheu tbe falling stars are shooting,
And tbe answer’d owls are hooting,
And tbe silent leaves are stili
In tbe shadow of tbe bilí,
Shall my soul be upon tbine,
Witb a power and witb a sign.
Tbougb thy slumber may be deep,
Yet tby spirit shall not sleep ;
Tbere are shades wbicb will not vanish,
Tbere are thoughts tbou eanst not baniskj
By a power to tbee unknown,
Tbou canst never be alone;
Tbou art wrapt as witb a sliroud,
Tbou art gatber’d in a cloud ;
And for ever shalt thou dwell
In tbe spirit of tbis spell.

Scene I.]
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Tbe remedy I reck’d of tortured me;
I lean no more on superhuman aid ;
It batb no power upon the past, and for
Tbe future, till tbe past be gulf’d in darkness,
It is not of my search.—My motker Eartb !
And tbou fresk breaking Day, and you, ye
Mountains,
Wby are ye beautiful ? I cannot love ye.
And tbou, tbe brigbt eye of tbe universe,
Tbat openest over all, and unto all
Art a delight—tbou sbin’st not on my beart.
And a magic voice and verse
And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge
Hath baptized tbee witb a curse;
I stand, and on tbe torrent’s brink beneath
And a spirit of tbe air
Bebold tbe tall pines dwindled as to shrubs
Hatli begirt tbee witb a snare ;
In dizziness of distance; wben a leap,
I 11 tbe wind tbere is a voice
A stir, a motion, even a breatb, would bring
Shall forbid tbee to rejoice;
My breast upon its rocky bosom’s bed
And to tbee shall niglit deny
To rest for ever—wkerefore do I pause ?
All tbe quiet of lier sky;
I feel tbe impulse—yet I do not plunge;
And the day shall have a sun,
I see tbe peril—yet do not recede;
Whicb shall make tbee wisk it done.
And my bram reels—and yet my foot is firm:
Tbere is a power upon me wbicb witbbolds,
From tby false tearsl did distil
And makes it my fatality to live,—
An essence wbicb hath strengtb to k ill;
From tby own beart I then did wring
If it be üfe to wear within myself
Tbis barrenness of spirit, and to be
Tbe black blood in its blackest spring;
My own soul’s sepulckre, for I have ceased
From tby own smile I snatch’d tbe snake,
To justify my deeds unto myself—
For tbere it coil’d as in a brake ;
Tbe last iufirmity of evil. Ay,
From tby own lip I drew tbe charm
Wbicb gave all tbese their cbiefest karm; Tbou winged and cloud-cleaving minister,
[An eagle passes.
In proving every poison known,
Wbose bappy fligkt is bigbest into beaven,
I found tbe strongest was tbine own.
Well may’st tbou swoop so near me—I
By tby cold breast and serpent smile,
should be
By tby unfatkom’d gulfs of guile,
Tby prey, and gorge tbine eaglets; tbou art
By tbat most seeming virtuous eye,
gone
By tby sbut soul’s bypocrisy;
Wliere tbe eye cannot follow thee; but tbine
By tbe perfection of tbine art
Yet pierces downward, onward, or above,
Which pass’d for human tbine own beart;
Witb a pervading visión.—Beautiful!
By tby delight in otkers’ pain,
How beautiful is all tbis visible world!
And by tby brotberbood of Cain,
How glorious in its action aud itself!
I call upon tbee ! and compel
But we, wbo name ourselves its sovereigns,
Tbyself to be tby proper Heli 1
we,
And on tby bead I pour tbe vial
Half dust, half deity, alike unfit
Wbicb dotb devote tbee to tbis trial;
To sink or soar, witb our mix’d essence make
Nor to slumber, nor to die,
A conflict of its elements, and breathe
Shall be in thy destiny;
Tbe breatb of degradation and of pride,
Tbougb tby deatb shall still seem near
Contending witb low wants and lofty will,
To thy wisk, but as a fear;
Till our mortality predominates,
Lo ! the spell now works around tbee,
And meu are—wbat tkey name not to tbemAnd the clankless ckain liatk bound tbee;
selves,
O'er tby beart and brain togetlier
And trust not to eacb otker. Hark ! tbe
Hath tbe word been pass’d—now witker!
note,
[The Shepherd’spipe in the
distance is heard.
Tbe
natural
music
of tbe mountain reed---Scene II.
For here tbe patriarchal days are not
The Mountain ofthc Jungfran.— Time, Morn- A pastoral fable—pipes in tbe liberal air,
ing.—M añereo alone upon the Cliffs.
Mix’d witb tbe sweet bells of tbe sauntering
lierd;
Man. Tbe spirits I have raised abandon
My soul would drink tbose eeboes. Ob, tbat
me,
I were
Tbe spells wbicb I have studied baffle me,
Tbougb tbou seest me not pass by,
Tbou sbalt feel me witb tbme eye
As a thing tbat, tbougb unseeu,
Must be near tbee, and hath beeu ;
And wben in tbat secret dread
Tbou bast turn’d around tby bead,
Tbou sbalt marvel I am not
As tby shadow on tbe spot,
And tbe power wbicb tbou dost feel
Shall be wbat tbou must conceal.
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The viewless spirit of a lovely souud,
A living yoice, a breathing liarmony,
A bodiless enjoyment—bom and dying
With the blest tone wkich made me I
Enter from helow a Chamóis

ïïu n t e r .

Chamois Jlunter.
Even so
Tbis way the ehamois leapt: her nimble
feet
Have baffled m e; my gains to-day will searce
Kepay my break-neck travail.—What is liere ?
AVho seems not oí my trade, and yet hath
reach’d
A height wliich none even of our mountaineers,
Save our best hunters, may attain : his garb
Is goodly, his mien manly, and his air
Proud as a free-born peasant’s, at this distance:
I will approach him nearer.
Man. (not perceiving the other)-. To be
thus—
Grey-kair’d with anguish, like these blasted
pines,
Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, braucliless,
A blighted trunk upon a cursed root,
Which but supplies a feeling to deeay—
And to be thus, eternally but thus,
Haviug been otherwise! Now furrow’d o’er
With wriukles, plough’d by moments,—not
by years,—
And hours, all tortured hito ages—kours
Which I outlive !—Ye toppling crags of ice!
Ye avalanches, whom a breatli draws down
In mountaiuous o’erwlielming, come and
crush m e!
I hear ye momently above, beneath,
Crasli with a freqüent conflict; but ye pass,
And only fall ou tliings tliat stili would live;
O11 the young ilourishing forest, or the knt
And liamlet of the harmless villager.
C. Hun. The mists begin to rise from up
the valley;
I ’ll warn liirn to descend, or he may chance
To lose at once his way and life together.
Man. The mists lioil up around the
glaciers; clouds
Bise curling fast beneath me, wliite and
snlphury,
Like foam from the roused oeean of deep
Heli,
Wliose every wave breaks on a living sliore,
Heap’d with the damn’d like pebbles,—I am
giddy.
C. Hun. I must approach him cautiously;
if near,
A sudden step will startle him, and he
Seems tottering already.

[Act I. Scene II,

Man.
Mountains have fallen,
Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with the
shock
Bocking their Alpine brethren; filling up
The ripe green vaileys with destruction’s
splinters;
Damming the rivers with a sudden dasli,
Which crush’d the wàters into mist and
made
Their fountains find another ehannel—thus,
Thus, in its oíd age, did Momit Bosenberg—
Why stood I not beneath it ?
C. Hun.
Friend ! have a care,
Your next step may be fatal!—for the love
Of him who made you, stand not ou that
brink!
Man. (not hearing him). Sucli would have
been for me a fitting tomb;
My bones had then been quiet in their depth;
Tliey had not then been strewn upon the
rocks
For the wind’s pastime—as thus—thus they
shall be—
In tliis one plunge.—Farewell, ye opening
lieavens!
Look not upon me thus reproachfully—
You were not meant for me—Earth! take
these atoms!
[As M anfbed is in act to spring from the
cliffy the Chamois H uxter setzes and
retains him with a sudden grasp.
C. Hun. Hold, madman !—though aweary
of thy life,
Stain not our puré vales with thy guilty
blood:
Away with me------ 1 will not quit my hold.
Man. I am most sick at heart—nay, grasp
me not—
I am all feebleness—the mountains whirl
Spinning around me—— I grow blind——•
What art tliou ?
C. Hun. I ’ll answer that anon. Away
with me—The clouds grorv thicker---- there—now lean
on me—
Place your foot here—here, take tliis stafï,
and cling
A moment to that shrub—now give me your
hand,
And hold fast by my girdle—softly—well—
The Chalet will be gain’d within an hour:
Come on, rve '11 quickly find a surer footing,
And something like a pathway, which the
torrent
Hath wash’d since winter.—Come, ’tis bravely
done—
Yon should have been a liunter.—Follow
me.
[As they descend the rocks with
diffiadty, the scene closes.

Act II. Scene I.]
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Thy dread and sufferance be, there’s comfort
yet—
A c t II.
The aid of holy men, and heavenly patience—
Scene I ,—A Cottage amongst the Bernese
Man. Patienee and patience ! Henee—that
Alps.
word was made
For brutes of burthen, not for birds of prey;
M anfeed and the Chamois H untee .
Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine,—
C. Hun. No, no—yet pause—thou must I am not of thine order.
not yet go forth:
0. Hun.
Tlianks to heaven !
Thy mind and body are alike unfit
I would not be of thine for the free fame
To trust each other, for some hours, at least; Of AVilliam Teli; but whatsoe’er thine jíl,
When thou art better, I will be thy guide—
It must be borne, and these wild starts are
But whither ?
useless.
Man.
It imports not: I do know
Man. Do I not bear it?—Look on me—I
My route full well, and need no further
live.
guidance.
0. Hm. This is convulsión, and no liealthC. Hun. Thy garb and gait bespeak thee
ful life.
of high lineage—
Man. I teli thee, man ! I have lived many
One of the many chiefs, whose castled crags
years,
Look o’er the lower vaileys—which of these
Many long years, but they arc nothing now
May call thee lord? I only know their To those which I must number: ages—ages—
portals;
Space and eternity—and consciousuess,
My way of life leads me but rarely down
AVith the íierce thirst of deatli—and still
To bask by the huge hearths of those old
unslaked!
balls,
C. IJun. AVhy, on thy brow the seal of
Carousing with the vassals; but the paths,
middle age
Which step from out our mountains to their Hath scarce been set; I am thine eider far.
doors,
Man. Think’st thou existence doth depend
I know from childhood—which of these is
on time ?
thine ?
It doth ; but actions are our epochs: mine
Man. No matter.
Have made my da.ys and nights imperisliable,
C. Hun.
Well, sir, pardon me the Endless, and all alike, as sands on the shore,
question,
Innumerable atoms; and one desert,
And be of better cheer. Come, taste my Barren and cold, on which the wild waves
wine;
break,
’T is of an ancient vintage; many a day
But nothing rests, save carcasses and wrecks,
’Thas thaw’d my veins among our glaciers, Eocks, and the salt-surf weeds of bitterness.
now
C. Hun. Alas ! he ’s mad—but yet I must
Let it do thus for thine—Come, pledge me
not leave him.
fairly.
Man. I would I were—for then the tliings
Man. Away, away! there ’s blood upon the
I see
brirn!
Would be but a distemper’d dream.
Will it then never—never sink in the earth ?
C. Hun.
AA'hat is it
C. Hun. What dost thou mean ? thy senses That thou dost see, or tliink thou look’st
wander from thee.
upon?
Man. I say’tis blood—my blood! the pure
Man. Myself, and thee—a peasant of the
warm stream
Alps—
Which ran in the veins of my fathers, and in Thy humble virtues, hospitable home,
ours
! And spirit patient, pious, proud, and free;
When we were in our youth, and had one Thy sclf-respect, graf ted on innocent thoughts;
heart,
Thy days of health, and nights of sleep; thy
And loved eacli other as we should not love,
toils,
And tliis was shed : but still it rises up,
By dauger dignified, yet guillless; hopes
Colouring the clouds, that shut me out from Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave,
lieaven,
With cross and garland over its green turf,
Where thou art not—and I sliall never be.
¡ And thy grandchildren’s love for epitaph;
C. Hun. Man of strange words, and some ’ This do I see—and then I look within—
half-maddening sin,
It matters not—my soul was scorch’d al
Which inakes thee people vacancy, whate’er |
ready !
0
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0. Sun. And wouldst thou then exchange
thy lot for mine ?
Man. No, friend! I would not wrong thee,
nor exchange
My lot with living being: X can bear—
However wretcliedly, ’ tis still to bear—
In life wliat otbers could not brook to dream,
But perish in their slumber.
C. Sun.
And with this—
Tliis cautious feeling for another’s pain,
Canst thou be black with evil ?—say not so.
Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak’d
revenge
Upon his euemies ?
Man.
Oh! no, no, no!
My injuries came down on those who loved
me—
On those whom I best loved: I never quell'd
An enemy, save in my just defence—
But my embrace was fatal.
0. Sun.
Heaven give tliee rest!
And penitence restore thee to thyselí;
My prayers shall he for thee.
Man.
I need them not—
But can endure thy pity. I depart—
’T is time—farewell!—Here ’s gold, and thanks
for thee—
No words—it is thy due.—Follow me not—
I know my patli—the mountain peril ’s past:
And once again I charge thee, follow not!
[E x it M anfred .
Scene II.

A lower VaUey in the Alps.—A Cataraet.
Enter M anfred .
It is not noon—the sunbow’s rays still arch
The torrent with the many hues of heaven,
And roll the sheeted silver’s waving column
O'er the crag’s headlong perpendicular,
And fliug its lines of foaming light along,
And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail,
The Giant steed, to he bestrode by Death,
As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes
But mine now drink this sight of loveliness;
I should be sole in this sweet solitude,
And with the Spirit of the place divide
The homage of these wàters.—I will call her.
[M anfred takes some o f the water into
the palm o f his hand, and fiings it
into the air.muttering the adjuration.
After a pause, the W it c ii of tiie
A lps n’ses beneath the arch o f the
sunboio o f the torrent.
Beautiful Spirit 1 with thy hair of light,
And dazzling eyes of glory, in whose forní
The oharms of earth’s least mortal daughters
grow
To an unearthly stature, in an essence

[Act II.

Of purer elements; while the hues of youth,—
Carnation’d like a sleeping infant’s cheek,
líock’d by the beating of her mother’s heart,
Or the rose tints, which summer’s twilight
leaves
Upon the lofty glacier’s virgin snow,
The blush of'earth embracing wdth her hea
ven,—•
Tinge thy celestial aspect, and make tame
The beauties of the sunbow which bends o’er
thee.
Beautiful Spirit! in thy calin clear brow,
Wherein is glass’d serenity of soul,
Which of itself shows immortality,
I read that thou wilt pardou to a Son
Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit
At tunes to commune w'ith them—if that he
Avail him of his spells—to call thee thus,
And gane on thee a moment.
Witch.
Son of Earth!
I know thee, and the powers which give thee
power;
I know thee for a man of many thoughts,
And deeds of good and ill, extreme in both,
Fatal and fated in thy sufferings.
I have expected this—what wouldst thou
with me ?
Man. To look upon thy beauty—nothing
further.
The face of the earth hatli madden’d me,
and I
Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce
To the abodes of those who govern her—
But they can nothing aid me. I have sought
From them what they could not bestow, and
now
I search no further.
Witch.
What could be the quest
Which is not in the power of the most powerful,
The rulers of the invisible ?
Man.
Aboon;
But wliy should I repeat it? ’twere in vain.
Witch. I know not that; let thy lips utter
it.
Man. Well, though it torture me, ’tis but
the same;
My pang shall fiud a voice. From my youth
upwards
My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men,
Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes;
The tliirst of their ambition was not mine,
The aim of their existence was not mine;
My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my
powers,
Made me a stranger; though I wore the
form,
I had no sympatliy with breathing flesli,
Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded
me

Scene II.]
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Was there but one who—but of her anon.
I said with men, and with the thoughts of
men,
I lield but slight communion ; but instead,
My joy was in the wilderness,—to breathe
The difficult air of the iced mountain’s top,
Where the birds dare not build, nor insect’s
wing
Flit o’er the herbless granite; or to plunge
Into the torrent, and to roll along
On the swift ivhirl of the new breaking wave
Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow.
In these my early strength exnlted; or
To follow through the nfght the moving
moon,
The stars and their development; or catch
The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew
dim;
Or to look, list’ning, on the scatter’d leaves,
While Autumn wiuds were at their evenüig
song.
These were my pastimes, and to be alone;
For if the beings, of whom I ivas one,—
Hating to he so,—cross’d me in my path,
I felt myself degraded back to them,
And was all clay again. And then I dived,
In my lone wanderings, to the caves of death,
Searching its cause in its eiïect; and drew
From wither’d bones, and skulls, and heap’d
up dust,
Conclusions most forbidden. Then I pass’d
The nights of years in Sciences untaught,
Save in the oíd time; and with time and toil,
Aid terrible ordeal, and such penance
As in itself hath power upon the air,
And spirits that do compass air and earth,
Space, and the peopled infinite, I made
ifine eyes familiar with Eternity,
Such as, before me, did the Magi, and
He who from out then- fountain dwellings
raised
Bros and Alteros, at Gadara,
As I do thee;—and with my knowledge grew
The tliirst of knowledge, and the power and
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Even of her voice, they said ivere like to
mine;
But soften’d all, and temper’d into beauty:
She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings,
The quest of liidden knowledge, and a mind
To compreliend the universe: nor these
Aone, but with them gentler powers than
mine,
Pity, and smiles, and tears—which I had not;
And tenderness—but that I had for her;
Humility—and that I never had.
Her faults were mine—her virtues were her
oivn—
I loved her, and destroy’d her !
Witch.
With thy hand ?
Man. Not with my hand, but heart, which
broke her heart;
It gazed 011 mine, and wither’d. I have shed
Blood, but not hers—and yet her blood was
shed;
I saiv—and could not stanch it.
Witch.
And for this—
A being of the race thou dost despise,
The order, which thine own would rise
above,
Mingling with us and ours,—thou dost forego
The gif ts of our great knowledge, and shrink’st
back
To recreant mortality---- Away 1
Ma 11. Daughter of A ir ! I teü thee, since
that hour—
But words are breath—look on me in my
sleep,
Or watch my watchings—Come and sit by
mel
My solitude is solitude no more,
But peopled with the Furies;—Ihave gnash’d
My teeth in darkness till returning mom,
Then cursed myself till sunset;—I have
pray’d
For madness as a blessing—’tis denied me.
I have affronted death—but in the war
Of elements the ivaters shrunk from me,
. i°y
And fatal tliiugs pass’d hannless; the cold
Of this most bright intelligence, until—
hand
Witch. Proceed.
Of au all-pitiless demon lield me back,
Man. Oh! I but thus prolong’d my words, Back by a single hair, which would not break.
Boasting these idle attrihutes, because
In fanlasy, imagination, all
As I approach the core of my heart’s grief—
The afíluence of my soul—which one day
But to my task. I have not named to thee
was
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being, A Crcesus in creation—I plunged deep,
With whom I wore the chain of human But, like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me back
ties;
luto the gulf of my unfathom’d thouglit.
If I had such, they seem’d not such to me;
I plunged amidst mankind—Forgetfulness
Yet there was one—
I sought in all, save where ’tis to be found,
Witch.
Spare not thyselí—proceed. And that I have to learn; my Sciences,
Man. She ivas like me in lineaments; her My long-pursued and superhnman art.
Is mortal here: I dwell in my despair—
And live—and Uve for ever.
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Witch.
It may be
That I can aitl tliee.
Man.
To do Uns tby power
Hust wake tbe dead, or lay me low with
tliem.
Do so—in any sbape—in any bour—
Witli any torture—so it be tbe last.
Witch. Tbat is not in my province; but if
tkou
Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do
My bidding, it may help thee to tby wislies.
Man. I will not swear—Obey! and wkom ?
tbe spirits
Whose presence I command, and be the slave
Of tbose wlio served me—Never !
Witch.
Is tbis all ?
Hast tliou no gentler answer ?—Yet betliink
thee,
And pause ere thou rejectest.
Man.
I llave said it.
Witch. Enough! I may retire tlien—say !
Man.
Betire 1
[ The W itch disappears.
Man. (alone). We are tile fools of time and
terror: Days
Steal on us, and steal from us; yet we live,
Loathing our life, and dreading still to die.
In all the days of tliis detested yoke—
This vital weiglit upon the strugglingbeart,
Wliicli sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with
pain,
Or joy tbat ends in agony or faintness—
In all the days of past and future, for
In life there is no present, we can number
l·Iow few—kow less than few—wliereiu tbe
soul
Forbears to pant for death, and yet draws
back
As from a stream in winter, tbough the cliill
Be but a moment’s. I liave one resource
Still in my Science—I can call the dead,
And ask tliem what it is we dread to he:
The sternest answer can but be the Grave,
And that is notliing. I f tliey answer not----The buried Propket auswered to the Hag
Of Endor; and the Spartan Monarch drew
Eroni the Byzantine maid’s unsleeping spií'it
An answer and bis destiny—he slew
Thatwhiclilie loved, unknowingwhat he slew,
And died unpardon’d—thougli he call’d in aid
The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused
The Arcadian Evocators to compel
The indignant shadow to depose her wrath,
Or fix her term of vengeance—she replied
In words of dubious import, but fulfill’d.
I f I had never lived, that whicli I love
Had still been living; had I never loved,
That wliich I love would still be beautiful,
Happy and giving liappiness. What is she ?
What is she now ?—a suiïerer for my sins—

A Jiiug I dare not think upon—or nothmg.
Witliin few liours I shall not call in vain—
Yet in this liour I dread the tliing I dare :
Until this bour I never shrunk to gaze
On sph'it, good or evil—now I tremble,
And feel a strange cold tliaw upon my heart.
But I can act even what I most abhor,
And Champion human fears.—The night approaches.
\_Exit.
Scene III.
The Summit o f the Jungfrau Mountain.
Enter F irst D estin y .
The moon is rising hroad, and round, and
bright;
And here on snows, where never human foot
Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread,
And leave no traces: o’er the savage sea,
The glassy ocean of the mountain ice,
We skirn its rugged breakers, wliicli put on
The aspect of a tumbliug tempest’s foam,
Frozen in a moment—a dead whirlpool’s
image:
And this most steep fantastic pinnacle,
The fretwork of some earthquake—where the
clouds
Pause to repose themselves in passing by—
Is sacred to our reveis, or our vigils;
Here do I wait my sisters, on our way
To the Hall of Arimanes, for to-niglit
Is our great festival—’tis strange they come
not.
A Voice without, singing.
The Captive Usurper,
Huii’d down from the throne,
Lay buried in torpor,
Forgotten and lone;
I broke tlirougli bis slumbers,
I sliiver’d his chaiu,
I leagued him with numbers—
H e’s Tyrant again!
With the blood of a million he’ll answer my
care,
With a nation’s destruction—his flight and
despair.
Second Voice, without.
The ship sail’d on, the ship sail’d fast,
But I left not a sail, and I left not a mast;
There is not a plank of the hull or the deek,
And there is not a wretch to lament o’er his
wreclt;
Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the
han',
And he was a subject well worthy my care;
A traitor on land, and a pírate at sea—
But I saved him to wrenk furtlier liavoc for
mel
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F irst D estin y , answering.

Scene IV.

The city lies sleepiug;
The moni, to deplore it,
May dawn 011 it weeping:
8 ullenly, slowly,
The black plague flew o’er it—
Thousands lie lowly;
Tens of thousands shall perish;
The living sliall Ily from
The sick they sliould cherisli;
But notliing can vanquish
The touch that they die from.
Sorrow and anguish,
And evil and dread;
Envelope a nation;
The blest are the dead,
AVho see not the sight
Of tlieir own desolation;
This work of a night—
This wreck of a realm—tliis deed of my
doing—
For ages l ’ve done, and shall still be renewing!

The Mall o f Arimanes— Arimanes on his
Throne, a Globe o f Fire, surrounded by
the Spirits.

Enter tlie Second and T hird D estinies .
The Three.
Our liands contain the hearts of men,
Our footsteps are their graves;
We only give to take agaiu
The spirits of our slaves!
First Des. Welcome!—Where’s Nemesis?
Second Des.
At some great work;
But what I know not, for my hands were
full.
Third Des. Beliold she cometli.
Enter N emesis .

Hymn o f the SrmiTS.
Hail to our Master!—Prince of Earth and
A ir !
Who walks the clouds and wàters—in llis
liand
The sceptre of the elements, wliich tear
Themselves to chaos at his higli commaud 1
He breatlietk—and a tempest shakes the sea;
He speaketli— and the clouds reply in
thunder;
He gazetli—from his glance the sunbeams
üee;
He movetli—earthquakes rend the World
asunder.
Beneath his footsteps the volcanoes rise;
His shadow is the Pestilenee; his patli
The comets herald tlirough the crackling
skies;
And planets turn to ashes at his wrath.
To him War offers daily sacrifice;
To him Death pays his tribute; Life is
his,
With all its infinite of agonies—■
And his the spirit of wkatever is !
Enter the D estinies and N emesis .
First Des. Glory to Arimanes! on tlieearth
His power increaseth—both my sisters did
His bidding, nor did I neglect my duty I
Second Des. Glory to Arimanes! we who
bow
The necks of men, how down before his
throne!
Third Des. Glory to Arimanes ! we await
His nodl
Nem. Sovereign of Sovereigns! we are
tliine,
And all that liveth, more or less, is oms,
And most things wliolly so; still to increase
Our power, increasing thine, demands our
care,
And we are vigilant. Tliy late commands
Have been fulfill’d to the utmost.

First Des.
Say, where hast tliou been ?
My sisters and tliyself are slow to-niglit.
Fem. I was detain’d repairing shatter'd
thrones,
Marrying fools, restoring dynasties,
Avenging men upon their enemies,
And making them repent their own revenge;
Goading the wise to madness; from the
Enter M anfred .
dull
Shaping out oracles to rule the World
A Spirit.
What is here ?
Afresh, for tliey were waxing out of date,
A mortal!—Thou most rash and fatal wretch,
And mortals dared to ponder for them Bow down and worship!
selves,
Second Spirit:
I do know the man—
To weigh kings in the balance, and to speak A Magian of great power, and fearful skill!
Of freedom, the forbidden fruit.—Away I
Third Spirit. Bow down and worship,
We liave outstay’d the liour—mount we our
slave!—
clouds 1
[Exeunt.
What, know’st thou not
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Thine and our Sovereign ?—Tremble, and
obey!
A ll the Spiríts. Prostrate tliyself, and tliy
condemned clay,
Child of tlie Earth! or dread tlie worst.
Man.
I lmow i t ;
And yet ye see X kneel not.
Fourth Spirit.
’Twill be tangbt thee.
Man. ’T is tanglit a lread ym an y a nigbt
on the earth,
On the haré ground, have I bow’d down my
face,
And strew’d my head with ashes; I have
known
The fulness of humiliation, for
I sunk before my vain despair, and knelt
To my own desolation.
Fifth Spirit.
Dost tliou dare
Befuse to Arimanes on his throne
"VVhat the whole earth accords, beholding not
The terror of his glory ?—Croneh, I say.
Man. Bid him bow down to that which is
above him,
The overruling Infinite—the Maker
Who made him not for worship—let him
kneel,
And we will kneel together.
The Spiríts.
Crush the worm I
Tear him in pieces 1—
First Des.
Henee I avaunt!—he’s mine.
Prince of the Powers invisible! This man
Is of no common order, as his port
And presence here denote; his sufferings
Have heen of an immortal nature, like
Our own; his knowledge, and his powers
and will,
As far as is compatible with clay,
Which clogs the ethereal essence, have heen
such
As clay liath seldom borne; his aspirations
Have heen beyond the dweílers of the earth,
And they have oïdy taught him what we
know—
That knowledge is not happiness, and Science
But an exchange of ignorance for that
Which is another kind of ignorance.
This is not all—the passions, attributes
Of earth and heaven, from which no power,
nor beiug,
Nor breath from the worm npwards is
exempt,
Have pierced his heart, and in their consequenee
Made him a thing which I, who pity not,
Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine,
And tliine, it may he; be it so, or not,
No other Spirit in this región hath
A soni like his—or power upon his soul.
Fem. What dotli he here then ?
First Des.
Let him answer that.

[Act II.

Man. Ye know what I have known; and
without power
I could not he amongst y e : but there are
Powers deeper still beyond—I come in quest
Of such, to answer unto what I seek.
Fem. What wouldst thou ?
Man.
Thou canst not reply to me.
Call up the dead—my question is for them.
Fem. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avouch
The wishes of this mortal ?
Ari.
Yea.
Fem.
Whom wouldst thou
Uncliarnel ?
Man.
One without a tomb—call up
Astarte.
N emesis .

Shadow I or Spirit 1
Whatever thou art,
Which still doth inherit
The whole or a part
Of the form of thy birth,
Of the mould of thy clay,
Which return’d to the earth,
Ee-appear to the day!
Bear what thou borest,
The heart and the form,
And the aspect thou worest
Bedeem from the worm.
Appear 1—Àppear !—Appear!
Who sent thee there requires thee here!
[ The Phantom q/ A starte ríses
and stands in the midst.
Man. Can this be death? there’s bloom
upon her cheek;
But now I see it is no living hue,
But a strange hectic—like the nnnatural red
Which Autumn plants upon the perisli’d leaf.
It is the same! Oh, God! that I should
dread
To look upon the same—Astarte!—No,
I cannot speak to her—but bid her speak—
Forgive me or condemn me.
N emesis .

By the power which hath broken
The grave which enthrall’d thee,
Speak to him who hath spoken,
Or those who have call’d thee!
Man.
She is silent,
And in that silence I am more than answer’d.
Fem. My power extends no further. Prince
of A ir!
It rests with thee alone—command her voice.
Ari. Spirit—obey this sceptre!
Fem.
Silent still!
She is not of our order, but belongs
To the other powers. Mortal! thy quest is vain,
And we are hafiled also.
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Fem. She ’s gone, and will not be recali’d ;
Man.
Hear me, hear me—
Her words will be fulfill’d. Betum to the
Astarte! my heloved! speak to me:
earth.
I iiave so much endured—so mueh endure—
A Spirit. He is convulsed.—This is to be
Look on me! the grave hath not changed
a mortal
thee more
Than I am changed for thee. Thou lovedst And seek the things beyond mortality.
Another Spirit. Yet, see, he masteretli
me
himseli, and makes
Too much, as I loved thee: we were not
His
torture tributary to his will.
made
Had
he
heen one of us, he would have made
To torture thus each other, thougli it were
An awful spirit.
The deadliest sin to love as we have loved.
Fem.
Hast thou further question
Say that thou loath’st me not—that I do
Of our great sovereign, or his worshippers ?
bear
Man. None.
This pnnishment for hoth—that thou wilt be
Fem.
Then for a time farewell.
One of the blessed—and that I shall die;
Man. We meet then! Where? On the
For hitherto all hateful things conspire
earth
?—
To bind me in existence—in a life
Which makes me shrink from immortality— Even as thou w ilt: and for the grace accorded
A future like the past. I cannot rest.
I now depart a debtor. Fare ye w ell!
I know not what I ask, nor what I seek:
[È xit M anfred .
I feel but what thou art, and vdiat I am;
[Scene closes.)
And I would hear yet once before I perish
The voice which was my músic—Speak to
me!
For I have call’d on thee in the still night,
Act III.
Startled the slumbering birds from the liush’d
boughs,
Scene I .—A Hall in the Castle of Manfred._
And woke the mountain wolves, and made
M anfred and H ermán .
the caves
Man. What is the hour ?
Acquainted with thy vainly eclioed name,
Her.
It wants but one till sunset,
Which answer’d me—many things answer'd
And promises a lovely twilight.
me—
Man.
Say,
Spirits and men—but thou wert silent all.
Yet speak to mel I have outwatch’d the Are all things so disposed of in the tower
As I directed ?
stars,
Her.
All, my lord, are ready :
And gazed o’er heaven in vain in searcli of
Here is the key and casket.
thee.
Man.
It is w ell:
Speak to mel I have wander’d o’er the earth,
[E x it H ermán .
And never found thy likeness—Speak to me 1 Thou may'st retire.
Man.
(alone).
There
is
a
calm upon me—
Look on the fiends arouud—they feel for
Inexplicable stillness ! which till now
me:
Did not belong to what I knew of life.
I fear them not, and feel for thee alone—
Speak to me ! though it be in wrath;—but If that I did not know philosopliy
To be of all our vanities the motliest,
say—
I reck not what—but let me hear thee once—■ The rnerest word that ever fool’d the ear
From
out the schoolman’s jargon, I should
This once—once more!
deem
Phantom o f Astarte. Manfred!
Man.
: Say on, say on— The golden secret, the sought “ Kalon,” found,
And seated in my soul. It will not iast,
I live but in the sound—it is thy voice!
Phan. Manfred 1 To-morrow ends thine But it is well to have known it, though but
once:
earthly ills.
It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new
Farewell 1
sense,,
Man. Yet one word more—am I forgiven ?
And I within my tablets would note down
Phan. Farewell!
That
there
is such a feeling. Who is there ?
Man.
Say, shall ive meet again ?
Phan. Farewell!
Be-enter H ermán .
Man. One word for merey ! Say, thou
Her.
My
lord,
the abbot of St. Maurice
lovest me.
craves
Phan. Manfred!
[M e Spirit o/A starte disappears. To greet your presence.
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Enter the A bbot

of

St . M aubice .

Abbot.
Peace be with Count Manfred!
Man. Thanks, lioly fatlier! weleome to
tliese mills;
Thy presenee honours tliem, and blessetli
those
Wlio divell witliin tliem.
Abbot.
Would it were so, Comit I—
But I would fain confer witli thee alone.
Man. Hermán, retire.—Wbat would my
reverend guest ?
Abbot. Thus, without prelude:—Age and
zeal, my office,
And good intent, must plead my privilege;
Our near, tliough not acquainted neiglibourliood,
May also be my herald. Bumours strange,
And of unholy nature, are abroad,
And busy witli thy ñame ; a noble ñame
For centuries : may he who bears it now
Transmit it nnimpair'd 1
Man.
Proceed,—I listen.
Abbot. ’T is said tliou holdest converse witli
the things
Wliicli are forbidden to the searcli of man;
Tliat witli the dwellers of the darle abodes,
The many evil and unheavenly spirits
Which walk the valley of the sliade of death,
Tliou communest. I know tliat with mankind,
Tliy fellows in creation, thou dost rarely
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude
Is as an anchorite’s, were it but holy.
Man. And wliat are tliey who do avoucli
tliese things ?
Abbot. My pious brethren— the seared
peasantry—
Even thy own vassals—who do look 011 thee
With most umjuiet oyes. Thy life ’s in peril.
Man. Take it.
Abbot.
I come to save, and not destroy:
I would not pry into thy secret soul ;
But if tliese things be sootli, there still is time
For penitence and pity : reconcile thee
Witli the true church, and through the church
to lieaven.
Man. I liear thee. Tliis is my reply: wliate’er
I may have been, or am, dotli rest between
Heaven and myself. I sliall not choose a
mortal
To be my mediator. Have I sinn’d
Against your ordinauces ? prove and punisli!
Abbot. My son ! I did not speak of punisliment,
But penitence and pardon;—with thyself
The choice of sucli remains—and for the last,
Our institutions and our strong belief
Have given me power to smooth thepath from
sin

[Act III.

To liigher hope and better thoughts ; the first
I leave to heaven,—“ Vengeance is mine
alone! ”
So saitli the Lord, and with all liumbleness
His servant echoes back the awful word.
Man. Oíd man ! there is no power in holy
men,
Ñor cliarm in prayer, ñor purifying form
Of penitence, ñor outward look, ñor fast,
Ñor agony—ñor, greater than all tliese,
The innate tortures of that deep despair,
Which is remorse without the fear of liell,
But all in all sufficient to itself
Would make a liell of heaven—can exorcise
From out the unbounded spirit the quick
sense
Of its own sins, wrongs, sufferance, and revenge
Upon itself; there is no future pang
Can deal that justice on the self-condemn’d
He deais on his own soul.
Abbot.
All this is w ell;
For this will pass away, and be succeeded
By an auspicious hope, which sliall look up
With calm assurance to that blessed place,
Which all who seek may win, wliatever be
Their earthly errors, so they be atoned:
And the commeneement of atonement is
The sense of its necessity. Say on—
And all our church can teacli thee sliall be
tauglit;
And all we can absolve thee sliall be pardon’d.
Man. When Bome’s sixth emperor was
near his last,
The victim of a self-inflicted wound,
To slmn the tormenta of a public death
Fromsenates once his slaves, a certain soldier,
Witli show of loyal pity, would have stanch’d
The gushing tliroat with his officious robe
The dying Boman tlirust him back, and said—
Some empire still in his expiring glance—
“ It is too late—is this fidehty ? ”
Abbot. And wliat of this ?
Man.
I answer with the Boman—
“ It is too late! ”
Abbot.
It never can be so,
To reconcile thyself with thy own soul,
And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou
no hope ?
’T is strange—even those who do despair above,
Yet simpe themselves some fantasy on earth,
To which frail twig they cling, like drowning
men.
Man. Ay—father ! I have liad those earthly
visions,
And noble aspirations in my youth,
To make my own the mind of other men,
The enlightener of nations ; and to rise
I knew not whither—it miglit be to fa ll;
But fall, even as the mountain-cataraet,

Scene I.]
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Which having leapt from its more dazzling
heiglit,
Even in the foaming strengtli of its abyss,
(Which casts up misty columns that become
Clouds raining from the re-ascended skies,)
Lies low but migkty still—But this is past,
My thoughts mistook themselves.
Abbot.
And wherefore so ?
Man. I could not tame my nature down;
for he
Must serve who fain would sway ; and soothe,
and sue,
And watcli all time, and pry into all place,
And be a liviug lie, who would become
A mighty thing amongst the mean, and such
The mass are; I disdain’d to mingle with
A herd, tliough to be leader—and of wolves.
The lion is alone, and so am I.
Abbot. And why not live and act with other
men ?
Man. Because my nature was averse from
life ;
And yet not cruel; for I would not make,
But find a desolation. Like the wind,
The red-hot breatli of the most lone simoom,
Which dwells but in the desert, and sweeps
o’er
The barren sands which bear no slirubs to
blast,
And reveis o’er their wild and arid waves,
And seeketh not, so that it is not souglit,
But being met is deadly,—such hatli been
The course of my existence; but there carne
Things in my patli which are no more.
Abbot.
Alas!
I ’gin to fear that thou art past all aid
From me and from my calling; yet so young,
I still would—
Man.
Look on me ! there is an order
Of mortals on the earth, who do become
Oíd in their youth, and die ere middle age,
Without the violence of warlike death ;
Some perishing of pleasure, some of study,
Some worn with toil, some of mere weariness,
Some of disease, and some insanity,
And some of wither’d or of broken hearts;
For this last is a malady which slays
More than are number’d in the lists of Fate,
Taking all shapes, and bearing many ñames.
Look upon me ! for even of all these things
Have I partaken; and of all these things,
One were énough; then wonder not that I
Am what I am, but that I ever was,
Or having been, th atl am still on earth.
Abbot. Yet, liear me still----i/íMi.
oíd man! I do respect
Tlnne order, and revere thine years ; I deem
¿j-jjy purpose pious, but it is in vain :
Thmk me not churlish ; I would spare thy
self,
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Far more than me, in shunning at this time
All further colloquy—and so—farewell.
[E xit M anfred .
Abbot. This should have been a noblo
creature: he
Hath all the energy which would have made
A goodly frame of glorious elements,
Had they been wisely mingled; as it is,
It is an awful chaos—liglit and darkness,
And mind and dust, and passions and puré
thoughts
Mix’d, and contending without end or order,—
All dormant or destructive: he will perish,
And yet he must not; I will try once more.
For such are worth redemption ; andmyduty
Is to daré all things for a righteous end.
I TI follow him—but cautiously, tliough surely.
[E x it A bbot.
Scene II.

Another Chamber.
M anfred and H ermán .
Her. My lord, you hade me wait on you at
sunset:
He sinks behind the mountain.
Man.
Doth he so ?
I will look on him. [M anfred advances to the
Window o f the Hall.
Glorious Orb I tíie idol
Of early nature, and the vigorous race
Of undiseased mankind, the giaut sons
Of the embrace of angels, with a sex
Morebeautiful than they, which did draw down
The erring spirits who can ue’er return.—
Most glorious orb! that wert a worsliip, ere
The mystery of thy making was reveal’d !
Tliou earliest minister of the Almighty,
Which gladden’d, on their mountain tops, the
hearts
Of the Chaldean sheplierds, till they pour’d
Themselves in orisons ! Thou material God!
And representative of the Unknown—
Who cliose thee for his shadow! Thou chief
star 1
Centre of many stars! which mak’st our
earth
Endurable, and temperest the liues
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays ]
Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the dimes,
And those who dwell in them! for near or
far,
Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee
Even as our outward aspeets;—thou dost
rise,
And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee w ell!
I ne’er sliall see thee more. As my first
glance
Of love and wonder was for thee, then take
My latest look; thou wilt not beam on one
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[Act III.

To whom the gifts of life and warmth have I ’ve heard thee darkly speak of an event
been
Which liappen’d hereabouts, by this same
tower.
Of a more fatal nature. He is gone :
I follow.
[E x it M anfred .
Manuel. That was a night indeed! I do
remember
’T was twilight, as it may be now, and such
Scene II I.
Another evening;— yon red cloud, which
rests
The Mountains— The Castle o f Manfred at
some distante—A Terra ce before a Torcer— On Eigher’s pinnacle, so rested then,—
So like that it might be the same; the wind
Time, Twilight.
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain
H eiíhan, M an u el , and other Dependante of
shows
M anfred .
Began to glitter with the climbing moon;
Her. ’Tis strange enough; niglit after Count Manfred was, as now, witbin his
tower,—
nigbt, for years,
How occupied, we knew not, but with him
He liatli pursued long vigils in tliis tower,
Witliout a witness. I have been witbin it,-—■ The solé compauion of his wanderings
And watchings—her, whom of all earthly
So have we all been oft-times; but from it,
things
Or its contents, it were impossible
That lived, the only thing he seem’d to
To draw conclusions absolute, of aught
love,—
His studies tend to. To be sure, tbere is
One cliamber where none enter: I would give As he, indeed, by blood was bound to do,
The fee of what I have to come these three The lady Astarte, his—
Hush! who comes here ?
years,
To pore upon its mysteries.
Enter the A bbot.
Manuel.
’T were dangerous;
Content tbyself ivith rvhat thou know’st
Al·lot. Where is your master ?
already.
Her.
Yonder in the tower.
Her. A h! Manuel! thou art elderly and
Al·lot. I must speak with him.
wise,
Manuel.
’T is impossible;
And couldst say much; thou hast dwelt He is most private, and must not be thus
witbin the castle—
Intruded on.
How many years is ’t ?
Abbot.
Upon myself I take
Manuel.
Ere Count Manfred’s birtli, The forfeit of my fault, if fault there be—
I served his father, whom he nouglit re But I must see him.
sembles.
Her.
Thou hast seen him once
Her. There be more sons in like pre This eve already.
dicament.
Abbot.
Hermán ! I eommand thee,
But wherein do they differ ?
Knoclc, and apprize the Count of my approach.
Manuel.
I speak not
Her. We daré not.
Of features or of form, but mind and liabits;
A llo t.
Then it seems I must be herald
Count Sigismund was proud, but gay and Of my own purpose.
free,—
Manuel.
Reverend father, stop—
A warrior and a reveller; he dwelt not
I pray you pause.
With books and solitude, nor made the niglit
Abbot.
Why so ?
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time,
Manuel.
But step this way,
Merrier than day; he did not walk the rocks And I will teli you further.
[Exeunt.
And forests like a wolf, ñor turn aside
From men and their delights.
Scene IV .
Her.
Beshrew the hour,
But those were jocund times! I would that
Interior o f the Tower.
such
M anfred alone.
Would visit the oíd walls again; they look
The stars are forth, the moon above the tops
As if they had forgotten them.
Of the snow-shining mountains.—Beautiful!
Manuel.
These walls
Must change their chieftain first. Oh! I I linger yet with Nature, for the Night
Hatli been to me a more familiar face
have seen
Than that of man; and in her starry shade
Some strange thiugs in them, Hermán.
Her.
Come, be friendly; Of dim and solitary loveliness,
¡ I learn’d the language of another world.
Relate me some to while away our watch:

Scene IV .]
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I do remember me, that in my youth,
Wiien I was wandering,—upon such a night
I stood witbin the Coliseum’s wall,
’Midst the chief relies of almighty Rome;
The trees which grew along the broken
arches
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the
stars
Shone througli the rents of ruin; from afar
The watch-dog bay’d beyond the Tiber; and
More near from out the Csesars’ palace carne
The owl’s long cry, and, interruptedly,
Of distant sentinels the fitful song
Beguu and died upon the gentle wind.
Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach
Appear’d to skirt the horizon, yet they stood
Witbin a bowshot. Where the Csesars dwelt,
And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst
A grove which springs through levell’d
battlements,
And twines its roots with the imperial
hearths,
Ivy usmps the laui’el’s place of growth;
But the gladiators’ bloody Circus stands,
A noble wreck in ruinous perfection,
While Csesar’s chambers, and the Augustan
halls,
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay.
And thou didst sliine, thou rolling moon,
upon
All tliis, and cast a wide and tender liglit,
Which soften’d down the lioar austerity
Of rugged desolation, and fill’d up,
As’t were anew, the gaps of centuries;
Leaving that beautiful which still was so,
And making that which was not, till the place
Becaine religión, and the heart rail o’er
With silent worship of the great of oíd,—
The dead but sceptred sovereigns, who still
rule
Our spirits from their urns.
’T was such a night!
’T is strange that I recall it at this time;
But I have found our thoughts take wildest
flight
Even at the moment wiien they sliould array
Themselves in pensive order.
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Man.
Thou know’st me not;
My days are number’d, and my deeds recorded:
Retire, or ’twill be dangerous—Away!
A llo t. Thou dost not mean to menace me ?
Man.
Not I ;
I sünply tell thee peril is at liand,
And ívould preserve thee.
Abbot.
What dost thou mean ?
Man.
Look there!
What dost thou see ?
Abbot.
Notliing.
Man.
Look there I say,
And stedfastly;— now tell me what thou
seest ?
Abbot. That which should shake me, but
I fear it not:
I see a dusk and awful figure rise,
Like an infernal god, from out the earth;
His face wrapt in a mantle, and his form
Robed as with angry clouds: he stands between
Tbyself and me—but I do fear him not.
Man. Thou hast no cause—he shall not
harm thee—but
His sight may shock thine oíd limbs into
palsy.
I say to thee—Retire!
Abbot.
And I reply—
Never—till I have battled with this fiend:—
What doth he here ?
Man.
Why—ay—what doth he here ?
I did not send for him,—he is unbidden.
A llot. Alas! lost mortal! what with guests
like these
Hast thou to do ? I tremble for thy sake:
Why doth he gaze on thee, and thou on him ?
A h ! he unveils his aspect: on his brow
The tliunder-scars are graven: from liis eye
Glares forth the immortality of hell—
Avaunt!—
Man.
Pronounce—what is thy mission ?
Spirit.
Come!
Abbot. What art thou, unknown being ?
answer!—speak!
Spirit. The genius of this mortal.—Come!
’tis time.
Man. I am prepared for all things, but
Enter the A bbot.
deny
Allot.
My good lord! The power which summons me. Who sent
I crave a second grace for this approach;
thee here ?
But yet let not my humble zeal offend
Spirit. Thou’ltknowanón—Come! come!
By its abruptness—all it hatli of ill
Man.
I have commanded
Recoils on me; its good in the effect
Things of an essence greater far than thine,
May liglit upon your head— could I say And striven with thy masters. Get thee
heart—■
henee!
Could I toucli that, with words or prayers,
Spirit. Mortal! thine hour is come—Away!
I sliould
I say.
Recall a noble spirit which hath wander’d ;
Man. I knew, and know my hour is come
But is not yet all lost.
but not
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To rentler up my soul to such as thee:
Awayl ITI die as I liave lived—alone.
Spirit. Tlien I must summon up my bretbren.—Bise!
[Other Spirits rise up.
Al·lot. Avaunt! ye evil ones!—Avaunt!
Isa y;
Ye liave no power wkere piety hatli power,
And I do cliarge ye in tbe name----Spirit.
Oíd man!
We know ourselves, our mission, and tbine
order;
Waste not thy lioly words on idle uses,
It were in vain : this man is forfeited.
Once more I summon llim—Away! Away!
Man. I do defy ye,—tliougli I feel my soul
Is ebbing from me, yet I do defy y e ;
Nor will I henee, wliile I liave earthly breatli
To breathe my scorn upon ye—earthly
strength
Towrestle, tkougkwitk spirits; whatyetake
Slialï he ta’en limb by limb.
Spirit.
Eeluctant mortal!
Is tliis the Magian who would so pervade
The World invisible, and make himself
Almost our equal ? Can it be that thou
Art tlius in love with life ? the very life
Wliich made thee wretehed !
Man.
Thou false fiend, thou liest!
My life is in its last hour,—tkat I know,
Nor would redeem a moment of that hour;
I do not combat against deatli, but thee
And thy surrounding àngels; my past power,
Was purchased by no compact with thy
crew,
But by superior Science—penance, daring,
And length of watching, strength of mind,
and skill
In knowledge of our fathers—wlien the earth
Saw men and spirits walking side by side,
And gave ye no supremacy: I stand
Upon my strength—I do defy—deny—
Spurn back, and scorn ye !—
Spirit.
But thy many crimes
llave made thee-------
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Man.
What are tliey to such as thee ?
Must crimes be punish’d but by other crimes,
And greater criminals ?—Back to thy lie ll!
Thou liast no power upon me, that I feel;
Thou never shalt possess me, that I know:
What I have done is done; I bear within
A torture which could nothing gain from
thine:
The mind which is immortal makes itself
Bequital for its good or evil thougkts,—
Is its own origin of ill and end
And its own place and time: its innate sense,
Wlien stripp’d of this mortality, derives
No eolour from the fleeting things without,
But is absorb’d in sufferance or in joy,
Born from the knowledge of its own desert.
Thou didet not tempt me, and thou couldst
not tempt m e;
I have not been thy dupe, nor am thy prey—
But was my own destróyer, and v ili be
My own hereafter.—Back, ye baffled fiends!—
The haud of death is on me—but not yours!
[ The Demons disappear.
Al·lot. Alas ! how pale tliou art—thy lips
are white—
And thy breast lieaves—and in thy gasping
tliroat
The accents rattle: Give thy prayers to heaven—
Pray—albeit but in thought,—but die not
thus.
Man. ’Tis over—my dull eyes can fix thee
not;
But ali things swim around me, and the earth
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fare thee
well!
Give me thy haud;
Abbot.
Cold—cold—even to the heart—
But yet one prayer—Alas! how fares it with
thee ?
Man. Oíd man! ’tis not so difficult to die.
[M anpeed expires.
Al·lot. He ’s gone—his soul hath ta’en its
earthless flight;
Whither ? I dread to think—but he is gone.
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AN

H ISTORICAL

TRAGEDY,

IN FIYE ACTS.
“ Dux inquieti turbidus Adriíe.”—H orace.

PREFACE.
T iie conspiracy of the Doge Marino Faliero is one
of the most remarkable events in the annals of the
most singular government, city, and people of
modern history. It occurred in the year 1355.
Evcrything about Yenice is, or was, extraordinary—
her aspect is likc a dream, and her history is like a
romance. The story of this Doge is to be found in
all her Chronicles, and particularly detailed in the
“ Lives of the Doges,” by Marín Sanuto, which is
given in the Appendix. It is simply and clearly
related, and is perliaps more dramatic in itself tlian
any scenes which can be founded upon the subject.
Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of
talents and of courage. I find him commander-incliief of the land forces at the siege of Zara, where
he beat the King of Hungary and his army of eighty
thousandmen, killingeightthousand men, and keeping the besieged at the same time in clieck; an exploit to which I know none similar in history, except
that of Csesar at Alesia, and of Prince Eugene at
Belgrade. He was aftenvards commander of the
fleet in tbe same war. He took Capo d’Istria. He
was ambassador at Genoa and Rome,—at which last
lie received the news of his election to the dukeilom;
his absence being a proof that he souglit it by no in
trigue, since lie was apprised of his predecessor’s
death and his own succession at the same moment.
But he appears to have been of an ungovernable
temper. A story is told by Sanuto, of his liaving,
many years before, when podesta and captain at
Treviso, boxed the ears of the bishop, who was somewhat tardy in bringing the Host. For this, honest
Sanuto “saddles him with a judgment,” as Thwackum
did Square; but he does not tell us whether he was
punished or rebuked by the Senate for this outrage
at the time of its commission. He seems, indeed, to
have been aftenvards at peace with the churcli, for
we ílnd him ambassador at Rome, and invested with
the fief of Yal di Marino, in the march of Treviso,
and with the title of count, by Lorenzo Count-bisliop
of Ceneda. For tliese faets myauthorities are Sanuto,
Yettor Sandi, Andrea Navagero, and the account of
the siege of Zara, first published by the indefatigable

Abate Morelli, in his “ Monumenti Yeneziani di
varia Letteratura,” printed in 1796, all of which 1
have looked over in the original language. The
moderns, Darü, Sismondi, and Laugier, nearly agree
with the ancicnt clironiclers. Sismondi attributos
the conspiracy to his jealousy; but I find this nowliere asserted by the national historians. Yettor
Sandi, indeed, says, that ‘ Altri scrissero che . . . .
dalla gelosa suspizion di esso Doge siasi fatto (Michel
Steno) staccar con violenza,” <fec. &c.; but this
appears to have been by no means the general
opinión, nor is it alluded to by Sanuto, or by Nava
gero : and Sandi himself adds, a moment after, that
“ per altre Vencziane memorie traspiri, che non il
solo desiderio di vendetta lo dispose alia congiura
ma anche la innata abituale ambizion sua, per cui
anelava a farsi principe independente.” The first
motive appears to have been cxcited by the gross
afiront of the words written by Michel Steno on the
ducal chair, and by the light and inadequate sentence
of the Forty on the offender, who was one of their “ tre
Capi.” The attentions of Steno himself appear to
have been directed towards one of her damsels, and
not to the “ Dogaressa ” herself, against whose fame
not the slightest insinuation appears, while she is
praised for her beauty, and remarked for her youtli.
Neither do I find it asserted (unless the liint of Sandi
be an assertion), that the Doge was actuated by
jealousy of his wife; but ratlier by respect for her,
and for his own lionour, warranted by his past Ser
vices and present dignity.
I know not that the historical faets are alluded
to in English, unless by Dr. Moorc in his View of
Italy. His account is false and flippant, full of stale
jests about oíd men and young wives,and wondering
at so great an cífect from so sliglit a cause. How so
acute and severe an observer of mankind as the authorof Zeluco could wonder at this is inconceivable.
He knew that a basin of water spilt on Mrs. Masliam’s
gown deprived the Duke of Marlborough of his command, and led to the inglorious peace of Utrecht—
that Louis XIV. was plunged into the most desolating wars, because his minister was nettled at his
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finding fault with a window, and wished to give him
anotlier occupation—that Helen lost Troy—that
Lucretia expelled theTarquins from Rome—and that
Cava brought the Moors to Spain—that an insulted
husband led the Gauls to Clusium, and thence to
Rome—that a single verse of Frederick II. of Prussià
on the Abbé de Bernis, and a jest on Madame de Pompadour, led to the battle of Rosbach—that the elopement of Dearbhorgil with Mac Murohad conductcd
the English to the slavery of Ireland—that a personal
pique between Maria Antoinette and the Duke of
Orleans precipitated the flrst expulsión of the
Bourbons—and, not to multiply instances, that Com
modus, Domitian, and Caligula foll victims not to
their públic tyranny, but to private vengeance—and
that an order to make Cromwell disembarkfrom the
ship in which he would have sailed to America
destroyed both King and Commonwealth. After
these instances, on the least reflection, it is indeed
extraordinary in Dr. Moore to seem surprised that a
man used to command, who had served and swayed in
the most important offices, should flercely resent, in
a Aeree age, an unpunished affront, the grossest that
can be offered to a man, be he prince or peasant.
The age of Faliero is little to the purpose, unless to
favour it—
“ The young man’s wrath is like straw on firo,

But like red-hot Steel is theold man’s ire.”
“ Young men soon give and soon forgefc affronts,
Old age is slow at both.”

Laugier’s reflections are more philosophical :—
“ Tale fü il fine ignominioso di un’ uomo, che la sua
nascità, la sua età, il suo carattere dovevano tener
lontano dalle passioni produttrici di grandi delitti.
I suoi talenti per lungo tempo esercitati ne’ maggiori impieghi, la sua capacità sperimentata ne’
governi e nelle ambasciate, gli avevano acquistato
la stima e la fiducia de’ cittadini, ed avevano uniti
i suffragj per collocarlo alia testa della república.
Innalzato ad un grado che terminava gloriosamente
la sua vita, il risentimento di un’ ingiuria leggiera
insinuó nel suo cuore tal veleno che bastó a cor
romperé le antiche sue qualitá, e a condurlo al
termine dei scellerati; serio esempio, che prova non
esservi età, in cui la pmdenza umana siasicura,e
che nelV uomo restamo sempre passioni capaci a
disonorarlo, quando non invigili sopra se stesso
Where did Dr. Moore find that Marino Faliero
begged his life ? I havesearched the chroniclcrs,and
find notliing of the kind: it is true that he avowed
all. He was conducted to the place of torture, but
there is no mention made of any application for
mercy on his part; and the very circumstance of
their having taken him to the rack secms to argue
anything but his having shown a want of flrmness,
which would doubtless have been also mentioned by
those minute historians, who by no means favour
him: such, indeed, would becontrary to his char
acter as a soldier, to the age in which he lived, and
* Laugier, Hist. de la Rt’pub. de Venise.

at which he died, as it is to the truth of history. I
know no justification, at any distance of time, for
calumniating an historical character: surely truth
belongs to the dead, and to the unfortunate: and they
who have died upon a scaffold have generally had
faults enough of their own, without attributing to
them that which the very incurring of the perils
which conducted them to their violent death renders,
of all others, the most improbable. The black veil
which is painted over the place of Marino Faliero
amongst the Doges, and the Giants’ Staircase where
lie was crowned, and discrowned, and decapitated,
struck forcibly upon my imagination; as did his
fiery character and strange story. I went, in 1819, in
search of his tomb more than once to the church
San Giovanni e San Paolo; and, as I was standing
before the monument of another family, a priest carne
upto me and said, “ I can show you flner monuments
than that.” I told him that I was in search of that
of the Faliero family, and particularly of the Dogo
Marino’s. “ Oh,” said he, “I will show it you; ” and
conducting me to the outside, pointeçl out a sarco
phagus in the wall with an illegible inscription. He
said that it had been in a convent adjoining, but was
removed after the French carne, and placed in its
present situation; that he had seen the tomb opened
at its removal; there were still some bones remaining, but no positive vestige o f the decapitation. The
equestrian statue of which I have made mention in
the third act as before that church is not, howevcr,
of a Faliero, but of some other now obsolete warrior,
although of a later date. There were two other
Doges of this family prior to Marino; Ordelafo,
who fell in battle at Zara, in 1117 (where his de
scendant afterwards conquered the Huns), and Vital
Faliero, who reigned in 1082. The family, originally
from Fano, was of the most illustrious in blood and
wealtli in the city of once the most wealthy and still
the most ancient families in Europe. The length I
havegoneinto on this subject will show the interest
I have taken in it. Whcther I have succeeded or not
in the tragedy, I haveat least transferred into our language an historical fact worthy of commemoration.
It is now four years that I have meditated this
work; and before I had sufficiently examined fche
records, I was rather disposed to have made it turn
on a jealousy in Faliero. But, perceiving no foundation for this in historical truth, and aware that
jealousy is an exhausted passion in the drama, I
have given it a more historical form. I was, besides, .well advised by the late Mattliew Lewis on
that point, in talking with him of my intention at
Venice in 1817. “ I f you make him jealous,” said
he, “ recollect that you have tocontend with established writers, to say nothing of Shakspeare, and
an exhausted subject:—stick to the old fiery Doge’s
natural character, which will bear you out, if properly drawn: and make your plot as regular as you
can.” Sir William Drummond gave me nearly the
same counseL How far I have followed these instructions, or whether they have availed me, is not
for me to decide. I have had no view to the stage;
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in its present state it is, perhaps, not a very exalted
object of ambition; besides, I have been too mucli
behind the scenes to have thought it so at any time.
And I cannot conceive any man of irritable feeling
putting himself at the mercies of an audience. The
sneering reader, and the loud critic, and the tart review, are scattered and distant calamities; but the
trampling of an intelligent or of an ignorant au
dience on a production which, be it good or bad, has
been a mental labour to the writer, is a palpable
and immediate grievance, lieiglitened by a man’s
doubt of their competency to judge, and his certainty
of his own imprudence in electing them his judges.
Were I capable of writing a play which could be
dcemed stage-worthy, success would give me no
plcasure, and failure great pain. It is for this reason that, even during the time of being one of the
committee of one of the theatres, I never made the
attempt, and never will. But surely there is dramatic power somewhere, where Joanna Baillie, and
Milman, and John Wilson exist. The “ City of the
Plague ” and the “ Fall of Jerusalem” are full of the
best materiei for tragedy that has been seen since
Horace Walpole, except passages of Ethwald and De
Montfort. It is the fashion to underrate Hornee
Walpole; flrstly, because he was a nobleman, and
sccondly, because he wa6 a gentleman; but, to say
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nothing of the composition of his incomparable
letters, and of the “ Castle of Otranto,” he is the
“ Ultimus Romanorum,” the author of the “ Mysterious Mothcr,” a tragedy of the highest order, and not
a puling love-play. He is the father of the first
romance and of the last tragedy in our language,
and surely worthy of a higlier place than any living
writer, be he who he may.
In speaking of the drama of “ Marino Faliero,’’
I forgot to mention, that the desire of preserving,
though still too remote, a nearer approach to unity
than the irregularity, which is the reproacli of the
English theatrical compositions, permits, has induced me to represent the conspiracy as already
formed, and the Doge acceding to i t ; whereas, in
fact, it was of his own preparation, and that of
Israel Bertuccio. The other characters (except
that of the Duchess), incidents, and almost the
time, which was wonderfully short for such a design in real life, are strictly historical, except that
all the consultations took place in the palace. Had
I followed this, the unity would have been better
preserved; but I wished to produce the Doge in the
full assembly of the conspirators, instead of monotonously placing him always in dialogue with the
same individuals. For the real faets, I refer to the
Appendix.

Scene II.]

MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF YENIOE.
Dramatis Personae.
MEN.

M arino F aliero , Doge of Ventee.
B ertuccio F aliero , Nephew o f the Doge.
L io ni , a Patrician and Senator.
B enintend e , Chiefofthe Councü o f Ten.
M ic h e l Steno , One o f the three Capi o f

the Forty.
I srael B ertucoio, Chief of

the Arsenal.

First Citizen.
Second Citizen.
Third Citizen.
V incenzo ,
P ietro ,
B a tt ista ,

Secretar;/ o f the Councü o f Ten.
Guarde, Conspirators, Citizens, The Coun
cü o f Ten, The Giunta, de., &c.

/Conspirators.

P h il ip Calendaro ,
D agolino ,
B ertram ,

WOMEN.

I

J
“ SignorediNottefone
ofthe Officers belonging to the Bepublic.

S

1
Officers bclonging to the
V
Ducal Palace.
)

A ngio lina , Wife to the Doge.
M arianna , her Friend.

Femóle Attendants, de.

Scene,—V enice in the year 1355.

Act I.
Scene I.—An Antechamler in the Ducal
Palace.
P ietro speahs, in entering, to B a tt is ta .

Pie. Is not tlie messenger return’d ?
Pat.
Not yet;
I lmve sent frequently, as you commanded,
But still tile Signory is deep in council,
And long debate on Steno’s accusation.
Pie. Too long—at least so thinlcs the Doge.
Pat.
How bears lie
Tliese moments of suspense ?
Pie.
With struggling patience.
Placed at the ducal table, cover’d o’er
Witli all the apparel of tlie state; petitions,
Despatches, judgments, acts, reprieves, re
ports,
He sits as rapt in duty; but whene’er
He liears tlie jarring of a distant door,
Or auglit tliat intimates a coming step,
Or murmur of a voice, liis quick eye wanders,
And he will start up from bis chair, tben
pause,
And seat liimself again, and fix bis gaze
Upon some edict; but I llave observed
For tbe last liour be lias not turned a leaf.

Pat. ’Tis said be is much moved,—and
doubtless ’twas
Foul scorn in Steno to offend so grossly.
Pie. Ay, if a poor man: Steno’s a patri
cian,
Young, galliard, gay, and baughty.
Pal'
Tben you think
lie will not be judged bardly ?
Pie.
’Twere enougb
He be judged justly, but ’tis not for us
To anticipate tbe seutence of tbe Forty.
Pat. And here it comes.— Wliat news,
Vincenzo ?
Enter V incenzo .
Fin.
’Tis
Decided; but as yet bis doom’s unknown:
I saw tbe president in act to sea!
The parchment wbicb will bear tbe Forty’s
judgment
Unto tbe Doge, and basten to iufomi liim.
[Exeunt.
Scene II.
The Ducal Chamher.
M arino F aliero , Doge; and his Nephew¡
B ertuccio F aliero .

Ber. F. It cannot be but they will (lo you
justice.
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Doge. Ay, sucli as tbe Avogadori did,
Wlio sent up my appeal unto tbe Forty
To try bim by bis peers, bis own tribunal.
Per. F. His peers will scarce protect bim;
sucli an act
Would bring contempt on all authority.
Doge. Know you not Venice ? Know you
not tbe Forty ?
But we shall see anón.
Per. F. (addressing V incenzo , then enter
ing).
How now—wbat tidings?
Yin. Ï am cliarged to tell bis bigbness tliat
tbe court
Has pass’d its resolution, aud tbat, soon
As tbe due forms of judgment are gone
tbrougb,
Tbe sentence will be sent up to tbe Doge ;
In tbe mean time tbe Forty doth salute
The Prince of tbe Bepublic, and entreat
His acceptation of their duty.
Doge.
Yes—
Tliey are wondrous dutiful, and ever bumble.
Sentence is pass’d, you say ?
Yin.
It is, your bigbness:
Tbe president was sealing it, when I
Was call’d in, tbat no moment might be
lost
In forivarding tbe intimation due
Not only to tbe Chief of tbe Bepubbc,
But tbe complainant, botb in one U n ite d .
Per. F. Are you aware, from auglit you
llave perceived,
Of their decisión ?
Yin.
No, my lord ; you know
The secret custom of tbe courts in Venice.
Per. F . True; but tbere still is something
given to guess,
Wbicb a slu-ewd gleaner and quick eye would
catcb a t;
A whisper, or a murmur, or an air
More or less solemn spread o’er tbe tribu
nal.
Tbe Forty are but men—most wortby men,
And wise, and just, and cautious—tliis I
gi-ant—
And secret as tbe grave to wbicb they doom
Tbe guilty: but with all tbis, in tben- aspeets—
At least in some, tbe juniors of tbe number—
A searching eye, an eye like yours, Vincenzo,
Would read tbe sentence ere it was pronounced.
Yin. My lord, I carne away upon tbe mo
ment,
And liad no leisure to take note of tbat
Wbicb pass’d among the judges, even in
seeming;
My station near tbe accused too, Michel
Steno,
Made me—

(ÜintU.
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Doge (abruptly). And how look'd he ? deliver tbat.
Yin. Calm, but not overcast, be stood resign’d
To the decree, wbate’er it were
but lo 1
It comes, for tbe perusal of his bigbness.
Enter the Secretary of the Forty.
See. Tbe liigh tribunal of tbe Forty sends
Health and respect to tbe Doge Faliero,
Chief magistrate of Venice, and requests
His bigbness to peruse and to approve
Tbe sentence pass’d 011 Micliel Steno, born
Patricial!, and arraign’d upon tbe cliarge
Contain’d, togetber with its penalty,
Within tbe rescript wbicb I now present.
Doge. Retire, and wait witbout.
[Exeunt Secretary and V incenzo .
Take tbou tbis paper :
Tbe misty letters vanish from my eyes;
I cannot fix them.
Per. F.
Patience, my dear únele:
Why do you tremble tlius ?—nay, doubt not,
all
Will be as could be wisli’d.
Doge.
Say on.
Per. F. (reading).
“ Decreed
In council, witbout one dissenting voice,
Tbat Micliel Steno, by bis own confession,
Guilty on tbe last niglit of Carnival
Of liaving graven on tbe ducal throne
Tbe following words— ”
Doge.
Woublst tbou repeat tbem ?
Wouldst thou repeat tbem—thou, a Faliero,
Harp on tbe deep dishonour of our bouse,
Disbonour’d in its chief— tbat chief tbe
priuce
Of Venice, first of cities ?—To tbe sentence.
Per. F. Forgive me, my good lord ; I will
obey—
(Peads). “ Tbat Michel Steno be detain’d a
montli
In cióse arrest.”
Doge.
Proceed.
Ber. F.
My Lord, ’tis finisb’d.
Doge. How say you?—finish’d ! Do I
dream ?—’tis false—
Give me the paper—(Snatches the paper and
reads)—“ ’Tis decreed in council 1
Tbat Micliael Steno ”-----Nephew, tbine arm!
Ber. F.
Nay,
Cbeer up, be calm ; tbis transport is uncall’d
for—
Let me seek some assistance.
Doge.
Stop, sir—Stir not—
’Tis past.
Ber. F. I cannot but agree with you
Tbe sentence is too sliglit for tbe offence;
It is not honourable in tbe Forty
To affix so slight a penalty to tbat
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Whick was a foul affront to you, and even
To them, as being your subjects ¡ but ’tis not
Yet without remedy: you can appeal
To them once more, or to the Avogadori,
Who, seeing that true justice is witkkeld,
Will now take up the cause they once declined,
And do you rigkt upon the bold delinqüent.
Tkink you not thus, good uncle? why do you
stand
So fix’d ? You heed‘ me not:—I pray you,
liear me 1
Doge (dashing doion the ducal lonnet, and
offering to trample upon it, exclaims, as
he is withheld hj his nephew).
Oh ! that the Saracen were in St. Mark’sl
Thus would I do him komage.
Ser. F.
For the sake
Of Heaven and all its saints, my lord----Doge.
Away!
Oh, that the Genoese were in the port 1
Oh, that the Huns whom I o’ertkrew at Zara
Were ranged ai'ound the palace !
Ser. F.
’T is not well
In Venice’ Duke to say so.
Doge.
Venice’ Duke!
Who now is Duke in Venice ? let me see him,
That he may do me rigkt.
Ser. F.
I f you forget
Your office, and its dignity and duty,
Remember that of man, and curb this passiou.
The Duke of Venice---Doge (interrupting him). There is no such
thing—
It is a word—nay, worse—a worthless byword:
The most despised, wrong’d, outraged, kelpless wretcb,
Who begs his bread, if ’tis refnsed by oue,
May win it from another kinder heart:
But he, who is denied his rigkt by thoso
Whose place it is to do no wroug, is poorer
Tkan the rejected beggar—he’s a slave—
And that am I, and thou, and all our house,
Even from this hour; the meanest artisan
Will point the finger, and the haughty noble
May spit upon us:—where is our redress ?
Ser. F. The law, my prince---Doge (interrupting him). You see wliat it
has done;
I ask’d no remedy but from the law,
I sought no vengeance but redress by law,
I call’d no judges but those named by law ;
As sovereign, I appeal’d unto my subjects,
The very subjects who had made me sovereign,
And gave me thus a double right to be so.
The rights of place and choice, of birth and
Service,
Honours and years, tkese scars, these hoary
liairs,
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The travel, toil, the perils, the fatigues,
The blood and sweat of almost eighty years,
Were weigk’d i’ the balance, ’gainst the foulest
stain,
The grossest insult, most eontemptuous crime
Of a rank,rask patrician—and found wauting !
And this is to be borne 1
Ser. F.
I say not that
In case your fresh appeal sliould be rejected,
We will find other means to make all even.
Doge. Appeal again! art thou my brother’s
son ?
A scion of the house of Faliero ?
The nephew of a Doge ? and of that blood
Wkich liatk already given three dukes to
Venice ?
But thou say’st well—we must be kumble now.
Ser. F. My princely uncle! you are too
much moved;—
I grant it ivas a gross offence, and grossly
Left without fitting punishment: but still
This fury doth exceed the provocation,
Or any provocation : if we are wrong’d,
We will ask justice; if it be denied,
W e’ll take it; but may do all this in calmness—
Deep Vengeance is the danghter of deep
Silence.
I liave yet scarce a tliird part of your years,
I love our house, I konour yon, its ehief,
The guardián of my youth, and its instructor—
But tliougk I understand your grief, and enter
In part of your disdain, it doth appal me
To see your anger, like om- Adrián waves,
O’ersiveep all bounds, and foam itself to air.
Doge. I teli thee—must I teli tkee—wliat
thy father
Would liave required no words to comprehend?
Hast thou no feeling save the external sense
Of tortare from the toucli ? hast thou no
soul—
No pride—no passion—no deep sense of
honour ?
Ser. F. ’Tis the first time that honour has
been doubted,
And were the last, from any other sceptic.
Doge. You know the full offence of this born
villain,
This creeping, coward, ranlt, acquitted felón,
Who tlirew his sting hito a poisonous libel,
And on the honour of—Oli God! my wife,
The nearest, dearest part of all men’s honour,
Left a base slur to pass from mouth to' mouth
Of loose mechanics, with all coarse foul comments,
And villainous jests, andblaspliemies obscene;
While sneering nobles, in more polish’d
guise,
Whisper’d the tale, and smiled upon the lie
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Which made me look like them—a courteous
wittol,
Patient—ay, proud, it may be, of dishonour.
Ser. F. But still it was a lie—you knew it
false,
And so did all men.
Doge.
Nephew, the kigk Roman
Said, “ Caasar’s wife must not even be suspected,”
And put her from him.
Ser. F.
True—but in those days---Doge. Wliat is it that a Roman would not
suffer,
That a Venetian prince must bear ? oíd Dán
dolo
Refused the diadem of all the Csesars,
And wore the ducal cap I trample on,
Beeause ’tis now degraded.
Ser. F.
’Tis even so.
Doge. It is—it i s I did not visit on
The innocent creature thus most vilely slander’d
Beeause she took an oíd man for her lord,
For that he had been long her fatker’s friend
And patrón of lier house, as if tliere were
No love in woman’s heart but lust of youth
And beardless faces;—I did not for this
Visit the villain’s infamy on her,
But craved my country’s justice on his liead,
The justice due unto the humblest being
Who hath a wife whose faitli is sweet to him,
Who hath a home whose liearth is dear to him,
Who hath a narne whose honour ’s all to him,
When these are tainted by the accursing breath
Of calumny and scorn.
Ser. F.
And what redress
Did you expect as his fit punishment ?
Doge. Deatli! Was I not the sovereign of
the state—
Iiisulted on his very throne, and made
A mockery to the men who should obey me ?
Was I not injnred as a liusband ? scorn’d
As man ? reviled, degraded, as a prince ?
Was not offence like his a complication
Of insult and of treason ?—and he lives 1
Had he instead of on the Doge’s throne
Stamp’d the same brand upon a peasant’s
stool,
His blood liad gilt the tkresliold; for the
carie
Had stabb’d him on the instant.
Ser. F.
Do not doubt it,
He shall not live till sunset—leave to me
The means, and calm yourself.
Doge.
Hold, nephew: this
Woukl have sufficed but yesterday; at present
I liave no furtker wrath against this man.
Ser. F. What mean you ? is not the offence
redoubled
By this most rank—I will not say—acquittal;
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For it is worse, being full acknowledgment
Of the offence, and leaving it unpunish’d ?
Doge. It is redoul·led, but not now by him:
The Forty hath decreed a montk’s arrest—
We must obey tlie Forty.
Ber. F.
Obey them I
WI10 have forgot tkeir duty to the sovereign ?
Doge. Why yes;—boy, you perceive it tlien
atlast:
AVhether as fellow citizen who sues
For justice, or as sovereign who commands it,
They have defrauded me of both my rights
(For liere the sovereign is a citizen);
But, notwithstanding, liarm not thou a hair
Of Steno’s liead—he shall not wear it long.
Ber. F. Not twelve liours longer, had you
left to me
The mode and means: if you had calmly
heard me,
I never meant this misereant should escape,
But wish’d you to represe such gusts of
passion,
That we more surely migkt devise togetker
His taking off.
Doge.
No, nephew, he must live;
At least, just now—a lile so vile as liis
Were notliing at this hour; in th’ oblen time
Some sacrifices ask’d a single victim,
Great expiations had a liecatomb.
Ber. F. Your wishes are my law : and yet
I fain
Would prove to you how near unto my heart
The honour of our house must ever be.
Doge. Fear not; you shall have time and
place of proof:
But be not thou too rash, as I have been.
I am asliamed of my own anger now;
I pray you, pardon me.
Ber. F.
Why, that’s my uncle !
The leader, and the statesman, and the ehief
Of commonwealths, and sovereign of liimself!
I wonder’d to perceive you so forget
All prudence in yonr fury at these years,
Althougk the cause---Doge.
Ay, tkink upon the cause—•
Forget it not:—When you lie down to rest,
Let it be black among your dreams; and
when
The moni returns, so let it stand between
The sun and you, as an ill-omen’d cloud
Upon a summer day of festival:
So will it stand to me;—but speak not, stir
not,—
Leave all to me; we shall have much to do,
And you shall have a part.—But now retire,
’Tis fit I were alone.
Ser. F. (taking up and placing the ducal
lonnet on the talle). Ere I depart,
I pray you to resume what you have spurn’d,
Till you can change it haply for a 'croum.
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And now I take my leave, imploring you
In all things to rely upon my duty
As doth become your near and faitliíul kinsman,
And not less loyal C itiz e n and subject.
[E x it B e k t u c c i o F a l i e h o .
Doge (sohis). Adieu, my wortliy nephew.—
Hollow bauble ?
[ Tdking up the ducal cap.
Beset witb all the thorns tíiat line a crown,
Witliout investing the insulted brow
Witb the all-swaying majesty o£ lcings;
Thou idle, gilded, and degraded toy,
Let me resume tkee as I would a vizor.
[Puts it on.
How my brain aches beneath thee! and my
temples
Throb feverish under thy dishonest weiglit.
Could I not turn thee to a diadem ?
Oould I not sliatter the Briarean sceptre
Which in this hundred-handed senate rules,
Mailing the people notking, and the prince
A pageant ? In my life I liave achieved
Tasks not less difficult—achieved for them,
Who thus repay me 1 Can I not requite them?
Oh for one year! Oh ! but for even a day
0 £ my full youth, while yet my body served
My soul as serves the generous steed his lord,
I would liave dash’d amongst them, asking
few
In aid to overthrow these swoln patricians;
But now I must look round for otlier hands
To serve this hoary head;—but it shall plau
In such a sort as will not leave the task
Herculean, though as yet ’tis but a chaos
Of darkly brooding thoughts: my fancy is
In her first work, more nearly to the light
Holding the sleeping images of things
Por the selection of the pausing judgment.—
The troops are few in---- -

[Act I.

Wken Genoa conquer’d : they liave further
cause,
Since they are nothing in the state, and in
The city worse than nothing—mere machines,
To serve the nobles’ most patrician pleasure.
The troops liave long arrears of pay, oft
promised,
And murmur deeply—any hope of cliange
IVill draw them forward: they shall pay
themselves
With plunder:—but the priests—I doubt the
priesthood
Will not be with us; they have liated me
Since that rasli hour, when, madden’d with
the drone,
I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso,
Quickening his lioly march; yet ne’ertheless,
Tliey may be won, at least their chief at Home,
By some well-timed concessions; but, above
All things, I must be speedy: at my hour
Of twilight little light of life remains.
Could I free Venice, and avenge my wrongs,
I had lived too long, and willingly would
sleep
Next moment with my sires; and, wanting
this,
Better that sixty of my fourscore years
Had been already where—liow soon, I care
not—
The -wliole must be extmguish’d ; better that
They ne’er had been, than drag me on to be
The thing these arch-oppressors fain would
make me.
Let me consider—of efficient troops
There are three thousand posted at----

Enter Y i n c e n z o and I s b a e l B e e t u c c i o .
Fin.
May it jilease
Your highness, the same patrón whom I
spake of
Is liere to crave your patience.
Enter V i n c e n z o .
Doge.
Leave the chamber,
Vin.
'
There is one without Yüicenzo.—
[ E xit V i n c e n z o .
Craves audience of your highness,
Sir, you may advance—wliat
Doge.
I ’m umvell—•
wonld you ?
I can see no one, not even a patrician—
I. Per. Kedress.
Let him refer his business to the council.
Doge.
Of whom?
Fin. My lord, I will deliver your reply;
I. Ber.
Of God and of the Doge.
It cannot muck import—he’s a plebeian,
Doge. Alas! my friend, you seek it of the
The master of a galley, I believe.
twain
Doge. H ow ! did you say the patrón of a Of least respect and interest in Venice.
galley ?
You must address the council.
That is —I mean— a servant o f the sta te :
I. Ber.
’T were in vain;
A dm it him, he m ay be on públic Service.
Por he who injured me is one of them.
[E x it V i n c e n z o .
Doge. There’s blood upon thy face—how
came it tliere ?
Doge (sohis). This patrón may be sounded;
I will try him.
I. Ber. ’T is mine, and not the first l've
I know the people to be discontented:
shed for Venice,
Tliey liave cause, since Sapienza’s adverse But the first shed by a Venetian liand:
day;
A noble smote me.
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Doge.
Doth he live ?
I. Ber.
Not long—
But for the hope I had and have, that you,
My prince, yonrself a soldier, will redress
Him, whom the laws of discipline and Venice
Permit not to protect himselí:—if not—
I say no more.
Doge.
But something you would do—
Is it not so ?
I. Ber.
I am a man, my lord.
Doge. Why so is he who smote you.
I. Ber.
He is call’d so;
Nay, more, a noble one—at least, in Venice:
But since he hath forgotten that I am
one,
And treats me like a brute, the brute may
turn—
’T is said the worm will.
Doge.
Say—his name and lineage ?
I. Ber. Barbaro.
Doge.
Wliat was the cause ? or
the pretext?
I. Ber. I am the chief of the arsenal, employ’d
At present in repairing certain galleys
But roughly used by the Genoese last year.
This morning comes the noble Barbaro
Full of reproof, because our artisans
Had left some frivolous order of his house,
To execute the state’s decree: I dared
To justify the men—he raised his liand;—
Behold my blood! the first time it e’er flow’d
Dishonourably.
Doge.
Have you long time served ?
I. Ber. So long as to remember Zara’s
siege,
And fight beneath the chief who beat the
Huns tliere,
Sometime my general, now the Doge Faliero.—
Doge. How ! are we comrades ?—the state’s
ducal robes
Sit newly 011 me, and you were appointed
Chief of the arsenal ere I came frorn Home;
So that I recognised you not. Who placed
you?
I. Ber. The late Doge; keeping still my
old comniand
As patrón of a galley: my new office
Was giveu as the reward of certain scars
(So was your predecessor pleased to say):
I little thought his bonnty would conduct me
To his successor as a helpless plaintiff;
At least, in such a cause.
Doge.
Are you much liurt ?
I. Ber. Irreparably in my self-esteem.
Doge. Speak out; fear nothing: being
stung at heart,
What wonld you do to be revenged on this
man ?
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I. Ber. That which I dare not name, and
yet will do.
Doge. Then wherefore came you liere ?
I. Ber.
I come for justice,
Because my general is Doge, and will not
See his old soldier trampled 011. Had any,
Save Faliero, fill’d the ducal throne,
This blood had been wash’d out in other
blood.
Doge. You come to me for justice—unto
me !
The Doge of Venice, and I cannot give i t ;
I cannot even obtain it—’t was denied
To me most solemnly an hour ago!
J. Ber. How says your highness ?
Doge.
Steno is condemn’d
To a month’s coiifinement.
I. Ber.
What! the same wlio dared
To stain the ducal throne with those foul
words,
That have cried shame to every ear in
Venice ?
Doge. Ay, doubtless they have echo’d o’er
the arsenal,
Keeping due time with every hammer's clink
As a good jest to jolly artisans;
Or makiug chorus to the creaking oar,
In the vile tune of every galley-slave,
Who, as he sung the merry stave, exulted
He was not a shamed dotard like the Doge.
I. Ber. Is ’t possible? a month’s imprisonment!
No more for Steno ?
Doge.
You have heard the offence,
And now you know his punishment; and
then
You ask redress of me ! Go to the Forty,
Who pass’d the sentence upon Michel Steno;
They II do as much by Barbaro, no doubt.
I. Ber. Ah ! dared I speak my feelings!
Doge.
Give them breath.
Mine have no further outrage to endure.
I. Ber. Then in a word, it rests but ou your
word
To punisli and avenge—I will not say
My petty wrong, for what is a mere blow,
However vile, to such a thing as I am ?—
But the base insult done your state and
person.
Doge. You overrate my power, which is a
pageant.
This cap is not the monarch’s crown; these
robes
Migkt move eompassion, like a beggar’s rags;
Nay, more, a beggar’s are his own, and
these
But lent to the poor puppet, who must play
Its part with all its empire in this ermine.
I. Ber. Wouldst thou be king ?
Doge.
Yes—of a happy people.
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I. Ber. Wouldst thou be sovereigu lord of
Venice?
Doge.
Ay,
If tliat the people sliared tbat sovereignty,
So tbat nor tbey nor I were further slaves
To tliis o'ergrown aristocràtic Hydra,
The poisonous lieads of wbose envenom’d
body
Ha ve breatlied a pestilenee upon us all.
I. Ber. Yet, thou wast born, and still liast
lived, patrician.
Boga. In evil bour was I so bom ; my birth
Hatli made me Doge to be insulted: bnt
I lived and toil’d a soldier and a servant
Of Venice and ber people, not tbe senate;
Their good and my own honour were my
gnerdon.
I liave fougbt and bled; commanded, ay,
and conquerid;
Have made and marr’d peace oft in embassies,
As it miglit cbance to be our country’s
’vantage;
Have traversed laúd and sea in constant
duty,
Througb abnost sixty years, and still for
Venice,
My fathers’ and my birtliplaee, wbose dear
spires,
Eising at distance o’er tbe blue Lagoon,
It was reward enougb for me to view
Once more; bnt not for any knot of men,
Nor sect, nor faction, did I bleed or sweat!
But wonld you know wby I liave done all
tbis ?
Ask of tbe bleeding pelican wby sbe
Hath ripp’d ber bosom? Had tbe bird a
voice,
Slie’d teli tliee ’twas for all ber little ones.
I. Ber. And yet tbey made tbee duke.
Doge.
They made me so ;
I souglit it not, the flattering fetters met me
Returning from my Roman embassy,
And never baving bitberto refused
Toil, charge, or duty for the state, I did not,
At tbese late years, declino wkat was the
liigkest
Of all in seeming, but of all most base
In wbat we have to do and to endure :
Bear witness for me thou, my injured subject,
Wben I can neitlier rigbt myself nor tbee.
I. Ber. You shall do botb, if you possess
tbe w ill;
And many thousands more not less oppress’d,
Who wait but for a signal—will you give it ?
Doge. You speak in riddles.
I. Ber.
Wbicb sball soon be read
At peril of my life, if you disdain not
To lend a patient ear.

[Act I.

Doge.
Say on.
I. Ber.
Not thou,
Nor I alone, are injured and abused,
Contemn’d and trampled on; but tbe whole
people
Groan with tbe strong conception of their
wrongs;
Tbe foreign soldiers in tbe senate’s pay
Are discontented for their long arrears;
The native mariners, and civic troops,
Feel with their friends; for who is be
amongst tbem
Wbose brethren, parents, cliildren, wives,
or sisters,
Have not partook oppression, or pollution,
From tbe patricians ? And tbe liopeless war
Against tbe Genoese, wbicb is still maiu■tain’d
With tbe plebeian blood, and treasure wrung
From their hard earnings, has inflamed tbem
further:
Eren now—but, I forget tbat speaking tbus,
Perbaps I pass tbe sentence of my deatli!
Doge. And suffering wbat thou bast done—
fear’st thou deatli ?
Be silent then, and live on, to be beaten
By those for whom thou bast bled.
I. Ber.
No, I will speak
At every bazard; and if Venice’ Doge
Sbould turn delator, be tbe shame on bim,
And sorrow too; for be will lose far more
Tban I.
Doge. From me fear nothing; outwitb itl
I. Ber. Know then, tbat there are met and
sworn in secret
A band of brethren, valiant hearts and true;
Men who have proved all fortunes, and liave
long
Grieved over tbat of Venice, and liave rigbt
To do so; baving served lier in all climes,
And baving rescued ber from foreign foes,
Would do tbe same from those within ber
walls.
Tbey are not numerous, nor yet too few
For tlien- great purpose; tbey have arnis,
and means,
And liearts, and hopes, and faith, and patient
courage.
Doge. For wbat then do tbey pause ?
I. Ber.
An liour to strike.
Doge (aeide). Saint Mark’s sball strike
tbat bour!
I. Ber.
I now have placed
My life, my honour, all my earthly bopes
Within thy power, but in tbe firm belief
Tbat injuries like ours, sprmig from one
cause,
Will generate one vengeauce: sbould it
be so,
Be our cbief now—our sovereign hereafter.
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Doge. How many are ye ?
I. Ber.
I ’ll not answer tbat
Till I am answer’d.
Doge.
How, sir ! do you menace ?
I. Ber. N o ; I affirm. I have betray’d
myself;
But there ’s no torture in tbe mystic wells
Wbicb undermine your palace, nor in those
Not less appalling celis, the “ leaden roofs,”
To forcé a single ñame from me of otliers.
Tbe Pozzi and tbe Piombi were in vain;
Tbey might wring blood from me, but
treaeliery never.
And I would pass tbe fearful “ Bridge of
Sighs,”
Joyous tbat mine must be tbe last tbat e’er
Would echo o’er tbe Stygian wave wbicb
flows
Between tbe murderers and tbe murder'd,
washing
Tbe prison and tbe palace walls: tliere are
Those who would live to tbink on’t, and
avenge me.
Doge. I f such your power and purpose,
wby come here
To sue for justice, being in tbe course
To do yourself due rigbt?
I. Ber.
Because tbe man,
Who clabns protection from authority,
Showing bis confidence and bis submission
To tbat authority, can hardly be
Suspected of combining to destroy it.
Had I sate down too humbly with tbis blow,
A moody brow and mutter’d threats bad
made me
A mark’d man to tbe Forty’s inquisition;
But loud complaint, bowever angrily
It sliapes its phrase, is little to be fear’d,
And less distrusted. But, besides all tbis,
I bad another reason.
Doge.
Wbat wras tbat ?
I. Ber. Some rumours tbat tbe Doge ivas
greatly moved
By tbe reference of tbe Avogadori
Of Micbel Steuo’s sentence to tbe Forty
Had reacb’d me. I bad served you, lionour’d
you,
And felt tbat you were dangerously insulted,
Being of an order of sucb sph-its, as
Requite tenfold botb good and evil: ’twas
My ivish to prove and urge you to redress.
Now you know all; and that I speak tbe
trutb,
My peril be tbe proof.
Doge.
You have deeply ventured;
But all must do so wbo ivouid greatly win:
Tbus far I ’U ausiver you—your secret ’s safe.
I. Ber. And is tbis all ?
Doge.
Unless with all intrusted,
Wbat would you have me answer ?
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I. Ber.
I would have you
Trust bim wbo leaves bis life in trust ívitb
you.
Doge. But I must know your plan, your
ñames, and numbers;
Tbe last may then be doubled, and tbe
former
Matured and strengtlien’d.
I. Ber.
W e’re enougb already;
You are tbe sole ally we covet now.
Doge. But bring me to tbe knowledge of
your cliiefs.
I. Ber. Tbat sball be done upon your
formal pledge
To keep tbe faitb tbat we will pledge to you.
Doge. Wben ? wliere ?
I. Ber.
Tbis nigbt I ’ll bring to your
apartment
Two of tbe principals: a greater number
Were hazardous.
Doge.
Stay, I must tbink of tbis.—
Wbat if I were to trust myself amongst you,
And leave tbe palace ?
/. Ber.
You must come alone.
Doge. With but my nephew.
1. Ber.
Not were be your son.
Doge. Wretch! darest thou ñame my son ?
He died in arms
At Sapienza for tbis faithless state.
Oh ! tbat be were alive, and I in asiles !
Or tbat be were alive ere I be asbes!
I sbould not need the dubious aid of
strangers.
I. Ber. Not one of all those strangers
whom tliou doubtest,
But will regard tbee with a filial feeling,
So tbat thou keep’st a father’s faitb with
tbem.
Doge. Tbe die is cast. Where is tbe place
of meeting ?
I. Ber. At midniglit I will be alone and
mask’d
Wliere’er your liigbness pleases to direct me,
To wait your coming, and conduct you wbere
You sball receive om' homage, and pronounce
Upon our project.
Doge.
At wbat bour arises
Tbe moon ?
I. Ber. Late, but tbe atmosphere is tbick
and dusky,
’T is a sirocco.
Doge.
At tbe midnight bour, then,
Near to tbe cliurcb wbere sleep my sires;
tbe same,
Twin-named from tbe apostles John and
Paul;
A gondola, with one oar only, will
Lurk in tbe narrow channel wbicb glides by.
Be there.
I. Ber. I will not fail.
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Doge.
And now retire---I. Ser. In tire full liope your liighness
will not falter
In your great purpose. Prince, I take my
leave.
[E x it I s r a e l B e r t u c c i o .
Soge (solus). At midnight, by tbe clinrch
Saints John and Paul,
Where sleep my noble fathers, I repair—
To wbat ? to liold a council in tbe darle
With common ruffians leagued to ruin states!
And will not xny great sires leap from tlie
vault,
Where lie two doges who preceded me,
And pluck me down amongst them ? Would
they could!
Por I skould rest in lionoui' with tlie honour’d.
Alas 1 I must not think of them, but those
Who have made me thus unworthy of
a ñame
Noble and brave as auglit of consular
On Eoman marbles; but I will redeem it
Back to its antique lustre in our annals,
By sweet revenge on all that’s base in
Venice,
And freedom to tbe rest, or leave it black
To all tbe growing calumnies of time,
Whick never spare the fame of him who
fails,
But try the Caesar, or the Catiline,
By the true touchstone of desert—success.

Act II.
Scene I .—An Apartment in the Bucal
Palace.
A n g i o l i n a (wife of the D o g e ; and M a r i a n n a .
Ang. Wliat was the Doge’s answer ?
Mar.
That he was
That moment summon’d to a conference.
But ’tis by tliis time ended. I perceived
Not long ago the senators embarking;
And the last góndola may now be seen
Gliding into the throng of barks which stud
The glittering waters.
Ang.
Would he were retm'n’d !
He has been much disquieted of late ;
And Time, which has not tamed his fiery
spirit,
Ñor yet enfeebled even his mortal frame,
Which seems to me more noui'ish’d by a soul
So quick and restless that it would consume
Less hardy clay—Time has but little power
On his resentments or his griefs. Unlike
To other spirits of his order, who,
In the first burst of passion, pour away
Their wrath or sorrow, all things wear in

[Act II.

An aspect of eternity: his thoughts,
His feelings, passions, good or evil, all
Have notliing of oíd age; and his bold brow
Bears but the scars of mind, the thoughts of
years,
Not their decrepitude: and he of late
Has been more agitated than his wont.
Would he were come! for I alone have
power
Upon his troubled spirit.
Mar.
It is true,
His highness has of late been gi'eatly moved
By the affront of Steno, and with cause:
But the otfender doubtless even now
Is doom’d to expiate his rash insult with
Such chastisement as will enforce respect
To female virtue, and to noble blood.
Ang. ’Twas a gross insult; but I heed it
not
Por the rash scorner’s falsehood in itself,
But for the effect, the deadly deep impression
Which it has made upon Faliero’s soul,
The proud, the fiery, the austere—austere
To all save me: I tremble when I think
To what it may conduct.
Mar.
Assuredly
The Doge cannot suspect you ?
Ang.
Suspect me!
AVliy Steno dared not: when he scrawl’d his
lie,
Grovelling by stealth in the moon’s glimmering light,
His own still conscience smote him for the
act,
And every shadow on the walls frown’d
shame
Upon his coward calumny.
Mar.
’Twerefit
He should be punish'd grievously.
Ang.
_
He is so.
Mar. What! is the sentence pass’d ? is he
condemn’d ?
Ang. I know not that, but he has been
detected.
Mar. And deem you this enough for such
foul scorn ?
Ang. I would not be a judge in my own
cause,
Nor do I know what sense of punishment
May reaeh the soul of ribalds such as Steno;
But if his insults sink no deeper in
The miuds of the inquisitors than they
Have ruffled mine, he will, for all acquittance,
Be left to his own shamelessness or shame.
Mar. _ Some sacrifice is due to slander’d
virtue.
Ang. Why, what is virtue if it needs a
victim ?
Or if it must depend upon men’s words ?
The dying Boman said, “ ’twas but a ñame:”
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It were indeed no more, if human breath
Could malee or mar it.
Mar.
Yet full many a dame,
Stainless and faithful, would feel all the
wrong
Of such a slander; and less rigid ladies,
Such as abound in Venice, would be loud
And all-inexorable in their cry
For justice.
Ang.
This but proves it is the ñame
And not the quality they prize: the first
Have found it a hará task to hold their
honour,
If they require it to be blazon’d forth;
And those who have not kept it, seek its
seeming
As they would look out for an ornament
Of which they feel the want, but not because
They think it so; they live in others’ thoughts,
And would seem honest as they must seem
fair.
Mar. Yon have strange thoughts for a
patrician dame.
Ang. And yet they were my father’s ; with
his líame,
The solé inheritance he left.
Mar.
You want none ;
Wife to a prince, the cliief of the Eepublic.
Ang. I should have souglit none though
a peasant’s bride,
But feel not less the love and gratitude
Due to my father, who bestow’d my hand
Upon his early, tried, and trusted friend,
The Count Val di Marino, now our Doge.
Mar. And with that hand did he bestow
your lieart ?
Ang. He did so, or it had not been
bestow’d.
Mar. Yet this strange disproportion in
your years,
And, let me add, disparity of tempers,
Might make the world doubt whether such
an unión
Could make you wisely, permanently happy.
Ang. The world will think with worldlings; but my lieart
Has still been iu my duties, which are many,
But never difficult.
Mar.
And do you love liim ?
Ang. I love all noble qualities wliich merit
Love, and I loved my father, who first
tauglit me
To single out what we should love iu others,
And to subdue all tendeney to lend
The best and purest feelings of our nature
To baser passions. He bestow’d my hand
Upon Paliero: he had known him noble,
Brave, generous; rich in all the qualities
Of soldier, Citizen, and friend; in all
Such have I found him as my father said.
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His faults are those that dwell in the higli
bosoms
Of men who have commanded; too much
pride,
And the deep passions fiercely foster’d by
The uses of patricians, and a life
Spent in the storms of state and w ar; and
also
From the quick sense of honour, which
becomes
A duty to a certain sign, a vice
When overstrain’d, and this I fear in him.
And then he has been rash from his youtb
upwards,
Y'et temper’d by redeeming nobleness
In such sort, that the wariest of republics
Has lavish’d all its chief employs upon him,
From his first figlit to his last embassy,
From which on his return the dukedoin met
him.
Mar. But previous to this marriage, had
your heart
Ne’er beat for any of the noble youtb,
Such as in years had been more meet to
match
Beauty like yours ? or since have you ne’er
seen
One, who, if your fair hand were still to
give,
Might now pretend to Loredano’s daughter ?
Ang. I answer’d your first question when
I said
I married.
Mar.
And the second ?
Ang.
Needs 110 answer.
Mar. I pray you pardon, i f I have offended.
Ang. I feel no wrath, but some surprise:
I lmew not
That wedded bosoms could permit themselves
To ponder upon what they now might choose,
Or aught save their past choice.
Mar.
’Tis their past choice
That far too often makes them deem they
would
Now choose more wisely, could they cancel it.
Ang. It may be so. I knew not of such
thoughts.
Mar. Here comes the Doge—shall I
retire ?
Ang.
It may
Be better you should quit me; he seems
wrapt
I 11 thought—How pensively he takes his way!
[E xit M a r i a n n a .
Enter the D o o e and P i e t r o .
Doge (musing). There is a certain Philip
Calendara
Now in the Arsenal, who holds command
Of eiglity men, and has great influence
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Besides on all the spirits of his comrades:
This man, X hear, is bold and popular,
Sudden and daring, and yet secret; ’t would
Be well tliat lie were won: I needs must
liope
Tliat Israel Bertnccio lias secured liim,
But fain would be----Pie.
My lord, pray pardon me
For breaking in upon your meditation;
Tlie Senator Bertnccio, your kinsman,
Charged me to follow and inquire your pleasure
To fix an hour wben lie may speak with yon.
Doge. At sunset.— Stay a moment—let me
see—
Say in tbe second hour of night. [E x it P ietro .
Ang.
My lord!
Doge. My dearest ehild, forgive me—why
delay
So long approaching me ?—X saw you not.
Ang. Ton were absorb’d in tliought, and
he wbo now
Has parted from you might have words of
weight
To bear you from the senate.
Doge.
From the senate ?
A ng. I would not interrupt him in his duty
And theirs.
Doge.
Tbe senate’s duty! you mistake;
’Tis we wlio owe all Service to the senate.
Ang. I tliought the Duke liad held command in Venice.
Doge. He shall.—But let that pass.—We
will be jocund.
How fares it witli you? liave you been
abroad ?
The day is overcast, but the ealm wave
Favours tile gondolier’s light skimming oar;
Or have you held a levee of your friends ?
Or has your music made you solitary ?
Say—is there auglit that you would will
within
The little sway now left the Duke ? or aught
Of fitting splendour, or of honest pleasure,
Social or lonely, that would glad your lieart,
To compensate for many a dull hour, wasted
On an oíd man oft moved with many cares ?
Speak, and ’tis done.
Ang.
You ’re ever kind to me.
I have notliing to desire, or to request,
Except to see you oftener and calmer.
Doge. Calmer ?
Ang. Ay, calmer, my good lord.—Ah, why
Do you still keep apart, and walk alone,
'And let such strong emotions stamp your
brow,
As not betraying their full import, yet
Disclose too much ?
Doge.
Disclose too much!—of what ?
What is there to disclose ?

[A c t II.

Ang.
A heart so ill
At ease.
Doge. ’Tis notliing, child.—But in the state
You know what daily cares oppress all tliose
Who govern this precarious commonwealtli;
Now suffering from the Genoese without,
And malcontents within—’tis this which
makes me
More pensive and less tranquil tlian my wont.
Ang. Yet this existed long before, and
never
Till in these late days did I see you thus.
Forgive me; there is something at your heart
More than the mere discliarge of public duties,
Which long use and a talent like to yours
Have render’d light, nay, a necessity,
To keep your mind from stagnating. ’T is not
In hostile States, ñor perils, thus to shalte
you,—
You, who have stood all storms and never
sunk,
And climb’d up to the pinnacle of power
And never fainted by the way, and stand
XJpon it, and can look down steadily
Along the depth beneath, and ne’er feel dizzy.
Were Genoa’s galleys ricling in the port,
Were civil fury raging in Saint Mark’s,
You are not to he wrought on, but would
fall,
As you have risen, with an unalter'd brow:
Your feelings now are of a different kind;
Something has stung your pride, not patriotism.
Doge. Pride! Angiolina? Alas! none is
left me.
Ang. Yes—the same sin that overthrew
the angels,
And of all sins most easily besets
Mortals the nearest to the angelic nature s
The vile are only vain; the great are proud.
Doge. I had the pride of honour, of your
honour,
Deep at my heart—But let us change the
theme.
Ang. Ah no!—As I have ever shared your
kindness
In all things else, let me not be shut out
From your distress: were it of public import,
You know I never sought, would never seek
To win a word from you; but feeling now
Your grief is prívate, it belongs to me
To lighten or divide it. Since the day
When foolish Steno’s ribaldry detectad
Unfix’d your quiet, you are greatly changed,
And I would soothe you back to what you were.
Doge. To what I was!—have you heard
Steno’s sentence ?
Ang. No.
Doge.
A month’s arrest.
Ang.
Is it not enough ?

Doge. Enough!—yes, for a drunken galley
slave,
Who, stung by stripes, may murmur at his
master;
But not for a deliberate, false, cool villain,
Who staius a lady’s and a prince’s honour
Even on the throne of his authority.
Ang. There seems to me enough in the
conviction
Of a patrician guilty of a falseliood:
All other punishment were light unto
His loss of honour.
Doge.
Such men have no honour;
They have but their vile lives—and these are
spared.
Ang. You would not have him die for this
offence ?
Doge. Not now:—being still alive, I ’d have
him live
Long as he can; he has ceased to merit deatli;
The guilty saved hath damn’d his hundred
judges,
And he is puré, for now his crime is theirs.
Ang. Oh! had this false and flippant libeller
Shed his young blood for his absurd lampoon,
Ne’er from that moment could this breast
have known
A joyous hour, or dreamless slumber more.
Doge. Does not the law of Heaven say
blood for blood ?
And he who taints kills more than he who
sheds it.
Is it thepain of blows, or sítame of blows,
That maltes such deadly to the sense of man ?
Do not the laws of man say blood for
honour,—
And, less than honour, for a little gold ?
Say not the laws of nations blood for treason ?
Is’t nothing to have fill’d these veins with
poison
For their once healtliful current? is it uothing
To have stain’d your ñame and mine—the
noblest ñames ?
Is ’t nothing to have brought hito contempt
A prinee before his people ? to have fail’d
In the respect accorded by mankind
To youth in woman, and oíd age in man ?
To virtue in your sex, and dignity
In ours ?—But let them look to it who have
saved him.
Ang. Heaven bids us to forgive our enemies.
Doge. Doth Heaven forgive lier ovm? Is
Satan saved
From wrath eternal ?
Ang.
Do not speak thus wildly—
Heaven will alike forgive you and your foes.
Doge. Amen! May Heaven forgive them 1

Ang.
And will you ?
Doge. Yes, when they are in heaven!
Ang.
And not till tilín ?
Doge. What matters my forgiveness? an
oíd man’s,
Worn out, scorn’d, spurn’d, abused; what
matters then
My pardon more than my resentment, both
Being weak and worthless ? I have lived too
long;
But let us change the argument.—My child!
My injured wife, the child of Loredauo,
The brave, the chivalrous, how little deem’d
Thy father, wedding thee unto his friend,
That he was linking thee to shame!—Alas!
Shame without sin, for thou art faultless.
Hadst thou
But had a different husband, ang hnsband
In Venice save the Doge, this bliglit, this
brand,
This blasphemy had never fallen upon thee.
So young, so beautiful, so good, so puré,
To suffer this, and yet be unavenged!
Ang. I am too well avenged, for you still
love me,
And trust, and honour me; and all men know
That you are just, and I am true: what more
Could I require, or you command ?
Doge.
’Tis well,
And may be better; but wliate’er betide,
Be thou at least kind to my memory.
Ang. Why speak you thus ?
Doge.
It is no matter why;
But I would still, whatever others think,
Have your respect both now and in my grave.
Ang. Why sliould you doubt it? has it
ever fail’d ?
Doge. Come hither, child; I would a word
with you.
Your father was my friend; unequal fortune
Made him my dcbtor for some courtesies
Which bind the good more firmly: when,
oppress’d
With his last malady, he will’d our unión,
It was not to repay me, long repaid
Before by his great loyalty in friendship;
His object was to place your orphan beauty
In lionourable safety from the perils
Which, in this scorpion nest of vice, assail
A lonely and undower’d maid. I did not
Think with him, but would not oppose the
tliought
Which soothed his death-bed.
Ang.
I have not forgoften
The nobleness with which you hade me speak
If my young heart held any preference
Which would have made me happier; ñor
your offer
To make my dowry equal to the rank
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claiui
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My fatker’s last injanotion gave you.
Doge.
Tbus,
’T was not a foolish dotard’s vile caprice,
Nor the false edge of aged appetite,
Wbicb made me covetous of girlish beauty,
And a young bride: for in my fieriest youtb
I sway’d sucb passions; ñor was tbis my age
Infected with tliat leprosy of lnst
Wbicb taints tbe boariest years of vicious
meu,
Making them ransaok to tbe very last
Tbe dregs of pleasure for them vanisb’d joys;
Or bny in selfisb marriage some young victim,
Too belpless to refuse a state tbat ’s honest,
Too feeling not to know berself a wretck.
Our wedloek was not of tbis sort; you bad
Freedom frorn me to cboose, and urged in
answer
Your fatber’s ckoice,
Ang.
I did so; I would do so
In face of eartb and beaven; for I have never
Bepented for my sake; sometimes for yours,
In pondering o’er your late disquietudes.
l)oge. I knew my keart would never treat
you liarshly;
I knew my days could not disturb you
long;
And tlien tbe daughter of my earliest friend,
His wortky daughter, free to cboose agaiu,
Wealtliier and wiser, in tbe ripest bloora
Of womanbood, more skilful to select
By passiug tbese probationary years
Inheriting a prince's name and riebes,
Secured, by tbe sbort penance of endurlng
An oíd man for some summers, against all
Tbat law’s ckicane or euvious kinsmen migbt
Have urged against her rigbt; my best
friend’s cbild
Would choose more fitly in respect of years,
And not less truly in a faithful heart.
Ang. My lord, I look’d but to my fatber’s
wisbes,
Hallow’d by bis last words, and to my heart
For doing all its duties, and replying
Witli faitb to liirn witb whom I was affianced.
Ambitious liopes ne’er cross’d my dreams;
and sbould
Tbe liour you speak of come, it will be seen
so.
Doge. I do believe you; and I know you
true:
For love, romàntic love, wkicli in my youtb
I laiew to be illusion, and ne’er saw
Lastmg, but often fatal, it bad been
No Iure for me, in my most passionate days,
And could not be so now, did sucb exist.
But sucli respect, and míldly paid regard
As a true feeling for your welíare, and
A free compliance witb all bonest wishes,—
A ldndness to your virtues, watckfulness

[Act II,

Not sbown, but sbadowing o’er sucb little
failings
As youtb is apt in, so as not to cbeck
Kaslily, but win you from tliem ere you knew
You bad been won, but tbougbt the ckange
your clioice;
Apride not in your beauty, but your conduct;
A trust in you; a patriarehal love,
And not a doting bomage friendsliip, faitb,—
Sucli estimation in your eyes as tbese
Migbt claim, I boped for,
Ang.
And bave ever bad.
Doge. I think so. For tbe difference in
our years
You knew it, ckoosing me, and cliose: I
trusted
Not to my qualities, nor would bave faitb
In sucb, nor outward ornaments of nature,
Were I still in my five and twentieth spring;
I trusted to tbe blood of Loredano
Puré in your veins; I trusted to tbe soul
God gave you—to tbe trutks your fatber
taugbt you—
To your belief in Heaven—to your mild vir
tues—
To your own faitb and konour, for my own.
Ang. You llave done well.—I tkank you
for tbat trust,
Wliicli I bave never for one moment ceased
To honour you the more for.
Doge.
”
Where is lionour,
Innate and precept-strengtben’d, ’tis tbe rock
Of faitb connubial: where it is not—-where
Ligkt thongkts are lurking, or tbe vanities
Of worldly pleasure rankle in tbe lieart,
Or sensual tlirobs convulse it, well I know
’T were bopeless for liumanity to dream
Of bonesty in sucb infected blood,
Altbougb ’twere wed to kim it covets most:
An incamation of tbe poet's god
In all bis marble-cbisell’d beauty, or
Tbe demi-deity, Alcides, in
His majesty of superliuman manbood,
Would not suffice to bind where virtue is not;
It is consistency wliich forms and proves i t :
Vice cannot fix, and virtue cannot chango.
Tbe once fall’n ivoman must for ever fa ll;
For vice must bave variety, wbile virtue
Stands like tbe sun, and all whicb rolls
around
Drinks life, and ligbt, and glory from her
aspect.
Ang. And seeing, feeling tlius tliis trutk
in otkers,
(I pray you pardon me;) but wherefore yield
you
To tbe most fierce of fatal passions, and
Disquiet your great tbougbts witb restless
bate
Of sucb a tbing as Steno?

Scene I.]
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Doge.
You mistake me.
It is iiot Steno wbo could move me tbus;
Had it been so, be sbould---- but let tbat
pass.
Ang. Wliat is ’t you feel so deeply, tben,
even now ?
Doge. Tbe violated majesty of Yenice,
At once msulted in ker lord and laws.
Ang. Alasl why will you tbus consider it?
Doge. I bave tbougbt on ’t till---- but let
me lead you back
To wbat I urged; all tbese tliings being
noted,
I wedded you; tbe world tben did me justice
Upon tbe motive, and my conduct proved
Tbey did me rigbt, wbile yours was all to
praise:
You bad all freedom, all respect, all trust
From me and mine; and, born of tbose wbo
made
Princes at home, and swept kings from their
tkroues
O11 foreign sbores, in all tkings you appear’d
Wortky to be our first of native dames.
Ang. To wbat does tbis conduct ?
Doge.
To tbus muck—tbat
A miscreant’s angry breatb may blast it all—
A villain, wbom for bis unbridled bearing,
Even in tbe midst of our great festival,
I caused to be conducted forth, and taugbt
How to demeau himself in ducal chambers;
A wretcli like tbis may leave upon tbe
wall
Tbe bligbting venom of bis sweltering heart,
And tbis shall spread itself in general poison;
And woman’s innocence, man’s honour, pass
Into a by-word; and tbe doubly felón
(Wlio first insulted virgin modesty
By a gross affront to your attendant damsels
Amidst tbe noblest of our dames in públic)
Bequite himself for bis most just expulsión
By blackening publicly bis sovereign’s con
sort,
And be absolved by bis uprigbt compeers.
Ang. But be bas been condemu’d into
captivity.
Doge. For sucb as kim a dungeon were
acquittal;
And bis brief term of mock-arrest will pass
Within a palace. But I ’ve done witb kim;
Tbe rest must be witb you.
Ang.
Witb me, my lord ?
Doge. Yes, Angioliua. Do not marvel; I
Have let tbis prey upon me till I feel
My life cannot be long; and fain would bave
you
Regard tbe injunctions you will find within
Tbis scroll (Giving her apaper)---- Fear not;
tbey are for your advantage:
Read tbem hereafter at tbe fitting kour.
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Ang. My lord, in life, and after life, you
sball
Be bonour’d still by me: but may your days
Be many yet—and liappier tkan tbe present 1
Tbis passion will give way, and you will be
Serene, and wbat you sbould be—wbat you
were.
Doge. I will be wbat I sbould be, or be
notking;
But never more—ob 1 never, never more,
O’er tbe few days or hours wbicb yet await
Tbe blighted oíd age of Faliero, sball
Sweet quiet sbed ker sunset 1 Never more
Tbose summer sbadows rising from tbe past
Of a not ill-spent nor inglorious life,
Mellowing tbe last liours as tbe nigkt
approacbes,
Sball soothe me to my moment of long rest.
I bad but little more to ask, or bope,
Save tbe regards due to tbe blood and sweat,
And tbe soul’s labour througk wbicb I bad
toil’d
To make my country lionour’d. As ker ser
vant—
Her servant, thougk ber cbief—I would bave
gone
Down to my fathers witb a ñame serene
And pure as tkeirs; but tbis bas been denied
me.—
Would I bad died at Zara 1
Ang.
There you saved
Tbe state; tben live to save ber still. A day,
Anotker day like tbat would be the best
Eeproof to them, and sole revenge far you.
Doge. But one sucb day occurs within an
age;
My life is little less tkan one, and ’t is
Enougli for Fortune to bave granted once,
Tbat wbicb scarce one more favour'd Citizen
May win in many States and years. But wby
Tbus speak I ? Venice bas forgot tbat day—
Tben wby sbould I remember it ?—Farewell,
Sweet Angiolina I I must to my cabinet;
There’s muck for me to do—and tbe kour
kastens.
Ang. Eemember wbat you were.
Doge.
It were in vain!
Joy’s recollection is no longer joy,
Wbile sorrow’s memory is a sorrow still.
Ang. At least, wbate’er may urge, let me
implore
Tbat you will talce some little pause of rest:
Your sleep for many nigkts bas been so
turbid,
Tbat it bad been relief to bave awaked you,
Had I not boped tbat Nature would o’erpower
At lengtb tbe tbougbts wbicb sbock your
slumbers tbus.
An kour of rest will give you to your toils
Witb fitter tbougbts and freshen’d strength.
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I)oge.
I cannot—
I niu'st not, i£ I could; for never was
Sucb reason to be watcbful: yet a few—
Yet a few days and dream-perturbed nigbts,
And I sball slumber well—but wbere?—no
matter.
Adieu, my Angiolina.
Ang.
Let me be
An instant—yet an instant your companion!
I cannot bear to leave you tbus.
Doge.
Come then,
Mygentle child—forgive me; thouwertmade
For better fortunes tban to share in mine,
Now darlding in tbeii' cióse toward the deep
vale
Wbere Deatb sits robed in bis all-sweeping
sbadow.
When I am gone—it may be sooner than
Even tbese years warrant, for tbere is tbat
stirring
Witliin, above, around, tbat in tliis city
Will mate tbe cemeteries populous
As e ’er tbey were by pestilence or war,—
When I am nothing, let tbat wbicb Xwas^
Be still sometimes a ñame on tby sweet lips,
A sbadow in tby fancy, of a tliing
Wbicb would not bave tbee mourn it, but
remember.
Tjet us begone, my cbild—tbe time is pressing.
[ Exeunt.
Scene II.
A retired spot near the Arsenal.
I

srael

B

e r t u c c io

and,

P

h il ip

Cale n d ab o .

Cal. How sped you, Israel, in your late
complaint ?
I. Ber. Why, well.
Cal.
Is ’t possible! will be be punisb’d ?
I. Ber.
Yes.
Cal. Witb wbat ? a mulct or an arrest ?
/. Ber.
Witb deatb!
Cal. Now you raye, or must intend revenge,
Sucb as I counsell’d you, witb your own
band.
I. Ber. Y es; and for one solé draugbt of
bate, forego
Tbe great redress we meditate for Venice,
And cbange a life of bope for one of exile;
Leaving one scorpion crusb’d, and tbousands
stmging
My friends, my family, my countrymen!
No, Calendaro; tbese same drops of blood,
Sked shamefully, sliall bave tbe whole of bis
Eor tbeir requital-----but not only bis;
We will not strike for prívate wrongs alone:
Sucb are for selfisb passions and rasb men,
But are uuwortby a tyrannicide.

[Act II.

Cal. You bave more patience tban I care
to boast.
Had I been present wben you bore this in
sult,
Imust bave slain him, or expired myself
In tbe vain effort to repress my wratb.
I . Ber. Thank Heaven you were not—all
bad else been marr’d :
As ’t is, our cause looks prosperous still.
Cal.
You saw
Tbe Doge—wbat answer gave be ?
/. Ber.
Tbat tbere was
No punisbment for sucb as Barbaro.
Cal. I told yon so before, and tbat ’twas
idle
To tbink of justice from sucb bands.
I. Ber.
At least,
It lull’d suspicion, sbowing confidence.
Had I been silent, not a sbirro but
Had kept me in bis eye, as meditating
A silent, solitary, deep revenge.
Cal. But wberefore not address you to
the Council ?
Tbe Doge is a mere puppet, wlio can scarce
Obtain rigbt for himseíf. Why speak to lnm ?
J. Ber. You sball know tbat bereafter.
Cal.
Why not now ?
I. Ber. Be patient but till midnight. Get
your musters,
And bid our friends prepare tlien- companies:
Set all in readiness to strike tbe blow,
Perhaps in a few hours; we bave long w'aited
For a íit túne—tbat hour is on tbe dial,
It may be, of to-morrow’s sun: delay
Beyond may breed us double dauger. See
Tbat all be punctual at our place of meeting,
And arm’d, excepting tbose of tbe Sixteen,
Who will remain among tbe troops to wait
Tbe signal.
Cal.
Tbese brave words bave breathed
new Ufe
Into my venis; I ’m sick of tbese protracted
And hesitating councils : day on day
Crawl’d 011, and added but another link
To our long fetters, and some fresber wrong
Inflicted on our brethren or ourselves,
Helping to sivellour tyrants’ bloated strengtb.
Let us but deal upon tbem, and I care not
For tbe result, wbicb must be deatb or free
dom!
I ’m weary to tbe heart of finding neither.
1. Ber. We will be free in líe or deatb i
tbe grave
Is clianiless. Have you aU tbe musters ready ?
And are tbe sixteen companies completed
To sixty ?
Cal.
All save two, m wbicb tbere ore
Twenty-five wantiug to make up tbe number.
I. Ber. No matter; we can do without.
Whose are tbey ?

Scene II.]
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Cal. Bertram’s and oíd Soranzo’s, both
of whona
Appear less forward m tbe cause tban we are.
I. Ber. Your fiery nature makes you deem
all tbose
Who are not restless coid: but tbere exists
Oft in concentred spnits not less dariug
Tban in more loud avengers. Do not doubt
tbem.
Cal. I do not doubt tbe eider; but in
Bertram
Tbere is a besitatmg softness, fatal
To enterprise like ours: I ’ve seen tbat man
Weep Uke an infant o’er tbe misery
Of otbers, heedless of bis own, thougli
greater;
And in a recent quarrel I bebeld lnm
Turn sick at sigbt of blood, altliougb a
viUain’s.
I. Ber. Tbe truly brave are soft of heart
and eyes,
And feel for wbat tbem duty bids tbem do.
I bave known Bertram long; tbere doth not
breathe
A soul more fuU of Uonour.
Cal.
It may be so:
I apprehend less treachery tban iveakness;
Yet as be has 110 mistress, and no wife
To work upon bis milkiness of spnit,
He may go through tbe ordeal; it is weU
He is an orphan, friendless save in us :
A woman or a cbild had made him less
Tban either in resolve.
I. Ber.
Sucb ties are not
For tbose wdio are call’d to tbe liigh destinies
Wbicb purify corrupted commonwealtbs;
We must forget all feelings save tbe one,
We must resign all passions save our purpose,
We must bebold no object save our country,
And only look on deatb as beautiful,
So tbat tbe sacrifice ascend to beaven,
And draw down freedom on ber eveimore.
Cal. But if we fail---I. Ber.
Tbey never faü wbo die
In a great cause: tbe bloek may soak tbeir
gore;
Tbeir beads may sodden in tbe sun; tbeir
limbs
Be strung to city gatos and castle wnlls—■
But still tbeir spirit wralks abroad. Though
years
Elapse, and otbers share as dark a doom,
Tbey but augment tbe deep and sweeping
thoughts
Wbicb overpower all otbers, and conduct
The world at last to freedom. Wbat were
we,
If Brutus bad not lived ? He died in giving
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Home liberty, but left a deathless lesson—
A ñame wbicb is a virtue, and a soul
Wbicb multiplies itself tbroughout all time,
When wicked men wax inighty, and a state
Turns servile. He and bis bigb íriend were
styled
“ Tbe last of Komans ! ” Let us be tbe first
Of true Yenetians, sprung from Eoman sn-es.
Cal. Our fatbers did not fly from Attila
Into these isles, wbere palaces bave sprung
On banks redeem’d from tbe rude ocean’s
ooze,
To own a tliousand despots in bis place.
Better bow down before tbe Hun, and cali
A Tartar lord, tban tbese swoln silkworms
masters!
Tbe first at least was man, and used bis
3word
As sceptre: tbese unmanly creeping tliings
Command our swords, and rule us witb a
word
As witb a spell.
I. Ber.
It sball be broken soon.
You say tbat all tbings are in readiness;
To-day I bave not been tbe usual round,
And why thou knowest; but tby vigbance
Will better bave supplied my care: tbese
orders
In recent council to redouble now
Our efforts to repan- tbe galleys, bave
Lent a fair colour to tbe introductiou
Of many of our cause into tbe arsenal,
As new artificers for tbeir equipment,
Or fresli recruits obtained in baste to man
Tbe boped-for fleet.—Are all supplied witb
arms ?
Cal. All wbo were deem’d trustworthy:
tbere are some
Wbom it were well to keep in ignorance
Till it be time to strike, and then supply
tbem;
Wben in tbe beat and hurry of tbe hour
Tbey have no opportunity to pause,
But needs must 011 witb tbose wbo will surround them.
I. Ber. You bave said well. Have you remark’d all sucb ?
Col. I ’ve noted most; and caused tbe
other ckiefs
To use like caution in tbeir companies.
As far as I bave seen, we are enough
To make tbe enterprise secure, if ’tis
Commenced to-morrow ; but, till ’tis begun,
Eacli liour is pregnant with a tbousand perils.
I. Ber. Let tbe Sixteen ineet at tbe wonted
hour,
Except Soranzo, Nicoletto Blondo,
And Marco Giuda, wbo will keep then- watcb
AVitbin tbe arsenal, and bold all ready,
Expectant of tbe signal we will fix on.
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Cal. We will not fail.
7. Ber.
Let all the rest be tbere;
I bave a stranger to present to tliem.
Cal. A stranger! doth be know the secret ?
7. Ber.
Yes.
Cal. And llave you dared to peril your
friends’ Uves
On a rasli confidence in one we lniow not ?
7. Ber. I llave risk’d no man’s life except
my own—
Of tliat be certain: be is one who may
Malee our assurance doubly sure, according
His aid ; and if reluctant, he no less
Is in our power: be comes alone ivith me,
And cannot ’scape us; but be will not swerve.
Cal. I cannot judge of tbis until I know
him:
Is be one of our order ?
7. Ber.
Ay, in spfrit,
Altbough a cliild of greatness; be is one—
Who would become a throne, or overthrow
one—
One wbo has done great deeds, and seen
great cbanges;
No tyrant, thougb bred up to tyranny ;
Valiant in war, and sage in eouncil: noble
In nature, altbough baugbty; quick, yet
wary: _
Yet for all tbis, so full of certain passions,
That if once stirr’d and baflled, as be lias
been
Upon the tenderest points, tbere is no Fury
In Greciau story like to tbat wliich wrings
His vitals witb ber burnnig liands, till be
Grows capable of all things for revenge;
And add too, tbat bis miud is liberal,
He sees and feels tbe people are oppress’d,
And sliares theh' sufferings. Take him all ni
all,
We bave need of sucb, and sucli bave need of
us.
Cal. And wbat part would you bave him
take witb us ?
7. Ber. It may be, tbat of cbief.
Cal.
What! and resign
Your own command as leader ?
I. Ber.
Even so.
My object is to make your cause end well,
And not to pusb myself to power. Experience,
Some skill, and your own cboice, bad mark’d
me out
To act in trust as your commander, till
Some worthier sliould appear: if I bave
found sucb
As you yourselves sliall own more worthy,
tbink you
Tbat I would liesitate from selfishness,
And, covetous of brief autliority,
Stake our deep interest on my single thouglits,
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Ratlier tban yield to one above me in
All leading qualities ? No, Calendaro,
Know your friend better; but you all sliall
judge.
Away! and let us meet at tbe fix'd liour.
Bo vigilant, and all will yet go well.
Cal. Worthy Bertuccio, I bave known
you ever
Trusty and brave, witb bead and beart to
plan
Wbat I llave still been prompt to execute.
For my own part, I seele no otber cbief;
Wbat tile rest will decide I know not, but
I am witb you, as I bave ever been,
In all our undertakings. Now farewell,
Until tbe bour of midnight sees us meet.
[Exeunt.

Act

III.

Scene I.—Scene, the Space hetween the Canal
and the Church o f San Giovanni e San
Paolo. An equestrian Statue befare it.-A Góndola lies in the Canal at some distance.
Enter the D oge alone, disguised.
Boge (solus). I am before tbe bour, tbe
bour wliose voice,
Pealing into tbe arcli of nigbt, migkt strike
Tliese palaces witb ominous tottering,
And rock tbeir marbles to tbe corner-stone,
Waking tlie sleepers from some liideous
dream
Of indistinct but awful augury
Of tbat whick will befall tbein. Yes, proud
city!
Tbou must be cleansed of tbe black blood
wbicli makes tliee
A lazar-bouse of tyranny: tbe task
Is forced upon me, I bave souglit it not;
And therefore was I punisb’d, seeing tbis
Patrician pestilence spread on and on,
Until at leugth it smote me in my slumbers,
And I am tainted, and must wasb away
Tbe plague spots in tbe liealing wave. Tall
fane I
Wbere sleep my fathers, wbose dim statues
sbadow
Tbe floor wbicb doth divide us from tbe dead,
Wbere all tbe pregnant liearts of our bold
blood,
Moulder’d into a mite of asiles, bold
In one skruuk beap wbat once made many
heroes,
Wlien wbat is now a bandful sliook tbe
earth—■
Fane of tbe tutelar saints who guard our
bouse!
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Yault wbere two Doges rest—my sires! wbo
died
Tbe one of toil, the otber in tbe field,
Witb a long race of otber lineal cbiefs
And sages, wbose great labours, wounds, and
state
I bave inherited,—let tbe graves gape,
Till all thine aísles be peopled witb tbe dead,
And pour them from thy portals to gaze
011 m e!
I cali them up, aud them and tbee to witness
Wbat it hatli been wbicb put me to tbis
task—
Tbeir puré liigh blood, tbeir blazon-roll of
glories,
Tbeir miglity ñame dishonour’d all in me,
Not bv me, but by tbe ungrateful nobles
We fought to make our equals, not our
lords:
And cbiefly tbou, Ordelafo tbe brave,
Wbo perisli’d in tbe field, wbere I since
conquer’d,
Battlnig at Zara, did tbe hecatombs
Of thine and Venice’ foes, tbere offer’d up
By thy descendant, merit sucb acquittance ?
Spirits ! smile down upon me; for my cause
Is yours, in all life now can be of yours,—
Your fame. your ñame, all mingled up in
mine,
Aud in tbe future fortunes of our race!
Let me but prosper, and I make tbis city
Free and immortal, and our liouse’s ñame
Worthier of wbat you were, now and bereafteri
Enter I srael B ertuccio
7. Ber. Wbo goes there ?
Boge.
' A friend to Venice.
I. Ber.
’Tis be.
Welcome, my lord,—you are before tbe time.
Boge. I am ready to proceed to your
assembly.
7. Ber. Have witb you.—I am proud and
pleased to see
Sucb confident alacrity. Your doubts
Since our last meeting, tlien, are all dispell’d ?
Boge. Not so—but I have set my little
left
Of life upon tbis cast: the die was thrown
When I first listen’d to your treason.— Start
notl
That is the word; I cannot sbape my tongue
To syllable black deeds into smootk ñames,
Thougb I be wrought 011 to commit them.
When
I heard you tempt your sovereign, and
forbore
To bave you dragg’d to prison, I became
Your guiltiest accomplice: now you may,
If it so please you, do as mucb by me.
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7. Ber. Strange words, my lord, and most
unmerited;
I am no spy, and neither are we traitors.
Boge. We— We!—no matter—you bave
earn’d tbe rigbt
To talk of us.—But to tbe point.—If tbis
Attempt succeeds, and Venice, render’d free
And flourisking, when we are in our graves,
Conducts ber generations to our tombs,
And makes ber ekildren witb tlieh* little
liands
Strew fiowers o’er ber deliverers’ asbes, tben
Tbe consequence will sanctify tbe deed,
And we sliall be like tbe two Bruti in
Tbe annals of hereafter; but if not,
If we sliould fail, employing bloody means
And secret plot, altbough to a good end,
Still we are traitors, konest Is r a e ltb o u
No less tban he who was tby sovereign
Six hours ago, and now tby brotlier rebel.
I. Ber. ’Tis not tbe moment to consider
tlius,
Else I could answer.—Let us to tbe meeting,
Or we may be observed in lingering liere.
Boge. We are observed, and bave been.
7. Ber.
We observed I
Let me discover—and tbis Steel----Boge.
Putup;
Here are no human witnesses: look tbere—
Wbat see you ?
7. Ber.
Only a tall warrior’s statue
Bestriding a proud steed, in tbe dim ligbt
Of tbe dull moon.
Boge.
That warrior was tbe sire
Of my sire’s fathers, and tbat statue was
Decreed to kim by tbe twice rescued city :—
Tbink you that he looks down on us or no ?
7. Ber. My lord, these are mere fantasies;
there aro
No eyes in rnarble.
Boge.
But tbere are ni Deatb.
I tell tbee, man, tbere is a spirit in
Sucb things tbat acts and sees, unseen,
thougb fe lt;
And, if tbere be a spell to stir tbe dead,
’Tis in sucb deeds as we are now upon.
Deem’st tbou tbe souls of sucb a race as
mine
Can rest, when be, tliefr last descendant
cbief,
Stands plotting on tbe brink of tbeir puré
graves
Witb stung plebeians ?
7. Ber.
It bad been as well
To bave pondered tbis before,—ere you enu
bark’d
In our great enterprise.—Do you repent ?
Boge. No—but I feel, and shall do to tbe
last.
I cannot quenck a glorious life at once
P
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Nor dwindle to the tliing I now must be,
And take men’s lives by stealtli, without
some pause:
Yet doubt me not; it is tliis very feeling,
And kuowing ichat bas wrung me to be tlius,
Which is your best seciuity. Tbere’s not
A roused meclianic in your bnsy plot
So wroug’d as I, so fall’n, so loudly eall’d
To liis redress: tbe very means I am forced
By tliese fell tyrants to adopt is sucli,
That I abhor them donbly for the deeds
Whicli I must do to pay tliem back for tbeirs.
/. Ber. Let us away—hark—the liour
strikes.
Doge.
On—on—
It is our kuell, or that of Yenice—On.
J. Ber. Say rather, ’tis her freedom’s
rising peal
Of triumph.—This way—we are near the
place.
[Exeunt.
Scene II.

The IIov.se where the Conspirators meet.
D

a g o l in o ,
sano,

D oko, B e r t r a m , F e d e l e T r e v iC a l e n d a r o , A n t o n io d e l l e B e h d e ,

&c. &c.
Cal. (entering). Are ali here ?
Dag.
À11 with you; except the tlrree
On duty, and our leader Israel,
Who is expected momently.
Cal.
Where’s Bertram?
Ber. Here!
Cal.
Have you not been able to
complete
The number wanting in your company ?
Ber. I had mark’d out some: but I have
not dared
To trust them with the secret, till assured
That they were worthy faith.
Cal.
There is no need
Of trusting to tlieir faith; who, save ourselves
And our more chosen comrades, is aware
Fully of our intent? they think themselves
Engaged in secret to the Signory,
To punisli some more dissolute young nobles
Wko have defied the law in their excesses;
But once drawn up, and their new swords
well flesh’d
In the rank hearts of the more odious
senators,
They will not liesitate to follow up
Their blow upon the others, when they see
The example of their chiefs, and I for oue
Will set them sucli, that they for very shame
And safety will not pause till all have perish’d.
Ber. How say you ? all 1
Cal.
Whom wouldst thou spare ?
Ber.
I spare?
I have no power to spare. I only question’d,
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Tliinking that even amongst these wicked
men
There might be some, whose age and qualities
Might mark them out for pity.
Cal.
Yes, such pity
As when the viper hath been cut to pieces,
The separate fragments quivering in the sun,
In the last energy of venomous life,
Deserve and have. Why, I should think as
soon
Of pitying some particular fang which made
One in the jaw of the swolu serpent, as
Of saving one of these: they form but links
Of one long chain; one mass, one breath,
one body;
They eat, and drink, and live, and breed
together,
Kevel, and lie, oppress, and kill in concert,—
So let them die as one!
Dag.
Should one survive.
He would be dangerous as the whole; it is
not
Their number, be it tens or thousands, but
The spirit of this aristocracy
Which must be rooted out; and if there were
A single shoot of the old tree in life,
’T would fasten in the soil, and spring again
To gloomy verdure and to bitter fruit.
Bertram, we must be firm 1
Cal.
Look to it well,
Bertram; I have an eye upon thee.
Ber.
Who
Distrusts me ?
Cal.
Not I ; for if I did so,
Thou ivouldst not now be there to talk of
trust:
It is thy softness, not thy want of faith,
Which makes thee to be doubted.
Ber.
You should know
Who hear me, who and what I am; a man
Boused like yourselves to overthrow oppression;
A kind man, I am apt to think, as some
Of you have found me; and if brave or no,
You, Calendaro, can pronounce, who have
seen me
But to the proof; or, if you should have
doubts,
I ’ll ciear them on your person!
Cal.
You are welcome,
When once our enterprise is o’er, which
must not
Be interrupted by a private brawl.
Ber. I am no brawler; but can bear myself
As far among the foe as any he
Who hears me; else why have I been seleated
To be of your chief comrades ? but no less
I own my natural weakness; I have not
Yet learn’d to think of indiscrhniuate murder
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Without some sense of shuddering; and the
sight
Of blood which spouts through hoary scalps
is not
To me a thing of triumph, nor the death
Of men surprised a glory. AVell—too well
I know that we must do such things on those
Whose acts have raised up such avengers;
but
If there were some of these who could be
saved
From out this sweeping fate, for our own
sakes
And for our honour, to take off some stain
Of massaere, which else pollutes it wholly,
I had been glad; and see no cause in this
For sneer, nor for suspicion!
Dag.
Calin thee, Bertram,
For we suspect thee not, and take good heart.
It is the cause, and not our will, which asks
Such actions from our hands: we T1 wash
away
All stains in Freedom’s fountain !
Enter

I

srael

B

e r t u c c io ,

anci the

D

oge,

disguisecl.
Dag.
Welcome, Israel.
Consp. Most welcome.—Brave Bertuccio,
thou art late—
Who is this stranger ?
Cal.
It is túne to name him.
Our comrades are even now prepared to
greet him
In brotherhood, as I have made it known
That thou ivouldst add a brother to our
cause,
Approved by thee, and thus npproved by all,
Such is our trust in all thine actions. Now
Let him unfold kimself.
I. Ber.
Stranger, step forth!
[ The Doge discovers himself.
Consp. To anus!—we are betray’d—it is
the Doge!
Doivn with them both! our traitorous captain, and
The tyrant he hath sold us to.
Cal. (dratoing his sword).
Hold I hold!
Who moves a step against them dies. Hold!
hear
Bertuccio—What! are you appall’d to see
A Ione, unguarded, weaponless old man
Ainongst you ?—Israel, speak; what means
this mystery?
I. Ber. Let them advance and strike at
their own bosoms,
Ungrateful suicides! for on our lives
Depend their own, their fortunes, and their
hopes.
Doge. Strike!—I f I dreaded death, a death
more fearful

Than any your rasli wenpons can inflict,
I should not now be here: Olí, noble Courage!
The eldest born of Fear, which makes you
brave
Against this solitary hoary head!
See the hold chiefs, who would reform a state
And slmke down senates, mad with wrath
and dread
At sight of one patrician! Butcher me!
You can, I care not.—Israel, are these men
The mighty hearts you spoke of ? look upon
them!
Cal. Faith! he hath shamed us, and
deservedly.
Was this your trust in your true chief
Bertuccio,
To turn your swords against him and his
guest ?
Sheathe them, and hear him.
I. Ber.
I disdain to speak.
They might and must have known a heart
like mine
Incapable of treachery; and the power
They gave me to adopt all fitting means
To further their design was ne’er abused.
They might be certaiu that whoe’er was
brought
By me into this council had been led
To take his choice—as brother, or as victim.
Doge. And which am I to be? your actions
leave
Some cause to doubt the freedom of the
choice.
I. Ber. My lord, we would have perish’d
here together,
Had these rasli men proceeded; but, behold,
They aro ashamed of that mad moment’s
impulse,
And droop their heads; believe me, they
are such
As I described them.— Speak to them.
Cal.
Ay, speak;
We are all listening in wonder.
I. Ber. (addressing the conspirators). YTou
are safe,
Nay, more, almost triumphant—listen then,
And know my words for truth.
Doge.
You see me here,
As one of you hath said, an old, unarm’d,
Defenceless mau; and yesterday you saw me
Presiding in the hall of ducal state,
Apparent sovereign of our hundred isles,
Bobed in oflieial purple, dealing out
The edicts of a power which is not mine,
Nor yours, but of our masters—the patricians.
Why I was there you know, or think you
know;
Why I am here, he who hath been most
wrong’d.
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ïïe wlio among you liatli been most insnlted,
Outraged, and trodden on, until lie doubt
If he be worm or no, may answer for me,
Asking o£ his own heart what brought him
here ?
You know my recent story, all men know it,
And judge oí it far differently from tliose
Who sate in judgment to lieap scorn on
scorn.
But spare me tlie recital—it is here,
Here at my heart the outrage—but my words,
Already spent in unavailing plaints,
Would only show my feebleness the more,
And I come here to strengthen even the
strong,
And urge them on to deeds, and not to war
W’ith woman’s weapons; but I need not
urge you.
Our private wrongs have sprung from públic
vices,
In this—I cannot call it commonwealtli,
Nor kingdom, wliich hath neither prince nor
people,
But all the sins of the old Spartan state
Without its virtues—temperance and valour.
The Lords of Lacedaemon were true soldiers,
But ours are Sybarites, while we are Helots,
Of wliom I am the lowest, most enslaved;
Althougli dress’d out to head a pageant, as
The Greeks of yore mado drunk their slaves
to form
A pastime for theh' children. You are met
To overthrow this monster of a state,
This mockery of a government, this spectre,
Which must be exorcised with blood,—and
then
W e will renew the times of truth and justice,
Condensing in a fair foee commonwealth
Not rash equality but equal rights,
Proportion’d like the columns to the temple,
Giving and taking strength reciprocal,
And making firm the whole with grace and
beauty,
So tliat no part could be removed without
Infriugement of the general symmetry.
In operating this great change, I clann
To be one of you—if you trust in me;
If not, strike home,—my life is compromised,
And I would rather fall by freemen’s hands
Than live another day to act the tyrant
As delegate of tyrants: such I am not,
And never have been—read it in our annals;
I can appeal to my past government
In many lands and cities; tliey can teli you
If I were an oppressor, or a man
Feeling and thinking for my fellow men.
Haply had I been what the senate sought,
A thing of robes and trinkets, dizen’d out
To sit iu state as for a sovereign’s pictnre;
A popular scourge, a ready sentence-signer,
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A stickler for the Senate and “ the Forty,”
A sceptic of all measures which liad not
The sanction of “ the Ten,” a council-fawner,
A tool, a fool, a puppet,—they had ne’er
Foster’d the wretch wlio stung me. What I
suffer
Has reach’d me through my pity for the
people;
That many know, and they wko know not
yet
Will one day learn: meantime I do devote,
Whate’er the issue, my last days of life—
My present power such as it is, not that
Of Doge, but of a man who has been great
Before he was degraded to a Doge,
And still has individual means and mind;
I stake my fame (and I had fame)—my
breath—
(The least of all, for its last hours are nigh)
My heart, my hope, my soul, upon this cast!
Such as I am, I offer me to you
And to your chiefs; aecept me or reject me,—
A Prince who fain would be a Citizen
Or nothing, and who has left his throne to
be so.
Cal. Long live Faliero!—Venice shall be
free!
Consp. Long live Faliero!
/. Ber.
Comrades ! did I well ?
Is not this man a host in such a cause ?
Doge. This is no time for eulogies, nor
place
For exultation. Am I one of you ?
Cal. Ay, and the first among us, as thou
hast been
Of Venice—be our general and chief.
Doge. Chief ¡—general!—I was general at
Zara,
And chief in Rhodes and Cyprus, prince in
Venice:
I cannot stoop-----that is, I am not fit
To lead a band of-----patriota: when I lay
Aside the dignities which I have borne,
’Tis not to put on otliers, but to be
Mate to my fellows—but now to the point;
Israel has stated to me your whole plan—
’Tis bold, but feasible if I assist it,
And must be set in motion instantly.
Cal. E ’en when thou wilt. Is it not so, my
friends ?
I have disposed all for a sudden blow ;
When shall it be then ?
Doge.
At sunrise.
Ber.
So soon ?
Doge. So soon ?—so late—each hour accumulates
Peril on peril, and the more so now
Sincel have miugled with you;—know you not
The Council, and “ the Ten?” the spies, the
eyes

Scene II.]

(Tlkrino ^aftero, © ege of (ponteo.

Of the patricians dubious of their slaves,
And now more dubious of the prince they have
made one ?
I teli you, you must strike, and suddenly,
Full to the Hydra's heart—its heads will
follow.
Cal. With all my soul and sword, I yield
assent;
Our companies are ready, sixty each,
And all now under arms by Israel’s order;
Each at their different place of rendezvous,
And vigilant, expectant of some blow;
Let each repair for action to his post!
And now, my lord, the signal ?
Doge.
When you Lear
The great bell of St. Mark’s, which may not be
Struck without special order of the Doge
(The last poor privilege they leave their
prince),
March on Saint Mark’s !
I. Ber.
And there ?—
Doge.
By different routes
Let your march be directed, every sixty
Entering a separate avenue, and still
Upon the way let your cry be of war
And of the Genoese fleet, by the first dawn
Discern’d before the port; form round the
palace,
Within whose court will be drawn out in arms
My nepkew and the clients of our house,
Many and martial; while the bell tolls on,
Shout ye, “ Saint Mark!—the foe is on our
wàters! ”
Cal. I see it now—but on, my noble lord.
Doge. All the patricians flocking to the
Council,
(Which they dare not refuse, at the dread
signal
Pealing from out their patrón saint’s proud
tower),
Will then be gather’d in unto the harvest,
And we will reap them with the sword for
sickle.
If some few sliould be tardy or absent them.
’Twill be but to be taken faint and single,
When the majority are put to rest.
Cal. Would that the hour were come! we
will not scotch,
But kill.
Ber. Once more, sir, with your pardon, I
Would now repeat the question which I ask’d
Before Bertuccio added to our cause
Tiris great ally who renders it more sure,
And therefore safer, and as such admits
Some dawn of mercy to a portion of
Our vietims—must all perisli in this slaughter?
Cal. AU who encounter me and mine, be
sure,
The mercy they have shown, I show.
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Consp.
A ll! all!
Is this a time to talk of pity ? when
Have they e’er shown, or felt, or feign’d it ?
I. Ber.
Bertram,
This false compassion is a folly, and
Injustice to thy comrades and thy cause!
Dost thou not see, that if we single out
Some for escape, they live but to avenge
The faUen? and how distinguish now the
innocent
From out the guilty ? all their acts are one—
A single emanation from one body,
Together knit for our oppression! Tis
Much that we let their children live; I doubt
i f all of these even sliould be set apart:
The hunter may reserve some single cub
From out the tiger’s litter, but who e’er
Would seek to save the spotted sire or dam,
Unless to perish by their fangs ? however,
I will abide by Doge Faliero's counsel:
Let him decide if any sliould be saved.
Doge. Ask me not—tempt me not with
such a question—
Decide yourselves.
I. Ber.
You know their private virtues
Far better than we can, to wliom alone
Their públic vices, and most foul oppression,
Have made them deadly; if there be amongst
them
One who deserves to be repeal’d, pronounce.
Doge. Dolfino’s father was my friend, and
Lando
Fought by my side, and Marc Cornaro shared
My Genoese embassy: I saved the life
Of Veniero—shall I save it twice?
Would that I could save them and Venice
also!
All these men, or their fathers, were my
friends
Till they became my subjeets; then feU
frain me
As faithless leaves drop from the o'erblown
fiower,
All left me a lone blighted tliorny stalk,
Which, in its solitude, can shelter nothing;
So, as they let me wither, let them perish.
Cal. They cannot co-exist with Venice’
freedom!
Doge. Ye, though you know and feel our
mutual mass
Of many wrongs, even ye are ignorant
What fatal poison to the springs of life,
To human ties, and all that’s good and dear,
Lurks in the present institutes of Venice :
All these men were my friends : lloved them,
they
Requited honourably my regards;
We served and fought; we smüed and wept
in concert;
We reveü’d or we sorrow’d side by side:
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We made alliances of blood and marriage ;
We grew in years and lionours fairly,—till
ïlieir own desire, not my ambition, made
Tbem choose me for their prince, and tlien
farewell I
Farewell all social memory ! all tboughts
In common! and sweet bonds which linlc old
friendsliips,
When the survivors of long years and actions,
Which now belong to bistory, sootbe the
davs
Which yet remain by treasnring eacli other,
And never meet, but each beholds the mirror
Of half a century on his brother’s brow,
And sees a hundred beings, now in earth,
Flit round tbem whispering of the days gone
by,
And seeming not all dead, as long as two
Of the brave, joyous, recldess, glorious band,
Wliich once were one and many, still retain
A breath to sigli for tbem, a tongue to spealc
Of deeds that else were silent, save on
marble---Oime ! Oime!—and must I do tliis deed ?
I. Ber. My lord, yon are much moved: it
is not now
That such things must be dwelt npon.
Boge.
Your patience
A moment—I recede not: mark with me
The gloomy vices of tliis government.
From the liour tliey made me Doge, the Boge
th ey made me—
Farewell the past! I died to all that had been,
Or rather they to me: no friends, no kindness,
No privacy of life—all were cut off:
They came not near me, such approach gave
umbrage;
They could not love me, sucli was not the
law;
They thwarted me, ’twas the state’s policy;
They baffled me, ’t was a patrician’s duty;
They wrong’d me, for such was to right the
state;
They could not right me, that would give
suspicion;
So that I was a slave to my own subjects;
So that I was a foe to my own friends;
Begirt with spies for guards, with robes for
power,
With pomp for freedom, gaolers for a council,
Inquisitors for friends, and liell for life !
I had one only fount of quiet left,
And that they poison’d ! My pure household
gods
Were shiver’d on my hearth, and o’er their
slirine
Sate griuning Ribaldry and sneering Scorn.
I. Ber. You liave been deeply wrong’d,
and now shall be
Nobly avenged before another night

[Act III.

Boge. I had borne all—it hurt me, but I
bore it—
Till this last running over of the cup
Of bitterness—until this last loud insult,
Not only unredress’d, but sanction’d ; then,
And thus, I cast allfurther feelings from me—
The feelings wbich they crusli’d for me, long,
long
Before, even in their oath of false allegiance!
Even in that very liour and vow, they abjured
Their friend and made a sovereign, as boys
make
Playthings, to do their pleasnre—and be
broken!
I from that hour liave seen but senators
In dark suspicious conflict with the Doge,
Brooding with llim in mutual liate and fear;
They dreading he should snatch the tyranny
From out their grasp, and he abliorring tyrants.
To me, then, tliese men liave no private life,
Nor claim to ties they liave cut off from otliers;
As senators for arbitrary acts
Amenable, I look on them—as such
Let them be dealt upou.
Cal.
And now to action!
Henee, brethren, to our posts, and may this be
The last night of mere words: l ’d fam be
doing!
Saint Mark’s great bell at dawn shall find me
wakeful!
I. Ber. Disperse then to your posts: be
firm and vigilant;
Think on the wrongs we bear, the rights we
claim.
This day and night shall be the last of peril!
Wateli for the signal, and then march. I go
To join my band; let each be prompt to
marshal
His separate charge: the Doge will now
return
To the palace to prepare all for the blow.
We part to meet in freedom and in glory!
Cal. Doge, wlien I greet you next, my
homage to j’ou
Shall be the liead of Steno 011 this sword!
Doge. No; let him be reserved unto the
last,
Nor turn aside to strike at such a prey,
Till nobler game is quarried: his offence
Was a mere cbullition of tlie vice,
The general corruption generated
By the foul aristocracy: he could not—
He dared not in more honourable days
Have risk’d it. I have merged all private
wrath
Against him in the thought of our great purpose.
A slave insults me—I require his punishment

Scene II.]
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From his proud master’s liands; if he refuse it,
The offence grows his, and let him answer it.
Cal. Yet, as the immediate cause of the
alliance
Which consecrates our undertaking more,
I owe him such deep gratitude, that fain
I would repay him as he mèrits; may I ?
Boge. Y'ou would but lop the band, and I
the head;
You would but smite tlie scholar, Xthe master;
You would but punish Steno, I the senate.
I cannot pause on individual liate,
I 11 the absorbing, sweeping, whole revenge,
Which, like the slíeeted five from heavcn, must
blast
Without distinction, as it felí of yore,
Where the Dead Sea hath quench’d two cities’
ashes.
I. Ber. Away, then, to your posts! I but
remain
A moment to aceompany the Doge
To our late place of tryst, to see no spies
Have been upou the scout, and tlience I liasten
To where my allotted band is under arms.
Cal. Farewell, then,—until dawn!
I. Ber.
Success go with you !
Consp. We will not fail—Away! Mylord,
farewell!
[ The Conspirator» salute the D oge and I s
rael B ektuccio , and retire, lieaded by
P h il ip Calendaro . The D oge and I s
rael B ertuccio remain.
I. Ber. We have them in the toil—it can
not fa il!
Now thou ’rt indeed a sovereign, and wilt make
A name immortal greater than the greatest:
Free citizens have struck at kings ere now;
Cíesars have fallen, and even patrician liands
Have crush’d dictators, as the popular Steel
Has reaeh’d patricians: but, until this hour,
Wliat prince has plotted for his people’s
freedom ?
Or risk'd a life to liberate his subjects ?
For ever, and for ever, tliey conspire
Against the people, to abuse their liands
To chains, but laid aside to carry weapous
Against the fellow nalions, so tliat yoke
On yoke, and slavery and deatli may whet,
Sot glut, the never-gorged Leviathan!
Now, my lord, to our enterprise;—’t is
great,
And greater the reward; why stand you rapt ?
A moment back, and you -were all impatience!
Boge. And is it then decided ! must they
die?
I.B er. Who?
Boge.
My own friends by blood and
courtesy,
And many deeds and days—the senators ?
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I. Ber. You pass’d their sentence, and it
is a just one.
Boge. Ay, so it seems, and so it is ta
you;
l 7ou are a patriot, plebeian Gracchus—
The rebels’ oracle, the people’s tribune—
I blame you not—you act in your vocation;
They smote you, and oppress’d you, and
despised you;
So they have me: but you ne’er spake with
them;
You never broke their bread, nor sliared their
salt;
You never had their wine-cup at your lips;
You grew not up witli them, nor laugli’d,
nor wept,
Nor lield a revel in their company;
Ne’er smiled to see them smile, nor claim’d
their smile
In social interchange for yours, nor trusted
Nor wore them in your lieart of liearts, os
Ihave:
These liairs of mine are grey, and so are
theirs,
The elders of the Council: I remember
When all our locks were like the raven’s
wing,
As we went forth to take our prey around
The isles wrung from the false Mahometan;
And can I see them dabbled o’er with blood ?
Each stab to them will seem my suicide.
I. Ber. Doge! Doge 1 this vacillation is
unworthy
A cliild ; if you are not in second childhood,
Cali back your nerves to your own purpose,
nor
Thus sliame yourself and me. By lieavens!
I ’d rather
Forego even now, or fail in our intent,
Than see the man I venerate subside
From liigh resolves into such sliallow weakness !
You have seen blood in battle, slied it, both
Your own and that of otliers; can you slirink
then
From a few drops from veins of hoary
vampires,
Who but give back wliat they have drain’d
from millions ?
Boge. Bear with me ! Step by step, and
blow on blow,
I will divide with you; think not I waver:
Ah ! no ; it is the certainty of all
Which I must do doth make me tremble
thus.
But let these last and lingering thougbts
have way,
To which you only and the night are conscious,
And both regardless: when the hour arrives,
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[Act IV.

’Tis mine to sound the knell, and strike To punish a few traitors to the people.
tlie blow,
Trust me, such were a pity more misplaced
Wbicli sball unpeople many palaces.
Than the late merey of the state to Steno.
And liew the highest genealògic trees
Boge. Man, thou hast struck upon the
Down to the earth, strew'd with their bleedchord which jars
ing íruit,
All nature from my heart. Henee to our
And crush their blossoins into barrenness:
task 1
[Exeunt.
This will I —must I —have I sworn to do,
Ñor aught can tnrn me from my destiny;
But stili I quiver to behold what I
Must be, and think what I have been ! Bear
Act IV.
with me.
I. Ber. Re-man your breast ¡ I feel no such
Scene I.—Palazzo o f the Patrician L ioni.
remorse,
L i o n i laying aside the mash and clodk
I understand it not: why should you change ?
which the Venetian Nobles more in public,
Yon acted, and you act, on your free will.
attended
h j a Domèstic.
Boge. Ay, there it is—you feel not, ñor
do I,
Lioni. I will to rest, right weary of this
EIse I should stab thee on the spot, to save
revel,
A thousand lives, and killing, do no murder; The gayest we have held for many moons,
You feel not—you go to this butcher-work
And yet, I know not why, it cheer’d me not;
As if these high-born men were steers for There carne a heaviness across my heart,
shambles:
Which, in the lightest movement of the
When all is over, you’ll be free and merry,
dance,
And calmly wash those hands incarnadine;
Though eye to eye, and liand in hand United
But I, outgoing thee and all thy fellows
Even with the lady of my love, oppress’d me,
In this surpassing massacre, shall be,
And through my spirit chill’d my blood, until
Shall see and feel—oh God! oh God! ’tis A damp like death rose o’er my brow; I
true,
strove
And thou dost well to answer that it was
To laugh the thought away, but ’t would
“ My 0W11 free will and act,” and yet yon err,
not be;
For X will do this 1 Doubt not—fearnot; I
Through all the music ringing in my ears
Will be your most unmerciful accomplice!
A knell was sounding as distinet and clear,
And yet I act no more on my free will,
Though low and far, as e’er the Adrián wave
Ñor my own feelings—both compel me back; Rose o’er the city’s murmur in the night,
But there is hell within me and around,
Dashing against the outward Lido's bulAnd like the demon who believes and
wark:
trembles
So that I left the festival before
Must I abhor and do. Away ! away!
It reach’d its zenith, and will woo my pillow
Get thee unto thy fellows, I will hie me
For thouglits more tranquil, or forgetfulness.
To gather the retainers of our house.
Antonio, take my mask and cloak, and light
Doubt not, St. Mark’s great bell shall wake The lamp within my chamber.
all Venice,
Mrct.
Yes, my lord:
Except her slaughtered senate: ere the sun
Command you no refreshment ?
Be broad upon the Adriàtic there
Lioni.
Nought, save sleep,
Shall be a voice of weeping, which shall Which will not be commanded. Let me
drown
bope it,
[E xit A n t o n i o .
The roar of waters in the cry of bloodl
Though my breast feels too anxious; I will
I am resolved—come on.
try
1■ Ber.
Witli all my soul!
Whether the air will calm my spirits: ’t is
Keep a firm rein upon these bursts of A goodly night; the cloudy wind which blew
passion;
From the Levant hath crept into its cave,
Remember what these men have dealt to And the broad moon has brighten’d. What
thee,
a stillness 1
[ Ooes to an open lattice.
And that this sacrifice will be succeeded
And what a contrast with the scene I left,
By ages of prosperity and freedom
Where the tall torches’ glare, and silver
To this unshaekled city : a true tyrant
lamps’
Would have depopulated empires, ñor
More pallid gleam along the tapestried walls,
Have felt the strange compuuction which Spread over the reluctant gloom which
hath wrung you
haunts
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QTlftvítto J'aftero, © 0 3è o f ÇOiníu.

Those vast and dimly-latticed galleries
A dazzling mass of artificial light,
Which show’d all things, but nothing as they
were.
There Age essaying to recali the past,
After long striving for the hues of youth
At the sad labour of the toilet, and
Full many a glance at the too faithful
mirror,
Prank’d forth in all the pride of ornament.
Forgot itself, and trusting to the falsehood
Of the indulgent beams, which show, yet
bidé,
Believed itself forgotten, and was fool’d.
There Youth, which needed not, ñor thought
of such
Vain adjunets, lavish’d its true bloom, and
healtli,
And bridal beauty, in the unwholesome press
Of flush’d and crowded wassailers, and
wasted
Its hours of rest in dreaming this was
pleasure,
And so shall ivaste them till the sunrise
streams
On sallow cheeks and sunken eyes, which
should not
Have worn this aspect yet for many a year.
The music, and the banquet, and the wine,
The garlands, the rose odours, and the
flowers,
The sparkling eyes, and flashmg ornaments,
The wliite arms and the raven hair, the braids
And bracelets; swanlike bosoms, and the
necklace,
An India in itself, yet dazzling not
The eye like what it circled; the thin robes,
Floating like light clouds ’twixt our gaze
and heaven;
The many-twinkling feet so small and sylphlike,
Suggesting the more secret symmetry
Of the fair forms which termínate so well—
All the delusion of the dizzy scene,
Its false and true encliantments—art and
nature,
Which swam before my giddy eyes, that
drank
The sight of beauty as the parch’d pilgrim’s
On Arab satids the false mil-age, which offers
A lucid lake to his eluded tliirst,
Are gone. Around me are the stars and
waters—
Worlds mirror’d in the ocean, goodlier sight
Than torches glared back by a gaudy glass;
And the great element, which is to space
What ocean is to eartli, spreads its blue
depths,
Soften’d with the first breathings of the
spring;
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The liigh moon sails upon her beauteous way,
Serenely sniootliing o’er the lofty walls
Of those tall piles and sea-girt palaces,
Whose porphyry pillars, and whose costly
fronts,
Fraught with the orient spoil of many
marbles,
Like altars ranged along the broad canal,
Seem each a trophy of some mighty deed
Rear’d up from out the waters, scarce less
strangely
Than those more massy and mysterious
giants
Of architecture, those Titanian fabrics,
Which point in Egypt’s plains to times that
have
No otlier record. All is gentle : nought
Stirs rudely; but, congenial with the night,
Whatever walks is gliiling like a spirit.
The tinklings of some vigilant guitars
Of sleepless lovers to a ívakeful mistress,
And cautious opening of the casement, showing
That he is not unheard; while her young
hand,
Fair as the moonlight of which it seems part,
So delicately white, it trembles in
The act of opening the forbidden lattice,
To let in love through music, makes his heart
Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight; the
dash
Phosphoric of the oar, or rapid twinkle
Of the far liglits of skimming góndolas,
And the responsive voices of the choir
Of boatmen answ-ering back with verse for
verse;
Some dusky shadow clieckering the Rialto;
Some glimmering palace roof, or tapering
spire,
Are all the sights and sounds which hero
pervade
The oceau-born and earth-commanding city—
How sweet and soothing is this hour of
calm!
I thank thee, Niglit! for thou hast chased
away
Those horrid bodements which, amidst the
throiig,
I could not dissipate : and with the blessing
Of thy benign and quiet influence,
Now will I to my couch, although to rest
Is almost wronging such a night as this.---[A knoctíng is heard from without.
Harlc! what is that ? or who at such a
moment ?
Enter A n t o n i o .
Ant. My lord, a man without, on urgent
business.
Implores to be admitted.
P 3
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Lioni.
Is lie a stranger ?
Ant. His face is muffletl in llis cloak, but
botli
His voice and gestares seem familiar to me;
I craved his name, but this he seem’d
reluctant
To trust, save to yourself; most earnestly
. He sues to be permitted to approacli you.
Lioni. ’Tis a strange hour, and a suspicious bearing!
And yet there is slight peril: ’t is not in
Their houses noble men are struck a t; still,
Although I know not that I have a foe
In Venice, ’t will be wise to use some
caution.
Admit him, and retire; but call up quiekly
Some of thy fellows, who may wait witliout.—
VTho can this man he ?
[E x it A ntonio , and returns with
B ebtram mnffled.
Ber.
My good lord Lioni,
I have no time to lose, nor thou,—dismiss
This menial henee; I would be private with
you.
Lioni. It seems the voice of Bertram—
Go, Antonio.
[E xit A ntonio .
Now, stranger, wliat would you at such an
hour ?
Ber. (diseovering himself). A boon, my
noble patrón ; you have granted
Many to your poor client, Bertram; add
This one, and make him liappy.
Lioni.
Thou hast known me
From hoyhood, ever ready to assist thee
In all fair objeets of advancement, which
Beseem one of thy station; I would promise
Ere thy request was heard, but that the hour,
Thy bearing, and this strange and hurried
mode
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit
Hath some mysterious import—but say ou—
IVhat has occurred, some rash and sudden
broil ?—
A cup too mucli, a seufile, and a stab ?—
Mere things of every day; so that thou hast
not
Spilt noble blood, I guarantee thy safety;
But then thou must withdraw, for angry
friends
And relatives, in the first burst of vengeance,
Are things in Venice deadlier than the laws.
Ber. My lord, I thank you; but---- Lioni.
But wliat? You have not
Baised a rash hand against one of our
order ?
I f so, withdraw and fly, and own it not;
I would not slay—but then I must not save
thee!
He who has shed patricial! blood----

[Act IV.

Ber.
I come
To save patrician blood, and not to shed i t !
And thereunto I must be speedy, for
Eacli minute lost may lose a life ; since Time
Has changed his slow scythe for the twoedged sword,
And is about to take, instead of salid,
The dust from sepulchres to fill his hourglass !—
Go not thou forth to-morrow!
Lioni.
Wherefore not ?
What means this menace ?
Ber.
1)0 not seek its meauing,
But do as I implore t h e e s t i r not forth,
Whate’er be stirring; thougli the roar of
crowds—
The cry of women, and the shrielis of babes—
The groans of men—the clash of arms—the
sound
Of rolling drum, shrill trump, and hollow bell,
Peal in one wide alarum!—Go not forth,
Until the tocsin’s silent, nor even then
Till I return!
Lioni.
Again, what does this mean ?
Ber. Again, I tell thee, ask not; but by all
Thou holdest dear 011 earth or lieaven—by all
The souls of thy great fathers, and thy liope
To emulate tliem, and to leave behind
Descendants worthy both of them and thee—
By all thou hast of bless’d in liope or memory—
By all thou hast to fear here or hereafter—
By all the good deeds thou hast done to me,
Good I would now repay with greater good,
Remata witliin—trust to thy liousehold gods,
And to my word for safety, if thou dost
As I now counsel—but if not, thou art lost!
Lioni. I am indeed already lost in wonder;
Surely thou ravest! what have I to dread ?
WI10 are my foes ? or if there be such, ichy
Art thou leagued with them ? thou! or if so
leagued,
Why comest thou to tell me at this hour,
And not before ?
Ber.
I cannot answer this.
Wilt thou go forth despite of this true warning?
Lioni. I was not born to shrinl; from idle
threats,
The cause of which I know not: at the hour
Of couneil, be it soon or late, I shall not
Be found among the absent.
Ber.
Say not so!
Once more, art thou determined to go forth ?
Lioni. I am. Ñor is there aught which
shall impede me!
Ber. Then, Heaven have merey on thy
soul!—Farewell!
[ Going.
Lioni. Stay—there is more in this than
my own safety
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Which makes me cali thee back; we must
not part Ikus:
Bertram, I have known thee long.
Ber.
From childhood, signor,
You have been my protector : in the days
Of reckless infaney, when rank forgets,
Or, rather, is not yet taught to remember,
Its coid prerogative, we play’d togetlier;
Our sports, our smiles, our tears, were mingled oft;
My father ivas your father’s client, I
His son’s scarce less than foster-brother;
years
Saw us togetlier—liappy, lieart-full liours !
Oh Godl tlie difference ’twixt those liours
and this!
Lioni. Bertram, ’tis thou who hast forgotten them.
Ber. Ñor now, ñor ever; whatsoe’er betide,
I would have saved you: when to manliood’s
growtli
We sprung, and you, devoted to the state,
As suits your station, the more liumble Ber
tram
Was left unto the labours of the liumble,
Still you forsook me not; and if my fortunes
Have not been towering, ’twas 110 fault of
him
Who ofttimes rescued and supported me,
VTien struggling with the tides of circumstance,
Which bear away the weaker: noble blood
Ne’er mantled in a nobler heart than thine
Has proved to me, the poor plebeian Bertram.
Would that thy fellow senators were like
thee!
Lioni. Why, what hast thou to say against
the senate ?
Ber. Nothing.
Lioni. I know that there are angry spirits
And turbulent mutterers of stifled treason,
WI10 lurk in narrow places, and walk out
Mufíled to whisper curses to the night;
Disbanded soldiers, discontented ruffians,
And desperate libertines who brawl in tavems;
Thou herdest not with such: ’tis true, of late
I have lost siglit of thee, but thou wert wont
To lead a temperate life, and break thy bread
With honest mates, and bear a cheerful
aspect.
What hath come to thee ? in thy hollow eye
And liueless cheek, and thine unquiet motions,
Sorrow and shame and conscienee seem at
war
To waste tliee.
Bcr.
Rather shame and sorrow light
On the accursed tyranny which rides
The very air in Venice, and makes men
Madden as in the last hours of the plague

Which sweeps the soul deliriously from life I
Lioni. Some villaius have been tampering
with thee, Bertram;
This is not tliy oíd language, ñor own
thoughts;
Some wretcli has made thee drunk with disaffection:
But thou must not be lost so; thou wert good
And kind, and art not fit for such base acts
As vice and villainy would put thee to :
Confess—confide in me—thou know’st my
nature.
What is it thou and thine are bound to do,
Which sliould prevent thy friend, the only son
Of him who was a friend unto thy father,
So that our good-will is a heritage
We sliould bequeath to our posterity
Such as ourselves received it, or angmented;
I say, what is it thou must do, that I
Sliould deem thee dangerous, and keep the
honse
Like a sick girl ?
Ber.
Nay, question me 110 further:
I must be gone.---Lioni.
And I be murder'd !—say,
Wras it not thus thou said’st, my gentle Ber
tram ?
Ber. Who talks of murder ? what said I
of murder ?
’Tis false ! I did not utter such a word.
Lioni. Thou didst not; but from out thy
wolfish eye,
So changed from what I knew it, there glares
forth
The gladiator. I f my life’s thine object,
Take it—I am unarm’d,—and then away!
I would not hold my breatli on such a tenure
As the capricious merey of such things
As thou and those who have set thee to thy
taskwork.
Ber. Sooner than spill thy blood, I peril
mine;
Sooner than harm a hair of thine, I place
I 11 jeopardy a thousand heads, and some
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own.
Lioni. Ay, is it even so? Excuse me,
Bertram;
I am not worthy to be singled out
From such exalted liecatombs—who are they
That are in danger, and that make the danger ?
Ber. Venice, and all that slie inherits, are
Divided like a house against itself,
And so will perish ere to-morrow's twilight!
Lioni. More mysteries, and awful ones!
But now,
Or thou, or I, or both, it may be, are
Upon the verge of ruin; speak once out,
And thou art safe and glorious ; for ’tis more
Glorious to save than slay, and slay i’ the
dark too—
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Fie, Bertram! that was not a craft for tliee !
How would it look to see upon a apear
The head o£ liim whose heart was open to
thee,
Borne by tliy liand before tlie shuddering
people ?
And such may be my doom; for here I swear,
Wliate’er the peril or tire penalty
Of thy denunciation, I go forth,
Unless tliou dost detail the cause, and show
The consequence of all which led thee here!
Ber. Is tliere no way to save thee? mi
nutes fly,
And thou art lost!—thou! my solé benefactor,
The only being who was constant to me
Through every change. Yet, make me not a
traitor!
Let me save thee—but spare my honour!
Lioni.
Where
Can lie the honour in a league of morder ?
And who are traitors save unto the state ?
Ber. A league is still a compact, and more
binding
In honest hearts wheu words must stand for
law;
And in my mind, there is no traitor like
He whose domèstic treason plants the poniard
Within the breast which trusted to liis
trutli.
Lioni. And wlw will strike the Steel to
mine ?

Ber.
Not I ;
I could have wound my soul up to all things
Save tliis. Thou rn.ust not diel and thüik
how dear
Thy life is, when I risk so many lives,
Nay, more, the life of lives, the liberty
Of future generations, not to be
The assassin thou miscall’st m e o n c e , once
more
I do adjure thee, pass not o’er thy threshold!
Lioni. It is in vain—this moment I go
forth.
Ber. Then perish Venice rather than my
friend!
I will disclose—ensnare—betray—destroy—
Oh, wliat a villain I become for thee!
Lioni. Say, rather, thy friend’s saviour
and the state’s !—
Speak—pause not—all rewards, all pledges
for
Thy safety and thy welfare; wealtli such as
The state accords lier wrorthiest servants;
nay,
Nobility itself I guarantee thee,
So that thou art sincere and penitent.
Ber. I have thonght again: it must not
be—I love thee—
Thou know’st it—that I stand here is the
proOf,
'

[Act IV.

Not least though last; but liaving done my
duty
By thee, I now must do it by my country!
FareweÚ—we meet 110 more in life!—farewell!
Lioni. What, ho !—Antonio—Pedro—to
the door!
See that none pass—arrest this man!—
Enter A ntonio and oiher armed Domèstics,
who seize B ektkam .
Lioni [continues).
Take care
He hath no karrn; bring me my sword and
cloak,
And man the góndola with four oars—quick—
[E xit A ntonio .
We will unto Giovanni Gradenigo’s,
And send for Marc Cornaro:—fear not, Bertram;
This needful violence is for thy safety,
No less than for the general weal.
Ber.
Where wouldst thou
Bear me a prisoner?
Lioni.
Firstly to “ the Ten; ”
Next to the Doge.
Ber.
To the Doge ?
Lioni.
Assuredly:
Is he not chief of the state ?
Ber.
Perkaps at sunrise—
Lioni. Wliat mean yon ?—but we TI know
anón.
Ber.
Art sure ?
Ijioni. Sui-e as all gentle means can
make; and if
Tliey fail, you know “ the Ten” and their
tribunal,
And that St. Mark’s has dungeons, and the
dungeons
A raclt.
Ber. Apply it then before the dawn
Now liastening into heaven.—One more such
word,
And you sliall perish piecemeal, by the death
You think to doom to me.
Ite-enter A ntonio .
Ant.
The bark is ready,
My lord, and all prepared.
Lioni.
Look to the prisoner.
Bertram, I TI reason with thee as we go
To the Magnifico’s, sage Gradenigo.
[Exeunt.
Scene II.

The Ducal Palace.— The Doge's Apartment.
The D oge and his Eephew B ektuccio
F aliero .

Doge. Are all the people of our house in
muster ?

Scene II.]

(ttUríno J'aftero, ©0C$í of (X)ontco.

Ber. F. Tliey are array’d, and eager for
the signal,
Within our palace precincts at San Polo.
I come for your last orders.
Doge.
It liad been
As well had there been time to have got
togetker,
From my own fief, Val di Marino, more
Of our retainers—but it is too late.
Ber. F. Metbinks, my lord, ’tis better as
it is :
A sndden swelling of our retinue
Had waked suspicion; and, though fierce
and trusty,
The vassals of t&at district are too rude
And quick in quarrel to have long maintain’d
The secret discipline ive need for such
A Service, till our foes are dealt upon.
Doge. True; but when once the signal
has been given,
These are the men for such an enterprise;
These city slaves have all their private hias
Their prejudice against or for this noble,
Wliicli may induce them to o’erdo or spare
Where mercy may be madness; the fierce
peasants,
Serfs of my county of Val di Marino,
Would do the bidding of their lord witkout
Distinguishing for love or líate his foes;
Alike to them Marcello or Cornaro,
A Gradenigo or a Foscari;
Tkey are not used to start at those vain
ñames,
Ñor bow the knee before a civic senate;
A chief in armour is their Suzerain,
And not a tliing in robes.
Ber. F .
We are enougli;
And for the dispositions of our clients
Against the senate I will answer.
Doge.
Well,
The die is tlirown; but for a warlike Service,
Done in the field, commend me to my pea
sants :
They made the sun shine through the liost
of Huns
When sallow burgkers slunk back to their
tents,
And cower’d to hear their own victorious
trumpet.
If there be small resistance you will find
These citizens all lions, like their standard;
But if there ’s mucli to do, you TI wisli, with
me,
A band of iron rustics at our backs.
Ber. F. Thus thinking, I must marvel
you resolve
To strike the blow so suddenly.
Doge.
Such blows
Must be struck suddenly or never. When
I had o’ermaster’d the weak false remorse
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Which yearn’d about my heart, too fondly
yielding
A moment to the feelings of oíd days,
I was most fain to strike; and, firstly, that
I might not yield again to such emotions;
And, secondly, because of all these men,
Save Israel and Philip Calendaro,
I lniow not well the courage or the faith:
To-day miglit find ’mougst them a traitof
to us,
As yesterday a thousand to the senate;
But once in, with their hilts hot in their
liands,
They must on for their own sakes: one
stroke struck,
And the mere instinct of the first-born Cain,
Which ever lurks somewhere in human
hearts,
Though circumstance may keep it in abeyance,
Will urge the rest 011 like to wolves; the
sight
Of blood to crowds begets the tliirst of more,
As the first wúne-cup leads to the long revel;
And you will find a harder task to quell
Than urge them when they have commenced,
but till
That moment, a mere voice, a straw, a
shadow,
Are capable of turniug them aside.—
How goes the night ?
Ber. F.
Almost upon the dawn.
Doge. Then it is time to strike upon the
bell.
Are the men posted ?
Ber. F.
By this time they are;
But they have orders not to strike, until
They have command from you through me
in person.
Doge. ’Tis well.—Will the morn never
put to rest
These stars which twinkle yet o’er all the
heavens ?
I am settled and bound up, and being so,
The very effort which it cost me to
Besolve to cleanse this commonwealth with
fire,
Now leaves my mind more steady. I have
wept
And trembled at the tkougkt of this dread
duty;
But now I have put down all idle passion,
And look the growing tempest in the face,
As doth the pilot of an admira! galley:
Yet (wouldst thou think it, kinsman ?) it hath
been
A greater struggle to me, than when nations
Beheld their fate merged in the approacliing
figkt,
Where I was leader of a phalanx, where
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Tkousands were sure to perisli—Yes, to spill
The rank polluted current from the veins
Of a few bloated despots needed more
To steel me to a purpose sucli as made
Timoleon immortal, than to face
The toils and dangers of a life of war.
Ber. F. It gladdens me to see your former
wisdom
Subdue the furies which so wrung you ere
You were decided.
Doge.
It was ever tlius
With me; the kour of agitation carne
In the flrst glimmerings of a purpose, when
Passion had too mueli room to sway; but in
The liour of action I have stood as calm
As were the dead wlio lay around m e: tliis
They knew who made me wliat I am, and
trusted
To the subduing power which I preserved
Over my mood, when its flrst burst was spent.
But they were not aware that there are
things
Wliich make revenge a virtue by reflection,
And not an impulse of mere anger; though
The laws sleep, justice wakes, and injured
souls
Oft do a públic riglit with private wrong,
And justify their deeds unto themselves.—
Methinks the day breaks—is it not so ? look,
Tkine eyes are ciear with youth;—the air
puts on
A morning freskness, and, at least to me,
The sea looks greyer through the lattice.
Ber. F.
True,
The morn is dappling in the sky.
Doge.
Away then!
See that they strike without delay, and with
The flrst toll from St. Mark’s, march on the
palace
With all our house’s strength; here I will
meet you;
The Sixteen and their companies will move
In separate columns at the self-same mo
ment :
Be sure you post yourself at the great gate:
I would not trust “ the Ten ” except to us—
The rest, the rabble of patricians, may
Glut the more careless swords of those
leagued with us.
Kemember that the cry is still “ Saint Mark!
The Genoese are come—h o! to the rescue!
Saint Mark and Liberty! Now—now to
action!
Ber. F. Farewell then, noble uncle! we
will meet
In freedom and true sovereiguty, or never!
Doge. Come kitker, my Bertuccio—one
embrace;
Speed, for the day grows broader; send me
soon

[Act IV.

A messenger to teli me how all goes
When yourejoin our troops, and then sound—
sound
The storm-bell from St. Mark’s !
[E xit B e r t u c c i o F a l i e r o .
Doge (solus).
He is gone,
And on each footstep moves a life. ’T is done.
Now the destroying ángel bovers o’er
Venice, and pauses ere he pours the vial,
Even as the eagle overlooks his prey,
And for a moment, poised in middle air,
Suspends the motion of his mighty wings,
Then swoops with his unerring beak. Thou
day!
That slowly walk’st the wàters! march—
march on—
I would not smite i ’ the dark, but ratlier see
That no stroke errs. And you. ye blue sea
waves!
I have seen you dyed ere now, and deeply too,
With Genoese, Saracen, and Hunnisli gore,
While that of Venice flow’d too, but victorious,
Noiv thou must wear an unmix’d crimson; no
Barbarie blood can reconcile us now
Unto that horrible incàmadine,
But friend or foe will roll in civic slaughter.
And have I lived to fourseore years for this ?
I, who was named Preserver of the City ?
I, at wliose name the million’s caps wene
flung
Into the air, and cries from tens of thousands
Pióse up, imploring Heaven to send me
blessings,
And fame, and lengtli of days—to see this
day?
But this day, black within the calendar,
Sliall be succeeded by a bright millennium.
Doge Dándolo survived to ninety summers
To vanquisk empires, and refuse their crown;
I will resign a crown, and make the state
Benew its freedom—but oh! by what means?
The noble end must justify them. What
Are a few drops of human blood ? ’tis false,
The blood of tyrants is not human; they,
Like to incarnate Molochs, feed on ours,
Until ’tis time to give tliem to the tombs
AVliich they have made so populous.—Oh
world!
Oh men! what áre ye, and our best designs,
That we must work by crime to punish
crime ?
And slay as if Death had but this one gate,
When a few years would make the sword
superfluous ?
And I, upon the verge of th’ unknown realm,
Yet send so many heralds on before me ?—
I must not ponder this.
[A pause.
Hark! was there not
A murmur as of distant voices, and
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Scene II.]

The tramp of feet in martial unisón ?
What phantoms even of sound our wislies
raise!
It cannot be—the signal liatli not rung—
Wky pauses it ? My nephew’s messenger
Sliould be upon his way to me, and he
Himself perhaps even now draws grating
back
Upon its ponderous hinge the steep tow'er
portal,
Where swings the sullen liuge oracular bell,
Which never knells but for a princely death,
Or for a state in peril, pealiug forth
Tremendous bodements; let it do its office,
And be this peal its awfullest and last
Sound till the strong tower rock!—What!
silent still ?
I would go forth, but that my post is here,
To be the centre of re-union to
The oft discordant elements which form
Leagues of this nature, and to keep compact
The wavering of the weak, in case of conflict;
For if they sliould do battíe, ’twill be here,
Within the palace, that the strife will tkicken:
Then here must be my station, as becomes
The master-mover.---- Hark 1 he comes—he
comes,
My nephew, brave Bertuccio’s messenger.—
Wliat tidings? Is he marching? hath he
sped ?
They here!—all’s lost—yet will I make an
eíïort.
Enter a

S ig n o r

of t h e

N

ig h t

,

witli

Guards, £c. &c.
Sig. Doge, I arrest thee of liigli treason!
Doge.
Me!
Tliy prince, of treason ?—Wlio are they that
dare
Cloak their own treason under sucli an order ?
Sig. (showing his order). Behold my order
from the assembled Teu.
Doge. And where are they, and why as
sembled? 110
Sucli council can be lawful, till the prince
Preside there, and that duty ’s mine: 011
tkine
I cliarge thee, give me way, or marslial me
To the council cliamber.
Sig.
Duke! it may not be:
Ñor are they in the wonted Hall of Council,
But sitting in the convent of Saint Saviour’s.
Doge. You dare to disobey me, then ?
Sig.
I serve
The state, and needs must serve it faitlifully;
My warrant is the will of those who rule it.
Doge. And till that warrant has my sig
nature
It is illegal, and, as now applied,
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Bebellious. Hast thou weigh’d well thy life's
worth,
That thus you dare assume a lawless function ?
Sig. ’Tis not my office to reply, but act—
I am pilaced here as guard upon thy person,
And not as judge to hear or to decide.
Doge (aside). I must gain time. So that
the storm-bell sound,
All may be well yet.—Jünsman, speed—
speed—speed!—
Our fate is trembling in the balance, and
Woe to the vanquish’d ! be they p rin ce and
people,
Or slaves and senate—
(The great heli o f St. Mark’s tolls.
L o ! it sounds—it tolls!
(Aloud). Hark, Signor of tlie Night! and
you, ye hirelings,
WI10 wield your mercenary staves in fear,
It is your knell—Swell 011, thou lusty peal!
Now', knaves, what ransom for your lives ?
Sig.
Confusión!
Stand to your arms, and guard the door—
all’s lost
ünless that fearful bell be silenced soon.
The officer hath miss’d his path or purpose,
Or met some unforeseen and hideous obstacle.
Anselmo, with thy company proceed
Straiglit to the tower; tho rest remain with
me.
[E x it part o f the Guard.
Doge. Wretch! if thou wouldst have thy
vile life, implore i t ;
It is not now a lease of sixty seconds.
Ay, send thy miserable ruffians forth;
They never sliall return.
Sig.
So let it be!
Tliey die then in their duty, as will I.
Doge. Fool! the liigh eagle flies at nobler
game
Than thou and thy base myrmidons,—live 011,
So thou provok’st not peril by resistance,
And Iearn (if souls so mucli obscured can
bear
To gaze upon the sunbeams) to be free.
Sig. And Iearn thou to be captive. It
hath ceased,
[The heli ceases to toll.
The traitorous signal, which was to liave
set
The bloodhound mob 011 their patrician
prey—
The knell hath rung, but it is not the senate’s !
Doge (after a pause). All ’s silent, and all ’s
lost!
Sig.
Now, Doge, denounce me
As rebel slave of a revolted council!
Have I not done my duty?
Doge.
Peace, thou thing!
Thou hast done a worthy deed, and earn’d
the price
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Of blood, and they wbo use tliee will reward
tliee.
But thou wert sent to watoh, and not to
prate,
As thou said’st even now—then do thine
office,
But let it be in silenee, as belioves tbee.
Since, though tby prisoner, I am tby prince.
Sig. I did not mean to fail in tbe respect
Due to your rank: in tliis I shall obey yon.
Doge (aside). Tbere now is nothing left
me save to die;
And yet bow near success! I would kave
fallen,
And proudly, in tbe hour of triumpb, but
To miss it tlius!----Enter other Signçrs

of m
N ig h t , with
B eetüccio F aliero prisoner.

%id Sig.
We took llim in tlie act
Of issuing from tbe tower, wbere, at llis
order,
As delegated from tbe Doge, tbe signal
Had tlius begim to sound.
lst Sig.
Are all tbe passes
Wliicli lead up to tbe palace well secured ?
2nd Sig. They are — besides, it matters
not; tbe ehiefs
Are áll in ckams, and some even now on
trial—
Tbeir followers are dispersed, and many
taken.
Ber. F. Unele!
Doge. It is in vain to war witb Fortune;
The glory batb departed from our bouse.
Ber. F. Wbo would bave deem’d it?—
A b ! one moment somier!
Doge. Tliat moment would liave cbanged
tbe face of ages ;
1'his gives us to eternity—We 11 meet it
As men wbose triumpb is not in success,
But wbo can make tbeir own minds all in all,
Equal to every fortune. Droop not, ’tis
But a brief passage—I would go alone,
Yet if tbey send us, as ’tis like, togetber,
Let us go wortliy of our sires and selves.
Ber. F. I sball not sbame you, únele,
lsí Sig.
Lords, our orders
Are to keep guard on botli in separate
cbambers,
Until tbe coiuicil call ye to your trial.
Doge. Our trial! will tbey keep tbeir
mockery up
Even to tbe last? but let tliem deal upon us,
As we had dealt on them, but witb less pomp.
’Tis but a game of mutual homicides,
Wbo liave cast lots for tbe first death, and
they
Have won with false dice.—Wbo hatli been
our Judas?

[Act V.

Isi Sig. I am not warranted to answer
tbat.
Ber. F. I ’il answer for tbee—’tis a certain Bertram,
Even now deposing to tbe secret giunta.
Doge. Bertram, the Bergamask! Witb
wbat vile tools
We operate to slay or save! Tliis creature,
Black witb a double treason, now will earn
Bewards and lionours, and be stamp’d in
story
Witb the geese in tbe Capítol, whieh gabbled
Till Borne awoke, and had an annual triumpb,
Wbile Manlius, wbo burl’d down the Gauls,
was cast
From tbe Tarpeian.
lsí Sig.
He aspired to treason,
And souglit to rule tbe state.
Doge.
He saved the state,
And souglit but to reform wbat he revived—
But tbis is idle---- Come, sirs, do your Work.
lsí Sig. Noble Bertuccio, we must now
remove you
Into an inner ckamber.
Ber. F.
Farewell, uncle!
If we sball meet again in life I know not,
But they perliaps will let our ashes mingle.
Doge. Yes, and our spirits, wbicb shall
yet go forth,
And do wbat our frail clay, thus clogg’d, batb
fail’d in !
They cannot quencb tbe memory of those
Wbo would bave burl'd tbem from tbeir
guilty thrones,
And sucli examples will find heirs, tbougb
distant.

Act V.
Scene I.— The HaU o f the Cownóil o f Ten,
aeseml·led with^ the additional Semtors,
uho, on the Trials o f the Conspirators for
the Treason o f M arino F aliero , composed
what was called the Giunta.— Guards,
Oficers, &e. éc.—I seael B eetüccio and
P h il ip Calendaro as Prisoners.— B er 
tram , L io ni , and Witneeses, ti'c.
The C hiefof the Ten; B enintende .
Ben. Tbere now rests, after sucb conviction of
Tbeir manifold and manifest offences,
But to pronounce on tbese obdurate men
Tbe sentence of tbe l a w a grievous task
To tbose wbo hear, and tbose wbo speak.
Alas!
Tbat it sbould fall to me! and tbat my days

Of office sbould be stigmatised through all
Tbe years of coming time, as bearing record
To tbis most foul and complicated treason
Against a just and free state, known to all
Tbe earth as being tbe Christian bulwark
’gainst
Tbe Saracen and tbe scbismatic Greek,
Tbe savage Hun, and not less barbarous
Frank;
A city wbicb has open’d India’s wealtb
To Europe; tbe last Boman refuge from
O’erwbelming Attila; the ocean’s queen;
Proud Genoas prouder rival! ’Tis to sap
The throne of sucb a city, tbese lost men
Have risk’d and forfeited tbeir wortliless
Uves—
So let tbem die tbe death.
J. Ber.
We are prepared;
Your racks bave done tbat for us. Let us
die.
Ben. I f ye have tliat to say wbicb would
obtain
Abatement of your punishment, tbe Giunta
Will hear you; if you bave augbt to confess,
Now is your time, perhaps it may avail ye.
I. Ber. We stand to liear, and not to
speak.
Besi.
Your climes
Are fully proved by your accomplices,
And all wbicb circumstanee can add to aid
tbem;
Yet we would hear from your own lips com
plete
Avowal of your treason: on tbe verge
Of tbat dread gulf wbicb none repass tbe
trutb
Alone can profit you on earth or heaven—
Say, then, wbat was your motive ?
I. Ber.
Justice!
Ben.
Wbat
Your object?
/. Ber.
Freedom!
Ben.
You are brief, sir.
I. Ber. So my Ufe grows: I
Was bred a soldier, not a senator.
Ben. Perhaps you think by tbis blunt
brevity
To brave your judges to postpone tbe sen
tence ?
I. Ber. Do you be brief as I am, and believe me,
I sball prefer. tliat merey to your pardon.
Ben. Is tbis your sole reply to tbe tribunal ?
I. Ber. Go, ask your racks wbat tbey bave
wrung from us,
Or place us tbere again; we have still some
blood left,
And some sligíit sense of pain in tbese
wrench’d limbs:
But tbis ye dare not do; for if we die tbere—

And you have left us little life to spend
Upon your engines, gorged witb pangs already—
Ye lose the públic spectacle, witb wbicb
You would appal your slaves to further
slavery!
Groans are not words, nor agony assent,
Nor affimiation trutb, if nature s sense
Sbould overeóme tbe soul into a lie,
For a short respite—must we bear or die ?
Ben. Say, wbo were your accomplices ?
I. Ber.
Tbe Senate.
Ben. Wbat do you mean ?
I. Ber.
Ask of tbe suffering people,
Wliom your patrician crimes bave driven
to crime.
Ben. You know tbe Doge ?
I. Ber.
I served witb bim at Zara
In tbe field, when you were pleading bere
your way
To present office; we exposed our lives,
Wbile you but hazarded tbe lives of others,
Alike by aecusation or defence;
And for tbe rest, all Venice knows ber Doge,
Through bis great actions, and the Senate’s
insults.
Ben. You bave beld eonference with llim ?
I. Ber.
I am weary—
Even wearier of your qüestions than your
tortures:
I pray you pass to judgment.
Ben.
It is coming.
And you, too, Philip Calendaro, wbat
Have you to say wby you sbould not be
doomed ?
Cal. I never was a man of many words,
And now bave few left wortb tbe utterance.
Ben. A further application of yon engine
May change your tone.
Cal.
Most true, it will do so ;
A former application did so; but
It will not change my words, or, if it did—
Ben. Wbat then ?
Cal.
Will my avowal on yon rack
Stand good in law ?
Ben.
Assuredly.
Cal.
Wkoe'er
Tbe culprit be wkom I accuse of treason ?
Ben. Without doubt, be will be brougkt
up to trial.
Cal. And on tbis testimony would be
perish ?
Ben. So your confession be detail’d and full,
He will stand bere in peril of bis life.
Cal. Then look well to tby proud self,
President!
For by the eternity wbicb yawns before me,
I swear tbat thou, and only thou, slialt be
The traitor I denounce upon tbat rack,
If I be stretcb’d tbere for tbe second time.
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One ofthe Giunta. Lord President,’twere
best proceed to judgment;
There is no more to be drawn from these
men.
Ben. Unhappy men ! prepare for instant
death.
The nature of your crime, our law, and peril
The state now stands in, leave not an hour’s
respite.
Guards! lead them fortli, and npon the
balcony
Of the red columns, wliere, on festal Thursday,
Tlie Doge stands to behold the chase of bulls,
Let them be justified: and leave exposed
Their wavering relies, in the place of judg
ment,
To the full view of the assembled people !
And Heaven liave merey on their souls!
The Giunta.
Amen!
I. Ber. Signors, farewell! we shall not
all again
Meet in one place.
Ben.
And lest they sliould essay
To stir up the distracted multitude—
Guards! let their mouths be gagg’d even in
the act
Of execution. Lead them henee 1
Cal.
What I must we
Not even say farewell to some fond friend,
Nor leave a last word witli our confessor ?
Ben. A priest is waiting in the antechamber;
But, for your friends, such interviews would
be
Painful to them, and useless all to you.
Cal. I knew tkat we were gagg’d in life ;
atleast
All those who had not heart to risk their
lives
Upon their open thoughts; but stili I deem’d
Tliat in the last few moments, the same
idle
Freedom of speech accorded to the dying,
Would not now be denied to us; but since---I. Ber. Even let them liave their way,
brave Calendaro!
What matter a few syllables ? let ’s die
Without the slightest show of favour from
them;
So shall our blood more readily arise
To Heaven against them, and more testify
To their atrocities, than could a volume
Spokeu or written of our dying words!
They tremble at our voices—nay, they dread
Our very sileuce—let them live in fear!
Leave them unto their thoughts, and let us
now .
Address our own above!—Lead on; we are
ready.

[ Act V.

Cal.

Israel, hadst tliou but hearken’d
unto me
It had not now been thus; and yon pale
villain,
The coward Bertram, would—
I. Ber.
Peace, Calendaro 1
What brooks it now to ponder npon this ?
Bert. Alas! I fain you died in peace
with me:
I did not seek this task; ’twas forced upon
me:
Say, you forgive me, thougli I never can
lletrieve my own forgiveness—frown not
thus!
I. Ber. I die and pardon thee!
Cal. (spitting at him).
I die and
scorn thee!
\_Exeunt I srael B ertuccio and P h il ip
Calendaro , Guards, t&e.
Ben. Now tliat these criminals liave been
disposed of,
’Tis time tliat we proceed to pass our sentence
Upon the greatest traitor upon record
In any annals, the Doge Faliero!
The proofs and process are complete; the
time
And crime require.a quick procedure: shall
He now be call’d in to receive the award ?
The Giunta. Ay, ay.
Ben.
Avogadori, order that the Doge
Be brought before the council.
One ofthe Giunta.
And the rest,
Wlien shall they be brought up ?
Ben.
Wlien all the chiefs
Have been disposed of. Some have fled to
Chiozza;
But there are thousands in pursuit of them,
And such precaution ta’en on terra firma,
As well as in the islands, that we liope
None will escape to utter in strange lands
His libellous tale of treasons ’gainst the
senate.
Enter the D oge as Prisoner, with
Guards, tic. <tc.
Ben. Doge—for such still you are, and by
the law
Must be consider’d, till the liour shall come
Wlien you must doff the ducal bonnet from
That head, wliicli could not wear a crown
more noble
Than empires can confer, in quiet lionour,
But it must plot to overthrow your peers,
Who inade you what you are, and quench in
blood
A city’s glory—we have laid already
Before you in your cliamber at full length,
By the Avogadori, all the proofs

Scene I.]
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Whicli have appear'd against you; and more
ample
Ne’er rear’d their sanguinary shadows to
Confront a traitor. What have you to say
In your defence ?
Doge.
What shall I say to ye,
Since my defence must be your condemnation ?
Yon are at once offenders and accusers,
Judges and executioners!—Proceed
Upon your power.
Ben.
Your chief accomplices
Having confess'd, there is no hope for you.
Doge. And who be they ?
Ben.
In number many; but
The iirst now stands before you and the court,
Bertram, of Bergamo,—would you question
him ?
Doge (loolcing at him contemptuously). No.
Ben.
And two otliers, Israel Bertuccio
And Philip Calendaro, have admitted
Their fellowsliip in treason with the Doge!
Doge. And wliere are they ?
Ben.
Gone to their place, and now
Answering to Heaven for what they did on
eartli.
Doge. A li! the plebeian Brutus, is he
gone ?
And the quick Cassius of the arsenal ?—
How did they meet their doom ?
Ben.
Tliink of your own:
It is approacliing. You decline to plead,
tlien ?
Doge. I cannot plead to my inferiors, nor
Can recognise your legal power to try me.
Show me the law!
Ben.
On great emergencies
The law must be remodell’d or amended:
Our fathers had not fix’d the punishment
Of such a crime, as on the old Boman tables
The sentence against parricide was left
In pure forgetfulness; they could not render
That penal, wliicli had neither name nor
thought
In their great bosoms; who would have
foreseen
That nature could be filed to such a crime
As sons ’gainst sires, and princes ’gainst
their realms ?
Your sin liath made us make a law which will
Become a precedent ’gainst such haught
traitors,
As would with treason mount to tyranny;
Not even conteuted with a sceptre, till
They can eonvert it to a two-edged sword!
Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye ?
What’s nobler than the signory of Venice ?
Doge. The signory of Venice! You betray’d me—
You—you, who sit there, traitors as ye are 1
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From my equality with you in birth,
And my superiority in action,
You drew me from my honourable toils
In distant lands—on ilood, in field, in cities—
You singled me out like a victim to
Stand crown’d, but bound and helpless, at
the altar
Wliere you alone could minister. I knew not,
I souglit not, wish’d not, dream’d not the
election,
Which reach’d me first at Home, and I
obey’d ;
But found on my arrival, that, besides
The jealous vigilance which always led you
To moclt and mar your sovereign’s best in
tents,
You had, even in the interregnum of
My journey to the capital, curtail’d
And mutilated the few privileges
Yet left the duke: all this I bore, and -would
Have borne, until my very hearth was stain’d
By the pollution of your ribaldry,
And he, the ribald, wliom I see amongst you—
Fit judge in such a tribunal!---Ben. (interrupting liim).
Michel Steno
Is liere in virtue of bis office, as
One of the Forty; “ the Ten” having craved
A Giunta of patricians from the senate
To aid our judgment in a trial arduous
And novel as the present: he was set
Free from the penalty pronounced upon him,
Because the Doge, who sliould protect the law,
Seeking to abrogate all law, can claim
No punishment of otliers by the statutes
Which he himself denies and violates!
Doge. His punishment ! I rather see him
there,
Wliere he now sits, to glut him with my
death,
Than in the mockery of castigation,
Which your foul, outward, juggling show of
justice
Decreed as sentence! Base as was his crime,
’Twas purity compared with your protection.
Ben. And can it be, that the great Doge
of Venice,
With three parts of a century of years
And honours on his head, could thus allow
His fury, like an angry boy’s, to master
All feeling, wisdom, faitli, and fear, on such
A provocation as a young man’s petulance ?
Doge. A spark creates the flame—’tis the
last drop
Which makes the cup run o'er, and mine
was full
Already: you oppress’d the prince and people;
I would have freed both, and have fail’d in
both:
The priee of such success would have been
g'ory,
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Vengeance, and victory, and sucli a name
As would liave made Venetian history
Bival to tliat of Greece and Syracuse
When they were freed, and flourish’d ages
after,
And mine to Gelon and to Thrasybulus :—
Failing, I know the penalty of faiïure
Is present infamy and death—the future
Wül judge, when Yenice is no more, or free;
Till then, the truth is in abeyauce. Pause
not;
I would have shown no mercy, and I seek
none;
My Ufe was staked upon a mighty hazard,
And being lost, take what I would have
taken!
I would have stood alone amidst your tombs:
Now yon may floclt round mine, and trample
on it,
As you have done upon my heart while living.
Ben. You do confess then, and admit the
justice
Of our tribunal ?
Doge.
I confess to have fail'd;
Fortune is female: from my youth her favours
Were not withheld, the fault was mine to
liope
Her former smiles again at this late hour.
Ben. You do not then in anght arraign
our equity ?
Doge. Noble Venetians ! stir me not with
qüestions.
I am resign’d to the worst; but in me still
Have something of the blood of brighter days,
And am not over-patient. Pray you, spare
me
Further interrogation, which boots nothing,
Except to turn a trial to debate.
I shall but answer that which wiU offend
you,
And please your enemies—a host already;
’Tis true, these sullen walls should yield no
echo:
But walls have ears—nay, more, they have
tongues; and if
There were no other way for truth to o’erleap them,
You who. condemn me, you who fear and
slay me,
Yet could not liear in silence to your graves
What you would liear from me of good or
evil;
The secret were too mighty for your souls:
Then let it sleep in mine, unless you court
A danger which would double that you escape.
Sucli my defence would be, had I full scope
To make it famous; for true words are things,
And dying men’s are things which long outlive,
And oftentimes avenge tliem; bury mine,

[Act V.

I f ye would fain siu'vive me: take this
counsel,
And though too oft ye made me live in wrath,
Let me die calmly; you may grant me this;
I deny nothing, defend nothing, nothing
I ask of you, but silence for myself,
And sentence from the court!
Ben.
This full admission
Spares us the liarsh necessity of ordering
The torture to elicit the wliole truth.
Doge. The torture! you have put me
there already,
Daily since I was Doge; but if you wül
Add the corporeal rack, you may: these limbs
Will yield with age to crushing iron; but
There’s that within my heart shall strain
your engines.
Enter an Officeb .
Officer. Noble Venetians! Duchess Faliero
Bequests admission to the Giunta’s presence.
Ben. Say, conscript fathers, shall she be
admitted ?
One o f the Giunta. She may have revelations of importance
Unto the state, to justify compliance
With her request.
Ben.
Is this the general will ?
All. It is.
Doge.
Oh, admirable laws of Venice!
Which would admit the wife, in the full liope
That she might testify against the liusband.
What glory to the chaste Venetian dames!
But such blasphemers ’gainst all lionour, as
Sit here, do well to act in their vocation.
Now, villain Steno! if this woman fail,
I '11 pardon thee thy lie, and thy escape,
And my own violent death, and thy vile life.
The D cchess enters.
Ben. Lady! this just tribunal has resolved,
Though the request be strange, to grant it,
and
Whatever be its purport, to accord
A patient hearing with the due respect
Which fits your ancestry, your rank, and
virtues:
But you turn pale—ho! there, look to the
lady 1
Place a chair instantly.
Ang.
A moment’s faintness—
’Tis past; I pray you pardon me,—I sit not
In presence of my prince and of my hushand,
While he is on his feet.
Ben.
Your pleasure, lady ?
Ang. Strange rumours, but most true, if
all I liear
And see be sooth, have reach’d me, and I
come
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To know the worst, even at the worst; forgive
The abruptness of my entrance and my
bearing.
Is it---- 1 cannot speak—I cannot shape
The question—but you answer it ere spoken,
With eyes averted, and wdtli gloomy brows—
Oh God! this is the silence of the grave!
Ben. (after a pause). Spare us, and spare
thyself the repetition
Of our most awful, but inexorable
Duty to Heaven and man !
Ang.
Yet speak; I cannot—
I cannot—no—even now believe these things.
Is he condemned ?
Ben.
Alas!
Ang.
And was he guilty ?
Ben. Lady! the natural distraction of
Thy thoughts at such a moment makes the
question
Merit forgiveness; else a doubt like this
Against a just and paramount tribunal
Were deep offence. But question even the
Doge,
And if he can deny the proofs, believe him
Guiltless as thy own bosom.
Ang.
Is it so ?
My lord, my sovereign, my poor father’s
friend,
The mighty in the field, the sage in eouncil,
Unsay the words of this man!—Thou art
silent!
Ben. He liath already own’d to his own
guilt,
Nor, as thou see’st, doth he deny it now.
Ang. Ay, but he must not die! Spare his
few years,
Which grief and slianie will soon cut dowu to
days!
One day of baflled crime must not efïace
Near sixteeu lustres crowded with brave acts.
Ben. His doom must be fulfill’d without
remission
Of tune or penalty—’tis a decree.
Ang. He liatli been guilty, but there may
be mercy.
Ben. Not in this case with justice.
Ang.
Alas! signor,
He who is only just is cruel; who
Upon the earth would live were all judged
justly ?
Ben. His punisliment is safety to the state.
Ang. He was a subject, and hath served
the state;
He was your general, and hath saved the
state;
He is your sovereign, and hath ruled the
state.
One o f the Council. He is a traitor, and
betray’d the state.
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Ang. And, but for him, there now had
been no state
To save or to destroy; and you, who sit
There to pronounce the death of your deliverer,
Had now been groaning at a Mosleni oar,
Or digging in the Hunnisk mines hi fetters!
One o f the Council. No, lady, there are
others who would die
Bather tlian breathe in slavery!
Ang.
I f there are so
Withm these walls, thou art not of the
number:
The truly brave are generous to the fallen!—
Is there no liope ?
Ben.
Lady, it cannot be.
Ang. (turning to the Doge). Tlien die,
" Faliero! since it must be so;
But with the spirit of my father’s friend.
Thou liast been guilty of a great offence,
Half cancell’d by the barshness of these men.
I would have sued to them, have pray’d to
them,
Have begg’d as famish’d mendicants for
bread,
Have wept as they will cry unto their God
For mercy, and he answer’d as they answer,—
Had it been fitting for thy ñame or mine,
And if the cruelty in their cold eyes
Had not announced the heartless wrath
witliin.
Then, as a prince, address thee to thy doom!
Doge. I have lived too long not to know
how to die!
Thy suing to these men were but the bleating
Of the lamb to the butcher, or the cry
Of seamen to the surge: I would not take
A life eternal, granted at the hands
Of wretelies, from whose monstrous villainies
I sought to free the groaning nations !
Michel Steno.
_
Doge,
A word with thee, and with this noble lady,
Wliom I liave grievously offended. Would
Sorrow, or shame, or penalice on my part,
Could caucel the inexorable past!
But since tliat cannot be, as Christians let us
Say farewell, and in peace: with full contrition
I crave, not pardon, but compassion from
you,
And give, liowever weak, my prayers for
both.
Ang. Sage Beninteiide, now cliief judge
of Venice,
I speak to thee in answer to yon signor.
Inform the ribald Steno, that his words
Ne’er weigh’d in miad with Loredano’s
daughter,
Further tlian to create a moment’s pity
For such as he is : would that others had
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Despis’d liim as I pity! I prefer
My lionour to a thousand lives, could sueli
Be multiplied in mine, bnt would not liave
A single life of otliers lost for tliat
Which notliing human can impugn—the
sense
Of virtue, looldng not to what is call’tl
A good name for reward, hut to itself.
To me the scorner’s words were as the ivind
Unto the rock: hut as there are—alas!
Spirits more sensitive, on which such things
Light as the whirlwind on the wàters; souls
To whom dishonour’s shadow is a substance
More terrible than deatli, here and liereafter;
Men whose vice is to start at vice’s scoffing,
And who, thougli proof against all blandishments
Of pleasure, and all pangs of pain, are feeble
Wlieu the proud name on which they pinnacled
Their hopes is breathed on, jealous as the
eagle
Of her high aiery; let what we now
Bekold, and feel, and suffer, be a lesson
To wretehes how they tamper in their spleen
With beings of a higlier order. Insects
Have made the lion mad ere now; a shaft
l ’ the heel o’erthrew the bravest of the brave;
A wife’s dishonour was the bane of Troy;
A wife’s dishonour unking’d Rome for ever;
Au injured husband brought the Gauls to
Clusium,
And tlience to Rome, which perish’d for a
time;
An obscene gesture cost Caligula
His life, wkile Earth yet bore his cruelties;
A virgiu’s wrong made Spain a Moorish province;
And Steno’s lie, couch’d in two worthless
lines,
Hatli decimated Venice, put in peril
A senate which hath stood eight hundred
years,
Discrown’d a prince, cut off his crownless
head,.
And forged new fetters for a groaning people!
Let the poor wreteh, like to the courtesan
Who fired Persepolis, be proud of tliis,
I f it so please him—’twere a pride fit for llim!
But let him not insult the last hours of
Him, who, whate’er he now is, was a hero,
By the intrusión of his very prayers;
Nothing of good can come from such a source,
Nor would we aught with him, nor now, nor
ever:
We leave him to liimself, that lowest depth
Of human baseness. Pardon is for men,
And not for reptiles—we have none for Steno,
And no resentment: things like him must
sting,
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And higlier beings suffer; ’tis the charter
Of life. The man who dies by the adder’s
fang
May have the crawler crush’d, but feels no
anger:
’Twas the worm’s nature; and some men
are worms
In soul more than the living things of tombs.
Doge (to Ben.). Signor! complete that
wliicli you deem your duty.
Ben. Before we can proceed upon that
duty,
We would request the princess to witlidraw;
’Twill move her too much to be witness to it.
Ang. I know it will, and yet I must en
dure it,
Por ’tis a part of mine—I will not quit,
Except by forcé, my husband’s side.—Pro
ceed!
Nay, fear not either sliriek, or sigli, or tear;
Though my heart burst it shall be silent.—
Speak!
I have that witliin which shall o’ermaster all.
Ben. Marino Faliero, Doge of Venice,
Count of Val di Marino, Senator,
And some time General of the Fleet and
Army,
Noble Venetian, many times and oft
Intrusted by the state with liigh employments,
Even to the highest, listen to the sentence.
Convict by many witnesses and proofs,
And by thine own confession, of the guilt
Of treachery and treason, yet uuheard of
Until tliis trial—the decree is death.
Thy goods are confiscate unto the state,
Thy name is razed from out her records, save
Upon a public day of thanksgiving
For this our most miraculous deliverance,
Wlien thou art noted in our calendara
With earthquakes, pestilence, and foreign
foes,
And the great enemy of man, as subject
Of grateful masses for Heaven’s grace in
snatching
Our lives and country from thy wickedness.
The place wherein as Doge thou shouldst be
painted,
With thine illustrious predecessors, is
To be left vacant, with a death-black veil
Flung over these dim words engraved beneath,—
“ This jilace is of Marino Faliero,
Decapitated for his crimes.”
Doge.
“ His crimes! ”
But let it be so;—it will be in vain.
The veil which blackens o’er this bligbted
name,
And hides, or seems to hide, these lineaments,
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Símil draw more gazers than the thousand
portraits
Which glitter round it in their pictured
trappings—
Your delegated slaves—the people’s tyrants!
“ Decapitated for his crimes! ’’— What crimes ?
Were it not better to record the facts,
So that the contemplator might approve,
Or at the least leam whence the crimes aróse ?
Wlien the beholder knows a Doge conspired,
Let him be told the cause—it is your history.
Ben. Time must reply to that; our sons
will judge
Their fathers’ judgment, which I now pronounce.
As Doge, ciad in the ducal robes and cap,
Thou shalt be led henee to the Gianfs Staircase,
Wliere thou and all our princes are invested;
And there, the ducal crown being first resumed
Upon the spot wliere it was first assumed,
Thy head shall be struck off; and Heaven
have mercy
Upon thy soul!
Doge.
Is this the Giunta’s sentence ?
Ben. It is.
Doge.
I can endure it.—And the time?
Ben. Must be immediate.—Make thy peace
with God:
Withhi an hour thou must be in His presence.
Doge. I am already; and my blood will
rise
To Heaven before the souls of those who
shed it.
Are all my lands confiscated ?
Ben.
They are;
And goods, and jewels, and all kind of treasure,
Except two thousand ducats—these dispose of.
Doge. That’s liarsh,—I would have fain
reserved the lands
Near to Treviso, which I hold by investment
From Laurence the Count-bisliop of Ceneda,
Iu fief perpetual to myself and heirs,
To portion them (leaviug my city spoil,
My palace and my treasures, to your forfeit)
Between my consort and my kinsmen.
Ben.
_
These
Lie under the state’s ban; their chief, thy
nephew,
In perii of his own life; but the council
Postpones his trial for the present. If
Thou will'st a state unto thy widow’d prin
cess,
Fear not, for we will do her justice.
Ang.
Signors,
I share not in your spoil! From henceforth,
know
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I am devoted unto God alone,
And take my refuge in tlie cloister.
Doge.
Come!
The hour may be a liard one, but ’twill end.
Have I aught else to undergo save death ?
Ben. You liave nouglit to do, except con
fesa and die.
The priest is robed, the scimitar is bare,
And botli await witliout. But, above all,
Tliink not to speak unto the people; they
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates,
But these are closed: the Ten, the Avogadori,
The Giunta, and the chief men of the Forty,
Alone will be beliolders of thy doom,
And they are ready to attend the Doge.
Doge. The Doge!
Ben.
Yes, Doge, thou hast lived
and thou shalt die
A sovereign; till the moment which precedes
The separation of that head and trunk,
That ducal crown and head shall be United.
Tliou hast forgot thy diguity in deigning
To plot with petty traitors; not so we,
Who in the very punisliment acknowledge
The prince. Thy vile accomplices have died
The dog’s death, and the wolfs: but thou
shalt fall
As falis the lion by the liunters, girt
By those who feel a proud compassion for
tliee,
And mourn even the inevitable death
Provoked by thy wild wratli and regal fierceness.
Now we remit thee to thy preparation :
Let it be brief, and we ourselves will be
Thy gnides unto the place where first we
were
United to thee as thy subjects, and
Thy senate ; and must now be parted from
• thee
As such for ever, on the self-same spot.
Guards! form the Doge’s escort to his
chamber.
[ Exeunt.

Scene II.
The Doge’s Apartment.
The D oge as Prisoner, and the D uchess
attending him.
Doge. Now, that the priest is gone, ’t were •
useless all
To linger out the miserable minutes;
But one pang more, the pang of parting from
thee,
And I will leave the few last grams of sand
Which yet remain of the accorded hour,
Stili falling—I have done with Time.
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Ang.
Alas I
And I liave been the canse, the unconscious
cause;
And for tliis funeral marriage, tliis black
unión,
Which thou, compliant with my fatlier’s
v'ish,
Didst promise at his death, tbou liast seal’d
tliine own.
Doge. Not so; there was that in my spirit
ever
Which sbaped out for itself some great
reverse;
The inarvel is, it came not until now—
And yet it was foretold me.
Ang.
How foretold you ?
Doge. Long years ago—so long, they are
a doubt
In memory, and yet tliey live in annals:
When I was in my youth, and servid tlie
senate
And signory as podesta and captain
Of the town of Treviso, on a day
Of festival, the sluggish bishop who
Convey'd the Host aroused my rash young
anger
By strange delay, and arrogant reply
To my reproof: I raised my hand and smote
liim,
Until he reel’d beneath his lioly burthen;
And as he rose from earth again, he raised
His tremulous liands in pious wrath towards
Heaven.
Thence pointing to the Host, which had
fallen from llim,
He turn’d to me, and said, “ The hòur will
come
When he thou liast o’erthrown shall overthrow thee:
The glory shall depart from out thy liouse,
The wisdom shall he shalten from thy soul,
And in thy best maturity of mind
A madness of the heart shall seize upon
thee;
Passion shall tear thee when all passions
cease
In other men, or mellow into virtues;
And majesty, which decks all other heads,
Shall crown to leave thee headless; lionours
shall
But prove to thee the heralds of destruction,
And hoary hairs of shame, and both of death,
But not such death as fits an aged man.”
Thus saying, he pass’d on.—That hour is
come.
Ang. And with this warning couldst thou
not llave striven
To avert the fatal moment, and atone,
By penitence, for that which thou hadst
done?
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Doge. I own the words went to my heart,
so much
That I remember’d them amid the maze
Of life, as if they form’d a spectral voice,
Which shook me in a supernatural dreain;
And I repented; but ’twas not for me
To pulí in resolution : what must be
I couíd not change, and would not fear.—
Hay more,
Thou canst not have forgot, what all remember,
That on my day of landing here as Doge,
On my return from Borne, a mist of such
Umvonted density went on before
The Bucentaur, like the columnar cloud
Which usher’d Israel out of Egypt, till
The pilot was misled, and disembark’d us
Between the pillars of Saint Mark’s, where
’t is
The custom of the state to put to death
Its criminals, instead of touching at
The Biva della Paglia, as the wont is,—
So that all Venice shudder’d at the ornen.
Ang. A h! little boots it now to recollect
Such things.
Doge.
And yet I find a comfort in
The thought, that these things are the rvork
of Bate;
For I would ratlier yield to gods tlian men,
Or cling to any creed of destiny,
Bather tlian deem these mortals, most of
whom
I know to be as worthless as the dust,
And weak as worthless, more than instru
ments
Of an o’erruling power; they in tliemselves
Were all incapable—they could not be
Yictors of him who oft had conquer’d for
them.
Ang. Employ the minutes left in aspirations
Of a more healing nature, and in peace
Even with these wretches take thy fliglit to
heaven.
Doge. I am at peace; the peace of certainty
That a sure hour will come, when tlieir
sons’ sons,
And this proud city, and these azure waters,
And all which makes them emment and
bright,
Shall be a desolation and a curse,
A liissing and a scoff Unto the nations,
A Carthage, and a Tyre, an Ocean Babel.
Ang. Speak not thus now; the surge of
passion still
Sweeps o’er thee to the last; thou dost
deceive
Thyself, and canst not injure them—be
calmer.
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Doge. I stand within eternity, and see
Into eternity, and I behold—
Ay, palpable as I see thy sweet face
For the last time—the days which I denounce
Unto all time against these wave-girt walls,
And they who are indwellers.
Guará (coming formará). Doge of Venice,
The Ten are in attendance 011 your liighness.
Doge.
Then farewell, Angiolina!—one
embrace—
Forgive the oíd man who hath been to thee
A fond but fatal linsband—love my memory—
I would not ask so much for me still living,
But thou canst judge of me more kindly now,
Seeing my evil feelings are at rest.
Besides, of all the fruit of these long years,
Glory, and wealth, and power, and fame,
and ñame,
Which generally leave some flowers to bloom
Even o’er the grave, I have nothing left,
not even
A little love, or friendship, or esteem,
No, not enough to extract an epitapli
From ostentatious kinsmen; in one hour
I have uprooted all my former life,
And outlived everytliing, except thy heart,
The puré, the good, the gentle, which will oft
With unimpair’d but not a clamorous grief
Still keep—Thou turn’st so palé!—Alas 1 she
faints,
She has no breath, no pulse!—Guards! lend
your aid—
I cannot leave her thus, and yet ’tis better,
Since every lifeless moment spares a pang.
When she shakes off this temporary death,
I shall be with the Eterna!.—Cali her
women—■
One look!—how coid her hand!—as coid as
mine
Shall be ere she recovers.—Gently tend her,
And take my last thanks----1 am ready now.
[ The Attendants o f A ngiolina enter, anà
surround their Mistress, who hasfainted.
—Exeunt the D o g e , Guards, tic. &c.
Scene III.

The Court o f the Ducal Palace; the outer
gates are shut against the people.—The
D o g e enters in his ducal robes, in procession with the Council o f Ten and other
Patrícians, aitended by the Guards, till
they arrice at the top o f the “ Giants' Stair
case” (where the Doges toók the oaths); the
Executioner is stationed there with his
sword.— On arriving, a Chief o f the Ten
takes o f the ducal cap from the Doge’s
head.
Doge. So now the Doge is nothing, and at
last
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I am again Marino Faliero:
T is well to be so, though but for a moment.
Here was I crown’d, and here, bear witness,
Heaven!
With how much more contentment I resign
That shining mockery, the ducal bauble,
Than I reeeived the fatal ornament.
One o f the Ten. Thou tremblest, Faliero!
Doge.
’T is with age, then.
Ben. Faliero! hast thou aught further to
commend,
Compatible with justice, to the senate ?
Doge. I would commend my nephew to
their merey,
My consort to their justice; for methinks
My death, and such a death, might settle all
Between the state and me.
Ben.
They shall be cared for ;
Even notwithstanding thine unheard-of
crime.
Doge. Unheard o f! ay, there ’s not a
liistory
But shows a thousand crown’d conspirators
Against the people ; but to set them free,
One sovereign only died, and one is dying.
Ben. And who were they who fell in such
a cause?
Doge. The King of Sparta and the Doge
of Venice—
Agis and Faliero!
Ben.
Hast thou more
To utter or to do ?
Doge.
May I speak?
Ben.
Thou may'st;
But recollect the people are without,
Beyond the compass of the human voice.
Doge. I speak to Time and to Eternity,
Of which I grow a portion, not to man.
Ye elements! in which to be resolved
I basten, let my voice be as a spirit
Upon’j'ou! Ye blue waves ! which bore my
banner,
YTe winds! which flutter’d o’er as if you
loved it,
And fill’d my swelling sails as they were
wafted
To many a triumph! Thou, my native earth,
Which I have bled for 1 and thou, foreign
earth,
Which drank this willing blood from many
a wound!
Ye stones, in which my gore will not sink,
but
Beek up to heaven! Ye skies, which will
receive it !
Thou sui¡! which shinest on these things,
and Thou!
Who kindlest and who quenchest suns!—
Attest!
I am not innocent—but are these guiltless ?
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I perish, but not unavenged: far ages
Float up from tile abyss of time to be,
And show these eyes, before they cióse, tile
doom
Of tliis proud city, and I leave my curse
On lier and liers for ever!---- Yes, the liours
Are silently engendering of the day,
When she, who built ’gainst Attila a bulwark,
Shall yield, and bloodlessly and basely yield,
Unto a bastard Attila, without
Shedding so much blood in lier last defence,
As these oíd veins, oft drain’d in shielding
her,
Shall pour in sacrifice.—She shall be bought
And sold, and be an appanage to those
Who shall despise her!—She shall stoop
to be
A province for an empire, petty town
In lieu of capital, with slaves for senates,
Beggars for nobles, panders for a people!
Then when the Hebrew ’s in thy palaces,
The Hun in thy high places, and the Greek
Walks o’er thy mart, and smiles on it for
liis:
When thy patricians beg their bitter bread
In narrow streets, and in theii' shameful
need
Malte their nobility a plea for pity;
Then, when the few who still retain a wreck
Of their great fathers’ heritage shall fawn
Round a barbarían Vice of Kings’ Vicegerent,
Even in the palace where they sway’d as
sovereigns,
Even in the palace where they slew their
sovereign,
Proud of some ñame they llave disgraced, or
sprung
From an adulteress boastful of her guilt
With some large gondolier or foreign soldier,
Shall bear about their bastardy in triumph
To the third spurious generationwhen
Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being,
Slaves turn’d o’er to the vanquish’d by the
victors,
Despised by cowards for greater cowardice,
And scorn’d even by the vicious for such
vices
As in the monstrous grasp of their eonception
Defy all codes to image or to ñame them;
Then, when of Cyprus, now thy subject
kingdom,
All tliine inheritance shall be her sliame
Entail’d on thy less virtuous daughters,
grown
A wider proverb for worse prostitution;—
When all the ¡lis of conquer’d States shall
cling thee,

[Act V. Sceue IV.

Vice without splendour, sin without relief
Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o’er,
But in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude,
Prurient yet passionless, coid studied lewdness,
Depraving nature’s frailty to an art
When these and more are heavy on thee,
wlien
Smiles without mirth, and pastimes without
pleasure,
Youtli without honour, age without respect,
Meanness and weakness, and a sense oí woe
’Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar’st
not murmur,
Have made thee last and worst of peopled
deserts,
Then, in the last gasp of tliine agony,
Amidst thy maiiy murders, think of mine !
Thou den of drunkards with the blood of
princes!
Gehenna of the vaters! thou sea Sodom 1
Thus I devote thee to the infernal gods!
Thee and thy serpent seed!
\_Here the D o g e turns and addresses
the Executioner.
Slave, do tliine office I
Strike as I struck the foe! Strike as I would
Have struck those tyrants! Strike deep as my
curse!
Strike—and but once!
[ The D o g e throws himself upon his
hnees, and as the Executioner mises
his sword the scene closes.
Scene IV.
The Plazza and Piazzetta o f St Mark’s.—The
people in croióds gathered round the grated
gates o f the Ducal Palace, which are shut.
First Citizen. I have gain’d the gate, and
can discern the Ten,
Robed in their gowns of state, ranged round
the Doge.
Seconcl Cit. I cannot reach thee with mine
utmost effort.
How is it ? let us liear at least, since siglit
Is thus prohibited unto the people,
Except the occupiers of those bars.
First Cit. One has approach’d the Doge,
and now they strip
The ducal bonnet from his liead—and now
He raises his keen eyes to lieaven ; I see
Them glitter, and his lips move—Hush! liusk!
—no,
’Twas but a murmur—Curse upon the distance!
His words are inarticulate, but the voice
Swells up like mutter’d thunder; would we
could*
But gather a sole sentence I

Sartonapafue,
Second Cit. Hush! we perhaps may catch
the sound.
First Cit.
’Tisvain,
I cannot liear him.—How his hoary hair
Streams on the wind like foam upon the
wave!
Now—now—he kneels—and now they form a
circle
Round him, and all is hidden—but I see
The lifted sword in air---- Ah! hark! it falls!
[The people murmur.
Third Cit. Then they have murder’d him
who would liave freed us.
Fourth Cit. He was a kind man to the
commons ever.
Fifth Cit. Wisely they did to keep their
portals barr’d.
Would we liad known the work they were
preparing
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Ere we were summon’d here—we would have
brought
Weapons, and forced them !
Sixth Cit.
Are you sure he ’s dead ?
First Cit. I saw the sword fall—Lo! what
have we here ?
Enter on theBalcony ofthe Palace whichfionts
St. Mark’s Place a C h i e f o f t h e T e n , with
a hloody SJcord. Pie waves it tlirice before
the People, and exclaims,
“ Justiceliath dealt upon the miglity Traitor! ”
[ The gates are opened; the populace rustí in
totearás the “ Giants’ Staircase,” ichere
the execution has taken place. The foremost o f them exclaims to those behind,
“ The gory liead rolls down the Giants’
Steps! ”
[The curtainfalls.

A TKAGEDY.
TO

THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE
A STRANGER PRESUMES TO OFFER THE HOMAGE OF A
L IT E R A R Y VASSAL TO H IS LIE G E LORD, TH E FIRST OF E X ISTIN G W RITERS,
WHO HAS CREATED TH E LITE R A TU R E OF H IS OWN COUNTRY,
AND ILLU STR ATE D TH AT OF EUROPE.
TH E UNWORTHY PRODUCTION
W HICH THE AUTHOR VENTURES TO INSCRIBE TO H IM IS E N TITLE D ,

SARDANAPALUS.

PREFACE.
I n publishing the following Tragedies* I liave
only to repeat, that they were not composed with
the most remote view to the stage. On the attempt
made by the managers in a former instance, the
public opinión has been already expressed. With
regard to my own privato feelings, as it seems
that they are to stand for nothing, I shall say
nothing.
For the historical foundation of the following
compositions the reader is referred to the Notes.
The Author has in one instance attempted to pre
serve, and in the other to approach, the “ unities; ”
conceiving that with any very distant departure
from them, there may be poetry, but can be no
* “ Sardanapalus ” and “ The Two Foscari.”

drama. He is aware oí the unpopularity of this
notion in present English literature; but it is not
a system of his own, being merely an opinión,
which, not very long ago, .was the law of literature
throughout the world, and is still so in the more
civilized parts of it. But “ nous avons changó tout
cela,” and are reaping the advantages of the
change. The writer is far from conceiving that
anything he can adduce by personal preccpt or
example can at all approach his regular, or even
irregular, predecessors: he is merely giving a reason why he preferred the more regular forination
of a structure, however feeble, to an entire abandonment of all rules whatsoever. Where he has failed,
the failure is in the architect,—and not in the
art.

Act I. Scene I.]

SARDANAPALUS,
Dramatis Personae.
MEN.

King o f Nineveh

Sa r d a n a p a lu s ,

w ohen .

and

Z a r in a , the Queen.

Assyria, t&c.
A rb ac e s , theMede who aspiredtothe Throne.
B e l e s e s , a Chaldean and Soothsayer.
Sa l e m e n e s , the King’s Brother-in-Law.
A l t a d a , an Assyrian Ojjicer o f the Palace.

M y r r h a , an lonianfemale Slave, and the
Favourite o f Sa r d a n a pa lu s .

P a n ia .

Women composing the Harem o f Sa r d a 
n a p a l u s , Gtiards, Attendants, Chal
dean Priests, Medes, <£c. &c.

Z am es.
Sfe ro .
Balea.

Scene.—A Hall in the Poyal Palace o f Nineveh.
In this tvagedy it lias been my intention to follow the account of Diodorus Siculus;
reducing it, however, to sueh dramatic regularity as I best could, and trying to approacli
the unities. I therefore suppose the rebelliou to explode and succeed in one day by a
sudden conspiracy, instead of the long war of the history.

A c t I.
Scene I.—A Hali in the Palace.
Salemenes (solus). He hatli wrong’d his
queen, but stili he is lier lord ;
He hath wrong’d my sister, still líe is my
brother;
He hath wrong’d bis people, still he is their
sovereign,
And I must he bis friend as well as subjectHe must not perish thus. I will not see
The blood of Nimrod and Semiramis
Sinit in the earth, and tliirteen hundred years
•Of empire ending like a shepherd’s tale ;
He must be roused. In his effeminate heart
There is a careless courage which corruption
Has not all quench’d, and latent energies,
Bepress’d hy circumstance, but not destroy’d—
Steep’d, but not drown’d, in deep voluptuousness.
If horn a peasant, he liad been a man
To have reach'd an empire: to an empire horn,
He will bequeath none; nothing but a ñame,
Which his sons will not prize in heritage:
Yet, not all lost, even yet he may redeem
His sloth and slíame, by only being that

Which he should be, as easily as the thhig
He should not be and is. Were it less toil
To sway his nations than consume his life ?
To liead an army than to rule a harem ?
He sweats in paÜing pleasures, dulls his soul,
And saps his goodly strength, in toils which
yield not
Health like the díase, ñor glory like the
war—
He must be roused. Alas! there is no sound
[Soundofsoft musió heardfrom within.
To rouse liim short of thunder. Hark ! tíie
lute,
The lyre, tlie timbrel; the lascivious tinldings
Of lulling instruments, the softeniug voices
Of women, and of beings less than women,
Must chime in to the echo of his reve!,
Wbile the great king of all we know of earth
liOlls crown’d with roses, and his diadem
Lies negligently by to be caught up
By the first manly hand which dares to snatcli
it.
Lo, where they come! already I perceive
The reeking odours of the perfumed trains,
And see the bright gems of the glittering girls,
At once his chorus and his council, flash
Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels,
As femininely garb'd, and scarce less female,
The grandson of Semiramis, the man-queen.—
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Sal.
The queen's brother,
And your most faithful vassal, royal lord.
Sar. (addressing his train). As I have
said, let all dispose their hours
Till midnight, when again we pray your
presence.
[The court retiring.
(To M y r r h a , who is going). Myrrha! I
thought thou ivouldst remain.
Scene II.
Myr.
Great king,
Thou didst not say so.
Enter Sa r d a n a pa lu s effeminately dressed, his
Sar.
But thou lookedst i t :
Head crowned with Flowers, and his Bebe I know each glance of those Ionio eyes,
negligently floioing, attended by a Train of Which said thou wouldst not leave me.
Women and young Slaves.
Myr.
Sire ! your brother---Sal. His consort's brother, minion of Ionia!
Sar. (spealcing to some ofhis attendants). Let
How darest thou ñame me and not blush ?
the pavilion over the Euphrates
Sar.
Not blush!
Be garlanded, and lit, and furmsli’d forth
Thou liast no more eyes than heart to make
Eor an especial banquet; at the hour
her
crimson
Of midnight we will sup there: see nouglit
Like to the dying day on Caucasus,
wanting,
Where sunset tints the snow with rosy
And bid the galley be prepared. There is
shadows,
A cooling breeze which’cnsps the broad clear
And then reproach her with thine own coid
river:
blindness,
We will embark anón. Fair nymphs, who
Which will not see it. What! in tears, my
deign
Myrrha
?
To share the soft hours of Sardanapalus,
Sal. Let them flow on; slie weeps for
W e’ll meet again in that the sweetest hour,
more than one,
When we sliall gather like the stars above us,
And you wi11forín a heaven as bright as theh's; And is herself the cause of bitterer tears.
Sar. Cursed be he who caused those tears
Till then, let each be mistress of her time,
to flow!
And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha, choose
Sal. Curse not thyself—millions do that
Wilt thou along with thern or me ?
already.
Myr.
My lord---Sar. Thou dost forget thee: make me not
Sar. My lord, my life! why answerest
remember
thou so coldly ?
I am a monarch.
It is the curse of kings to he so answer’d.
Sal.
Would thou couldst!
Bule thy own hours, thou rulest mine—say,
Myr.
My sovereign,
wouldst thou
I pray, and thou, too, prince, permit my
Accompany erar guests, or charm away
absence.
The moments from me ?
Sar. Since it must be so, and this churl
Myr.
The king’s choice is mine.
has check’d
Sar. I pray tliee say not so: my chiefest
Thy gentle spirit, g o; but recollect
joy
That we must forthwith meet: I had rather
Is to contribute to thine every wish.
lose
I do not daré to breathe my own desire,
Lest it should clash with thine; for thou art An empire than thy presence.
[E xit M y r r h a .
still
Sal.
It may be
Too prompt to sacrifice thy tlioughts for
Thou wilt lose both, and both for ever!
others.
Sar.
Brother!
Myr. I would remain: I have no happiness
I can at least command myself, who listen
Save in bebolding thine; yet---Sar.
Y et! what y e t ? To language sucli as this: yet urge me not
Thy own sweet will shall be the only barrier Beyond my easy nature.
Sal.
_ ’T is beyond
Which ever rises betwixt tliee and me.
Myr. I tliink the. present is the wonted That easy, far too easy, idle nature,
Which
I
would
urge
thee.
O that I could
hour
rouse thee!
Of council; it were better I retire.
Sal. (comesforxoard and says). The Ionian Though ’t were against myself.
Sar.
By the god Baal!
slave says well: let her retire.
Sar. Who answers ? How now, brother ? I The man would make me tyrant.
He comes! Shalll awaithim? yes, and front
him,
And tell him what all good men tell each other,
Speaking of him and his. They come, the
slaves
Led by the monarch subject to his slaves.
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Sal.
So thou art.
Think'st tliou tliere is no tyranny but tliat
Of hlood and cliams ? The despotism of vice,
The weakness and the wickedness of luxury,
The negligence, the apatliy, the evils
Of sensual sloth—produce ten tkousand
tyrants,
Whose delegated cruelty surpasses
The worst acts of one energetic master,
However harsh and hard in his own bearing.
The false and fond examples of thy lusts
Corrupt no less than they oppress, and sap
In the saíne moment all thy pageant power
And tliose who should sustain i t ; so tliat
whether
A foreign foe invade, or civil broil
Distraet witliin, botli will alike prove fatal:
The fh'st thy subjects have no heart to
conquer;
The last they rather would assist than
vanquish.
Sar. Why, ívhat makes thee the moutlipiece of the people ?
Sal. Forgiveness of the queen’s, my
sister’s wrongs;
A natural love unto my infant nepheivs;
Faith to the king, a faith he may need
shortly,
In more than words; respect for Nimrod’s
line;
Also, another thing tliou knowest not.
Sar. Wliat ’s tliat ?
Sal.
To thee an unknown word.
Sar.
Yet speak i t ;
I love to learn.
Sal.
Virtue.
Sar.
Not knoiv the word!
Never was word yet rung so in my ears—
Worse than the rabble’s shout, or splitting
trumpet:
I ’■
ve heard thy sister talk of notliing else.
Sal. To change the irksome theme, then
hear of vice.
Sar. From wliom ?
Sal.
Even from the winds, if tliou
couldst listen
Unto the echoes of the nation’s voice.
Sar. Come, I ’in indulgent, as tliou know
est, patient,
As tliou hast often proved—speak out, what
moves thee ?
Sal. Thy peril.
Sar.
Say on.
Sal.
Thus, then: all the nations,
For they are many, wliom thy father left
In heritage, are loud in wratli against thee.
Sar. ’Gainst me ! What would the siaves ?
Sal.
A king.
Sar.
And what
Am I then ?

f Act I.

Sal.
In tlieir eyes a notliing; but
In mine a man who might be something still.
Sar. The railing drunkards! why, what
would they llave ?
Have they not peace and plenty ?
Sal.
Of the first
More than is glorious; of the last, far less
Than the king recks of.
Sar.
Whose then is the crime,
But the false satraps, who provide no hetter?
Sal. And somewhat in the monarch who
ne’er looks
Beyond his palace walls, or if he stirs
Beyond them, ’tis hut to some mountain
palace,
Till summer heats wear down. 0 glorious
Baal!
Who built up tliis vast empire, and wert
made
A god, or at the least shinest like a god
Through the long centúries of thy renown,
Tliis, thy presumed descendant, ne’er beheld
As king the kingdoms tliou didst leave as
hero,
Won with thy hlood, and toil, and time, and
peril!
For what? to furnish imposts for a revel,
Or multiplied extortions for a minion.
Sar. I understand thee—thou wouldst
have me go
Forth as a conqueror. By all the stars
Which the Chaldeans read—the restless
siaves
Deserve tliat I should curse them with their
wishes,
And lead them forth to glory.
Sal.
Wherefore not ?
Semiramis—a woman only—led
Tliese our Assyrians to the solar shores
Of Ganges.
Sar.
’Tis most true. And how return’d ?
Sal. Why, like a man—a hero; haffled, but
Not vanquish’d. With but twenty guards,
slie made
Good her retreat to Bactria.
Sar.
And how many
Left she behind in India to the vultures ?
Sal. Our annals say not.
Sar.
Then I will say for them—
Tliat she had better woven within her palace
Some twenty garments, than with twenty
guards
Have fled to Bactria, leaving to the ravens,
And wolves, and men—the fiercer of the
three,
Her myriads of fond subjects. Is this glory ?
Then let me live in ignominy ever.
Sal. All warlike spirits have not the same
fate.
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Semiramis, the glorious parent of
A hundred kings, altliough she fail’d in
índia,
Brought Persia, Media, Bactria, to the realm
Which she once sway’d—and thou might’st
sway.
Sar.
I sway them—
She but subdued them.
Sal.
It may he ere long
Tliat they will need her sword more than
your sceptre.
Sar. There was a certain Bacchus, was
tliere not ?
I ’ve heard my Greek giris speak of such—
they say
He was a god, tliat is, a Greeian god,
All idol foreign to Assyria’s worship,
Who conquer’d this same golden realm of Ind
Thou prat’st of, where Semiramis was
vanquish’d.
Sal. I liave heard of such a man; and
thou perceiv’st
That he is deem’d a god for what he did.
Sar. And in his godship I will honour
him—
Not mudi as man. What, ho! my cupbearer ?
Sal. What means the king ?
Sar.
To worship your new god
And ancient conqueror. Some wine, I say.
Enter Cupbearer.
Sar.

(addressing the Cupbearer). Bring
me the golden goblet, thick with genis,
Which liears the name of Nimrod’s clialice.
Henee,
Fill full, and bear it quickly.
[ E xit Cupbearer.
Sal.
Is this moment
A fitting one for the resumption of
Thy yet unslept-off reveis ?
Ee-enter Cupbearer, with wine.
Sar.

(talíing the cup from him). Noble
kiiisman,
If tliese barbarían Greeks of the far shores
And skirts of these our realms lie not, this
Bacchus
Conquer’d the wliole of índia, did he not ?
Sal. He did, and thence was deem’d a
deity.
Sar. Not so:—of all his conquests a few
columns
Which may be his, and might be mine, if I
Thought them worth purchase and conveyance, are
The landmarks of the seas of gore he slied,
The realms he wasted, and the hearts he
broke.
But here, here in this goblet is his title

To immortality—the immortal grape
From which he first express'd the soul, and
gave
To gladden that of man, as some atonement
For the victorious miscliiefs lie had done.
Had it not been for this, he would have
been
A mortal still in name as in his grave;
And, like my ancestor Semiramis,
A sort of semi-glorious human monster.
Here ’s that which deified him—let it now
Humanise thee; my surly, chiding hrother
Pledge me to the Greek god 1
Sal.
For all thy realms
I would not so blaspheme our country’s
creed.
Sar. That is to say, thou thinkest him
a hero,
That he slied hlood by oceans; and no god,
Because he turn’d a fruit to au enchantment,
Which clieers the sad, revives the old,
inspires
The young, makes weariness forget his toil,
And fear her danger; opens a new world
When this, the present, palls. Well, then
I pledge thee
And liim as a true man, who did his utmost
In good or evil to surprise mankind. [Drínks.
Sal. Wilt thou resume a revel at this
hour ?
Sar. And if I did, ’twere hetter than a
trophy,
Being bought without a tear. But that is
not
My present purpose: since thou wilt not
pledge me,
Continue what thou pleasest.
(l'o the Cupbearer.) Boy, retire.
[E xit Cupbearer.
Sal. I would hut have recall’d thee from
thy dream;
Better hy me awaken’d than rebellion.
Sar. Who should rebel ? or why ? what
cause? pretext?
I am the lawful king, descended from
A race of kings who knew no predecessors.
What have I done to thee, or to the people,
That thou shouldst rail, or they rise up
against me ?
Sal. Of what thou hast done to me, I
speak not.
Sar.
But
Thou think'st that I have wrong’d the queen:
is’t not so?
Sal. Thinh! Thou hast wrong’d her!
Sar.
Patience, prince, and hear me
She has all power and splendour of her
station,
Kespect, the tutelage of Assyria's lieirs,
The liomage and the appanage of sovereignty.

Scene II.]

__________

I married lier as moiiarclis wed—for state,
And loved her as most husbands love tlieir
wives.
I£ she or thou supposedst I could link me
Like a Chaldean peasant to his mate,
Ye knew ñor me, ñor monarchs, ñor mankind.
Sal. I pray tliee, cliange tlie theme: my
blood disdains
Complaint, and Salemenes’ sister seeks not
Beluctant love even from Assyria’s lord!
Ñor would she deigu to accept divided passiou
With foreign strumpets and Ionian slaves.
The queen is silent.
Sar.
And "wliy not her brotlier ?
Sal. I only echo tliee tile voice of empires,
Whicli he ivlio long neglects not long will
govern.
Sar. The ungrateful and ungracious
slaves! they murmur
Because I have not shed tlieir blood, ñor ledthem
To dry into tile desert’s dust by myriads,
Or wliiten with tlieir bones the banks of
Ganges;
Ñor deeiinated them with savage laws,
Ñor sweated them to build up pyramids,
Or Babylonian walls.
Sal.
Yet these are trophies
More wortliy of a people and tlieir prince
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and con
cubines,
And lavish’d treasures, and conteinned virtues.
Sar. Or for my trophies I have founded
cities:
There’s Tarsus and Anchialus, botli built
In one day—what could that blood-loviug
beldame,
My martial grandam, chaste Semiramis,
Do more, except destroy them ?
Sal.
’Tis most true;
I own thy merit in those founded cities,
Built for a whim, reeorded with a verse,
Wliicli sliames both them and thee to coming
ages.
Sar. Shame m e! By Baal, the cities,
thougli well built,
Are not more goodly than the verse 1 Say
what
Thou wilt ’gainst me, my mode of life or rule,
But notliing ’gainst the truth of that brief

Eat, drink, and love; the rest ’s not wortli a

Sal.

A wortliy moral, and a wise inscription,
For a king to put up before his subjects!
Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doubtless
set up edicts—
“ Obey the king—contrihute to his treasure—
Becruit his phalanx—spill your blood at bidding—
Fall down and worsliip, or get up and toil.”
Or thus—“ Sardanapalus on this spot
Slew fifty thousand of his enemies.
These are tlieir sepulclires, and this his
tropky.”
I leave sucli tliings to couquerors; enougli
For me, if I can make my subjects feel
The weiglit of human misery less, and glide
Ungroaning to the tomb: I take no licence
Which I deny to them. We all are men.
Sal. Thy sires have been revered as
gods—
Sar.
In dust
And deatli, wliere they are neither gods ñor
men.
Talle not of sucli to me! the worms are gods;
At least they banqueted upon your gods,
And died for lack of further nutriment.
Those gods were merely men; look to their
issue—
I feel a thousand mortal things abont me,
But notliing godlike,—unless it may be
The thing which you condemn, a disposition
To love and to be merciful, to pardon
The follies of my species, and (that ’s human)
To be indulgent to my own.
Sal.
Alas!
The doom of Nineveli is seal’d.—Woe—woe
To the unrivall’d city!
Sar.
What dost dread ?
Sal. Thou art guarded by thy foes : in a
few hours
The tempest may break out which overwlielms thee,
And tliine and mine; and in another day
What is sliall be the past of Belus’ race.
Sar. What must we dread ?
Sal.
Ambitious treaehery,
Which lias euviron’d thee with suares; but yet
There is resource: empower me with thy
signet
To quell the macliinations, and I lay
The keads of thy cliief foes before thy feet.
Sar. The heads—how many ?
,.
Must I stayto number
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Sal. Wouldst thou not take their lives
who seek for thine ?
Sar. Tliat’s a liard question—But I answer, Yes.
Cannot the thing be done without ? Who are
they
Whom tliou suspectest?—Let them be arrested.Sal. I would thou wouldst not ask me;
the next moment
Will send my answer through thy babbling
troop
Of paramours, and thence fly o’er the palace,
Even to the city, and so baffle all.—■
Trust me.
Sar.
Thou knowest I have done so ever;
Take thou the signet.
[ Gires the signet.
Sal.
I have one more request.
Sar. Ñame it.
Sal.
That thou this night forbear the
banquet
In the pavilion over the Euphrates.
Sar. Forbear the banquet I Not for all
the plotters
That ever shook a kingdom! Let them come,
And do their worst: I shall not blencli for
them;
Nor rise the sooner; ñor forbear the goblet;
Ñor crown me with a single rose the less;
Ñor lose one joyous liour.—I fear them not.
Sal. But thou wouldst arm thee, wouldst
thou not, if needful ?
Sar. Perhaps. I have the goodliest armour, and
A sword of such a temper; and a bow
And javelin, which miglit furnish Nimrod
fortli:
A little lieavy, but yet not unwieldy.
And now I tliiuk on’t, ’tis long since I ’ve
used them,
Even in the chase. Hast ever seen them,
brotlier ?
Sal. Is this a time for such fantastic trifling ?—
If need be, wilt thou wear them ?
Nar.
Will I not?
Olí! if it must be so, and these rasli slaves
Will not be ruled with less, IT1 use the sword
Till they shall wisli it turn’d into a distaff.
Sal. They say thy sceptre ’s turn’d to that
already.
Sar. Tliat’s false! but let them say so:
the oíd Greeks,
Of whom our captives often sing, related
The same of their chief liero, Hercules,
Because he loved a Lydian queen: thou
seest
The populace of all the nations seize
Each calumny they can to sink their sovereigns.
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They did not speak thus of thy
fathers.
Sar.
No;
They dared not. They were kept to toil and
combat;
And never elianged their chains but for their
armour:
Now they have peace and pastime, and the
licence
To revel and to rail; it irles me not.
I would not give the smile of one fair girl
For all the popular breath that e’er divided
A ñame from notliing. What are the rank
tongues
Of this vile lierd, grown insolent with feeding,
That I sliould prize their noisy praise, or
dread
Their noisome clamour ?
Sal.
You have said they are men;
As such their liearts are something.
Sar.
So my dogs’ are;
And better, as more faitliful:—but, proceed;
Thou hast my signet:—since they are tumultuous,
Let them be temper’d, yet not rouglily, till
Necessity enforce it. I líate all pañi,
Given or received; we llave enougli within
us,
The meanest vassal as the loftiest monarch,
Not to add to each other’s natural burtlien
Of mortal misery, but rather lessen,
By mild reciprocal alleviation,
The fatal penalties imposed on life :
But this they know not, or they will not know.
I have, by Baal! done all I could to soothe
them: «
I made no wars, I added no new imposts,
I interfered not with their civic Uves,
I let them pass their days as best migkt suit
them:
Passing my own as suited me.
Sal.
Thou stopp’st
Short of the duties of a king; and therefore
They say thou art unfit to be a monarch.
Sar. They lie.—Unhappily, I am unfit
To be aught save a monarch; else for me
The meanest Mede might be the king instead.
Sal. There is one Mede, at least, who seeks
to be so.
Sar. AVliat mean’st thou ?—’t is thy secret;
thou desirest
Few qüestions, and I ’m not of curious nature.
Take the fit steps; and, since necessity
Eequires, I sanction and support thee. Ne’er
Was man who more desired to rule iu peace
The peaceful only: if they rouse me, better
They liad conjured up stern Nimrod from his
ashes,
“ The mighty hunter.” I will turn these
realms
Q
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To one rvide desert chase of brutes, who were,
But would no more, by their own choice, be
human.
IVhat they have found me, they belie; that
which
They yet may find me—shall defy their \vish
To speak it worse; and let them thank themselves.
Sal. Then thou at last canst feel ?
Sar.
F eel! who feels uot
Ingratitude ?
Sal.
I will not pause to answer
With words, but deeds. Keep thou awake
that energy
Which sleeps at times, but is not dead within
thee,
And thou may’st yet be glorious in thy reign,
As powerful in thy realin. Farewell!
[j Exit Sa l e m e n e s .
Sar. (solus).
Farewell!
He ’s gone; and on his finger bears my signet,
Which is to him a sceptre. He is stern
As I am heedless; and the slaves deserve
To feel a master. Wliat may be the danger,
I know not: he hath found it, let him quell
it.
Must I consume my life—this little life—
In guarding against all may make it less ?
It is not worth so much! It were to die
Before my hour, to live in dread of death,
Tracing revolt; suspecting all about me,
Because they are near; and all who are
remote,
Because they are far. But if it should be
so—
H they should sweep me off»from earth and
empire,
Why, what is earth or empire of the earth ?
I have loved, and lived, and multiplied my
image;
To die is no less natural than those
Acts of this clay! ’T is true I have not shed
Blood as I might have done, in oceans, till
My name became the synonyme of death—
A terror and a trophy. But for this
I feel no penitence; my life is love:
H I must shed blood, it shall be by forcé.
Till now, no drop from an Assyrian vein
Hath flow’d for me, nor hath the smallest
coin
Of Nineveh’s vast treasures e’er been lavish’d
On objects which could cost her sons a tear:
If then they hate me, ’tis because I hate not:
H they rebel, ’tis because I oppress not.
Oh, men! ye must be ruled with scythes, not
sceptres,
And mow’d down like the grass, else all we
reap
Is rank abundanee, and a rotten harvest
Of discontents infecting the fair soil,

[A,:t I.

Making a desert of fertility.—
I '11 think no more____ Within there, ho!
Enter an Attenuant.
Sar.
Slave, teli
The Ionian Myrrha we could crave her presence.
Attend. King, she is here. ’
Mïkbha enters.
Sar. (apart to Attendant). Away !
(Addressmg Mïkrha ).
Beautiful being !
Thou dost almost anticipate my heart;
It throbb’d for thee, and here thou comest:
let me
Deem that some unknown influence, some
sweet oracle,
Communicates between us, though unseen,
In absence, and attracts us to each other.
Myr. There doth.
Sar.
I know there doth, but not its
name:
What is it ?
Myr.
In my native land a God,
And in my heart a feeling like a God’s,
Exalted; yet I own ’tis only mortal;
For what I feel is humble, and yet happy—
That is, it would be happy; but---[M yreha pauses.
Sar.
There comes
For ever sometliing between us and what
We deem our liappiness : let me remove
The barrier which that hesitating accent
Proclaims to thine, and mine is seal’d.
Myr.
My lord!
Sar. My lord—my king—sire—sovereign;
thus it is—
For ever thus, address’d with awe. I ne’er
Can see a smile, unless in some broad
banquet’s
Intoxicating glare, when the buffoons
Have gorged themselves up to equality,
Or I have quaff’d me down to them abasement.
Myrrha, I can hear all these things, these
ñames,
Lord—king—sire—monarch—nay, time was
I prized them;
That is, I suffer’d them—from slaves and
nobles;
But when they falter from the lips I love,
The lips which have been press’d to mine,
a chill
Comes o’er my heart, a cold sense of the
falsehood
Of this my station, which represses feeling
In those for whom I have felt most, and
makes me
Wish that I could lay down the dull tiara,
And share a cottage on the Caucasus

Scene II.]
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With thee, and wear no crowns but those
of flowers.
Myr. Would that we could!
Sar.
And dost thou feel this ?—Why ?
Myr. Then thou wouldst know what thou
canst never know.
Sar. And that is---Myr.
The true valué of a heart;
At least, a woman’s.
Sar.
I have proved a thousand—
A thousand, and a thousand.
Myr.
Hearts ?
Sar.
I think so.
Myr. Not one! the time may come thou
may’st.
Sar.
It will.
Hear, Myrrha ; Salemenes has declared—
Or why or how he hath divined it, Belus,
Who founded our great realm, knows more
than I —
But Salemenes hath declared my throne
In peril.
Myr. He did well.
Sar.
And say’st thou so ?
Thou whom he spurn’d so harshly, and now
dared
Drive from our presence with his savage jeers,
And made thee weep and blusli ?
Myr.
I should do both
More frequently, and he did ivell to call me
Back to my duty. But thou spak’st of
peril—
Peril to thee----Sar.
Ay, from darle plots and snares
From Medes—and disconteuted troops and
nations,
I know not wliat—a labyriuth of things—
A maze of mutter’d threats and mysteries :
Thou know’st the man—it is his usual
custom.
But he is honest. Come, we’ll think no
more on ’t—
But of the midnight festival.
Myr.
’Tis time
To think of aught save festivals. Thou liast
not
Spurn’d his sage cautions ?
Sar.
What ?—and dost thou fear ?
Myr. Fear!—I ’m a Greek, and how should
I fear death ?
A slave, and wherefore should I dread my
freedom ?
Sar. Then wherefore dost thou turn so
pale ?
Myr.
I love.
Sar. And do not I ? I love thee far—far
more
Than either the brief life or the wide realm,
Which, it may be, are menaced;—yet I
blench not.
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Myr. That means thou lovest nor thyself
nor me;
For he who loves anotlier loves himself,
Even for that other’s sake. This is too rash:
Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost.
Sar. Lost!—why, who is the aspiring
cliief who dared
Assume to win them ?
Myr.
Who is he should dread
To try so much ? When he who is their ruler
Forgets himself, will they remember him ?
Sar. Myrrha!
Myr.
Frown not upon me; you have
smiled
Too often on me not to make those frowns
Bitterer to bear than any punishment
Which they may augur.—King, I am your
subject!
Master, I am your slave! Man, I have loved
you!—
Loved yon, I know not by what fatal weakness,
Although a Greek, and born a foe to
monarchs—
A slave, and hating fetters—an Ionian,
And, therefore, when I love a stranger, more
Degraded by that passion than by chains!
Stili I have loved you. I f that love were
strong
Enough to overeóme all former nature,
Shall it not claim the privilege to save
you?
Sar. Save me, my beauty! Thou art very
fair,
And what I seek of thee is love—not safety.
Myr. And without love where dwells
security ?
Sar. I speak of woman’s love.
Myr.
■ The very first
Of human life must spring from woman’s
breast,
Your first small words are taught you from
her lips,
Your first tears quench’d by her, and your
last sighs
Too often breathed out in a woman’s liearing,
When men have shrunk from the ignoble
care
Of watehing the last hour of him who led
them.
Sar. My eloqüent Ionian! thou speak’st
music;
The very chorus of the tràgic song
I have lieard thee talk of as the favourite
pastime
Of thy far father-land. Nay, weep not—calm
thee.
Myr. I weep not.—But I pray thee, do not
speak
About my fathers or their land.
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Sar.
Yet oft
Tliou speakest of them.
Myr.
True—true: constant thought
Will overflow in words unconsciously;
But when another speaks of Greece, it wounds
me.
Sar. Well, then, how wouldst thou save
me, as thou saidst ?
Myr. By teaching thee to save tkyself,
and not
Tliyself alone, but these vast realms, from
all
The rage of tke worst war—tke war of
brethren.
Sar. Wliy, child, I loathe all war and
warriors;
I live in peace and pleasure: wliat can man
Do more ?
Myr.
Alas! my lord, with common men
There needs too oft tlie show of war to keep
The substance of sweet peace; and, for a king,
’T is sometimes better to be fear’d than loved.
Sar. And I have never sought but for the
last.
Myr. And now art neither.
Sar.
Dost thou say so, Myrrha ?
Myr. I speak of civic popular-love, selflove,
Which means that men are kept in awe and
law,
Yet not oppress’d—at least they inust not
think so,
Or if they think so, deem it ueeessary,
To ward off worse oppression, their own
passions.
A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and
revel,
And love, and mirth, was never king of glory.
Sar. Glory! what ’s that ?
Myr.
Ask of the gods tliy fathers.
Sar. They eannot answer; when the
priests speak for them,
'T is for some small addition to the temple.
Myr. Look to the annals of thine empire’s
founders.
Sar. They are so blotted o’er with blood,
I eannot.
But what wouldst have ? the empire has leen
founded.
I eannot go on multiplying empires.
Myr. Preserve thine own.
Sar.
At least, I will enjoy it.
Come, Myrrha, let us go on to the Euphrates:
The liour invites, the galley is prepared,
And the pavilion, deck’d for our return,
In fit adornment for the evening banquet,
Shall blaze with beauty and with ligkt, until
It seems unto the stars whicli are above us
Itself an opposite star; and we will sit
Crown’d with fresk flowers like—

[Act I.

Myr.
Vietims.
Sar.
No, like sovereigns,
The shepherd kings of patriarchal times,
Who knew no hrighter genis than summer
wreaths,
And none but tearless triumphs. Let us on.
Enter P a n ia .
Pan. May the king live for ever!
Sar.
Not an hour
Longer than he can love. How my soul hates
This language, whicli makes life itself a lie,
Flattering dust with eternity! Well, Pania!
Be brief.
Pan. I am ckarged by Salemenes to
Beiterate bis prayer unto the king,
That for this day, at least, he will not quit
The palaee: when the general returns,
He will adduce suck reasons as will warrant
His daring, and perkaps ohtain the pardon
Of his presumption.
Sar.
What! am I then coop’d ?
AIready captive ? can I not even breatke
The breath of lieaven ? Tell prince Salemenes,
Were all Assyria raging round the walls
In mutinous myriads, I would still go forth.
Pan. I must obey you, and yet---- •
Myr.
Oh, monarch, listen.—
How many a day and moon thou liast reclined
Within these palaee walls in silken dalliance,
And never sliown thee to thy people’s longing;
Leaving thy subjeets’ eyes ungratified,
The satraps uncontroÜ’d, the gods unworshipp’d,
And all thiugs in the anarcliy of sloth,
Till all, save evil, slumber’d through the
realm!
And wilt thou not now tarrv for a day,—
A day which may redeem thee? Wilt thou
not
Yield to the few still faithful a few liours,
For them, for thee, for thy past fathers’ race,
And for thy sons’ inkeritance ?
Pan.
’Tis truel
From the deep urgeney with wliicli the prince
Despatcli’d me to your sacra! presence, I
Must daré to add my feeble voice to that
Which now has spoken.
Sar.
No, it must not he.
Myr. For the sake of thy realm!
Sar.
Away!
Pan.
For that
Of all thy faithful subjeets, who will rally
Round thee and thine.
Sar.
These are mere fantasies :
There is no p e r i l ’t is a sullen scheme
Of Salemenes, to approve his zeal,
And show himself more neeessary to us.
Myr. By all that ’s good and glorious take
this counsel.

Scene II.]
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If I must make a prison of our palaee,
Sar. Business to-morrow.
Myr.
Ay, or death to-night. At least we'll wear our fetters jocundly;
Sar. Why let it come then unexpectedly, If the Euphrates he forbid us, and
’Midst joy and gentleness, and mirth and The summer dwelling on its beauteous border,
love;
So let me fall like the pluck’d rose!—far Here we are still unmenaced. H o ! within
there 1
\Exit Sa r d a n a pa lu s .
better
Myr. (sola.) Why do I love this man ? My
Thus than he witker’d.
country’s daughters
Myr.
Then thou wilt not yield,
Love none hut heroes. But I have no
Even for the sake of all that ever stirr’d
country!
A monarch into action, to forego
The slave hatli lost all save ker bonds. 1
A trifling revel.
love liim;
Sar.
No.
And that’s the heaviest link of the long
Myr.
Then yield for mine ;
chain—■
For my sake!
To love wliom we esteem not. Be it so:
Sar.
Thine, my Myrrha !
Myr.
’T is the first The hour is Corning when he TI need all
love.
Boon which I ever ask’d Assyria’s king.
Sar. That ’s true, and were ’t my kingdom, And find none. To fall from him now were
baser
must be granted.
Well, for thy salce, I yield me. Pania, henee! Than to have stabb’d him on his throne when
kighest
Thou kear’st me.
Pan.
And obey.
[E xit P a n ia . Would have been noble in my country’s
creed:
Sar.
I marvel at thee.
What is thy motive, Myrrha, thus to urge me ? I was not nrnde for eitlier. Could I save him,
Myr. Thy safety; and the certainty that I should not love him better, but myself;
And I have need of the last, for I have fallen
nouglit
Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require In my own thoughts, by loving this soft
stranger:
Thus much from thee, but some impending
And yet methinks I love him more, perceivdanger.
ing
Sar. And if I do not dread it, why shouldst
That he is hated of his own barbarians,
thou ?
Myr. Because thou dost not fear, I fear The natural foes of all the blood of Greece.
Could I hut wake a single thought like those
for thee.
Sar. To-morrow thou wilt smile at these Which even the Phrygians felt when battling
long
vain fancies.
Myr. If the worst come, I shall be where ’Twixt Ilion and the sea, within his heart,
He would tread down the barbarous crowds,
none weep,
and triumph.
And that is better than the power to smile.
He loves me, and I love him; the slave loves
And thou ?
Her master, and would free him from his
Sar.
I shall be king, as heretofore.
vices.
Myr. Where ?
Sar.
With Baal, Nimrod, and Semiramis, I f not, I have a means of freedom still.
And if I eannot teacli him how to reign,
Sole in Assyria, or with them elsewhere.
Fate made me what I am—may malee me May show him how alone a king can leave
His throne. I must not lose him from my
nothing—•
sight.
[E xit.
But eitlier that or nothing must I he :
I will not live degraded.
Myr.
Hadst thou felt
Thus always, none would ever daré degrade
Act II.
thee.
Sar. And who will do so now ?
Scene
I
.—
The
Portal o f the same Hall
Myr.
Dost thou suspect none ?
o f the Palaee.
Sar. Suspect 1—that ’s a spy’s office. Oh!
Beleses (solus). The sun goes down: me
we lose
thinks he sets more slowly,
Ten thousand precious moments in vain
Talcing his last look of Assyria’s empire.
words,
And vainer fears. Within tkere!—ye slaves, How red he glares amongst those deepening
clouds,
deck
Like the blood he prediets 1 If not in vain,
The hall of Nimrod for the evening revel:
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Tbou sun tbat sinkest, and ye stars w'bicb
rise,
I liare outwatch’d ye, reading ray by ray
The edicts of your orbs, wbich make Time
tremble
For v.'hat be brings tlie nations, ’tis tbe
furtbest
Hour of Assyria’s years. And yet bow calm!
An eartliquake sbould announce so great a
fall—
A summer’s sun discloses it. Yon dislc,
To tbe star-read Cbaldean, bears upon
Its everlasting page tbe end of wbat
Seem’d everlasting; but ob! tbou true sun!
Tbe buming oraele of all tliat live,
As fountain of all life, and Symbol of
Him who bestows it, wberefore dost tbou limit
Tby lore unto ealamity ? Wby not
Unfold tbe rise of days more wortby tbine
AU-glorious burst from ocean ? wby not dart
A beam of bope atbwart tbe future years,
As of wratb to its days ? Hear me ! ob, hear
m e!
I am tby worshipper, tby priest, tby servant—
I bave gazed ou tliee at tby rise and fall,
And bow’d my bead beneatb tby mid-day
beams,
Wbeu my eye dared not meet tbee. I bave
watcli’d
For tbee, and after tbee, and pray’d to tbee,
And sacrificed to thee, and read, and fear’d
tbee,
And ask’d of tbee, and tbou bast answer’d—
but
Only to tbus muck: wliile I speak, be sinlcs—
Is goue—and leaves bis beauty, not bis knowledge,
To tbe deligbted west, wbicb reveis in
Its hues of dying glory. Yet wbat is
Deatli, so it be but glorious ? ’Tis a sunset;
And mortals may be bappy to resemble
Tbe gods but in deeay.
Enter A rbaces by an inner door.
Arb.
Beleses, why
So rapt in tby devotions ? Dost tbou stand
Gaznig to trace tby disappearing god
Into some realm of undiscover’d day ?
Our business iswitb nigbt—’tis come.
Bel.
But not
Gone.
Arb. Let it roll on—we are ready.
Bel.
Yes.
Would it were over!
Arb.
Does tbe propbet doubt,
To whom tbe very stars sliiue victory ?
Bel. I do not doubt of victory—but tbe
victor.
Arb. 'Well, let tby Science settle tbat.
Meautime

[Act II.

I bave prepared as many glittering spears
As will out-sparkle oiu- albes—your planets.
There is no more to tbwart us. Tbe slieking,
Tbat less tban woman, is even now upon
Tbe waters witli bis female mates. Tbe
order
Is issued for tbe feast in tbe pavilion.
Tbe first cup wbicb be drains will be tbe Iast
Quaffd by tbe line of Nimrod.
Bel.
’T was a brave one.
Arb. And is a weak one—’tis worn out—
we ’11 mend it.
Bel. Art sure of tbat ?
A rb.
Its founder was a hunter—
I am a soldier—wbat is there to fear ?
Bel. Tbe soldier.
Arb.
And tbe priest, it may be: but
If you thought tbus, or think, wby not retain
Your king of concubines ? wby stii’ me up ?
Why spur me to tliis enterprise ? your own
No less tban mine ?
Bel.
Look to tbe sky!
Arb.
I look.
Bel. Wbat seest tbou ?
Arb.
A fair summer’s twilight, and
Tbe gatbering of tbe stars.
Bel.
And midst them, mark
Yon earliest, and tbe brightest, wbicb so
quivers,
As it would quit its place in tbe blue etber.
Arb. Well!
Bel. ’Tis thy natal ruler—tby birtb planet.
Arb. (touchinghis scabbanl). My star is in
tbis scabbard: when it sbines,
It sliall out-dazzle comets. Let us think
Of wbat is to be done to justify
Tby planets and their portents. When we
conquer,
Tbey sball bave temples—ay, and priests—
and tbou
Shalt be tbe pontiff of—wliat gods tbou w ilt;
For I observe tbat tbey are ever just,
And own tbe bravest for tbe most devout.
Bel. Ay, and tbe most devout for brave—
thou liast not
Seen me turn back from battle.
Arb.
N o ; I own tbee
As firm in fight as Babylonia’s captain,
As skilful in Chaldea’s worship: now,
Will it but please tbee to forget tbe priest,
And be tbe ivarrior ?
Bel.
Wby not both ?
Arb.
_
The better;
And yet it almost shames me, we shall
bave
So little to effect. Tbis woman’s warfare
Degrades tbe very conqueror. To bave
pluck’d
A bold and bloody despot from bis throne,

Scene I.]
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Itwas: tbe place, tbe ball of Nimrod.
Lords,
I liumble me before you, and depart.
[E xit Balea .
Arb. I like not tbis same sudden change
of place;
Tbere is some mystery: wberefore sbould be
change it ?
Bel. Dotb be not change a tbousand times
a day ?
Slotb is of all things tlie most fanciful—■
And moves more parasangs in its intents
Than generals in theh- marches, wben tbey
seek
To leave their foe at fault.—Why dost tbou
muse?
Arb. He loved tbat gay pavilion,—it was
ever
His summer dotage.
Bel.
And be loved bis queen—
And thrice a tbousand harlotry besides—
And be bas loved all things by turns, except
W’isdom and glory.
Arb.
Still—I like it not.
H be bas cbanged—why, so must we: tbe
attack
Were easy in tbe isolated bower,
Beset witb drowsy guards and drunken
courtiers;
But in the ball of Nimrod——■
Bel.
Is it so ?
Methought tbe baugbty soldier fear’d to
mount
A throne too easily—does it disappoint tbee
To find tbere is a slipperier step or two
Tban wbat was counted on ?
Arb.
Wben tbe bour comes,
Tbou sbalt perceive bow far I fear or no.
Enter B alea .
Tbou bast seen my life at stake—and gaily
play’d fo r:
Bal. Satraps! Tbe king commands your
But here is more upon tbe die—a kmgdom.
presence at
Bel. I bave foretold already—tbou wilt
Tbe feast to-night.
win i t :
Bel.
To hear is to obey.
Then on, and prosper.
In tbe pavilion ?
Arb.
Now were I a soothsayer,
Bal.
No; here in tbe palace.
Arb. How! in tbe palace ? it was not tbus I would bave boded so much to myself.
But be tbe stars obey’d—I cannot quarrel
order’d.
Witb tbem, nor their interpreter. Wbo’s
Bal. It is so order’d now.
bere ?
Arb.
And wby?
Bal.
I know not.
Enter Salemenes.
May I retire ?
Sal. Satraps!
Arb.
Stay.
Bel.
My prince!
Bel. (to Arb. aside). Husb! let him go bis
Sal.
Well met—I sought ye botb,
way.
(Áltemately to Bal). Yes, Balea, thank tbe But elsewbere tban the palace.
Arb.
Wberefore so ?
monarch, kiss tbe hem
Sal. ’Tis not tbe bour.
Of bis imperial robe, and say, bis slaves
Arb.
Tbe bour!—wbat bour ?
Will take tbe crumbs be deigns to scatter
Sal.
Of midnigbt.
from
B el Midnigbt, my lord!
His royal table at tbe hour—was ’t midnigbt ?

Aid grappled witb him, clasbing steel with
Steel,
Tbat were heroic or to win or fall;
But to upraise my sword agabist tbis silkworm,
And hear him wbine, it may be---Bel.
Do not deem i t :
He bas tbat in him wbicb may make you
strife y e t;
And were be all you think, bis guards are
hardy,
And headed by tbe cool, stern Salemenes.
Arb. Tbey ’11not resist.
Bel.
Wby not? tbey are soldiers.
Arb.
True,
And therefore need a soldier to command
tbem.
Bel. Tbat Salemenes is.
Arb.
But not their king.
Besides, he bates tbe effeminate tbing tbat
governs,
For tbe queen’s sake, bis sister. Mark you
not
He keeps aloof from all tbe reveis ?
Bel.
But
Not from tbe council—there be is ever con
stant.
Arb. And ever thwarted: wbat would you
bave more
To make a rebel out of ? A fool reigning,
His blooddishonour’d, and himself disdain’d:
Wby, it is his revenge we work for.
Bel.
Could
He but be brought to think so: tbis I doubt
of.
Arb. Wbat, if we sound bim ?
Bel.
Yes—if tbe time served.

Bal.
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Sal.
What, are you not invited ?
Bel. Oh! yes—we had forgotten.
Sal.
Is it usual
Thus to forget a sovereign’s invitatiou ?
Arb. Why—■
we but now received it.
Sal.
Then why here ?
Arb. On duty.
Sal.
On wliat duty ?
Bel.
On the state’s.
We have the privilege to approach the
presence;
But found the monarcli absent.
Sal.
And I too
Aín upon duty.
Arb.
May we erave its purport ?
Sal. To arrest two traitors. Guarda!
Within therel
Enter Guards.
Sal. (continuiruj).
Satraps,
Your swords.
Bel. (deliveríng his). My lord, behold
my scimitar.
Arb. (drawing his sword). Talte mine.
Sal. (advancing).
I will.
Arb.
But in your lieart the blade—
The hilt quits not this liand.
Sal. (drawing). H ow ! dost thou brave
me?
’T is well—this saves a trial, and false mercy.
Soldiers, liew down the rebel!
Arb.
Soldiers! Ay—•
Alone you dare not.
Sal.
Alone ! foolish slave—
What is tliere in thee that a prince should
shrink from
Of open forcé ? We dread thy treason, not
Thy strength: thy tootli is nouglit without
its venom—
The serpent’s, not the lion’s. Cut llim down.
Bel. (interposing). Arbaces! are you mad ?
Have I not render’d
My sword? Then trust like me our sove
reign’s justice.
Arb. No—I will somier trust the stars
thou prat’st of,
And this sliglit arm, and die a king at least
Of my own breath and body—so far that
None else shall chaiu them.
Sal. (to the Guards). You hear him and
me.
Take him not,—kill.
[ The Guards attack A r b a c e s , who de
fende himself valianthj and dexterously till they waver.
Sal.
Is it even so; and must
I do the hangman’s office ? Becreants I see
How you should feli a traitor.
[ S a l e m e n e s attacks A r b a c e s .

Enter

Sard an apalus

and Train.

Sar.
Hold your hands—
Upon your lives, I say.
What, deaf or
drunken ?
My sword! O fool, I wear no sword: here,
fellow,
Give me thy weapon.
[T o a Guard.
[ S a r d a n a p a l u s snatches a sword from
one ofthe soldiers, and rushes beticeen
the combatants—they separate.
Sar.
In my very palace!
What hinders me from cleaving you in twain,
Audacious brawlers ?
Bel.
Sire, your justice.
Sal.
Or—
Your weakness.
Sar. (raising the sword). How ?
Sal.
Strike! so the blow ’s repeated
Upon yon traitor—whom you spare a mo
ment,
I trust, for torture—I ’m content.
Sar.
What—him!
Who dares assail Arbaces ?
Sal.
I!
Sar.
Indeed!
Prince, you forget yourself. Upon what warrant ?
Sal. (showing the signet). Thine.
Arb. (confused).
The king's!
Sal. •
Yes! and let the king confirm it.
Sar. I parted not from this for such a
purpose.
Sal. l'ou parted with it for your safety—I
Employ’d it for the best. Pronounce in
person.
Here I am but your slave—a moment past
I was your representative.
Sar.
Then sheathe
Your swords.
[ A r b a c e s and S a l e m e n e s return their
swords to the scdbbards.
Sal. Mine ’s sheatlied: I pray you sheathe
not yours:
’Tis the sole sceptre left you now with
safety.
Sar. A lieavy one; the hilt, too, hurts my
liand.
(To a Guard). Here, fellow, take thy weapon
back. Well, sirs,
What dotli this mean ?
Bel.
The prince must answer that.
Sal. Truth upon my part, treason upon
theirs.
Sar. Treason—Arbaces! treachery and
Beleses!
That were an unión I will not believe.
Bel. Where is the proof ?
Sal.
I '11 answer that, if once
The king demands your fellow-traitor’s sword.

Scene I.]
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Arb. (to Sal.). A sword which liatb been
drawn as oft as thine
Against his foes.
Sal.
And now against his brother,
And in an hour or so against himself.
Sar. That is not possible: he dared not;
no—
No—l ’li not hear of such tliings.—These
vain bickerings
Are spawn’d in courts by base intrigues, and
baser
Hirelings, who live by lies on good men’s
lives.
You must have been deceived, my brother.
Sal.
First
Let him deliver up his weapou, and
Proclaim himself your subject by that duty,
And I will answer all.
Sar.
Why, if I thought so—
But no, it cannot he: the Mede Arbaces—•
The trusty, rough, true soldier—the best captaiu
Of all who discipline our nations-----No,
l ’li not insult him thus, to bid him render
The scimitar to me he never yielded
Unto our enemies. Chief, keep your weapon.
Sal. (delivering back the signet). Monarcli,
take hack your signet.
Sar.
No, retain it ;
But use it with more moderation.
Sal.
Sire,
I used it for your honour, and restore it
Because I cannot keep it with my own.
Bestow it on Arbaces.
Sar.
So I should:
He never ask’d it.
Sal.
Doubt not, he will have it,
Without that liollow semblance of respect.
Bel. I know not what liath prejudiced the
prince
So strongly ’gainst two subjects, than whom
none
Have been more zealous for Assyria’s weal.
Sal. Peace, factious priest, and faithless
soldier 1 thou
Unitest in thy own person the worst vices
Of the most dangerous orders of mankind.
Keep thy smooth words and juggling homilies
For those who know thee not. Thy fellow’s
sin
Is, at the least, a hold one, and not temper’d
By the tricks taught thee in Chaldea.
Bel.
Hear him,
My liege—the son of Belus! he blasphemes
The worship of the land, which hows the knee
Before your fathers.
Sar.
Oh 1 for that I pray you
Let him have absolution. I dispense with
The worship of dead men; feeling thatl
Am mortal, and believing that the race
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From whence I sprung are—what I see them
—aslies.
Bel. King I do not deem so: they are with
the stars,
And——
Sar.
You shall join them ere they will
rise,
I f you preacli further.—Why, this is rank
treason.
Sal. My lord!
Sar.
To school me in the worship of
Assyria’s idols! Let him be relcased—
Give him his sword.
Sal.
My lord, and king, and brothei.
I pray ye pause.
Sar.
Yes, and be sermonised,
And dinn’d, and deafen’d with dead men and
Baal,
Aud all Clialdea’s starry mysteries.
Bel. Monareh ! respect them.
Sar.
Oh ! for that—I love them;
I love to watch them in the deep blue vault,
And to compare them with my Myrrha’s eyes;
I love to see their rays redoubled in
The tremulous silver of Euphrates’ wave,
As the light breeze of midnight crisps thebroad
And rolling water, sighing through the sedges
Which fringe his banks: but whether they
may be
Gods, as some say, or the abodes of gods,
As others hold, or simply lamps of niglit,
Worlds, or the lights of worlds, I know nor
care not.
There ’s something sweet in my uncertainty
I would not change for your Chaldeau lore;
Besides, I know of these all clay can know
Of aught above it, or below it—notbing.
I see their brilliancy and feel their beauty—
Wlien they sliine on my grave I shall know
neither.
Bel. For neither, sire, say better.
Sar.
I will wait,
I f it so please you, pontiff, for that knowledge.
In the mean time receive your sword, and
know
That I p r e fe r y o u r Service m ilita n t
Unto y o u r m in is try — n ot lo v in g eith er.
Sal. (aside). His lusts have made him
mad. Then must I save him,
Spite of himself.
Sar.
Please you to hear me, Satraps I
And cliiefly thou, my priest, because I doubt
thee
More than the soldier; and would doubt thee
all
Wert thou not half a warrior: let us part
In peace—I '11not say pardon —which must be
Eam’d by the guilty; this I ’H not pronounce
jeAlthough upon this breath of mine depends
Q3
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Your own; and, deadlier for ye, ou my fears.
But fear not—for that I am soft, not fearful—
And so live on. Were I tlie thing some think
me,
Y'our heads would now be dripping the last
drops
Of their attainted gore from tlie liigh gates
Of tbis our palace, into tlie dry dnst,
Their only portion of the coveted kingdom
They would be crown’d to reign o’er—let that
pass.
As I have said, I will not deem ye guilty,
Nor doom ye guiltless. Albeit better men
Tlian ye or I stand ready to arraign you;
And should I leave yourfate to sterner judges,
And proofs of all kinds, I migkt sacrifice
Two men, wlio, wbatsoe’er they now are, were
Once honest. Ye are free, sirs.
Arb. _
Sire, this clemency—
Bel. (interrupting him). Is worthy of yourself; and, although innocent,
We thank—
Sar. Priest! keep your thanksgivings for
Belus;
His offspring needs none.
Bel.
But being innocent----Sar. Be silent.—Guilt is loud. I f ye are
loyal,
Ye are injured men, and should be sad, not
grateful.
Bel. So we should be, v-ere justice always
done
By earthly power omnipotent; but innocence
Must oft receive her right as a mere favour.
Sar. That ’s a good sentenee for a homily,
Though not for this occasion. Prithee keep it
To plead thy soTereign’s cause before his
people.
Bel. I trust there is no cause.
Sar.
.
No cause, perhaps;
But many c a u s e r s if ye meet with such
In the exercise of your inquisitive function
On earth, or should you read of it in heaven
In some mysterious twinkle of the stars,
Which are your chronicles, I pray you note,
That there are worse things betwixt earth
and heaven
Than him who ruleth many and slays none;
And, hating not himself, yet loves his fellows
Enough to spare even those who would not
spare him
Were they once masters—but that ’s doubtful.
Satraps!
Your swords and persons are at liberty
To use them as ye will—but from this hour
I have no call for either. Salemenes1
Follow me.
[Exeunt S a e d a n a p a l u s , S a l e m e n e s ,
and the Train, <£-c., leaving A e b a c e s
and B e l e s e s .

Arb.
Bel.
Arb.
Bel.
Arb.

[Act II.

Beleses!

Now, what think you ?
That we are lost.
That we have won the kingdom.
What? thus suspected—with the
sword slung o’er us
But by a single liair, and that still wavering,
To be blown down by his imperious breath
Which spared us—why, I know not.
Bel.
Seek not why;
But let us profit by the interval.
The hour is still our own—our power the
same—•
The night the same we destined. He hath
changed
Nothing except our ignorance of all
Suspicion into such a certainty
As must make madness of delay.
Arb.
And yet----Bel. What, doubting still ?
Arb.
He spared our lives, nay, more,
Saved them from Salemenes.
Bel.
And how long
Will he so spare? till the first drunken
minute.
Arb. Or sober, rather. Yet he did it
nobly;
Gave royally what we had forfeited
Basely---Bel.
Say bravely.
Arb.
Somewhat of both, perhaps,
But it has touch’d me, and, ivhate’er betide,
I will no further on.
Bel.
And lose the world!
Arb. Lose anything except my own esteem.
Bel. I blush that we should owe our lives
to such
A king of distaffs!
Arb.
But no less we owe them;
And I should blush far more to take the
grantor’s I
Bel. Thou may’st endure whate’er thou
wilt—the stars
Have written othenvise.
Arb.
Though they came down,
And marshall’d me the way in all their
brightness,
I would not follow.
Bel.
This is weakness—worse
Than a scared beldam’s dreaming of the
dead,
And waking in the dark.—Go to—go to.
Arb. Methouglit he look’d like Nimrod as
he spoke,
Even as the proud imperial statue stands
Looking the monarch of the kings around it,
And sways, while they but ornament, the
temple.
Bel. I told you that you had too much
despised him.

Scene I.]
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And that there w7as some royalty within
him—
What then ? he is the nobler foe.
Arb.
But we
The meaner.—Would he had not spared us !
Bel.
So—
Wouldst thou he sacrificed thus readily ?
Arb. No—but it had beeu better to have
died
Than live ungrateful.
Bel.
Oh, the souls of some men!
Thou wouldst digest what some call treason,
and
Fools treachery—and, behold, upon the sudden,
Because for something or for nothing, this
Bash reveller steps, ostentatiously,
’Twixt thee and Salemenes, thou art turn’d
Into—what shall I say ?—Sardanapalus 1
I know no ñame more ignominious.
Arb.
But
An hour ago, who dared to term me such
Had held his life but lightly—as it is,
I must forgive you, even as he forgave us—
Semiramis herself would not have done it.
Bel. No—the queen liked no sharers of
the kingdom,
Not even a husband.
Arb.
I must serve him truly---Bel. And humbly ?
Arb.
No, sir, proudly—being honest.
I sliall be nearer thrones than you to heaven;
And if not quite so haughty, yet more lofty.
You may do your own deeming—you have
codes,
And mysteries, and corollaries of
Bight and wrong, which I lack for my direction,
And must pursue but what a plaiii lieart
teaches.
And now you know me.
Bel.
Have you finish’d ?
Arb.
Yes—
With you.
Bel.
And would, perhaps, betray as well
As quit me ?
Arb.
That’s a sacerdotal thought
And not a soldier’s.
Bel.
Be it what you will—
Truce with these wranglings, and but liear me.
Arb.
No—
There is more perii in your subtle spirit
Than in a phalanx.
Bel.
If it must be so—
I ’ll on alone.
Arb.
Alone!
Bel.
Thrones hold but one.
Arb. But this is fill’d.
Bel.
With ivorse than vacancy—
A despised monarch. Look to it, Arbaces:
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I have still aided, cherish’d, loved, and urged
you;
Was willing even to serve you, in the liope
To serve and save Assyria. Heaven itself
Seem’d to consent, and all events were
friendly
Even to the last, till that your spirit shrunk
Into a shalloiv softuess; but now, rather
Than see my country languish, I will be
Her saviour or the victim of her tyrant,
Or one or both, for sometimes both are one;
And if I win, Arbaces is my servant.
Arb. Your servant!
Bel.
Why not ? better than be slave,
TAaepardon'd slave of she Sardanapalus!
Enter P a n i a .
Pan. My lords, I bear an order from the
king.
Arb. It is obey’d ere spoken.
Bel.
Notwitlistanding,
Let ’s liear it.
Pan.
Forthwith, on this very night,
Bepair to your respective satrapies
Of Babylon and Media.
Bel.
With our troops ?
Pan. My order is unto the satraps and
Their household train.
Arb.
But---Bel.
It must be obey’d :
Say, we depart.
Pan.
My order is to see you
Depart, and not to bear your auswer.
Bel. (aside).
Ay!
Well, sir, we will accompany you henee.
Pan. I will retire to marshal fortli the
guard
Of lionour which befits your rank, and wait
Your leisure, so that it the hour exceeds not.
[.Exit P a n i a .
Bel. Now then obey 1
Arb.
Doubtless.
Bel.
Yes, to the gates
That grate the palace, which is now our
prison—
No further.
Arb.
Thou hast harp’d the trnth indeed I
The realm itself, in all its wide extensión,
Yawns dungeons at each step for thee and me.
Bel. Graves!
Arb. If I thought so, this good sword
should dig
One more than mine.
Bel.
It shall have work enough.
Let me hope better than thou augurest;
At present, let us henee as best we may.
Thou dost agree with me in understanding
This order as a sentenee ?
Arb.
Why, -what other
Interpretation should it bear ? it is
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The very policy of orient monarcks—
Pardon and poison—favours and a sword—
A distant voyage, and an eternal sleep.
How many satraps in bis father’s time—
For he I own is, or at least ivas, bloodless—
Bel. But will not, can not be so now.
A ri.
I doubt it.
How many satraps bave I seen set out
In liis sire’s day for migbty yice-royalties,
Whose tombs are on their patb ! I know not
how,
But tkey all sicken’d by the way, it was
So long and lieavy.
Bel.
Let us but regaiu
The free air of tbe eity, and we ’ll sborten
The journey.
Arb.
’Twill be sborten’d at tbe gates,
It may be.
Bel.
N o ; tbey liardly will risk tbat.
Tliey mean us to die privately, but not
Within tbe palace or tbe city walls,
Wkere we are known, and may bave partisans:
If tbey had meant to slay us here, we were
No longer witb tbe living. Let us bence.
Arb. I f I but tkougbt be did not mean
my life— Bel. Fool! henee—what else sbould despotism alarm’d
Mean? Let us but rejoin our troops, and
march.
Arb. Towards our provinces ?
Bel.
N o ; towards your kingdom.
Tbere’s time, tbere’s heart, and bope, and
power, and means,
Which tbeir half measures leave us in full
scope.—
Away 1
Arb. And I even yet repentmg must
Belapse to guilt 1
Bel.
Self-defence is a virtue,
Sole bulwark of all rigkt. Away, I say!
L e t’s leave this place, the air grows tbick
and choking,
And the walls bave a scent of nigkt-skade—
bence!
Let us not leave tkem time for furtber council.
Our quick departure proves our civic zeal;
Our quick departure biuders our good escort,
Tbe wortky Pania, from anticipating
Tbe orders of some parasangs from bence:
Nay, tbere’s no other choice, but---- bence,
I say.
[E xit with A b b a c e s , who
folíolos reluctantly.
Enter

Sa b d a n a p a l u s

and

Sa l e m e n e s .

Sar. Wall, all is remedied, and witbout
bloodslied,
Tbat worst of mockeries of a remedy;
We are now secure by tbese men’s exile.

[Act II.

Sal.
Yes,
As be who treads on flowers is from tbe
adder
Twined round their roots.
Sar.
Why, what wouldst bave me do ?
Sal. Undo w-hat you bave done.
Sar.
Kevoke my pardon ?
Sal. Beplace the crown now tottering on
your temples.
Sar. That were tyrannical.
Sal.
But sure.
Sar.
We are so.
What danger can they work upon the frontier?
Sal. They are not tkere yet—never sbould
tbey be so,
Were I well listen’d to.
Sar.
Nay, I bave listen’d
Impartially to tbee—wby not to tbem ?
Sal. You may know tbat kereafter; as
it is,
I take my leave to order fortk tbe guard.
Sar. And you will join us at tbe banquet?
Sal.
Sire,
Dispense witb me—I am 110 wassailer:
Command me in all Service save tbe Bacchant’s.
Sar. Nay, but ’tis fit to revel now and
tben.
Sal. And fit that some sliould watcb for
tliose who revel
Too oft. Am I permitted to depart ?
Sar. Yes---- Stay a moment, my good
Salemenes,
My brother, my best subject, better prince
Tlian I am king. You sbould liave been the
monareb,
And I —I know not what, and care not; but
Tbink not I am insensible to all
Tliine honest wisdom, and tby rougli yet
kind,
Tbough oft reproving, sufferance of my follies.
I f I liave spared tliese men against tby
counsel,
That is, their lives—it is not that I doubt
The advice was sound; but, let tbem live:
we will not
Cavil about tbeir lives—so let tbem mend
tbem.
Tbeir baniskment will leave me still sound
sleep,
Which tben- deatk had not left me.
Sal.
Thus you run
The risk to sleep for ever, to save traitors—
A moment’s paug now cbanged for years of
crime.
Still let tbem be made quiet.
Sar.
Tempt me not;
My word is past.
Sal.
But it may be recall’d.

Sar. ’Tis royal.
Sal.
And sbould tkerefore be decisive.
This lialf indúlgeme of an exile serves
But to provoke—a pardon sliould be full,
Or-út is none.
Sar.
And who persuaded me
After I bad repeal’d tbem, or at least
Only dismiss’d tbem from our presence, who
Urged me to send tbem to tbeir satrapies ?
Sal. True; tbat I bad forgotten; that is,
sire,
If tbey e’er reach’d their satrapies—why,
tben,
Keprove me more for my advice.
Sar.
And if
They do not reach tbem—look to it!—in
safety,
In safety, mark me—and security—
Look to tliine own.
Sal.
Permit me to depart;
Tbeir safety sliall be cared for.
Sar.
Get tbee bence, tben;
And, prithee, tbink more gently of tby bro
ther.
Sal. Sire, I sliall ever duly serve my
sovereign.
[E xit S a l e m e n e s .
Sar. (solus). Tbat man is of a temper too
severe;
Hard but as lofty as the rock, and free
From all tbe taints of commou eartli—wliile I
Am softer clay, impregnated witb flowers :
But as our mould is, must tbe produce be.
If I bave err’d this time, ’t is on the side
Where error sits most lightly on tbat sense,
I know not what to call i t ; but it reckons
Witb me ofttimes for pain, and sometimes
pleasure;
A spirit wliick seems placed about my heart
To count its tbrobs, not quicken tbem, and
ask
Qüestions which mortal never dared to ask
me,
Nor Baal, tbougli an oracular deity—
Albeit bis marble face majestical
Frowns as the shadows of tbe evening dim
His brows to cbanged expression, till at times
I tbink the statue looks in act to spealc.
Away witb tbese vain thoughts, I will be
joyous—
And kere comes Joy’s true herald.

Sar.
For my own part, I should be
Not ill content to vary tbe smootli scene,
And watcb the warring elements; but this
Would little suit tbe silkeu garments and
Smootli faces of our festive friends. Say,
Myrrha,
Art tbou of tliose who dread tbe roar of
clouds ?
Myr. I 11 my own country we respect their
voices
As auguries of Jove.
Sar.
Jove !—ay, your Baal—
Ours also has a property in thunder,
And ever and anon some fallmg bolt
Proves his divinity,—and yet sometimes
Strikes his own altars.
Myr.
That were a dread ornen.
Sar. Yes—for tbe priests. Well, we will
not go fortk
Beyond the palace walls to-night, but make
Our feast witliin.
Myr.
Now, Jove be praised! tbat be
Hath keard tbe prayer tbou wouldst not liear.
Tbe gods
Aro kinder to tbee tlian tbou to tliyself,
And flash this storm between tbee and thy
foes,
To shield tbee from them.
Sar.
Child, if tbere be peril,
Methinks it is tbe same within tbese walls
As on tbe river’s brink.
Myr.
Not so; tbese walls
Are íiigli and strong, and guarded. Treason
bas
To penetrate tkrough many a winding way,
And massy portal; but in the pavilion
There is no bulwark.
Sar.
No, nor in tbe palace,
Nor in the fortress, nor upon the top
Of cloud-fenced Caucasus, where the eagle
sits
Nested in patliless clefts, if treackery be:
Even as the arrow finds tbe airy king,
Tbe Steel will reach the eartlily. But be
calm;

Tbe men, or innocent or guilty, are
Banish’d, and far ujion their way.
Myr.
They live, tben ?
Sar. So sanguinary ? Thou!
Myr.
I would not skrink
From just infliction of due punisliment
Enter M ï b b h a .
O11 tbose wko seek your life : were ’t otlierwise,
Myr.
King! tbe sky
Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder, I should not merit mine, Besides, you keard
In clouds that seem approaching fast, and Tbe princely Salemenes.
Sar.
This is strange;
show
I 11 forked flashes a commanding tempest.
Tbe gentío and the austere are botli against
Will you tben quit tbe palace ?
me,
Sar.
Tempest, say’st tbou ? And urge me to revenge.
Myr. Ay, my good lord.
Myr.
’T is a Greek virtue.
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Sar.

But not a kingly one—I ’ll none on ’t ;
or
If ever I indulge in ’t, it shall be
Witli kings—my equals.
Myr,
These men souglit to be so.
Sar. Myrrha, this is too feminine, and
springs
From fear---Myr.
For you.
Sar.
No matter, still ’tis fear.
I have observed your sex, once roused to
wrath,
Are timidly yindictive to a pitcli
Of perseverance, which X would not copy.
I thought you were exempt from tliis, as from
The childish helplessness of Asian women.
Myr. My lord, I am no boaster of my love,
Nor of my attributes; I have shared your
splendour,
And wiU partake your fortunes. You may
live
To find one siave more true tlian subject
myriads:
But this the gods avert! I am content
To be beloved on trust for what I feel,
Rather than prove it to you in your griefs,
Which might not yield to any cares of mine.
Sar. Grief cannot come where perfect love
exists,
Except to heighten it, and vanish from
That which it could not scare away. Let ’s
in—
The hour approaches, and we must prepare
To meet the invited guests who grace our
feast.
[Exeunt.

Act III.
Scene I.— The Hall o f llie Palace illuminated
— S a r d a n a p a l u s and liis Guests at Tdble.—■
A storm mthout, and Thunder occasionally
heard during the Banquet.
Sar. Fill fu ll! why this is as it should be:
here
Is my true realm, amidst bright eyes and
faces
•
Happy as fair ! Here sorrow cannot reach.
Zam. Nor elsewhere—where the king is,
pleasure sparldes.
Sar. Is not this better now than Nimrod’s
liuntings,
Òr my wild grandam’s chase in search of
kingdoms
She could not keep when conquer’d ?
Alt.
Miglity though
They were, as all thy royal line have been,
Yet none of these who went before have
reach’d
The acmé of Sardanapalus, who

[Act m .

Has placed his joy in peace—the sole true
glory.
Sar. And pleasure, good Altada, to which
glory
Is but the path. What is it that we seek ?
Enjoyment 1 Wehave cut the way sliort to it,
Andnot gonetrackingit throughhmnan ashes,
Making a grave with every footstep.
Zam.
“
No;
All hearts are happy, and all voices bless
The king of peace, who holds a world in
jubilee.
Sar. Art sure of that ? I have heard otherwise;
Some say that there be traitors.
Zam.
Traitors they
Who dare to say so!—’T is impossible.
What cause ?
Sar. What cause ? true,—fill the goblet up;
We will not think of them: there are none such,
Or if there be, they are gone.
Alt.
Guests, to my pledge!
Down on your knees, and drink a measure to
The safety of the king—the monarch, say I ?
The god Sardanapalus!
[ Z a í i e s and the Guests hneel, and exclaim—
Mightier than
His father Baal, the god Sardanapalus!
[I t tkunders as they hneel; some start
up in confusión.
Zam. Why do you rise, my friends ? in that
strong peal
His father gods consented.
Myr. _
Menaced, rather.
King, wilt thou bear this mad impiety?
Sar. Impiety!—nay, if the sires who
reign’d
Before me can be gods, I ’ll not disgrace
Their lineage. But arise, my pious friends;
Hoard your devotion for the thunderer there:
I seek but to be loved, not worshipp’d.
AU.
Both—
Both you must ever be by all true subjects.
Sar. Methinks the thunders still increase:
it is
An awful night.
Myr.
Oh yes, for those who have
No palace to protect their worshippers.
Sar. That ’s true, my Myrrha; and could
I convert
My realm to one wide shelter for the wretched,
l ’d do it.
Myr. Thou ’rt no god then, not to be
Able to Work a will so good and general,
As thy wish would imply.
Sar.
And your gods, then,
Who can, and do not ?
Myr.
Do not speak of that,
Lest we provoke them.
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Myr. All?
Pan.
Too many.
Sar.
Spare not of thy free speech,
To spare mine ears the truth.
Pan.
My own slight guard
Were faithful, and what ’s left of it is still so.
Myr. And are these all the forcé still faith
ful?
Pan.
No—
The Bactrians, now led on by Salemenes,
Who even then was on his way, still urged
By strong suspicion of the Median chiefs,
Are numerous, and make strong head against
The rebels, fighting indi by inch, and forming
An orb around the palace, where they mean
To centre all their forcé, and save the king.
[He hesitates) I am eharged to---Myr.
’Tis no time for hesitation.
Pan. Prince Salemenes doth implore the
king
To arm himself, although but for a moment,
And show himself unto the soldiers : his
Solé presence in this instance might do more
Than hosts can do in his behalf.
Sar.
What, ho!
My arrnour there.
Myr.
And wilt thou?
Sar.
Will I not?
Ho, there!—but seek not for the buckler:
’tis
Too lieavy:—a liglit cuirass and my sword.
Where are the rebels ?
Pan.
Scarce a furlong’s length
From the outward wall the fiercest conflict
rages.
Enter P a n i a , with his sword and garments
Sar. Then I may charge on horseback.
Uoody, and disordered. The guests rise in
Sfero, ho!
Order my horse out.—There is space enougli
confusión.
Pan. [to the Guards). Look to the portals; Even in our courts, and by the outer gate,
And with your best speed to the walls with- To marshal half the horsemen of Arabia.
[E x it S f e r o fo r the armour.
out.
Myr. How I do love thee!
Your arms 1 To arms ! The king’s in danger.
Sar.
I ne’er doubted it.
Monarch,
Myr. But now I know thee.
Excuse this haste,—’t is faith.
Sar. [to his Attendant). Bring down my
Sar.
Speak on.
spear too.—
Pan.
It is
As Salemenes fear’d; the faithless satraps-— Where ’s Salemenes ?
Pan.
Where a soldier should be,
Sar. You are wounded—give some wine.
In the thick of the figlit.
Take breath, good Pania.
Sar.
Then basten to him---- Is
Pan. ’Tis nothing—a mere flesh wound.
The path still open, and communication
I am worn
Left ’twixt the palace and the phalanx ?
More with my speed to warn my sovereign,
Pan.
’Twas
Than hurt in his defence.
Myr.
Well, sir, the rebels ? When I late left him, and I have no fear:
Pan. Soon as Arbaces and Beleses reach’d Our troops were steady, and the phalanx
form’d.
Their stations in the city, they refused
Sar. Teli him to spare his person for the
To march; and on my attempt to use the
present,
power
And that I will not spare my own—and say,
Which I was delegated with, they call’d
Upon their troops, who rose in fierce defiance. I come.

Sar.
True, they love not censure
Better than mortals. Friends, a thought has
struck me:
Were there no temples, would there, think
ye, be
Air worshippers ? that is, when it is angry,
And pelting as even now.
Myr.
The Persian prays
Upon his mountain.
Sar.
Xes, when the sun shines.
Myr. And I would ask if this your palace
were
Unroof’d and desolate, how many flatterers
Would lick the dust in which the king lay
low ?
Alt. The fair Ionian is too sarcastic
Upon a nation whom she knows not well;
The Assyrians know no pleasure but their
king’s,
And homage is their pride.
Sar.
Nay, pardon, guests,
The fair Greek’s readiness of speech.
Alt.
Pardon I sire :
We honour her of all things next to thee.
Hark! what was that ?
Zam.
That! nothing but the jar
Of distant portals shakeu by the wind.
Alt. It sounded like the clash of—hark
again!
Zam. The big rain pattering on the roof.
Sar.
No more.
Myrrha, my love, hast thou thy shell in order ?
Sing me a song of Sappho, her, thou know’st,
Who in thy couutry threw-----
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There ’s victory in the very word.
[E xit P a n ia .
Sar. Altada—Zames—forth, and arm ye 1
There
Is all in readiness in the armoury.
See that the women are bestow’d in safety
In the remote apartments: let a guard
Be set before them, with strict cliarge to quit
The post but with their lives—command it,
Zames.
Altada, arm yourself, and return here;
Your post is near our person.
[ Exeunt Z ames , A ltad a , and all save

[Act III.

Myr.
I f it were so,
’Twere not the first Greek girl had trod the
path.
I will await here your return.
Ear.
The place
Is spacious, and the first to be sought out,
I f they prevail; and, if it be so,
And I return not——
Myr.
Stili we meet again.
Sar. How ?
Myr. In the spot where all musí meet at
last—
In Hades! if there be, as I believe,
M ykrha . A shore beyond the Styx; and if there be
not,
In ashes.
Enter Sfebo and others with the King’s
Sar.
Darest thou so much ?
Arms, tic.
Myr.
I daré all things
Efe.
_
_
King! your armour. Except survive what I have loved, to be
Sar. (arminrj himself). Give me the cuirass A rebel's booty: forth, and do your bravest.
—so: my baldric; now
My sword: I had forgot the helm—where
Re-enter Sfebo with. the mirror.
is it?
That’s well—no, ’tis too heavy: you misSar. (looking at himself). This cuirass fits
take, too—
me well, the baldric better,
It was not this I meant, but that wliieli bears And the helm not at all. Methinks I seem
A diadem around it.
[Elings away the helmet after trying
Efe.
Sire, Ideem’d
.
,
it again.
That too conspicuous from the precious stones Passing well in these toys; and now to
To risli your sacred brow beneath—and trust
prove them.
me,
Altada ! Where ’s Altada ?
This is of better metal, though less rich.
Efe.
Waiting, sire,
Sar. You deem’d I Are you too turn’d a Without: he has your sliield in readiness.
rebel ? Fellow!
Ear. True; I forgot he is my shield-bearer
Your part is to obey: return, and—no—
By nglit of blood, derived from age to age.
It is too late—I will go forth without it.
Myrrha, embrace me; yet once more—once
Sfe. At least, wear this.
more—
Sar.
AVear Caucasus ! why, ’tis Love me, whate’er betide. My chiefest glory
A mountain on my temples.
Shall be to make me worthier of your love.
Efe.
Sire, the meanest
Myr. Go forth, and conquer !
Soldier goes not forth thus exposed to battle.
[Exeunt Saedanapalus and Sfeeo.
All meii will reeognise you—for the storm
Now, I am alone,
lias ceased, and the moon breaks forth in All are gone forth, and of that all how few
her brightness.
Perhaps return 1 Let him but vanquish, and
Sar. I go forth to be recognised, and thus Me perish! I f lie vanquish not, I perish;
Shall be so sooner. Now—my spear! I ’m For I will not outlive him. He has wound
arm’d.
About my heart, I know not how ñor why.
[ Ingoing stops short, andturns to Sfebo. Not for that he is king; for now his kingdom
Sfero—I had forgotten—bring the mirror.
líocks underneath his throne, and the earth
Sfe. The mirror, sire ?
yawns
Ear.
Yes, sir, of polisli’d brass, To yield him no more of it than a grave;
Brought from the .spoils of índia—but be And yet I love him more. Oh, mighty Jovel
speedy.
[E xit Sfebo. Forgive tlns monstrous love for a barbarían,
Sar. Myrrha, retire unto a place of safety. Who knows not of Olympus! yes, I love him
Why went you not forth with the other Now, now, far more than----Hark—to the
damsels ?
war shout!
Myr. Because my place is here.
Methinks it nears me. I f it should be so,
Sar.
And when I am gone---.
.
[Ehe draws forth a srnall vial.
Myr. I follow.
lilis cunmng Colchian poison, whicli my
Ear.
Yon ! to battle ?
father
J
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Learn’d to compound on Euxine shores, and
taught me
How to preserve, shall free me! It had
freed me
Long ere this hour, but that I loved, until
I half forgot I was a slave:—where all
Are slaves save one, and proud of servitude,
So they are served in turn by something
lower
In the degree of bondage, we forget
That sliackles worn like ornaments no less
Are chains. Again that shout! and now the
clasli
Of arms—and now—and now—
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Enter an Officer.
Officer.
Lost,
Lost almost past recovery. Zames! Where
Is Zames?
Myr.
Posted with the guard appointed
To watch before the apartment of the women.
[E x it Officer.
Myr. (sola). H e’s gone; and told no more
than that all ’s lost!
What need have I to know more ? I 11 tliose
words,
Those little words, a kingdom and a king,
A line of thirteeu ages, and the lives
Of thousands, and tile fortune of all left
With life, are merged; and I, too, with the
Enter A ltada .
.
great,
Alt.
Ho, Sfero, lio ! Like a small bubble breaking with the wave
Myr. He is not here; what wouldst thou Which bore it, shall be nothing. At the
with him ? How
least,
Goes 011 the confliet ?
My fate is in my keeping: 110 proud victor
Alt.
Dubiously and fiercely. Símil count me with his spoils.
Myr. And the king ?
Alt.
Like a king. I must find Sfero,
Enter P a n ia .
And bring him a new spear and his own
Pan.
Away with me,
helmet.
Myrrha, without delay; we must not lose
He fights till now bare-lieaded, and by far
A
moment—all
that
’s
left
us
now.
Too much exposed. The soldiers knew his
Myr.
The king ?
face,
Pan. Sent me here to conduct you henee,
And the foe too; and in the moon’s broad
beyond
liglit,
The river, by a secret passage.
His silk tiara and his flowing liair
Myr.
Then
Make him a mark too royal. Every arrow
He lives—
Is pointed at the fair hair and fair features,
Pan.
And
charged
me
to
secure
your life,
And the broad fillet which crowns both.
Myr.
Ye gods, And beg you to live on for his sake, till
Who fulminate o’er my father’s land, proteet He can rejoin you.
Myr.
Will he then give way ?
him!
Pan. Not till the last. Still, still he does
Were you sent by the king?
whate’er
Alt.
By Salemenes,
Despair can do; and step by step disputes
Who sent me privily upon this charge,
The
very
palace.
Without the knowledge of the careless
Myr.
They are here, then:—ay,
sovereign.
The king 1 the king fights as he reveis! lio I Their shouts come ringing through the ancient halls,
What, Sfero ! I will seek the armoury—
He must be there.
[ Exit A lt ad a . Never profaned by rebel echoes till
This fatal night. Farewell, Assyria’s line !
Myr.
’Tis no dishonour—110—
Farewell to all of Nimrod! Even the ñame
’Tis 110 dishonour to have loved this man.
Is now no more.
I almost wish now, what I never wisli’d
Pan.
Away with me—away!
Before, that he were Grecian. I f Alcides
Myr. No: ITI die here!—Away, and tell
Were sliamed in wearing Lydian Ompliale’s
your king.
She-garb, and wielding her vile distaff; surely
I loved him to the last.
He, who springs up a Hercules at once,
Nursed in effeminate arts from youth to
Enter Sabdanapalus and Salemenes with
manhood,
Soldiers. P a n ia quits M yeeha , and ranges
And ruslies from the banquet to the battle,
himself with them.
As though it were a bed of love, deserves
That a Greek girl should be his paramour,
Sar.
Since it is thus,
And a Greek bard his minstrel, a Greek tomb W e’ll die where we were born—in our own
His monument. How goes the strife, sir ?
halls.
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Serry your ranks—stand firm. I liave desi>atck'd
A trusty satrap for the guard of Zames,
All fresli and faitliful; tbey ’ll be liere anon.
All is not over.—Pania, look to Myrrba.
[P a n ia returns towards M yrrha .
Sal. We bave breathing time; yet once
more cliarge, my friends—
One for Assyria!
Sar.
Eather say for Bactria!
My faithful Bactrians, I will benceforth be
King of your nation, and we ’ll liold together
This realm as province.
Sal.
Hark I tbey come—tbey come.

[Act III.

Myr.
Me l
Tbink not of me—a single soldier’s arm
Must not be wanting now. I ask no guard,
I need no guard: wbat, witb a world at
stake,
Keep watcli upon a woman ? Henee, I say,
Or tbou art sbamed! Nay, tben, I will go
fortli,
A feeble female, ’midst their desperate strife,
And bid tbee guard me there—wbere tbou
shouldst sbield
Tby sovereign.
[Exit M yerha .
Pan.
Yet stay, damsel!—She is gone.
If aught of ili betide her, better I
Had lost my life. Sardanapalus holds her
Enter B eleses and Ajíbaces with the Rebels. Far dearer tban bis kingdom, yet he figbts
Arb. Set on, we bave tliem in tbe toil. For tbat too; and can I do less tlian be,
Cliarge! charge 1
Who never flash’d a scimitar till now ?
Bel. On! on !—Heaven figbts for us, and Myrrba, return, and I obey you, thougb
witb us—On !
In disobedience to tbe monarch. [E xit P a n ia .
\They charge the King and Salemenes
Enter
A ltada and Seeko by an opposite door.
with their troops, who defend themselves
till the arrim i o/ Z ames idtli the Ouard
Alt.
Myrrba!
befare mentioned. The Rebels are then Wbat, gone ? yet slie was here wben tbe fight
driven off, and pursued by Salemenes ,
raged,
éc. As the King is going to join the And Pania also. Can aught bave befallen
pursuit, Beleses crosses him.
tbem ?
Bel. Ho ! tyrant—I will end tliis war.
Sfe. I saw botb safe, wben late tbe rebels
Sar.
Even so,
fled;
My warlike priest, and precious prophet, and Tbey probably are but retired to make
Grateful and trusty subject: yield, I pray Their way back to tbe harem.
tbee.
Alt.
I f tbe king
I would reserve tbee for a fitter doom,
Prove victor, as it seems even now be must,
Batber tban dip my hands in boly blood.
And miss bis own Ionian, we are doom’d
Bel. Tbine liour is come.
To worse than captive rebels.
Sar.
No, tliine.—I ’ve lately read,
Sfe.
Let us trace tbem;
Thougb but a young astrologer, tbe stars ;
Sbe cannot be fled far; and, found, sbe makes
And ranging round the zodiac, found tby fate A richer prize to our soft sovereign
In tbe sign of the Scorpion, wíiich prociaims Tban bis recover’d kingdom.
Tbat tliou wilt now be crusb’d.
Alt.
Baal bimself
Bel.
But not by tbee. Ne’er fougbt more fiercely to win empire,
\_Theyfight; B eleses is wounded and
tban
disarmed. His silken son to save i t : he defies
Sar. (raising his sword to despatch him, All augury of foes or friends; and like
exclaims)—
Tbe cióse and sultry summer’s day, wbicb
Now call upon tliy planets, will tbey shoot
bodes
Froni tbe sky to preserve their seer and A twilight tempest, bursts forth in sucb
credit ?
tbunder
[A party o f Rebels enter and rescue B e  As sweeps tbe ah- and deluges tbe earth.
leses . They assail the King, who, in
Tbe man ’s inscrutable.
turn, is rescued by a Party of his
Sfe.
Not more tban otbers.
Soldiers, who drive the Rebels off.
All are the sons of circumstance: away—
Tbe villain was a prophet after all.
Let ’s seek the slave out, or prepare to be
Upon tbem—bo ! there—victory is ours.
Tortured for his infatuation, and
[ E x it in pursuit.
Condemn’d witbout a crime.
[Exeunt.
Myr. (to Pan.) Pursue I Why stand’st thou
Enter Salemenes and Soldiers, éc.
here, and leav’st the ranlts
Of fellow-soldiers conquering without tbee ?
Sal.
Tbe triumph is
Pan. Tbe king’s command was not to Flattering: tbey are beaten backward from
quit tbee.
tbe palace,
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As I am now. [They bring water—he drinhs.
And we bave open’d regular access
I live again—from benceforth
To the troops station’d 011 tbe other side
Euphrates, wbo may still be true; nay, must Tbe goblet I reserve for bours of love,
But war on water.
be,
Sal.
And tbat bandage, sire,
Wben tbey bear of our victory.—But wbere
Is tbe cbief victor ? where ’s tbe king ?
Wbicb girds your arm ?
Sar.
A scrateb from brave Beleses.
Enter Sardanapalus , cum suis, éc. and
Myr. Oh! be is wounded!
M yrrha .
Sar.
Not too mucb of that;
Sar.
Here, brother. And yet it feels a little stiff and painful,
Now I am cooler.
Sal. Unhurt, I bope.
Myr.
You bave bound it with—
Sar.
Not quite; but let it pass.
Sar. Tbe fillet of my diadem: tbe first
We ’ve clear’d the palace----time
Sal.
And I trust tbe city.
Our numbers gatker; and l ’ve order’d 011- Tbat ornament was ever aught to me
Save an encumbrance.
ward
Myr. (to the Attendants). Summon speedily
A cloud of Parthians, hitherto reserved,
A
leecli of the most skilful: pray, retire:
All fresb and fiery, to be pour’d upon tbem
I will uubind your wound and tend it.
In their retreat, wbicb soon will be a flight.
Sar.
Do so,
Sar. It is already, or at least they march’d
Faster tban I could follow witb my Bactrians, For now it throbs sufiiciently: but wbat
Wbo spared no speed. I am spent: give me Know’st tbou of wounds ? yet wherefore do
I ask?
a seat.
Know’st tbou, my brother, wbere I ligbted
Sal. There stands tbe throne, sire.
on
Sar.
’Tis no place to rest on,
Tbis minion ?
For mind nor body: let me bave a coucli,
Sal.
Herding witb tbe other females,
[Theyplace a seat.
A peasant’s stool, I care not wbat: so—now Like frigbten’d antelopes.
Sar.
N o : like tbe dam
I breathe more freely.
Sal,
Tbis great hour has proved Of tbe young lion, femininely raging
Tbe brigktest and most glorious of your life. (And femininely meanetk furiously,
Sar. And the most tiresome. Wbere ’s my Because all passions ni excess are female)
Against tbe hunter flymg with ber cub,
cupbearer?
Sbe urged on witb ber voice and gesture, and
Bring me some water.
Her iloating hair and flasliing eyes, tbe
Sal. (smiling). 'Tis tbe first time be
soldiers,
Ever bad sucb an order: even I,
Your most austere of counsellors, would now In tbe pursuit.
Sal.
Indeed!
Suggest a purpler beverage.
Sar.
You see, this night
Sar.
Blood—doubtless.
But tbere’s enougb of tbat shed; as for wine, Made warriors of more tban me. I paused
To
look
upon
ber,
and
ber
kindled cbeek;
I bave learn’d to-nigbt tbe price of tbe pure
Her large black eyes, tbat flash’d through
element:
ber long hair
Thrice bave I drank of it, and tbrice renew’d,
AVitb greater strengtb than tbe grape ever As it stream’d o’er ber; ber blue veins tbat
rose
gave me,
My charge upon tbe rebels. Wbere’s tbe Along ber most transparent brow; ber nostril
soldier
Dilated from its symmetry; ber lips
Wbo gave me water in bis belmet ?
Apart;
ber voice tbat clove through all the
One o f the Guards.
Slain, sire!
din,
An arrow pierced bis brain, wliile, scattermg
Tbe last drops from bis helm, be stood in act As a lute piercetb through tbe cymbals’
clasli,
To place it on his brows.
Sar.
Slain! unrewarded ! Jarr’d but not drown’d by tlie loud brattling;
ber
And slain to serve my thirst: that’s bard,
Waved arms, more dazzling witb their own
poor slave!
born
wbiteness
Had be but lived, I would bave gorged him
Than tbe Steel ber band lield, wbicb sbe
witb
cauglit up
Gold: all tbe gold of earth could ne’er repay
Tbe pleasure of tbat draugbt; for I was From a dead soldier’s grasp;—all tbese tliings
made
parch’d
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Her seem unto the troops a prophetess
Of victory, or Victory kerself,
Come down to hail us liers.
Sal. (aside.)
Tliis is too mucli.
Again the love-flt’s on him, and all’s lost,
Unless we turn liis thoughts.
(Aloud.) But pray tliee, sire,
Think of your wound—you said even now
’twas painful.
Sar. That’s true, too; but I must not
think of it.
Sal. I have look’d to all things needful,
and will now
Reeeive reports of progress made in such
Orders as I had given, and then return
To hear your further pleasure.
Sar.
Be it so.
Sal. (in retiring). Myrrha!
Myr.
Prince!
Sal.
You have shown a soul to-niglit,
Which, were he not my sister’s lord---- But
now
I have no time: tkou lovest the ldng ?
Myr.
I love
Sardanapalus.
Sal.
But wouldst have him lting still ?
Myr. I would not have him less than
wliat he should be.
Sal. Well then, to have him king, and
yours, and all
He should, or should not be; to have him
live,
Let him not sink back into luxury.
You have more power upon his spirit than
Wisdom within these walls, or fierce rebellion
Raging without: look well that he relapse
not.
Myr. There needed not the voice of Salemenes
To urge me on to this: I will not fail.
All that a woman’s weakness can---- Sal.
Is power
Omnipotent o’er such a keart as his:
Exert it wisely.
[E x it Salemenes .
Sar.
Myrrha! wliat, at whispers
With my stern brother? I shall soon be
jealous.
Myr. (smiling). You have cause, sire; for
on the eartli there breathes not
A man more wortliy of a woman’s love,
A soldier's trust, a subject’s reverence,
A king’s esteem—the whole world’s adrniration!
Sar. Praise him, but not so warmly. I
must not
Hear those sweet lips grow eloqüent in
aught
That throws me into shade; yet you speak
truth.

[Act IV.

Myr. And now retire, to have your wound
look’d to.
Pray lean on me.
Sar.
Yes, love ! but not from paiu.
[Exeunt mimes.

Act IV.
Scene I.— Sardanapalus discorered sleeping
upon a Couch, and occasionally disturbed in
his slumbers, vntli M yrrha watching.
Myr. (sola, gazintj). I have stolen upon
his rest, if rest it be,
Which tlius convulses slumber: shall I wake
him?
No, he seems calmer. Oh, tliou God of Quiet!
Wliose reign is o’er seaí’d eyelids and soft
dreams,
Or deep, dcep sleep, so as to be unfathom’d,
Look like thy brother, Death,—so still, so
stirless—
For then we are happiest, as it may be, we
Are happiest of all within the realm
Of thy stern, silent, and unwakening twin.
Again he moves—again the play of pain
Shoots o’er his features, as the sudden gust
Crisps the reluctant lake that lay so calm
Beneath the mountain shadow; or the blast
Buffles the autumn leaves, that drooping
cling
Faintly and motionless to their loved boughs.
I must awake him—yet not yet; who knows
From what I rouse him ? It seems paiu;
but if
I quicken him to keavier pain ? The fever
Of this tumultuous niglit, the grief too of
His wound, though sliglit, may cause all this,
and sliake
Me more to see than him to suffer. N o :
Let Nature use her own maternal means,
And I await to second, not disturb her.
Sar. (iawakening). Not so—although ye
multiplied the stars,
And gave them to me as a realm to share
From you and with you! I would not so
purchase.
The empire of eternity. Henee—henee—
Oíd hunter of the earliest brutes! and ye,
VTho liunted fellow-creatures as if brutes!
Once bloody mortals—and now bloodier idols,
I f your priests lie not 1 And thou, ghastly
beldame!
Dripping with dusky gore, and trampling on
The carcasses of lude—away! away !
Where am I ? Where the spectres ? Where---No—that
Is no false phantom: I should know it ’midst

^arbanapafue.
AIl tliat the dead daré gloomily raise up
From tlieir black gulf to daunt the livhig.
Myrrha!
Myr. Alas! tliou art palé, and on thy
brow the drops
Gather like night dew. My beloved, hushCalm thee. Thy speech seems of another
world,
And thou art lord of this. Be of good ckeer;
All will go well.
Sar.
Thy hand—so—’t is thy liand ;
’Tisflesh; grasp—clasp—yet closer, till I feel
Myself that which I was.
Myr.
At least know me
For what I am, and ever must be—tliine.
Sar. I know it now. I know this life
again.
Ah, Myrrha! I have been where we shall be.
Myr. My lord!
Sar. I ’ve been i’ the grave—where wcrms
are lords,
And kings are---- But I did not deem it so;
I thought ’t was notbing.
Myr.
So it is ; except
Unto the timid, who anticipate
That which may never be.
Sar.
Oh, Myrrha ! if
Sleep shows such things, what may not death
disclose ?
Myr. I know no evil death can show,
which life
Has not already skown to those who live
Embodied longest. I f there be indeed
A sliore where mind survives, ’t will be as mind,
All unincorporate: or if there Hits
A shadow of this cumbrous clog of clay,
Which stalks, metkinks, between our souls
and lieaven,
And fetters us to earth—at least the phantom,
Whate’er it have to fear, will not fear death.
Sar. I fear it not; but I have felt—have
seen—
A legión of the dead.
Myr.
And so have I.
The dust we tread upon was once alive,
And wretclied. But proceed: what hast thou
seen ?
Speak it, ’twill lighten thy dimm’d mind.
Sar.
Methought---Myr. Yet pause, thou art tired—in pain—
exhausted; all
Which can impair both strengtk and spirit:
seek
Batker to sleep again.
Sar.
Not now—I would not
Dream; though I know it now to be a dream
What I have dreamt:—and canst thou bear
to hear it ?
Myr. I can bear all things, dreams of life
or death,
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Which I participate with you in semblance
Or full reality.
Sar.
And this look’d real,
I tell you: after that these eyes were open,
I saw them in their fliglit—for then tliey iied.
Myr. Say on.
Sar.
I saw, that is, I dream’d myself
Here—here—even where ive are, guests as
we were,
Myself a host that deem’d liimself but guest,
Willing to equal all in social freedom;
But, on my rigkt hand and my left, instead
Of thee and Zames, and our custom’d meeting,
Was ranged on my left hand a liaughty, dark,
And deadly face; I could not recoguise it,
Yet I had seen it, though I knew not where:
The features were a giant’s, and the eye
Was still, yet lighted; his long locks curl’d
down
On his vast bust, whence a liuge quiver rose
With shaft-heads feather'd from the eagle’s
wing,
That peep’d up bristling through his serpent
hair.
I invited him to fill the cup which stood
Between us, but he answer’d not; I fill’d it;
He took it not, but stared upon me, till
I trembled at the fix’d glare of his eye:
I frown’d upon him as a king should frown;
He frown’d not in his turn, but look’d upon
me
With the same aspect, which appall'd me
more,
Because it changed not; and I turn’d for
refuge
To milder guests, and sought them on the
rigkt,
Wliere thou wert wront to be. But----[He pauses.
Myr.
What instead ?
Sar. In thy own ckair—thy own place in
the banquet—
I sought thy sweet face in the circle—but
Instead—a grey-liair’d, witlier’d, bloody-eyed,
And bloody-handed, ghastly, ghostly thing,
Female in garb, and crown’d upon the brow,
Furrow’d with years, yet sneeriug with the
passion
Of vengeance, leering too with that of lust,
Sate:—my veins curdled.
Myr.
Is this all ?
Sar.
Upon
Her rigkt hand— her lank, bird-like rigkt
hand—stood
A goblet, bubbling o’er with blood; and on
Her left, another, fill’d with—what I saw not,
But turn’d from it and her. But all along
The table sate a range of crowned wretckes,
Of various aspeets, but of one expression.
Myr. And felt you not this a mere visión ?
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[Act IV.

I can fix nothing further of my thonghts,
S a r.
N o:
It was so palpable, I could have touch’d tliem. Save that I long’d for thee, and sought for
I tum’d frorn one face to another, in
thee,
The liope to find at last one which I knew
In all these agonies,—and woke and found
Ere I saw tbeirs: but no—all tum’d upon me,
thee.
M y r.
So shalt thou find me ever at thy
And stared, but neitber ate uor drank, but
stared,
side,
Till I grew stone, as tbey seem’d half to be,
Here and hereafter, if the last may be.
Yet breathing stone, for I felt life in them,
But think not of these things—the mere
And life in me: tliere was a horrid kind
creations
Of sympathy between us, as if tliey
Of late events, acting upon a frame
Had lost a part of death to come to me,
Unused to toil, yet over-wrought by toil
And I the lialf of life to sit by them.
j Such as might try the sternest.
We were in an existence all apart
S a r.
I am better.
From heaven or eartli-----And rather let me Now that I see thee once more, what was seen
see
Seems nothing.
Death all tkan sucli a being 1
E n te r Sa l e m e n e s .
M y r.
And the end ?
S a r. At last I sate, marble, as they, when
S a l.
Is the king so soon awake ?
rose
S a r. Yes, brother, and I would I had not
The hunter and the crone; and smiling on
slept;
me—
For all the predecessors of our line
Yes, the enlarged but noble aspect of
Bose up, methought, to drag me down to
The hunter smiled upon me—I should say,
them.
His lips, for liis eyes moved not—and the My father wms amongst them, too; but he,
woman’s
I know not why, kept from me, leaving me
Thin lips relax’d to something like a smile.
Between the hunter-founder of our race,
Both rose, and the crown’d figures on each And her, the homicide and husband-killer,
hand
Wliom you call glorious.
Bose also, as if aping their chief shades—
S a l.
So I tenn you also,
Mere mimics even in death—but I sate still: Now you have shown a spirit like to liers.
A desperate courage crept through every By day-break I propose that we set forth,
limb,
And charge once more the rebel crew, who still
And at the last I fear’d them not, but laugh’d Keep gathering head, repulsed, but not quite
Full in their phantom faces. But then—then
quell’d.
The hunter laid his hand on mine: I took it,
S a r. How wears the night ?
And grasp’d it—but it melted from my own;
Sal.
There yet remain some honrs
While he too vanish’d, and left nothing but
Of darkness: use them for your further rest.
The memory of a hero, for he look’d so.
S ar.
No, not to-night, if ’tis not gone:
M y r . And was: the ancestor of heroes, too,
methought
And thine no less.
I pass’d hours in that visión.
S a r.
Ay, Myrrha, but the woman,
M y r.
_
Scarcely one;
The female who remain’d, she flew upon me, I watch’d by you: it was a heavy honr,
And burnt my lips up with her noisome But au hour only.
kisses;
S a r.
Let us then liold council;
And, flinging down the goblets on each hand, To-morrow we set forth.
Methought their poisons flow’d around us,
S a l.
But ere that time,
till
I had a grace to seek.
Each form’d a hideous river. Still she clung;
S a r.
’T is granted.
The other phantoms, like a row of statues,
S a l.
Hear it
Stood dull as in our temples, but she still
Ere you reply too readily; and ’t is
Embraced me, while I shrunk from her, as if, For y o u r ear only.
In lieu of her remote descendant, I
M y r.
Prince, I take my leave.
Had beeii the son who slew her for her incest.
[E x it M y r r h a .
Then—then—a chaos of all loathsome things
S a l. That slave deserves her freedom.
Throng’d thiek and shapeless: I was dead,
S a r.
Freedom only!
yet feeling—
That slave deserves to share a throne.
Buried, and raised again— consumed by
Sal.
Your patience—
worms,
’Tis not yet vacant, and ’tis of its partner
Purged by the flames, and wither’d in the air! I I come to speak with you.

Scene I.]
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How ! of the queen ?
Even so. I judged it fitting for their
safety
That, ere the dawn, she sets forth with her
children
For Paphlagonia, where our kinsman Cotta
Governs; and tliere at all events secure
My nephews and your sons their lives, and
with them
Their just pretensions to the crown in
case----S ar.
I perish— as is probable: well
thought—
Let them set forth with a sure escort.
Sal.
That
Is all provided, and the galley ready
To drop down the Euphrates: but ere they
Depart, will you not see-—
S a r.
My sons ? It may
Unman my heart, and the poor boys will
weep;
And what can I reply to comfort them,
Save with some hollow hopes and iÚ-wom
smiles ?
Yrou ltuow I cannot feign.
S a l.
But you can feel 1
At least, I trust so; in a word, the queen
Bequests to see you ere you part—for ever.
S a r. Unto what end? what purpose? I
will grant
Aught—all that she can ask—but such a
meeting.
S a l. You know, or ought to know, enough
of women,
Since you have studied them so steadily,
That what they ask in aught that touches on
The heart, is dearer to their feelings or
Their fancy tlian the whole external world.
I think as you do of my sister’s wish;
But ’t was her wish—she is my sister—you
Her husband—will you grant it ?
S a r.
’T will be useless:
But let her come.
S a l.
I go.
[ E x it S a l e m e n e s .
S a r.
We have lived asunder
Too long to meet again—and now to meet!
Have I not cares enow, and pangs enow,
To bear alone, that we must mingle sorrows,
Who have ceased to mingle love ?
S ar.
Sal.

R e -e n te r S a l e m e n e s a n d Z a r i n a .

My sister ! Courage:
Shame not our blood with trembling, but
remember
From whence we sprung. The queen is
present, sire.
Z a r . I pray thee, brother, leave me.
S a l.
Since you ask it.
S al.

[E x it S a l e m e n e s .
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Alone with him! How many a year
has pass’d,
Though we are still so young, since we have
met,
Which I have worn in widowhood of heart!
He loved me not: yet he seems little
changed—
Changed to me only—would the change were
mutual 1
He speaks not—scarce regards me—not a
word,
Nor look—yet he was soft of voice and aspect,
Indifferent, not austere. My lord!
S a r.
Zarina I
Z a r . No, not Zarina—do not say Zarina.
That tone—that word—annihilate long years,
And things which make them longer.
S a r.
’T is too late
To think of these past dreams. Let's not
reproach—
That is, reproach me not—for the last
time----Z a r . And f ir s t . I ne’er reproach’d you.
S a r.
’T is most true ¡
And that reproof comes heavier on my heart
Than---- But our hearts are not in our own
power.
Z a r . Nor hauds ; but I gave both.
S a r.
Your brother said
It was your will to see me ere you went
From Nineveh with— -(He hesitates).
Z a r.
Our children: it is true.
I wish’d to thank you that you have not
divided
My heart from all that ’s left it now to love—
Those who are yours and mine, who look
like you,
And look upon me as you look’d upon me
Once---- But they have not changed.
S a r.
Nor ever will.
I fain would have them dutiful.
Z a r.
I cherish
Those infants, not alone from the bliud love
Of a fond mother, but as a fond woman.
They are now the only tie between us.
S a r.
Deem not
I have not done yon justice: rather make
them
Besemble your own line than their own sire.
I trust them with you—to you: fit them for
A throne, or, if that be denied---- You have
heard
Of this night’s tumults ?
Z a r.
I had half forgotten,
And could have welcomed any grief save
yours,
Which gave me to hehold your face again.
S a r. The throne—I say it not in fear—
but ’t is
i In peril: they perhaps may never mount it;
Z a r.
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But let tliem not for tliis lose siglit of it.
I vili dare all things to bequeath it them;
But if I fa.il, tlien they must vin it back
Bravely—and, won, wear it wisely, not as I
Have wasted down my royalty.
Zar.
Tliey ne’er
Shall know from me of augbt but wkat may
lionour
Their father’s memory.
Sar.
Ratlier let them liear
The ti-uth from you tlian from a trampling
World.
If they be in adversity, they 11 learn
Too soon the scorn of crowds for crownless
princes,
Andfind that all their father’s sins are tbeirs.
My boys!—I could have borne it were I
childless.
Zar. Oh 1 do not say so—do not poison
all
My peace left, by unwishing that tliou wert
A father. If tliou conquerest, they shall
reign,
And lionour liim who saved the realm for
them,
So little cared for as his own ; and if----Sar. ’Tis lost, all eartli will cry out,
tliank your father!
And they will swell the echo with a curse.
Zar. That they shall never do; but rather
lionour
The name of llim, who, dying like a lcing,
In his last hours did more for his own
memory
Tlian many monarclis in a length of days,
Which date the flight of time, but make no
annals.
Sar. Our annals draw perchance unto
their close;
But at the least, whate’er the past, their end
Shall he like tlieir beginning—memorable.
Zar. Yet be not rasli—be careful of your
life,
Live but for those who love.
Sar.
And who are they?
A slave, who loves from passion—I ’ll not say
Ambition—she has seen thrones sliake, and
loves;
A few friends who have revell’d lili we are
As one, for they are nothing if I fall;
A brotlier I have injured—children whom
I have neglected, and a spouse---Zar.
Who loves.
Sar. And pardons ?
Zar.
I have never thought of tliis,
And cannot pardon till I have condemn’d.
Sar. My wife!
Zar.
Now hlessings on thee for
that wordl
I never thought to hear it more—from thee.

[Act IV.

Oli! thou wilt hear it from my
subjects. Yes—
These slaves whom I have nurtured, pamper’d, fed,
And swoln with peace, and gorged with
plenty, till
They reign themselves—all monarchs in
their mansions—•
Now swarm fortli in rebellion, and demand
His death, who made their Iives a jubilee;
Wliile the few upon whom I have no claim
Are faithful! This is true, yet monstrous.
Zar.
’Tis
Perhaps too natural; for benefits
Turn poison in bad minds.
Sar.
And good ones make
Good out of evil. Happier tlian the bee,
Which hives not but from wholesome fiowers.
Zai.
Thenreap
The honey, nor inquire whence ’t is derived.
Be satisfied—you are not all abandon’d.
Sar. My life insures me that. How long,
bethink you,
Were not I yet a king, sliould I he mortal;
That is, where mortals are, not where they
must be ?
Zar. I know not. But yet live for my—
that is,
Your cliildren’s sake!
Sar.
My gentle, wrong'd Zarina!
I ani the very slave of circumstance
And impulse—borne away with every breatli!
Misplaced upon the throne—misplaced in
life.
I know not wliat I could have been, hut feel
I am not what I sliould he—let it end.
But take this with thee: if I was not form’d
To prize a love like thine, a mind like thine,
Nor dote even on thy heauty—as l ’ve doted
On lesser cliarms, for no cause save that
such
Devotion was a duty, and I liated
All that look’d like a cliain for me or others
(This even rebellion must avouch); yet hear
These words, perhaps among my last—that
none
E ’er valued more thy virtues, though he
knew not
To profit by them—as the miner lights
Upon a vein of virgin ore, discovering
That which avails him nothing: he liatli
found it,
But ’tis not his—but some superior’s, who
Placed him to dig, but not divide the wealth
Which sparkles at his feet; nor dare he lift
Nor poise it, hut must grovel on, upturning
The sullen earth.
Zar.
Oh! if thou hast at lengtli
Discover’d that my love is worth esteem,
I ask no more—but let us henee together,
Sar.

Scene I.]

¿sariianapafus,

473

And 7—let me say we—shall yet be happy.
Sar. Go, then. If e’er we meet again,
Assyria is not all the earth—we ’ll find
perhaps
A world out of our own—and be more bless’d I may be worthier of you—and, if not,
Tlian I have ever heen, or thou, with all
Remember that my faults, though not atoned
An empire to indulge thee.
for,
Are ended. Yet, I dread thy nature will
Grieve more about the blighted name and
Enter S a l e m e n e s .
ashes
Which once were mightiest in Assyria—
Sal.
I must part ye—
tlian-----The moments, which must not be lost, are
But I grow womanish again, and must not;
passing.
I
must
learn sternness now. My sins have
Zar. Inhuman brotlier! wilt thou tlius
all
wèigli out
Been of the softer order-----hide thy tears—
Instants so liigli and blest ?
I do not hid thee not to shed them—’t were
Sal.
Blest!
Zar.
He liath been Easier to stop Euphrates at its source
Than one tear of a true and tender heart—
So gentle with me, that I cannot tliink
But let me not behold them; they unman
Of quitting.
me
Sal.
So—this feminine farewell
Euds as such partings end, in no departure. Here when I had remann’d myself. My
brother,
I thought as much, and yielded against all
Lead lier away.
My hetter hodings. But it must not be.
Zar.
Oh, God ! I never shall
Zar. Not be ?
Behold him more!
Sal.
Remain, and perisli-----Sal. (striving to condwct her). Nay, sister,
Zar.
Witli my husband----I must be obey’d.
Sal. And children.
Zar.
I must remain—away! you shall
Zar.
Alas!
not hold me.
Sal.
Hear me, sister, like
My sister:—all’s prepared to make your What, shall he die alone ?—7 live alone ?
Sal. He shall not die alone; but lonely
safety
you
Certain, and of the boys too, our last hopes ;
Have lived for years.
’T is not a single question of mere feeling,
Zar.
That’s false! I knew he lived,
Though that were much—but ’tis a point of
And lived upon his image—let me go I
state:
Sal. [conducting her off the stage). Nay,
The rebels would do more to seize upon
The offspring of their sovereign, and so
then, I must use some fraternal forcé,
Which you will pardon.
crush----Zar.
Never. Help me! Oh!
Zar. Ah! do not name it.
Sal.
Well, then, mark me: when Sardanapalus, wilt thou thus behold me
They are safe beyond the Median’s grasp, the Torn from thee ?
Sal.
Nay—then all is lost again,
rebels
Have miss’d their cliief aim—the extinction of If that this moment is not gain’d.
Zar.
My brain turns—
The line of Nimrod. Though the present
My eyes fail—where is he ?
[ Shefaints.
king
Sar. (advancing).
No—set her down;
Fall, his sons live for victory and vengeance.
She’s dead—and you have slain her.
Zar. But could not I remain, alone ?
Sal.
’Tis the mere
Sal.
What! leave
Your children, with two parents and yet Faintness of o’erwrought passion: in the air
She will recover. Pray, keep hack.—
orphans—
[Aside\ I must
In a strange land—so young, so distant ?
Zar.
No— Avail myself of this sole moment to
Bear her to where her children are embark’d,
My lieart will break.
Sal.
Now you know all—decide. I ’ the royal galley on the river.
[ S a l e m e n e s hears her off.
Sar. Zarina, he hath spoken well, and we
Sar. [solus).
This, too—
Must yield awhile to this necessity.
Remaining here, you may lose all; departing, And this too must I suffer—I, who never
Iuflicted
purposely
on
human
hearts
You save the hetter part of what is left,
A voluntary pang! But that is false—
To both of us, and to such loyal hearts
She loved me, and I loved her.—Fatal
As yet beat in these kingdoms.
passion!
Sal.
The time presses.
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Why dost tliou not expire a t once in hearts
Which thou liast lighted up at once ? Zarina!
I must pay dearly i'or the desolation
Now brought upon thee. Had I never loved
But thee, I should have heen au unopposed
Monarch o£ lionouring nations. To what
gulfs
A single deviation from tlie track
Of human duties leads even those who claim
The liomage of mankind as their born due,
And find it, till they forfeit it themselves!
E n t e r M yerha .

here ! Who call’d you ?
_
No one—but I heard
Far off a voice of wail and lamentatiou,
And thought----S a r.
It forms no portion of your duties
To enter here till sought for.
M y r.
Though I might,
Perhaps, recali some softer words of yours
(Although they too were c h id in g ), which
reproved
Because I ever dreaded to intrude;
Besisting my own wish and your injunction
To heed no time nor presence, but approach
you
TJncall’d for:—I retire.
S a r.
Yet stay—being here.
I pi'ay you pardon me: events have sour’d
me
Till I wax peevish—heed it not: I shall
Soon be myself again.
M y r.
I wait with patience,
What I shall see with pleasure.
S a r.
Scarce a moment
Before your entrance in this hall, Zarina,
Queen of Assyria, departed henee.
M y r . Ah!
S a r.
Wherefore do you start ?
M y r.
Did I do so ?
S a r. ’Twas well you enter’d by another
portal,
Else y<5u had met. That pang at least is
spared her!
M y r . I kuow to feel for her.
S a r.
That is too mueh,
And beyond nature—’t is nor mutual
Nor possible. You cannot pity her,
Nor she aught but----M y r.
Despise the favourite slave ?
Not more than I have ever scorn’d myself.
S a r. Scorn'd! what, to be the envy of
your sex,
And lord it o’er the heart of the world’s
lord ?
M y r . Were you the lord of twice ten thousand worlds—
As you are like to lose the one you sway’d—
I did abase myself as much in being
S a r.
M y r.

l 'o u

[Act IV,

Your paramour, as though you were a
peasant—
Nay, more, if that the peasant were a Greek.
S a r. You talli it well----M y r.
And truly.
S a r.
_
In the hour
Of man’s adversity all things grow daring
Against the falling; but as I am not
Quite fallin, nor now disposed to bear
reproaches,
Perhaps because I merit them too often,
Let us then part while peace is still between
us.
M y r . Part 1
S a r.
Have not all past human beings parted,
And must not all the present one day part ?
M y r . Why ?
S a r. For your safety, which I will have
look’d to,
With a strong eseort to your native land;
And such gifts, as, if you had not been all
A queen, shall make your dowry worth a
kingdom.
M y r . I pray you talk not thus.
S a r.
The queen is gone:
You need not shame to follow. I would fall
Alone—I seek no partners but in pleasure.
M y r . And I no pleasure but in parting
not.
You shall not forcé me from you.
S a r.
Think well of it—
It soon may be too late.
M y r.
So let it be;
For then you cannot separate me from you.
S a r . And will not; but I thought you
wish’d it.
M y r.
I!
S a r. You spoke of your abasement.
M y r.
And I feel it
Deeply—more deeply than all things but
love.
S a r. Then fly from it.
M y r.
’T will not recali the past—
’Twill not restore my honour, nor my heart.
No—here I stand or fall. If that you
conquer,
I live to joy in your great triumph: should
Your lot be different, l ’li not weep, but
share it.
You did not doubt me a few hours ago.
S a r. Your courage never—nor your love
till now;
And none could make me doubt it save
yourself.
Those words----M y r.
Were ivords. I pray you, let the
proofs
Be in the past acts you were pleased to
praise

Ita rïa ttd p a fu e .
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This very niglit, and in my further bearing,
Beside, wherever you are borne by fate.
S a r. I am content: and, trustiug in my
cause,
Think we may yet he victors and return
To peace—the only victory I covet.
To me war is no glory—conquest no
Renown. To be forced thus to uphold my
right
Sits heavier on my heart than all the wrongs
Tliese men would bow me down with. Never,
never
Can I forget this niglit, even should I live
To add it to the memory of others.
I thought to have made mine inoffensive
rule
Au era of sweet peace ’midst bloody annals,
A green spot amidst desert centuries,
On wliich the future would tura back and
smile,
And cultívate, or sigh wlien it could not
Becall Sardanapalus’ golden reign.
I thought to have made my realm a paradise,
Aud every moon an epoch of new pleasures.
I took the rabble’s shouts for love—the
breath
Of friends for truth—the lips of woman for
My only guerdon—so they are, my Myrrha:
[H e kisses her.

Kiss me. Now let them take my realm and
life!
They shall have both, but never thee!
M y r.
No, never!
Man may despoil bis brother man of all
That’s great or glittering—kingdoms fall,
hosts yield,
Friends fail, slaves fly, and all betray—and,
more
Than all, the most indebted—but a heart
That loveswithout self-love! ’Tis here—now
prove it.
E n te r S a e e m e n e s .
Sal. I sought you—How! she here again ?
S a r.
Beturn not
N ow to reproof: methinks your aspect speaks

Of higlier matter than a woman’s presence.
S al. The only woman wliom it much
imports me
At such a moment now is safe in absence—
The queen’s embark’d.
S a r.
And well ? say that much.
S a l.
Yes.
Her transient weakness has pass’d o’er; at
least,
It settled iuto tearless silence: her
Palé face and glittering eye, after a glance
Upon her sleeping children, were still fix’d
Upon the palace towers as the swift galley
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Stole down the hurrying stream beneath the
starlight;
But she said nothiiig.
S a r.
Would I felt no more
Than she has said!
S a l.
’Tis now7too late to feel.
Your feelings cannot cancel a sole pang:
To change them, my advices bring sure
tidings
That the rebellious Medes and Chaldees,
marshall’d
By their two leaders, are already up
In arms again; and, serrying their rauks,
Prepare to attack: they have apparently
Beeu join’d by other satraps.
S a r.
What I more rebels ?
Let us be first, then.
S a l.
That were hardly prudent.
Now, though it was our first intention. If
By noon to-morrow we are join’d by those
l ’ve sent for by sure messengers, we shall be
In strength enough to venture au attack,
Ay, and pursuit too; but, till then, my voice
Is to await the onset.
S a r.
I detest
That waiting; though it seems so safe to
figlit
Beliind high walls, and liurl down foes into
Deep fosses, or behold them sprawl on spikes
Strew’d to receive them, still I like it not—
My soul seems lukewarm; but when I set on
them,
Though they were piled on mountains, I
would have
A pluck at them, or perish in hot blood!—
Let me then charge.
S a l.
You talk like a young soldier.
S a r. I amno soldier, but a man: speak not.
Of soldiersliip, I loathe the word, and those
Who pride themselves upon it; but direct me
Where I may pour upon them.
S a l.
Yrou must spare
To expose your life too hastily: ’t is not
Like mine or any other subject’s breath;
The whole war turns upon it—with it; this
Alone creates it, kindles, and may quench it—
Prolong it—end it.
S a r.
Then let us end both !
’Tv7ere better thus, perhaps, than prolong
either;
I ’m sick of one, perchance of both.
[A trumpet sounds vnthout.
S a l.
Hark!
S a r.
Let us
Beply, not listen.
S a l.
And your wound !
S a r.
’Tis bound—
’Tis heal’d—I had forgotten it. Away!
A leecli’s laucet would have scratch’d me
deeper;
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Tlie slave tliat gave it miglit be well askamed
To liave struck so weakly.
S a l,
Now, may none this hour
Strike with a better aim!
S a r.
Ay, if we conquer;
But if not, tbey will only leave to me
A. task tbey might bave spared their king.
Upon tkem I [T r u m p e t sounds a g a in .
S al. 1 am witb you.
S a r.
Ho, my arms ! again, my arms!
[E x e u n t .

Act V.
Scene I,— T he

same H a l l i n the P a la c e .

M yrrha a n d B a le a .

The day at last has
broken. Wliat a night
Hatb usher’d it! how beautiful in heaven)
Tiiough varied with a transitory storm,
More beautiful in tliat variety!
How iiideous upon earth! where peace and
hope,
And love and revel, in an hour were trampled
By human passions to a human chaos,
Not yet resolved to separate elements—
’Tis warring still! And can the sun so rise,
So bright, so rolling back the clouds into
Vapours more lovely than the unclouded sky,
iWith golden pinnacles, and snowy mouiítains,
And billows purpler than the ocean’s, making
In heaven a glorious mockery of the earth,
So iike we almost deem it permanent;
So fleeting, we can scarcely call it auglit
Beyond a visión, ’tis so transiently
Scatter’d along the eternal vault: and yet
It dwells upon the soul, and soothes the soul,
And blends itself into the soul, until
Sunrise and sunset form the haunted epocli
Of sorrow and of love; which tbey who mark
not,
Know not the realms where those twiu genii
(Who chasten and who purify our hearts,
So tliat we would not change their sweet
rebukes,
T’or all the boisterous joys that ever shook
The air with clamour) build the palaces
Where their fond votaries repose and breatlie
Briefly;—but in that brief cool calm inhale
Enougli of heaven to enable tliem to bear
The rest of common, lieavy, human hours,
And dream them through in plàcid sufferance,
Thougli seemingly employ’d like all the rest
Of toiling breathers in allotted tasks
Of pain or pleasure, two ñames l'or one
feeling,
M y r . (a l a w in dow ).

[Act V.

Which our internal, restless agony
Would vary in the sound, althougli the sense
Escapes our liighest efforts to be happy.
B a l. You muse right calmly: and can you
so watcli
The sunrise which may be our last ?
M y r.
It is
Therefore that I so watch it, and reproach
Those eyes, which never may behold it more,
For having look’d upon it oft, too oft,
Without the reverence and the rapture due
To that which keeps all earth from being as
fragile
As I am in this form. Come, look upon it,
The Chaldee’s god, which when I gaze upon
I grow almost a convert to your Baal.
B a l. As now he reigns in heaven, so once
on earth
He sway’d.
M y r.
He sways it now far more, then;
never
Had earthly monarek half the power and
glory
Which centres in a single ray of his.
B a l. Surely he is a god !
M y r.
So we Greeks deem too;
And yet I sometimes think that gorgeous orb
Must rather be the abode of gods than one
Of the immortal sovereigns. Now he breaks
Through all the clouds, and fills my eyes
with liglit
That sliuts the world out. I can look no
more.
B a l. Hark ! heard you not a sound ?
M y r.
No, ’twas mere fancy;
They battle it beyond the wall, and not
As in late midnight conflict in the very
Chambers: the palace has become a fortress
Since that insidious hour; and liere, within
The very centre, girded by vast courts
And regal balls of pyramid proportions,
Which must be carried one by one before
They penetrate to where they then arrived,
AAre are as much shut in even from the sound
Of peril as from glory.
B a l.
But they reaeh’d
Thus far before.
M y r.
Yes, by surprise, and were
Beat back by valour: now at once we have
Courage and vigilance to guard us.
B a l.
May they
Prosper!
M y r.
That is the prayer of many, and
The dread of more: it is an anxious hour;
I strive to keep it from my thoughts. Alas!
How vainly!
B a l.
It is said the king’s demeanour
In the late action scarcely more appall’d
The rebels than astonisk’d his true subjects.
M y r.
’Tis easy to astonish or appal

¿Saròanapafue.

Scene I.]

The vulgar mass which moulds a horde of
slaves;
But he did bravely.
B a l.
Slew he not Beleses ?
I heard the soldiers say he struck him down.
M y r . The wretch was overthrown, but
rescued to
Triumph, perhaps, o’er one who vanquish’d
him
In fight, as he had spared him in his peril;
And by that heedless pity risk’d a crown.
B a l.
Hark!
M y r . You are right; some steps approack,
but slowly.
E n t e r S old iers, hea rin g i n Salemenes w ou nd ed, w ith a broken ja v e li n i n h is side :
they seat h im u p o n one o f the couches
w hich f u r n is h the A p a r tm e n t.
M y r.
B a l.
S a l.

Oh, Jove!

Then all is over.
That is false.
Hew down the slave who says so, if a soldier.
M y r . Spare him—he’s none: a mere court
butterflv,
That flutters in the pageant of a monarcli.
S a l. Let him live on, then.
M y r.
So wilt thou, I trust.
S a l. I fain would live this hour out, and
the event,,
But doubt it. Wherefore did ye bear me kere ?
S ol. By the king’s order. When the jave
lin struck you,
You fell and fainted: ’twas his strict command
To bear you to this hall.
S al.
’T was not ill done:
For seeming slain in that coid dizzy trance,
The siglit might shake our soldiers—but—
’tis vain,
I feel it ebbing!
M y r.
Let me see the wound;
I am not quite skilless: in my native land
’Tis part of our instruction. AVar being
constant,
We are nerved to look on such thiugs.
S o l.
Best extract
The javelin.
M y r.
Hold ! no, no, it cannot be.
S a l, I am sped, then !
M y r . AATth the blood tliat fast must follow
The extracted weapon, I do fear thy life.
S a l. And I not death. AVliere was the
king when you
Convey’d me from the spot where I was
stricken ?
S ol.
Upon the same ground, and encouraging
With voice and gesture the dispirited troops
AATio had seen you fall, and falter’d back.
S a l.
AYkom heard ye
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Named next to the command?
I did not liear.
Fly then, and teli him, ’twas my last
request
That Zames take my post until the junction,
So hoped for, yet delay’d, of Ofratanes,
Satrap of Susa. Leave me liere: our troops
Are not so numerous as to spare your absence.
Sol, But, prince----S a l. Henee, I say! Here ’s a courtier and
A woman, the best cliamber company.
As you would not permit me to expire
Upon the field, l ’li have no iille soldiers
About my sick couch. Henee! and do my
bidding 1
[E x e u n t the S old iers.
M y r . Gallant and glorious spiritl must
the earth
So soon resign tliee ?
S al.
Gentle Myrrha, ’tis
The end I would have cliosen, liad I saved
The monarch or the monarcliy by this;
As ’tis, I have not outlived them.
M y r.
You wax paler.
S a l. Your hand; this broken weapon but
prolongs
My pangs, without sustaiuing life enougli
To rnake me useful: I would draw it forth
And my life with it, could I but bear how
The fight goes.
S o l.
S a l,

E n t e r Sardanapalus a n d S old iers.

My best brotlier!
And the battle
Is lost ?
S a r. (d e sp o n d in g ly ). You see me here.
S a l.
I ’d rather see you thus l
S a r.
S al.

[H e draw s o u t the w eapon f r o m the
w ound, a n d dies.
S a r. And thus I will be seen; uuless tlie

succour,
The last frail reed of our beleaguer’d liopes,
Arrive with Ofratanes.
M y r.
Did you not
Beceive a token from your dying brotlier,
Appointing Zames chief ?
S a r.
I did.
M y r.
Where’s Zames ?
S a r. Dead.
M y r.
And Altada ?
S a r.
Dying.
M y r.
Pania ? Sfero ?
S a r. Pania yet lives: but Sfero ’s fled or
captive.
I am alone.
M y r.
And is all lost ?
S a r.
Our ivalls,
Thougk tliinly mann’d, may still hold out
against
Their present forcé, or auglit save treacliery:
But i’ the field-----
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M y r.
I thought ’t was the intent
Of Salemenes not to risk a sally
Till ye were strengthen’d by the expected
succours.
S a r. I overruled him.
M y r.
Well, the fault ’s a brave one.
S a r. But fatal. Oh, my brother 1 I would
give
These realms, of which thou wert the orna
ment,
The sword and shield, the sole-redeeming
honoui,
To cali back----- But I will not weep for thee;
Thou shalt be mourn’d for as thou wouldst
be mourn'd.
It grieves me most that thou couldst quit
this life
Believing that I could survive what thou
Hast died for—our long royalty of race.
If I redeem it, I will give thee blood
Of thousands, tears of millions, for atonement
(The tears of ali the good are tliine already).
If not, we meet agaiu soon,—if the spirit
Within us lives beyondthou readest mine.
And dost me justice now. Let me once clasp
That yet warm hand, and fold that throbless
heart
[E m b ra ce s the body.
To this which beats so bitterly. Now, bear
The body henee.
S o ld ie r.
Wliere ?
S a r,
To my proper chamber.
Place it beneath my canopy, as tliougk
The king lay there: when this is done, we
will
Speak further of the rites due to such ashes.
[E x e u n t S o ld ie rs w ith the body o f Sa 
lemenes .

E n t e r P a n ia .
S a r. Well, Pania! have you placed the
guards, and issued
The orders fix’d on ?
Pan.
Sire, I have obey’d.
S a r. And do the soldiers keep their hearts
np?
Pan.
Sire ?
S a r. I ’m answer’dl When a king asks
twice, and lias
A question as an answer to h is question,
It is a portent. Wliat! they are dishearten’d ?
P a n . The death of Salemenes, and the
shouts
Of the exulting rebels on his fall,
Have made them----S a r. B a g e — not droop— it should have
been.
W e’11find the means to rouse them.
Pan.
Such a loss
Migkt sadden even a victory.

[Act V.

S a r.
Alas !
Who can so feel it as I feel ? but yet,
Though coop’d within these walls, they are
strong, and we
Have those without will bréale their way
through hosts,
To malte their sovereign’s dwelling what it
was—
A palace; not a prison, ñor a fortress.
E n t e r a n Officer, ha stily.

Thy face seems ominous. Speak!
I daré not.
Daré not ?
While millions daré revolt with sword in
hand!
That’s strange. I pray thee break that loyal
silence
Which loathes to shock its sovereign; we
can hear
Worse than thou hast to tell.
Pan.
Proceed, thou hearest.
Offi.
The wall which skirted near the
river'S brink
Is thrown down by the sudden inundation
Of the Euphrates, which now rolling, swoln
Erom the enormous mountains where it rises,
By the late rains of that tempestuous región,
O’erfloods its banks, and hath destroy’cl the
bulwark.
P a n . That ’s a blaclt augury ! it has been
said
For ages, “ That the city ne’er should yield
To man, until the river grew its foe.”
S a r. I can forgive the ornen, not the
ravage.
How much is swept down of the wall ?
Offi.
About
Some twenty stadia.
S a r.
And all this is left
Pervious to the assailants ?
Offi.
For the present
The river’s fury must impede the assault;
But when he shrinks into his wonted channel,
And may be cross’d by the accustom’d barks,
The palace is their own.
S a r.
That shall be never.
Though men, and gods, and elements, and
omens,
Have risen up ’gainst one who ne’er provoked them,
My fathers’ house shall never be a cave
For wolves to borde and howl in.
Pan.
With your sanction,
I will proceed to the spot, and take such
measures
For the assurance of the vacant space
As time and means permit.
S a r.
About it straight.
And bring me back, as speedily as full
S a r.
Offi.
S a r.

Scene I.]
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And fair investigation may permit,
Keport of the true state of this irruption
Of waters.
[E x e u n t P a n ia a n d the Officer.
M y r.
Thus the very waves rise up
Against you.
S a r.
They are not my subjeets, girl,
And may be pardon’d, since they ean’t be
punish’d.
M y r . I joy to see this portent sliakes you
not.
S ar. I am past the fear of portents: they
can tell me
Nothing I have not told myself since midniglit:
Despair anticipates such things.
M y r.
Despair!
S a r. No; not despair precisely. When we
lcnow
All that can come, and how to meet it, our
Besolves, if firm, may merit a more noble
Word than this is to give it utterance.
But what are words to us? we have well
nigh done
With them and all things.
M y r.
Save one deed— ih e last
And greatest to all mortals; crowning act
Of all that was, or is, or is to be—
The only thing comrnon to all mankind,
So different in their births, tongues, sexes,
natures,
Hues, features, dimes, times, feelings, intellects,
Without one point of unión save in this,
To which we tend, for which we Te born, and
thread
The labyrinth of mystery, call’d life.
S a r. Our clew being well nigh wound out,
let’s be cbeerful.
They who have nothing more to fear may
well
Indulge a smile at that which once appall’d ;
As children at discover’d bugbears.
B e -e n te r P a n ia .

’Tis
As was reported: I liave order’d there
A double guard, witlidrawing from the wall
Where it was strongest the required addition
To watch the breach occasion’d by the waters.
S ar. You have done your duty faithfully,
and as
My worthy Pania! further ties between us
Draw near a cióse—I pray you take this key:
[Gires a key.
It opens to a secret chamber, placed
Behind the couch in my own chamber. (Now
Press’d by a nobler weight than e’er it bore—
Though a long line of sovereigns have lain
down
Along its golden frame—as bearing for
Pan.
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A time what late ivas Salemenes). Search
The secret covert to which this will lead you;
’T is full of treasure; take it for yourself
And your companions: there’s enough to
load ye,
Though ye be many. Let the slaves be freed,
too;
And all the imnates of the palace, of
Whatever sex, now quit it in an hour.
Thence launch the regal barks, once form’d
for pleasure,
And now to serve for safety, and embark.
The river’s broad and swoln, and uncommanded
(More potent than a king) by these besiegers.
Fly I and be happy!
Pan.
Under your protection i
So you accompany your faithful guard.
S a r. No, Pania! that must not be; get
thee henee,
And leave me to my fate.
Pan.
’T is the first time
I ever disobey’d : but now—
S a r.
So all men
Daré beard me now, and Insolence within
Apes Treason from without. Question no
further;
’Tis my command, my last eommand. Wilt
thou

Opposeit?

th o u !

But yet—not yet.
Well, then,
Swear that you will obey when I shall give
The signal.
Pan.
With a heavy but true heart,
I promise.
S a r.
’T is enough. Now order here
Faggots, pine-nuts, and wither'd leaves, and
such
Things as catch fire and blaze with one solé
spark;
Bring cedar, too, and preeious drugs, and
spices,
And mighty planks, to nourisli a tall pile;
Bring frankincense and myrrh, too, for it is
For a great sacrifice I build the pyre!
And lieap them round yon throne.
Pan.
My lord!
S a r.
I have said it,
And you have sworn.
Pan.
And could keep my faith
Without a vow.
[ E x i t P an ia .
M y r.
What mean you ?
S a r.
Yon shall know
Anón—what the whole earth shall ne’er forget.
Pan.
S a r.

P a n ia , r e tu rn in g w ith a H e ra ld .

My king, in going fortk upon my
duty,

Pan.

Q^pron’e

[Act V.

Tliis herald has been brought before me,
craving
An audience.
Sar.
Let him speak.
Her.
The King Arbaces---Sar. Wliat, crown’d ab-eady ?—But, proceed.
Her.
Beleses,
The anointed liigh-priest---Sar.
Of wbat god or demon ?
Witb new kings rise new altars. But, proceed;
You are sent to prate your master’s will, and
not
Beply to mine.
Her.
And Satrap Ofratanes---Sar. Wby, he is ours.
Her. (showing a ring). Be sure tbat be is
now
In tbe camp of tbe conquerors; bebold
His signet ring.
Sar.
’T is bis. A worthy triad!
Poor Salemenes! tbou hast died in time
To see one treacbery tbe less: tbis man
Was tby true friend and my most trusted
subject.
Proceed.
Her. Tbey offer thee tby life, and freedom
Of cboice to single out a residence
In auy of tbe further provinces,
Guarded and watch’d, but not confined in
person,
Wbere tliou sbalt pass tby days in peace;
but on
Condition tbat tbe tbree young princes are
Given up as bostages.
Sar. (inmically). Tbe generous victors !
Her. I wait tbe answer.
Sar.
Answer, slave! How long
Ha ve slaves decided on tbe doom of kings ?
Iíer. Since tbey were free.
Sar.
Mouthpiece of mutiny 1
Tbou at tbe least sbalt learn tbe penalty
Of treason, tliough its proxy only. Pania !
Let bis liead be thrown from our walls witbni
Tbe rebels’ lines, bis carcass down tbe river.
Away witb him!
[ P a n i a and the Guarde seizing him.
Pan.
I never yet obey’d
Your orders witb more pleasure tban tbe
present.
Henee witb him, soldiers! do not soil tbis
hall
Of royalty witb treasonable gore;
Put bim to rest witbout.
Her.
A single Word :
My office, king, is sacred.
Sar.
And wbat ’s mine i
Tbat tbou shouldst come and daré to ask of
me
To lay it down ?

Her.
I but obey’d my orders,
At tbe same peril i f refused, as now
Incurr’d by my obedience.
Sar.
So there are
Newmonarchs of an hour’s growtb as despòtic
As sovereigns swatbed in purple, and eutbroned
From birth to manliood !
Her.
My life waits your breatb.
Yours (I speak bumbly)—but it may be—
yours
May also be in danger scarce less imminent:
Would it tben suit tbe last hours of a line
Sucb as is tbat of Nimrod, to destroy
A peaceful herald, unarm’d, in bis office;
And violate not only all tbat man
Holds sacred between man and man—but tbat
More holy tie wliich links us witb the gods ?
Sar. He ’s right.—Let bim go free.—My
life’s last act
Sliall not be one of wrath. Here, fellow, take
[Gires him a golden cup from a talle near.
Tbis golden goblet, let it liold your wine,
And think of me ; or melt it into ingots,
And tbink of nothing but their weigbt and
valué.
Her. I tliauk you doubly for my life, and
tbis
Most gorgeous gift, wbicb renders it more
precious.
But must I bear no answer ?
Sar.
Yes,—I ask
An hour’s truce to consider.
Iler.
But an hour’s ?
Sar. An hour’s : if at tbe expiration of
Tbat time your masters bear no further
from me,
Tbey are to deem tbat I reject their terms,
And act befittingly.
Her.
I shall not fail
To be a faithful legate of your pleasure.
Sar. And hark I a word more.
Her.
I shall not forget it,
Wbate’er it be.
Sar.
Commend me to Beleses;
And tell bim, ere a year expire, I summon
Him henee to meet me.
Iier.
Wbere ?
Sar.
At Babylon.
At least from thence be will depart to meet me.
Her. I shall obey you to the letter.
[E xit Herald.
Sar.
Pania!—
Now, my good Pania!—quick—witb wbat I
order’d.
Pan. My lord,—tbe soldiers are already
cbarged.
And see ! tbey enter.
[ Soldiers enter, and form a Pile about
the Throne, <tc.
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Sar.
Higker, my good soldiers,
And tbicker yet; and see tbat tbe foundation
Be sucb as will not speedily exhaust
Its own too subtle flame; ñor yet be quencb’d
Witb auglit oflicious aid would bring to
quell it.
Let tbe throne form tbe core of i t ; I would not
Leave tbat, save fraught witb fire unquenchable,
To tbe new comers. Frame the wbole as if
’Twere to enkindle tbe strong tower of our
Inveterate enemies. Now it bears an aspect!
How say you, Pania, will tbis pile suffice
For a king’s obsequies ?
Pan.
Ay, for a küigdom’s.
I understand you, now.
Sar..
And blame me ?
Pan.
No—
Let me but fire the pile, and share it witb you.
Myr. Tbat duty’s mine.
Pan.
A woman’s !
-Myr. _
’Tis tbe soldier’s
Part'to dio fo r bis sovereign, and wby not
Tbe woman’s witb her lover ?
Pan.
’Tis most strange !
Myr.. But not so rare, my Pania, as tbou
think’st it.
In the mean túne, live tbou.—Farewell! tbe
pilo
Is ready.
Pan. I sbould shame to leave my sovereign
Witb but a single female to partake
His deatb.
Sar.
Too many far bave herahled
Me to tbe dust ab-eady. Get tbee henee :
Enrich tbee.
Pan.
And live w-retched!
Tby vow:—’tis sacred and irrevocable.
Pan. Since it is so, farewell.
Sar.
Search well my chamber,
Feel no remorse at bearing off tbe gold;
Remember, wbat you leave you leave tbe
slaves
Wbo slew me: and when you bave borne
away
All safe off to your boats, blow one long
blast
Upon tbe trumpet as you quit tbe palace.
Tbe river’s brink is too remote, its stream
Too loud at present to perrnit the echo
To reacli distinctly from its banks. Tben
a

,

fly ~

And as you sail, turn back; but still keep on
Your way along tbe Euphrates: if you reacb
Tbe land of Paphlagonia, wbere the queen
Is safe witb my tbree sons in Cotta’s court,
Say, wbat you saw at parting, and request
Tbat she remember wbat I said at one
Parting more mournful still.
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Pan.
Tbat royal band !
Let me tben once more press it to my bps ;
And tbese poor soldiers wbo throng round
you, and
Would fain die witb you !
[ The Soldiers and P a n i a throng round
him, kissing his hand and the hem o f
his role.
Sar.
My best! my last friends !
Let ’s not unman eacb other: part at once:
All farewells sbould be sudden, when for ever,
Else tbey make an eternity of moments,
And clog tbe last sad sands of life witb tears.
Henee, and be bappy: trust me, I am not
Now to be pitied; or far more for wbat
Is past tban present; for the future, ’tis
In tbe liands of tbe deities, if sucb
There be: I shall know soon Farewell—
Farewell.
[Exeunt P a n i a and Soldiers.
Myr. Tbese men were bonest: it is com
fort still
Tbat our last looks sbould be on lovmg faces.
Sar. And lovely ones, my beautiful! but
bear me 1
I f at tbis moment—for we now are on
The brink—tbou feel’st an inward shrinking
from
Tbis leap through llame into tbe future,
say i t :
I shall not love tbee less; nay,perbapsmore,
For yielding to tby nature; and there’s time
Yet for tbee to escape henee.
Myr.
Shall I ligbt
One of tbe torebes wbicb lie heap’d beneatb
The ever-burning lamp tbat burns witbout,
Before Baal’s shrine, in tbe adjoining hall ?
Sar. Do so. Is tbat tby answer ?
Myr.
Tbou sbalt see.
[E x it M ykkha .
Sar. [solus). Sbe’s firm. My fatbers!
whom I will rejoin,
It may be, purified by deatb from some
Of tbe gi-oss stains of too material being,
I would not leave your ancient first abode
To tbe defilement of usurping bondmen;
I f I bave not kept your inberitance
As ye bequeatb’d it, tbis bright part of it,
Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relies
Of arms and records, monuments, and spoils,
In wbicb they would bave reveíl'd, I bsar
witb me
To you in tbat absorbing element,
Wbicb most personifies tbe soul as leaving
The least of matter unconsumed before
Its fiery workings:—and the ligbt of tliis
Most royal of funereal pyres shall be
Not a mere pillar form’d of cloud and flame,
A beacon in tbe horizon for a day,
And tben a mount of asiles, but a ligbt
R
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Sar. True, tbe commingling fire will mix
To lesson ages, rebel nations, and
our aslies.
Voluptuous princes. Time sball quencli íull
Myr. And pure as is my love to tbee, sball
many
they,
A people’s records, and a liero’s acts;
Purged from tbe dross of earth, and eartbly
Sweep empire after empire, like tbis first
passion,
Of empires, into nothing; but even tlien
Sball spare tbis deed oí mine, and bold it up Mix palé witb thine. A single thought yet
irks me.
A problem few dare imitate, and none
Sar. Say it.
Despise—but, it may be, avoid tbe life
Myr.
'
It is tbat no kind band will
Whicb led to suob a consummation.
gather
M y r r h a returns with a lighted Torch in one Tbe dust of botb into one urn.
Hand, and a Cup in the other.
Sar.
Tbe better:
Rather let tbem be borne abroad upon
Myr.
Lo!
I ve lit tlie lamp whicli ligbts us to tbe stars. Tbe winds of lieaven, and scatter’d into air,
Tban be polluted more by human hands
Sar. And tbe cup ?
Mi/r.
’Tis my country’s custom to Of slaves and traitors. In tbis blazing palace,
And its enormous walls of reeking ruin,
Mate a libation to the gods.
We leave a uobler monument tban Egypt
Sar.
And mine
Ilatb piled in her brick mountanis, o’er dead
To malee libations amongst men. I ’ve not
kings,
Forgot tbe custom; and althougli alone,
Or kine, for none know wbetber tbose proud
Will drain one draught in memory of many
piles
A joyous banquet past.
[ S a r d a n a p a l u s takes the cup, and after Be for tbeir monarch or tbeir ox-god Apis:
drinking and tinkling the reversed cup, So mucb for monuments tbat have forgotten
Tbeir very record!
as a drop falls, exclaims—
Myr.
Tben farewell, tbou earth!
And tbis libation
And
loveliest spot of earth! farewell, Ionia 1
Is for tbe excellent Beleses.
Be tbou still free and beautiful, and far
Myr.
Why
Dwells tby mind rather upon tbat man’s Aloof from desolation! My last prayer
Was for tbee, my last tlioughts, save one, w'ere
name
of tbee!
Tban on bis mate's in villainy ?
Sar. And tbat ?
Sar.
Tbe one
Myr.
Is yours.
Is a mere soldier, a mere tool, a kind
[ The trumpet o f P a n x a sounds without.
Of human sword ni a friend’s band; tbe
Sar.
Hark 1
otber
Myr.
Now!
Is master-inover of bis warlike puppet;
Sar.
Adieu, Assyria!
But I dismiss tbem from my mind.—Yet
I loved tbee well, my own, my fathers’ land,
pause,
And better as my country tban my kingdom.
My Myrrha! dost tliou truly follow me,
I sated tbee witb peace and joys; and tbis
Fréely and fearlessly ?
Is my reward ! and now I owe tbee nothing,
Myr.
And dost tbou tbink
[He mounts the pile.
A Greek giri dare not do for love, tliat wbicb Not even a grave.
Now, Myrrha!
An Indian widow braves for custom ?
Myr.
Art tbou ready ?
Sar.
Then
Sar. As tbe torch in tby grasp.
We but await the signal.
[ M y r r h a fires the pile.
Myr.
It is long
Myr.
’Tisfired! I come.
In sounding,
[A s M y r r h a springs forward to throvi
Sar.
Now, farewell; one last embrace.
herself
into
the
flames, the Curtain
Myr. Embrace, but not tbe last; there is
folls.
one more.
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Scene.— The Ditcal Palace, Venice.

Act I.
Scene I.—A Hall in the Ducal Palace.
Enter

L

oredano

and B a r b a r i g o , meeting.

Lor. Where is tbe prisoner ?
Sar.
Reposing fron
Tbe Question.
Lor.
Tbe liour ’s past—fix’d yesterdaj
For tbe resumption of bis trial.—Let us
Rejoin our colleagues in the council, and
Urge bis recali.
Sar.
Nay, let bim profit by
A few brief minutes for bis tortured lhnbs;
He was o’erwrought by tbe Question yesterday,
And may die under it if now repeated.
Lor. Well ?
Par.
I yield not to you in love of justice,
Or líate of tbe ambitious Foscari,
Father and son, and all tbeir noxious race;
But tbe poor wreteh bas suffer’d beyond
nature’s
Most stoical endurance.
rr^ or·
Without owning
■His erime ?
Par.
Perbaps without committing any.
But be avow’d tbe letter to tbe Duke

Of Milán, and bis sufferings balf atone for
Sucb wealmess.
Lor.
We sball see.
Par.
You, Loredano-,
Pursue hereditary líate too far.
Lor. How far ?
Bar.
To extermination.
Lor.
Wben they are
Extinct, you may say tbis.—Let’s in to coun
cil.
Bar. Yet pause—tbe number of our col
leagues is not
Complete yet; two are wanting ere we can
Proceed.
Lor. And tbe chief judge, tbe Doge ?
Par.
No—be,
Witb more tban Roman fortitude, is ever
First at tbe board in tbis unliappy process
Against bis last and only sou.
Lor.
True—true—
His last.
Par. Will nothing move you ?
Lor.
Feels he, tbink you ?
Bar. He shows it not.
Lor.
I have mark’d that—tbe wreteh !
Bar. But yesterday, I hear, on llis return
To tbe ducal chambers, as be pass’d the
threshold
Tbe oíd man fainted.
Lor.
It begins to ivork, tben.
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Bar. The work is lialf your own.
Lor.
And should be all mine—
My father and my únele are no more.
Bar. I have read their epitapli, which
says tkey died
By poison.
Lor.
Wlien the Doge declared that he
Should never deem himselí a sovereign till
The deatli of Peter Loredano, botli
The brothers sicken’d shortly:—he is sovereigu.
Bar. A wretched one.
Lor.
What should they be ívho make
Orphans ?
Bar.
But did the Doge make you so ?
Lor.
Yes.
Bar. What solid proofs ?
Lor.
When princes set themselves
To work in secret, proofs and process are
Alike made difficult; but I have sucli
Of the first, as shall make the second needless.
Bar. But you will move by law ?
Lor.
By all the laws
Which he would leave us.
Bar.
They are such in this
Our state as render retribution easier
Tkan ’mongst remoter nations. Is it true
That you have written in your books of commerce
(The wealthy practice of our highest nobles),
“ Doge Foscari, my debtor for the deaths
Of Marco and Pietro Loredano,
My sire and uncle ? ”
Lor.
It is written thus.
Bar. And will you leave it unerased ?
Lor.
Till balanced.
Bar. And how ?
\T100 Senators pass over the stage, as
in their way to “ the Hall of the
Council of Ten."
Lor.
You see the nnmber is complete.
Follow me.
[7 í x ¿ ¿ L oeedano .
Bar. (solus). Follow thee! I have follow’d
long
Thy path of desolation, as the wave
Sweeps after that before it, alike whelming
The wreck that creaks to the wild winds, and
wretch
Who shrieks within its riven ribs, as gush
The wàters tbrough them; but this son and
sire
Might move the elements to pause, and yet
Must I on hardily like them—Oh 1 would
I could as bliudly and remorselessly!—
Lo, where he comes !—Be still, my heart!
they are
Thy foes, must be thy victims: wilt thou
beat
For those who almost broke thee ?

[Act i.

Enter Guards, with young F oscaei as
prisoner, dec.
Guard.
Let him rest.
Signor, take time.
Jac. Fos. I thank thee, fïiend, I ’m feeble;
But thou nmy’st stand reproved.
Guard.
I '11 stand the hazard.
Jac. Fos. That’s kind:—I meet some pity,
but no merey;
This is the first.
Guard.
And might be the last, did they
Who rule behold us.
Bar. (advancing to the Guard). There is
one who does:
Yet fear not; I will neither be thy judge
Nor thy accuser; though the liour is past,
AVait their last summons—I am of “ the Ten,”
And waiting for that summons, sanction you
Even by my presence: when the last call
sounds,
We ’ll in together.—Look well to the prisoner!
Jac. Fos. What voice is that ?—’T is Barbarigo’s ! A h!
Our house’s foe, and one of my few judges.
Bar. To balance such a foe, if such there
be,
Thy father sits amongst thy judges.
Jac. Fos.
True,
He judges.
Bar.
Then deem not the laws too liarsh
Which yield so much indulgence to a sire,
As to allow his voice in such high matter
As the state’s safety---- Jac. Fos.
And his son’s. I ’m faint;
Let me approach, I pray you, for a breath
Of ah-, yon window which o’erlooks the wàters.
Enter an Officer, who whispers B ab b a b ig o .
Bar. (to the GuartL). Let him approach.
I must not speak with him
Further than thus: I have transgress’d my
duty
In this brief pai·ley, and must now redeem it
Within the CouncÜ Chamber.
[E xit B akba rigo .
[ Guard conducting J acopo F oscaei to
the window.
Guard.
There, sir, ’tis
Open.—How feel you ?
Jac. Fos.
Like a boy—Oh Venice!
Guard. And your limbs ?
Jac. Fos. Limbs! how often have they
borne me
Bounding o’er yon blue tide, as I have
skimm’d
The góndola along in cbildish race,
And, masqued as a young gondolier, amidst
My gay competitore, noble as I,

Scene I.]
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Eaced for our pleasure, in the pride of
Guard. And can yon so much love the
strength;
soil which hates you ?
While the fair populace of crowding beauties,
Jac. Fos. The soil!—Oh no, it is the seed
Plebeian as patrician, cbeer’d us on
of the soil
With dazzling smiles, and wishes audible,
Which persecutes m e; but my native earth
And waving kerchiefs, and applauding liands, Will take me as a mother to lier arnis.
Even to the goal!—How many a time have I I ask no more than a Yenetian grave,
Cloven with arm still lustier, breast more A dungeon, what they will, so it be liere.
daring,
The wave all roughen’d ; with a swimmer’s
Enter an Officer.
stroke
Off.
Bring
in the prisoner !
Flinging the billows back from my drench’d
Guarcl.
Signor, you hear the order.
liair,
Jac. Fos. Ay, I am used to such a sum
And laughing from my lip the audacious
mons: ’tis
brine,
The third time they have tortured me:—then
Which kiss’d it like a wine-cup, l'ising o'er
lend me
The waves as they aróse, and prouder still
Tliine arm.
[To the Guard.
The loftier they uplifted me; and oft,
Offii.
Take mine, sir; ’t is my duty to
In wantonness of spirit, plunging down
Be
nearest
to
your
person.
Lito their green and glassy gulfs, and making
Jac. Fos.
You!—you are he
My way to sliells and sea-weed, all unseen
By those above, till they wax’d fearful; then WTio yesterday presided o’er my pangs—•
Keturning with my grasp full of such tokens Away!—I ’ll walk alone.
Offi.
As you please, signor;
As show'd that I had search’d the deep:
The senteuce was not of my signing, but
exulting,
With a far-daslíing stroke, and drawing deep I dared not disobey the Council when
They---- The long-suspended breath, again I spurn’d
Jac. Fos. Bade thee stretch me on their
The foam which broke around me, and purhorrid engine.
sued
I pray thee touch me not—that is, just now;
My track like a sea-bird.—I was a boy then.
Guard. Be a man now: there never was The time will come tliey will renew that
order,
more need
But keep off from me till ’tis issued. As
Of manhood’s strength.
Jac. Fos. (looking from the lattice). My I look upon thy liands my curdling limbs
Quiver with the anticipated wrencbing,
beautiful.my own,
My only Venice—this is breath t Thy breeze, And the cold drops strain tbrough my brow,
as if----Thine Adrián sea-breeze, how it fans my face!
But onward—I have borne it—I can bear it.—
Thy very winds feel native to my veins,
How looks my father ?
And eool them into calmness! How unlike
Offi.
With his wonted aspect.
The liot gales of the horrid Cyclades,
Jac. Fos. So does the earth, and sky, the
Wliich howled about my Candióte dungeon,
blue of ocean,
and
The brightness of our city, and her domes,
Made my heart sick !
The
mirth
of her Piazza, even now
Guard.
I see the colour comes
Back to your cheek: Heaven send you Its merry hum of nations pierces liere,
Even liere, into these cliambers of the unstrength to bear
known
What more niay be imposed!—I dread to
Who govern, and the unknown and the
think ou ’t.
unnumber’d
Jac. Fos. They will not banish me again ?—
Judged and destroy’d in silence,—all things
No—no,
wear
Let them wring on; I am strong yet.
Guard.
Confess, The self-same aspect, to my very sire!
Nothing can sympatliise with Foscari,
A id the rack will be spared you.
Jac. Fos.
I confess’d Not even a Foscari.—Sir, I attend you.
[Exeunt J acopo F oscaki. Officer, d-c.
Once—twicebefore: both times they exiled me.
Guard. And the tkird time wiÜ slay you. ¡
Enter M emmo and another Senator.
Jac. Fos.'
Let them do so,
So I be buried in my birth-place: better
Mem. He ’s gone—we are too late:—tliink
Be ashes here tlian aught that lives else- !
you “ the Ten ”
where.
Will sit for any length of time to-day ?
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Sen.

They say the prisoner is most ob
durate,
Persisting in his first avowal; but
More I know not.
Mem.
And that is much; the secrets
Of yon terrific chamber are as hidden
From u-s, the premier nobles of the state,
As from the people.
Sen.
Save the wonted rumours,
Which—like the tales of spectres,that are rife
Near ruin’d buildings—never have been
proved,
Nor wholly disbelieved: men know as little
Of the state’s real acts as of the grave’s
Unfathom’d mysteries.
Mem..
But with length of time
We gain a step in knowledge, and I look
Forward to be one day of the decemvirs.
Sen. Or Doge ?
Mem.
Why, no; not if X can avoid it.
Sen. ’T is the first station of the state, and
may
Be lawfully desired, and lawfully
Attain’d by noble aspirants.
Mem.
To such
I leave i t ; though born noble, my ambition
Is limited: I 'd rather be an unit
Of an United and imperial “ Ten,”
Than shine a lonely though a gilded cipher.'—
Whom have we here ? the wife of Foscari ?
Enter M ae im a , with a/emale Attendant.
Mar. What, no one ?—I am wrong, there
stili are two;
But they are senators.
Mem.
Most noble lady,
Command us.
Mar.
I command!—Alas I my life
Has been one long entreaty, and a vain one.
Mem. I understand thee, but I must not
answer.
Mar. (fiercely). True—none dare answer
here save on the rack,
Or question save those---- Mem. (inierrupting her). High-born dame !
bethink thee
Where thou now art.
Mar.
Where I now am!—It was
My husband’s fatlier’s palace.
Mem.
The Duke’s palace.
Mar. And his son’s prison !—True, I have
not forgot i t ;
And if there were no other nearer, bitterer
Itemembrances, would thank the illustrious
Memmo
For pointing out the pleasures of the place.
Mem. Be calm!
Mar. (looking up towards hearen). I am;
but oh, thou eternal God !

[Act I.

Canst thou continue so, with such a world ?
Mem. Thy husband yet may be absolved.
Mar.
He is,
In heaven. I pray you, signor senator,
Speak not of that; you are a man of office,
So is the Doge; he has a son at stake
Now, at this moment, and I have a husband,
Or had; they are there witliin, or wrere at least
An hour since, face to face, as judge and
eulprit:
Will he condemn him i
Mem.
I trust not.
Mar.
But if
He does not, there are those will sentence
both.
Mem. They can.
Mar.
And with them power and will
are one
In wickedness:—my husband ’s lost!
Mem.
Not so;
Justice is judge in Venice.
Mar.
I f it were so,
There now would be no Yenice. But let it
Live on, so the good die not, till the hour
Of nature’s summons; but “ the T en s” is
quicker,
And we must wait on ’t. A h ! a voice of wail I
[A faint cry within.
Sen. Hark!
Mem.
’T was a cry of—
Mar.
No, no; not my husband’s—
Not Foscari’s.
Mem.
The voice was—
Mar,
Not his: no.
He sliriek! N o ; that should be his father’s
part,
Not his—not his—he ’ll die in silence.
[/1 faint groan agam within.
Mem.
What 1
Again ?
Mar. His voice ! it seem’d so: I will not
Believe it. Should he shrink, I cannot cease
To love; but—no—no—no—it must have been
A fearful pang, which wrung a groan from
him.
Sen. And, feeling for thy husband’s
wrongs, wouldst thou
Have him bear more than mortal pain in
silence ?
Mar. We all must bear our tortures. I
have not
Left barren the great house of Foscari,
Though they sweep both the Doge and son
from life;
I have endured as much in giving life
To those who will succeed them, as they can
In leaving i t : but mine were joyful pangs:
And yet they wrung me till I could have
shriek’d,
But did not; for my liope was to bring forth

Scene I.]
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Heroes,and would not welcome themwith tears.
Mem. All ’s silent now.
Mar.
Perhaps all’s over; but
I will not deem it: he hath nerved himself,
And now defies them.
Enter an Ojficer hastily.
Mem.
How now, friend, what seek you ?
Offi. A leech. The prisoner has fainted.
[E xit Officer.
Mem.
_
Lady,
’T were better to retire.
Sen. (offeríng to assist her). I pray thee
do so.
Mar. Off 1 I will tend him.
Mem.
You! Remember, lady!
Ingress is given to none within those
chambers,
Except “ the Ten,” and their familiars.
Mar.
Well,
I know that none who enter there return
As they have enter’d—many never; but
They shall not balk my entrance.
Mem.
Alas! this
Is but to expose yourself to harsh repulse,
And worse suspense.
Mar.
Who shall oppose me ?
Mem.
They
Whose duty ’tis to do so.
Mar.
’T is their duty
To trample on all human feelings, all
Ties which bind man to man, to emulate
The fiends who will one day requite them in
Variety of torturing ! Yet l ’li pass.
Mem. It is impossible.
Mar.
That shall be tried.
Despair defies even despotism: there is
That in my heart would make its way through
hosts
With levell’d spears; and think you a few
jailors
Shall put me from my path ? Give me, then,
way;
This is the Doge’s palace; I am wife
Of the Duke’s son, the innocent Duke’s son,
And they shall hear this !
Mem.
It will only serve
More to exasperate his judges.
Mar.
What
Are judges who give way to anger ? they
Who do so are assassins. Give me way.
[E xit M a p in a .
Sen. Poor lady!
Mem.
’T is mere desperation: she
Will not be admitted o’er the threshold.
Sen.
And
Even if she be so, cannot save her husband.
But see, the officer returns.
[The Officer passes over the stage with
another person.
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Mem.
I liardly
Thought that “ the Ten ” had even this touch
of pity,
Or would permit assistance to this sufferer.
Sen. Pity I Is ’t pity to recali to feeling
The wretch too liappy to escape to death
By the compassionate trance, poor nature’s
last
Resource against the tyranny of pain ?
Mem. I marvel they condemn him not at
once.
Sen. That ’s not their policy: they ’d have
him live,
Because he fears not death; and banish him,
Because all earth, except his native land,
To him is one wide prison, and each breath
Of foreign air he draws seems a slow poison,
Consuming but not killing.
Mem.
Circumstance
Confirms his crimes, but he avows them not.
Sen. None, save the Letter, which he says
was written,
Address’d to Milan’s duke, in the full know
ledge
That it would fall into the senate’s liands,
And thus he should be re-conveyed to Yenice.
Mem. But as a eulprit.
Sen.
Yes, but to his country;
And that was all he sought,—so he avouches.
Mem. The accusation of the bribes was
proved.
Sen. Not clearly, and the cliarge of liomicide
Has been annnll’d by the death-bed con-'
fession
Of Nicolás Erizzo, who slew the late
Chief of “ the Ten.”
Mem.
Then why not clear him ?
Sen.
_
That
They ought to answer; for it is well known
That Almoro Donato, as I said,
Was slaiu by Erizzo for private vengeance.
Mem. There must be more in this strange
process than
The apparent crimes of the accused disclose—
But here come two of “ the T e n ;” let us
retire. [Exeunt Memmo and Senatw.
Enter L oredano and Barbarigo.
Bar. (addressing L or.). That were too
much: believe me, ’t was not meet
The trial should go further at this moment.
Lor. And so the Council must break up,
and Justice
Pause in her full career, because a woman
Breaks in on our deliberations ?
Bar.
No,
That ’s not the cause; you saw the prisoner’s
state.
Lor. And had he not recover’d ?
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Bar.
To relapse
Upon tlie least renewal.
Lor.
’T was not tried.
Bar. ’Tis vain to murmur; tire majority
In eouncil were against you.
Lor.
Tlianks to you, sir,
And the old ducal dotard, who combined
The worthy yoices wliich o’er-ruled my own.
Bar. Iam ajudge; but must coufess that
part
Of our stern duty, wkick prescribes the
Question,
And bids us sit and see its sharp infliction,
Makes me wisk---Lor.
Wkat ?
Bar.
That you would sometimes feel,
As I do always.
Lor.
Go to, you ’re a child,
Infirm of feeling as of purpose, hlown
About by every breath, shook by a sigh,
And melted by a tear—a precious judge
For Venice! and a worthy statesman to
Be partner in my policy.
Bar.
He slied
No tears.
Lor.
He cried out twice.
Bar.
A saint liad done so,
Even with the Crown of glory in liis eye,
At such inhuman artífice of pain
As was forced on liim; but he did not cry
For pity; not a word ñor groan escaped kim,
And tliose two shrieks were not in supplication,
But wrung from pangs, and follow’d by no
prayers.
Lor. He mutter’d many times between
llis teetli,
But inarticulately.
Bar.
That I lieard not;
You stood more near kim.
Lor.
I did so.
Bar.
Metkougkt,
To my surprise too, you were touck’d witk
mercy,
And were tke first to call out for assistance
Wkeu ke was failing.
Lor.
I believed tkat swoon
His last.
Bar. And kave I not oft keard tkee name
His and kís fatker’s deatk your nearest wisk ?
Lor. I f ke dies innocent, tkat is to say,
Witk kis guilt unavow’d, ke ’ll be lamented.
Bar. Wkat, wouldst tliou slay kis memory ?
Lor.
Wouldst tliou kave
His state descend to kis ckildren, as it
must,
If ke die unattainted ?
Bar.
War witk them too ?
Lor. Witk all tlieir liouse, till tkeirs or
mine are nothing.

[Act II.

Bar. And tke deep agony of kis palé wife,
And tke repress’d convulsión of tke liigk
And prnicely krow of kis old fatker, wkich
Broke fortk in a sligkt skuddering, tliougk
rarely,
Or in some clammy drops, soon wiped away
In stern serenity; tliese moved you not ?
[Jíxit L obedano .
He ’s silent in kis kate, as Foscari
Was in kis suffering; and the poor wretch
moved me
More by his silence than a thousand outeries
Could kave effected. ’T was a dreadful sigkt
Wken his distracted wife broke througk into
The hall of our tribunal, and belield
Wkat we could scarcely look upon, long used
To suck siglits. I must tliink no more of
tkis,
Lest I forget in tkis compassion for
Our foes, tlieir former injuries, and lose
Tke liold of vengeance Loredano plans
For kim and me; but mine would be content
Witk lesser retribution than ke tkirsts for,
And I would mitigate kis deeper liatred
To milder tliougkts; but for tke present,
Foscari
Has a skort liourly respite, granted at
Tke instance of tke elders of tke Council,
Moved doubtless by kis wife’s appearance in
Tke hall, and kis own sufferings.—L o ! tkey
come:
How feeble and forlorn! I cannot bear
To look on them again in tkis extremity:
I ’ll lience, and try to soften Loredano. *
[E xit B abbarig o .

Act

n.

Scene I. —/1 Hall in the D oge' s palace.

The D oge and a S enatoh .
Sen. Is it your pleasure to sign tke report
Now, or postpone it till to-morrow ?
Doge.
Now;
I overlook’d it yesterday: it wants
Merely tke signature. Give me tke pen—
[ T A c D o g e sits down and signs thepaper.
There, signor.
Sen. (looking at the paper). You kave forgot; it is not sigsed.
Doge. Not sign’d? Ah, I perceive my
eyes begin
To wax more weak witk age. I did not see
Tkat I kad dipp’d tke pen witkout effect.
Sen. ( dipping the pen into the ink, and
placing the paper before the D oge).
Your liand, too, sliakes, my lord: allow
me, tkus—
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Doge. ’Tis done, I tkank you.
Sen.
Tkus tke act confirm’d
By you and by “ tke Ten ” gives peace to
Venice.
Doge. ’T is long since ske enjoyed i t : may
it be
As long ere ske resume ker arms!
Sen.
’T is almost
Thirty-four years of nearly ceaseless warfare
With the Turk, or tke powers of Italy;
The state kad need of some repose.
Doge.
No doubt:
I found ker Queen of Ocean, and I Ieave ker
Lady of Lombardy; it is a comfort
That I have added to ker diadem
The gems of Brescia and Bavenna; Crema
And Bergamo 110 less are liers; ker realm
By land lias grown by tlius muck in my
reign,
Wliile ker sea-sway has not skrunk.
Sen.
’T is most true,
And merits all our country’s gratitude.
Doge. Perkaps so.
Sen.
Wkick sliould be made manifest.
Doge. I kave not complain’d, sir.
Sen.
My good lord, forgive me.
Doge. For wkat ?
Sen.
My keart bleeds for you.
Doge.
For me, signor ?
Sen. And for your---Doge.
Stop 1
Sen.
It must kave way, my lord:
I kave too many duties towards you
And all your kouse, for past and present
kindness,
Not to feel deeply for your son.
Doge.
Was tkis
In your commission ?
Sen.
Wkat, my lord ?
Doge.
Tkis prattle
Of tliings you know not: but tke treaty’s
sign’d ;
Return witk it to tkem who sent you.
Sen.
I
Obey. I kad in ckarge, too, from tke Council
That you would fix an kour for their reunión.
Doge. Say, wken tkey will—now, even at
this moment,
If it so please tkem: I am tke state’s ser
vant.
Sen. Tkey would accord some time for
your repose.'
Doge. I kave 110 repose, tkat is, none wkick
skall cause
Tke loss of an hour’s time unto the state.
Let them meet wken tkey will, I skall be
found
Where I skould be, and what I llave been
ever.
[E x it Se n a t o r . The D oge
reinains in silence.
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Enter an Attendant.
Att. Prince!
Doge.
Say 011.
Att.
Tke illustrious lady Foscari
Kequests an audience.
Doge.
Bid ker enter. Poor
Marina 1
\_Exit Attendant. The D oge
remains in silence as befare.
Enter M a r in a .
Mar.
1 kave ventured, fatker, 011
Your privaey.
Doge.
I have none from you, my child.
Command my time, wken not commanded by
The state.
Mar.
I wisli’d to speak to you of him.
Doge. Your husband ?
M ar.
And your son.
Doge.
Proeeed, my daughter !
Mar. I kad obtain’d permission from “ tke
Ten ”
To attend my husband for a limited number
Of hours.
Doge.
You kad so.
Mar.
’Tisrevoked.
Doge.
By wkom ?
Mar. “ Tke Ten.”—Wken we kad reack’d
“ tke Bridge of Sigks,"
Wkick I prepared to pass with Foscari,
The gloomy guardián of tkat passage first
Demurr’d : a messenger ivas sent back to
“ Tke Ten;” —but as tke court no longer sate,
And 110 permission kad been given in writing,
I was tlirust back, with tke assnrance tkat
Until that higk tribunal re-assembled
The dungeon walls must still divide us.
Doge.
True,
The form lias been omitted in the liaste
Witk wkicli tke court adjourn’d ; and till it
meets,
’T is dubious.
Mar.
Till it meets ! and wken it meets,
Tkey TI torture kim agani; and ke and I
Must purekase by renewal of tke rack
The interview of liusband and of wife,
Tke koliest tie beneath tke keavens!—Ok
Godl
Dost tliou see tliis ?
Doge.
Ckild—ckild----Mar. (abruptly).
Cali me not “ ckild! ”
You soon will kave no ckildren—you deserve
none—
You, who can talk tkus calmly of a son
In circumstances wkick would cali forth tears
Of blood from Spartans! Tkougli tkese did
not weep
Their boys who died in battle, is it written
Tkat tkey bekeld them perisk piecemeal, ñor
Stretck’d forth a kand to save them ?
B3
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Doge.
You behold me :
I cannot weep—I would I could ; hut if
Eacb white hair 011 ibis bead were a young
life,
This ducal cap tlie diadem of earth,
ïliis ducal riug with wbicb I wed the waves
A talismau to still them—I ’d give all
For bim.
Mar. With less he surely might be saved.
Doge. That answer ouly shows you know
not Venice.
Alas! how should you ? she knows uot herself,
In all lier mystery. Hear me—tliey who aim
At Foscari, aim no less at his falher;
The sire’s destruction would not save the son;
They work by different means to the same
end,
And that is---- but they have not conquer'd
yet.
Mar. But they liave crush’d.
Doge.
Nor crush’d as yet—I live.
Mar. And your son,—how long will he
live?
Doge.
I trust,
For all that yet is past, as many years
And happier thau his father. The rash boy,
With womanish impatience to return,
Hath ruiu’d all by that detected letter:
A high crime, which I neither can deny
Nor palliate, as parent or as Duke:
Had lie but borne a little, little longer
His Candióte exile, I had hopes---- he has
quench’d them—
He must return.
Mar.
To exile ?
Doge.
I liave said it.
Mar. And can I not go with liim ?
Doge.
You well know
This prayer of yours was twice denied before
By the assembled “ Ten,” aud hardly now
Will be accorded to a third request,
Since aggravated errors on the part
Of your lord renders them still more austere.
Mar. Austere ? Atrocious ! The oíd human
fieuds,
With one foot in the grave, with dim eyes,
strange
To tears save drops of dotage, with long white
And scanty hairs, and shakiug hands, aud
lieads
As palsied as tlieir hearts are hard, they
counsel,
Cabal, and put men’s lives out, as if life
Were no more than the feeliugs long extinguish’d
In their accursed bosoms.
Doge.
You know not—
Mar. I do—I do—and so should you, methinks—
That these are demons : could it be else that

[Act II.

Men, who have been of women born and
suckled—
Wlio have loved, or talk’d at least of love—
have given
Their hands in sacred vows—have danced
their babes
Upon their knees, perhaps have mourn’d
above them—
In pain, in perii, or in death—who are,
Or were at least in seeming, human, could
Do as they have done by yours, and you
yourself—
You, who ahet them ?
Doge.
I forgive this, for
You know not what you say.
Mar.
You know it well,
And feel it nothing.
Doge.
I have horne so much,
That words have ceased to shake me.
Mar.
Oh, no doubt!
You have seen your son’s blood flow, aud
your ilesh shook not;
And after that, what are a woman's words ?
No more than woman's tears, that they should
shake you.
Doge. Woman, this clamorous grief of
thine, I teli tliee,
Is no more in the balance weigh’d with that
Which---- but I pity tliee, my poor Marina 1
Mar. Pity my husband, or I cast it from me;
Pity thy son ! Thou pity I—’t is a word
Strange to thy lieart—how came it on thy lips ?
Doge. I must bear these reproaches, though
they wrong me.
Couldst thou hut read----Mar.
’T is not upon thy brow,
Nor in thine eyes,nor in thine acts,—where then
Should I behold this sympathy ? or sliall ?
Doge. (pointing doionwards). There.
Mar.
In the earth ?
Doge.
To which I im tending: when
It lies upon this heart, far lightlier, though
Loaded with marble, than tlie thoughts which
press it
Now, you will know me better.
Mar.
Are you, then,
Indeed, thus to be pitied ?
Doge.
Pitied! None
Shall ever use that base word, with which men
Cloak their souTs hoarded triumph, as a fit one
To mingle with my líame ; that name shall be,
As far as I have horne it, what it was
When I received it.
Mar.
But for the poor childreu
Of him thou canst not, or thou wilt not save
You were the last to bear it.
Doge.
Would it were sol
Better for him lie never had been boni;
Better for me,—I have seen our house dishonour’d.
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Lor.
’Tis tlitir choice
Which leads me here.
Doge.
It does their wisdom lionour,
And 110 less to their courtesy.—Proceed.
Lor. We have decided.
Doge.
We ?
Lor.
“ The Ten ” in council.
Doge. What! have they met again, and
met without
Apprising me ?
Lor.
They wish'd to spare your feeliugs,
No less than age.
Doge. That’s new—when spared they
either ?
I thank them, notwithstanding.
Lor.
You know well
That they have power to act at their discretion,
With or without the presenee of the Doge. _
Doge. ’T is some years siuce I learn’d this.
long before
I became Doge, or dream’d of such advancement.
You need not school me, signor; I sate in
That council when you were a young patrician.
Lor. True, in my father’s time; I have
heard him and
The admiral, his brother, say as much.
Your highness may remember them; they both
Died suddenly.
Doge.
And if they did so, better
So die than live on lingeringly in pain
Lor. No doubt: yet most men like to live
their days out.
Doge. And did not they ?
Lor.
The grave knows hest: they died,
As I said, suddenly.
Doge.
Is that so strange,
That you repeat the word emphatically ?
Lor. So far from strange, that never was
there death
In my mind half so natural as theirs.
Think you not so ?
Doge.
What should I think of mortals ?
Lor. That they have mortal foes.
Doge.
I uuderstand you;
Enter an Attendant.
Your sires were mine, and you are heir in ali
Att.
A message from
things.
Lor. You hest know if I should be so.
“ The Ten.”
Doge.
I do.
Doge.
Who bears it ?
Att.
Noble Loredano. Your fathers were my foes, and I have heard
Foul rumours were abroad; I have also read
Doge. He 1—but admit him.
[ E xit Attendant. Their epitaph, attributing their deaths
Mar.
Must I then retire ? To poisou. ’Tis perhaps as true as most
Inscriptions upon tombs, and yet no less
Doge. Perhaps it is not requisite, if this
Concerns your husband, and if not---- Well, A fable.
Lor. WI10 dares say so ?
signor,
Doge,
’
IJ—’T is true
Your pleasure ?
[To L okedano eniering.
Your fathers were mine enemies, as bitter
Lor.
I bear that of “ the Ten.”
Doge,
They As their son e’er can be, and I no less
Was theirs; but I was openly their foe:
Have chosen well their envoy.

Mar. That ’s false 1 A truer, nobler,
trustier heart,
More loving, or more loyal, never beat
Within a human breast. I would not cliange
My exiled, persecuted, mangled husband,
Oppress’d but not disgraced, crush’d, overwhelm’d,
Alive, or dead, for prince or paladín
In story or in fable, with a world
To back his suit. Dishonour’d !—he dishonour’d 1
I teli thee, Doge, ’tis Venice is dishonour’d !
His name shall be her foulest, worst reproach,
For what he suffers, not for what lie did.
'T is ye who are ali traitors, tyrant 1—y e !
Did you but love your country like this victim
Who totters back in chains to tortures, and
Submits to ali things rather than to exile,
You ’d fling yourselves before him, and implore
His grace for your enormous guilt.
Doge.
He was
Indeed all you have said. I better bore
The deaths of the two sons Heaven took
from me,
Than Jacopo’s disgrace.
Mar.
That word again ?
Doge. Has he not been eondemn’d ?
Mar.
Is none but guilt so ?
Doge. Time may restore his memory—I
would liope so.
He was my pride, my----but ’t is useless
now—
I am not given to tears, but wept for joy
Wlien he was born: those drops were ominous.
Mar. I say he’s innocent! And were he
not so,
Is our own blood and kin to shrink from us
I 11 fatal moments ?
Doge.
I shrank not from him:
But I have otlier duties than a father’s ;
The state would not dispense me from those
duties;
Twice I demanded it, but was refused :
They must then be fulfill’d.
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I never work'd by plot in council, nor
Cabal in commonwealth, nor secret means
Of practice against liíe by Steel or drug.
The proof is, your existence.
Zor.
I fear not.
Doge. You have no cause, being what
I am; but were I
That you would have me thought, you long
ere now
Were past the sense of fear. Hate on; I care
not.
Lor. I never yet knew that a noble’s life
In Yenice had to dread a Doge’s frown,
That is, by open means.
Doge.
But I, good signor,
Am, or at least was, more than a mere duke,
In blood, in mind, in means: and that they
know
Who dreaded to elect me, and have since
Striven all they dare to weigh me down: be
sure,
Before or since that period, had I lield you
At so much price as to require your absence,
A ■word of mine had set such spirits to work
As would have made you nothing. But in all
things
I have observed the strictest reverence;
Not for the laws alone, for those you have
strain’d
(I do not speak of you but as a single
Voice of the many) somewhat beyond what
I could enforce for my anthority,
Were I disposed to brawl; but, as I said,
I have observed with veneration, like
A priest’s for the high altar, even unto
The sacrifice of my own blood and quiet,
Safety, and all save honour, the decrees,
The health, the pride, and welfare of the state.
And now, sir, to your business.
Lor.
’T is decreed,
That, without further repetition of
Tlie Question, or continuance of the trial,
Which only tends to show how stubborn
guilt is
(“ The Ten,” dispensing with the stricter law
Which still prescribes the Question till a full
Confession, and the prisoner partly having
Avow’d his crime in not denying that
The letter to the Duke of Milán ’s his),
James Foscari return to banishment,
And sail in the same galley which convey’d
him.
Mar. Thank God! At least they will not
drag him more
Before that horrible tribunal. Would he
But think so, to my mind the happiest doom,
Not he alone, but all who dwell here, could
Desire, were to escape from such a land.
Doge. That is not a Yenetian thought, my
daughter.

[Act II.

Mar. No, ’t was too human. May I share
his exile ?
Lor. Of this “ the Ten ” said nothing.
Mar.
So I thought!
That were too human, also. But it was not
Inhibited ?
Lor.
It was not named.
Mar. (to the Doge).
Then, father,
Surely you can obtain or grant me thus much:
[To L o e e d a n o .
And you, sir, not oppose my prayer to be
Permitted to accompany my husband.
Doge. I will endeavour.
Mar.
And you, signor ?
Lor.
Lady!
’Tis not for me to anticipate the pleasure
Of the tribunal.
Mar.
Pleasure ! what a word
To use for the decrees of---Doge.
Daughter, know you
In what a presence you pronounce these
things ?
Mar. A prince’s and his subject’s.
Lor.
Subject!
Mar.
Oh!
It galls y o u w e ll, you are his equal, as
You think; but that you are not, nor would
be,
Were he a p easan tw ell, then, you’re a
prince,
A prineely noble; and what then am I ?
Lor. The offspring of a noble liouse.
Mar.
And wedded
To one as noble. What, or wliose, then, is
The presence that should silence my free
thoughts ?
Lor. The presence of your husband’s
judges.
Doge.
And
The deference due even to the lightest word
That falls from those who rule in Yenice.
Mar.
'
Keep
Those màxims for your mass of scared mechanics,
Your merchants, your Dahnatian and Greek
slaves,
Your tributaries, your dumb citizens,
And mask’d nobility, your sbirri, and
Your spies, your gailey and your other slaves,
To whom your midnight carryings off and
drownings,
Your dungeons next the palace roofs, or
under
The water’s level; your mysterious meetings,
And unknown dooms, and sudden executions,
Your “ Bridge of Sighs,” your strangling
chamber, and
Your torturing instruments, have made ye
seem
The beings of another and worse world!
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Keep such for tliem: I fear ye not. I know
ye;
Have known and proved your worst, in the
infernal
Process of my poor husband! Treat me as
Ye treated h i m y o u did so, in so dealing
With him. Then what have I to fear from
you,
Even if I were of fearful nature, which
I trust I am not ?
Doge.
You liear, she speaks wildly.
Mar. Not wisely, yet not wildly.
Lor.
Lady! words
Utter’d within these walls I bear no further
Than to the threshold, saving such as pass
Between tlie Duke and me on the state’s
Service.
Doge ! have you aught in answer ?
Doge.
Somelhing from
The Doge ; it may be also from a parent.
Lor. My mission here is to the Doge.
Doge.
Then say
The Doge will choose his own ambassador,
Or state in person what is meet; and for
The father----Lor.
I remember mine.—Farewell!
I kiss the liands of the illustrious lady,
And bow me to the Duke. [ J i x i t L o h e d a n o .
Mar.
Are you content ?
Doge. I am what you behold.
Mar.
And that ’s a mystery.
Doge. All things are so to mortals; who
can read them
Save he who made ? or, if they can, the few
And gifted spirits, who have studied long
That loathsome volume—man, and pored
upon
Those black and bloody leaves, his heart and
brain,
But learn a magic which recoils upon
The adept who pursues i t : all the sins
We find in others, nature made our own;
All our advantages are those of fortune;
Birtk, wealth, health, beauty, are her acci
dents,
And when we cry out against Fate, ’twere
well
We should remember Fortune can take
nouglit
Save what she gare—the rest was uakedness,
And lusts, and appetites, and vanities,
The universal heritage, to battle_
With as we may, and least in humblest
stations,
AVliere hunger swallows all in one low want,
And the original ordinance, that man
Must sweat for his poor pittance, keeps all
passions
Aloof, save fear of famine! All is low,
And false, and hollow—clay from first to last,
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The prince’s urn no less than potter's vessel.
Our fame is in men’s breath, our lives upon
Less than their breath; our durance upon
days,
Our days on seasons; our whole being on
Sometliing which is not us!— So, we are
slaves,
The greatest as the meanest—nothing rests
Upon our w ill; the will itself no less
Depends upon a straw than on a storm;
And when we think we lead, we are most led,
And still towards death, a thing which comes
as much
Without our act or choice as birth, so that
Methinks we must have siun’d in some old
world,
And this is heli; the best is, that it is not
Eternal.
Mar. These are things we cannot judge
On eartli.
Doge. And how then shall we judge each
other,
Who are all earth, and I, who am call’d upon
To judge my son ? I have administer’d
My country faitlifully—victoriously—
I dare them to the proof, the chart of what
She was and is: my reign has doubled realms;
And, in reward, the gratitude of Venice
Has left, or is about to leave, me single.
Mar. And Foscari? I do not think of such
things,
So I be left with him.
Doge.
You shall be so;
Thus much they cannot well deny.
Mar.
And if
They should, I will fly with him.
Doge.
That can ne’er be.
And whither would you fly ?
Mar.
I know not, reck not—
To Syria, Egypt, to the Ottoman—
Anywhere, where we might respire unfetter’d,
And live nor girt by spies, nor liable
To edicts of inquisitors of state.
Doge. What, wouldst tliou have a renegade for husband,
And turu him into traitor ?
Mar.
He is none!
The country is the traitress, which thrusts
forth
Her best and bravest from her. Tyranny
Is far the worst of treasons. Dost tliou deem
None rebels except subjects ? The prince who
Neglects or violates his trust is more
A brigand than the robber-chief.
Doge.
I cannot
Charge me with such a breach of faith.
Mar.
No; thou
Observ’st, obey’st such laws as make old
Draco’s
A code of mercy by comparison.
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Doge. I found the !aw ; I did not make it.
Were I
A subject, stili I miglit find parts and portions
Fit for amendment; but as prince, I never
Would change, for the sake of my house, the
charter
Left by our fathers.
Mar.
Did tbey make it for
Tbe ruin of tkeir ckildren ?
Doge.
Under such laws, Venice
Has risen to what she is—a state to rival
In deeds, and days, and sway, and, let me
add,
In glory (for we llave had Boman spirits
Amongst us), ali tliat history has bequcatk’d
Of Home and Cartliage in tkeir best times,
when
The people sway’d by senates.
Mar.
Bather say,
Groan’d under tbe stem oligarcbs.
Doge.
Perhaps so;
But yet subdued the world: in such a state
An individual, be he richest of
Such rank as is permitted, or the meanest,
Without a name, is alike nothing, when
The policy, irrevocably tending
To one great end, must be màintain’d in
vigour.
Mar. This means that you are more a
Doge than father.
Doge. It means, I am more Citizen than
eitker.
I f we had not for many centuries
Had thousands of such citizens, and shall,
I trust, kave stili such, Venice were no city.
Mar. Accursed be the city wliere the laws
Would stifle nature’s !
Doge.
Had I as many sons
As I have years, I would have given thern
aU,
Not without feeling, but I would have given
thern
To the state’s Service, to fulfil lier wislies
On the flood, in the field, or, if it must be,
As it, alas! has been, to ostracism,
Exile, or chains, or whatsoever worse
She might decree.
Mar.
And this is patriotism ?
To me it seems the worst barbarity.
Let me seek out my husband: the sage “ Ten,”
With ali its jealousy, will liardly war
So far with a weak woman as deny me
A moment’s access to his dungeon.
Doge.
I ’11
So far take on myself, as order that
You may be admitted.
Mar.
And wkat shall I say
To Foscari from his father?
Doge.
That he obey
The laws.

[Act III,

Mar.
And nothing more? Will you
not see him
Ere he depart ? It may be the last time.
Doge. The last!—my boy!—the last time
I shall see
My last of children 1 Teli him I will come.
[Exeunt.

Act III.
Scene I. — The Prison o f J acopo F oscaki.

Jac. Fos. (solus). No light, save yon famt
gleam which shows me walls
Wliicli never eclio’d but to sorrow’s sounds,
The sigh of long imprisonment, the step
Of feet on which theiron clank’d, the groan
Of death, the imprecation of despair !
And yet for this I have return’d to Venice,
With some faint hope, ’t is true, that time,
which wears
The marble down, had worn away the liate
Of men’s liearts; but I knew thern not, and
here
Must I consume my own, which never beat
For Venice but with such a yearning as
The dove has for her distant nest, when
wlieeling
High in the air on her return to greet
Her callow brood. Wliat letters are these
whicli
[Approaching the wall.
Are scrawl’d along the inexorable wall ?
Will the gleam let me trace thern ? Ah 1 the
ñames
Of my sad predecessors in this place,
The dates of tlieir despair, the brief words of
A grief too great for many. This stone page
Holds like an epitapli their history;
And the poor captive’s tale is graven on
His dungeou barrier, like the lover’s record
Upoii the bark of some tali tree, which bears
His own and his beloved’s name. Alas 1
I recognise some ñames familiar to me,
And blighted like to mine, which I will add,
Fittcst for such a clironicle as this,
Which only can be read, as writ, by wretches.
[Ile engraves his name<
Enter a Familiar o f “ the Ten.”
Fam. I bring you food.
Jac. Fos.
I pray you set it down;
I am past liunger: but my lips are parch’d—
The water i
Fam.
There.
Jac. Fos. (after drinhing). I thank you: I
am better.
Fam. I am commanded to inform you that
Your further trial is postponed.
Jac. Fos.
Till when 1
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Seem to liint shrewdly of tliem. Such stern
Fam. I know not.—It is also in my orders
walls
That your illustriouB lady be admitted.
Were
never piled on high save o’er the dead,
Jac. Fos. Ali! tliey relent, then—I had
Or
those
who soon must be so.— What of
ceased to hope i t :
him ?
’Twas time.
Thou askest.—What of me ? may soon be
ask’d,
Enter M a r in a .
With the like answer—doubt and dreadful
surmise—
Mar.
My best beloved!
Jac. Fos. (embracing her).
My true wife, Unless thou tell’st my tale.
Mar.
I spealc of tliee!
And only friend! What liappiness 1
Jac. Fos. And wherefore not ? All then
Mar.
W e’llpart
shall speak of m e:
No more.
Jac. Fos. H ow ! wouldst thou sliare a The tyranny of silence is not lasting,
And, tliough events be hidden, just men’s
dungeon ?
groans
Mar.
Ay,
The rack, the grave, all—anything with tliee, Will burst all cerement, even a living grave’s !
I
do
not
Jmibt my memory, but my life ;
But the tomb last of all, for there we shall
And neither do I fear.
Be ignorant of each other, yet I will
Mar.
Thy life is safe.
Sliare that—all things except new separation ;
Jac. Fos. And liberty ?
It is too much to have survived the first.
Mar.
The mind sliould make its own.
How dost thou ? How are those worn limbs ?
Jac. Fos. Tliat has a noble sound ; but ’tis
Alas!
a sound,
Why do I ask ? Thy paleness----Jac. Fos.
’T isth ejoy A music most impressive, but too transient:
The
mind
is much, but is not all. The mind
Of seeing tliee again so soon, and so
Hath nerved me to endure the risk of death,
AVitliout expectancy, has sent tile blood
Back to my lieart, and left my clieeks like tliine, And torture positive, far -worse than death
(If death be a deep sleep), witliout a groan,
For thou art palé too, my Marina !
Orwitli a cry which rather shamed my judges
Mar.
’T is
Than me ; but ’tis not all, for there are tliings
The gloom of this eternal cell, which never
More woful—such as this small dungeon,
Knew sunbeam, and the sallow sullen glare
wliere
Of the familiar’s torch, which seems akin
I may breathe many years.
To darkness more than light, by lending to
Mar.
Alas! and this
The dungeon vapours its bituminous smoke,
Which cloud whate’er we gaze on, even tliine Small dungeon is all that belongs to tliee
Of this wide realm, of which thy sire is
eyes—
prince.
No, not tliine eyes—they sparkle—liow they
Jac. Fos. That tliougkt -would scarcely aid
sparkle!
me to endure it.
Jac. Fos. And thine!—but I am blinded
My doom is common; manyare in dungeons,
by the torch.
But
none
like mine, so near their father’s
Mar. As I had been without it. Couldst
palace;
thou see liere ?
Jac. Fos. Nothing at first; but use and But then my lieart is sometimes high, and
hope
time had taught me
Will stream along those moted rays of light
Familiarity with what was darkness;
And the grey twilight of sucli glimmerings as Peopled with dusty atoras, which afford
Glidethrough the crevices made by the winds Our only day : for, save tlíe gaoler’s torch,
Anda strange firefly,which was quickly eaught
Was kinder to mine eyes than the full sun,
Last night in yon enormous spider’s net,
When gorgeously o’ergilding any towers
I ne’er saw aught liere like a ray. Alas !
Save those of Venice: but a moment ere
I know if mind may bear us up, or no,
Thou camest hitlier I was busy writing.
For I have such, and sliown it before men ;
Mar. What?
Jac. Fos. My name: look, ’tis there— It sinks in solitude: my soul is social.
Mar. I will be with tliee.
recorded next
Jac. Fos.
Ah ! if it were so!
The name of him who liere preceded me,
But that they never granted—ñor will grant,
If dungeon dates say true.
Mar.
And what of him ? And I shall be alone : no men; no books—
Jac. Fos. These walls are silent of men’s Those lying likenesses of lying men.
I ask’d for even those outlines of their kind,
ends; they only
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Wbicb tbey tenn annals, kistory, wbat you
wfli,
Wkick men bequeatk as portraits, and tliey
were
Refused me,—so tbese walls bave beeu my
study,
More faithful pictures of Venetian story,
Witb all tkeir blank, or dismal stains, than is
The Hall not far from benee, wkick bears on
bigh
Hundreds of doges, and tlieir deeds and dates.
Mar. I come to teli tliee tbe result of their
Last council on thy doom.
Jac. Fos.
I know it—look!
[ Ilepointe to his limbs, as referring to the
Question which he had undergone.
Mar. No—no—no more of tbat: even tbey
relent
From tbat atrocity.
Jac. Fos.
Wbat tben?
Mar.
Tbat jou
Return to Candia.
Jac. Fos.
Tben my last liope ’s gone.
I could endure my dungeon, for ’t was Venice;
I could support tbe- torture, tliere was sometbing
In my native air tbat buoy’d my spn-its up
Like a sbip on the ocean toss’d by storms,
But proudly still bestriding tbe bigh waves,
And bolding on its course ; but there, afar,
In tbat accursed isle of slaves and captives,
And unbelievers, like a stranded wreck,
My very soul seem’d mouldering in my bosom,
And piecemeal I sliall perisb, iï remanded.
Mar. And here ?
Jac. Fos. At once—by better means, as
briefer.
Whatl would tliey even deny me my sire’s
sepulchre,
As well as lióme and beritage ?
Mar.
Mykusband!
I bave sued to accompany thee henee,
And not so hopelessly. Tliis love of tbiue
For au ungrateful and tyrannic soil
Is passion, and not patriotism; for me,
So I could see thee witb a quiet aspect,
And tbe sweet freedom of tbe earth and air,
I would not cavil about climes or regions.
Tbis crowd of palaces and prisous is not
A paradise; its first inkabitants
Were wretclied exiles.
Jac. Fos.
AVell I know hoic wreteked 1
Mar. And yet you see bow, from tkeir
banisbment
Before tbe Tartar into tbese salt isles,
Tkeir antique energy of mind, all tbat
Eemain’d of lióme for tben- inheritance,
Oreated by degrees an ocean Rome;
And sball an evil, wliick so often leads
To good, depress thee thus ?

[Act III,

Jac. Fos.
Had I gone fortk
From my own land, like the old patriarcks,
seekiug
Anotker región, witb tben- flocks and berds;
Had I been cast out like tbe Jewsfrom Zion,
Or like our fatbers, driven by Attila
From fertile Italy, to barren islets,
I would bave given some tears to my late
country,
And manj-tkougkts; but afterwards address’d
Myself, witb tliose about me, to create
A new home and fresh state: perbaps I could
Have borne tbis—tbougb I know not.
Mar.
Wherefore not ?
It was tbe lot of millions, and must be
Tbe fate of myriads more.
Jac. Fos.
Ay—we but bear
Of tbe survivors’ toil in tkeir new lands,
Their numbers and success; but who cau
number
Tbe kearts wbicb broke in silence at tbat
parting,
Or after their departure; of tbat malady
Wbicb calls up green and native fields to view
From tbe rougb deep, witb sucb identity
To tbe poor exile’s fever’d eye, tbat be
Can scarcely be restramed from treading tbem?
Tbat melody, wbicb out of tones and tunes
Colleets sucb pasture for tbe longing sorrow
Of tbe sad mountaineer, wlien far away
From bis snow canopy of cliffs and clouds,
Tbat be feeds on tbe sweet, but poisonous
tliought,
And dies. You call tbis weakness! It is
strengtb,
I say,—tbe parent of all bonest.feeling.
He wbolovesnot bis country, can love notking.
Mar. Obey her, tben: ’t is sbe tbat puts
tliee fortk.
Jac. Fos. Ay, tliere it is ; ’tis like. a
motker’s curse
Upon my soul—tbe mark is set upon me.
The exiles you speak of went fortk by
nations,
Their liands upbeld eacb otlier by tbe way,
Tkeir tents were pitcb’d together—I ’m alone.
Mar. You sball be so no more—I will go
witb thee.
Jac. Fos. My best Marina!—and our
ckildren ?
Mar.
Tbey,
I fear, by tbe prevention of the state’s
Abhorrent pobcy (wbicb bolds all ties
As tkreads, wbicb may be broken at ber
pleasure),
Will not be suffer’d to proceed witb us.
Jac. Fos. And canst tliou leave tbem ?
Mar.
Yes. Witb many a pang.
But—I can leave tbem, ckildren as tbey are,
To teaek you to be less a cbild. From tbis

Ssene I.]
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Learu j-ou to sway your feelings, wken
exacted
By dnties paramount; and ’tis our first
On earth to bear.
Jac. Fos.
Have I not borne ?
Mar.
Too muck
From tyrannous injustice, and enougb
To teacb you not to skrink now from a lot,
Wkich, as compared witb wbat you bave
undergone
Of late, is merey.
Jac. Fos.
Ab ! you never yet
Were far away from Venice, never saw
Her beautiful towers in tbe receding distance,
Wliile every furrow of tbe vessel’s track
Seem’d plougking deep into yom- heart; you
never
Saw day go down upon yom- native spires
So calmly witb its gold and crimson glory,
And after dreammg a disturbed visión
Of tbem and theirs, awoke and found tbem
not.
Mar. I will divide tbis witb you. l e t us
tkink
Of our departure from tbis much-loved city
(Since you must love it, as it seems), and tbis
Chamber of state, ber gratitude allots you.
Our children will be cared for by tbe Doge,
And by my úneles: we must sail ere night.
Jac. Fos. Tlmt’s sudden. Sball I not
beliold my fatber ?
Mar. You will.
Jac. Fos.
Wkere ?
Mar.
Here, or in tbe ducal cliamber—
He said not wbicb. I would tbat you could
bear
Your exile as be bears it.
Jac. Fos.
Blame bim not.
I sometimes murmur for a moment; but
He could not now act otberwise. A show
Of feelmg or compassion on bis part
Would bave but drawn upon his aged liead
Suspicion from “ tbe Ten,” and upon mine
Accumulated ills.
Mar.
Accumulated!
Wbat pangs are tbose tbey bave spared you ?
Jac. Fos.
Tbat of leaving
Venice witkout bebolding bim or you,
Wlxicb migkt bave been forbidden now, as
’t was
Upon my former exile.
Mar.
Tbat is true,
And thus far I am also tbe state’s debtor,
And sliall be more so wlien I see us botli
Floating on tbe free waves—away—away—
Be it to the eartb’s end, from tbis abhorr’d,
Unjust, and----Jac. Fos.
Curse it not. If I am silent,
Wbo dares acense my country ?
Mur.
'
Men and àngels!
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Tbe blood of myriads reeldng up to lieaven,
Tbe groans of slaves in ckains, and meu in
dungeons,
Mothers, and wives, and sons, and sn-es, and
subjeets,
Held in tbe bondage of ten bald-beads; and
Tbougli last, not least, thy silence! Couldst
thou say
Augbt in its favour, wbo ívould praise like
thee!
Jac. Fos. Let us address us tben, since so
it must be,
To our departure. Wbo comes here ?
Enter L oredaxo, attended by Familiars.
Lor. (lo the Familiars).
Retire,
But leave tbe torch.
[ Exeunt the two Familiars.
Jac. Fos.
Most w-elcome, noble signor.
I did not deem tbis poor place could bave
drawn
Sucb presence liitlier.
Lor.
’Tis not tbe first time
I bave visited tbese places.
Mar.
Nor would be
The last, were all men’s mèrits well rewarded.
Carne you here to insult us, or remain
As spy upon us, or as hostage for us ?
Lor. Neither are of my office, noble lady!
I am sent kither to your liusband, to
Anuounce “ tbe Ten’s ” decree.
Mar.
Tliat tenderness
Has been anticipated: it is known.
Lor. As bow ?
Mar. I bave inform’d bim, not so gently,
Doubtless, as your nice feelings would pre
scribe,
Tbe indulgence of your colleagues; but be
knew it.
I f you come for our thanks, take tbem, and
henee!
Tbe dungeon gloom is deep enougb witkout
you,
And full of reptiles, not less loatksome,
thougb
Their sting is honester.
Jac. Fos.
I pray j-ou, calm you:
Wliat can avail sucb words ?
Mar.
To let bim know
Tbat be is known.
Lor.
Let tbe fair dame preserve
Her sex’s privilege.
Mar.
I bave some sons, sir,
Will one day tliank you better.
Lor.
You do well
To nurse tbem wisely. Foscari—you know
Your sentence, tben ?
Jac. Fos.
Return to Candia ?
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Lor.
True—
For life.
Jac. Fos. Not long.
Lor.
I said—for life.
Jac. Fos.
'
And I
Repeat—not long.
Lor.
A year’s imprisonment
In Canea—afterwards the freedom of
The whole isle.
Jac. Fos.
Botli the same to me: the after
Freedom as is the first imprisonment.
Is ’t true my wife accompanies me ?
Lor.
Yes,
If slie so wills it.
Mar.
Who obtain’d that justice ?
Lor. One who wars not with women.
Mar.
But oppresses
Men: howsoever let him have my thanks
For the only boon I would have ask’d or
taken
From him or such as he is.
Lor.
He receives them
As they are offer’d.
Mar.
May they thrive with him
So much!—no more.
Jac. Fos. Is this, sir, your whole mission ?
Because we have brief time for preparation,
And yon perceive your presence doth disquiet
This lady, of a house noble as yours.
Mar. Nobler 1
Lor.
How nobler ?
Mar.
As more generous !
We say the “ generous steed ” to express the
purity
Of his bigh blood. Thus much l ’ve learnt,
although
Venetian (who see few steeds save of bronze),
From those Venetians who have skimm’d the
coasts
Of Egypt and her neighbour Araby:
And why not say as soon the “ generous
m ani”
If race be aught, it is in quaiities
More than in years; and mine, which is as
old
As yours, is better in its product, nay—
Look not so stern—but get you back, and
pore
Upon your genealògic tree’s most green
Of leaves and most mature of fruits, and
there
Blush to find ancestors, who would have
blush’d
For sucli a son—thou cold inveterate hater!
Jac. Fos. Again, Marina!
Mar.
Again 1 still, Marina.
See you not, he comes here to glut his hate
With a last look upon our misery ?
Let him partake i t !
Jac. Fos.
That were difficult.

[Act III.

Mar. Nothing more easy. He partakes it
now—
Ay, he may veil beneath a marble brow
And sneering lip the pang, but he partakes it.
A few brief words of trutli sliame the devil’s
servants
No less than master; I have probed his soul
A moment, as the eternal tire, ere long,
Will reach it alwavs. See how he shrinks
from me I
With death, and cliains, and exile in his
hand,
To scatter o’er his kind as he thinks fit;
They are llis weapons, not his armour, for
I have pierced him to the core of his cold
heart.
I care not for his frowns! We can but die,
And he but live, for him the very worst
Of destinies: each day secures him more
His tempter’s.
Jac. L'os.
This is mere insanity.
Mar. It may be so; and who liath made
us mad l
Lor. Let her go on ; it irks not me.
Mar.
That ’s false!
You came here to enjoy a heartless triumph
Of cold looks upon manifold griefs 1 You
came
To be sued to in vain—to mark our tears,
And hoard our groans—to gaze upon the
wreck
Which you have made a prince’s son—my
husband;
In sliort, to trample on the fallen—an office
The hangman shrinks from, as all men from
him!
How have you sped ? We are wretched,
signor, as
Your plots could make, and vengeance could
desire us,
And how feel you l
Lor.
As rocks.
Mar.
By thuuder blasted:
They feel not, but no less are shiver'd.
Come,
Foseari; now let us go, and leave this felón,
The sole fit habitant of such a celi,
Which he has peopled often, but ne’er fitly
Till he himself shall brood in it alone.
Enter the D o g e .
Jac. Fos. My father !
Doge (embracing him). Jacopo! my son—
my son!
Jac. Fos. My father still! How long it is
since I
Have heard thee ñame my ñame—our name!
Doge.
My boy!
Couldst thou but know---Jac. Fos.
I rarely, sir, have murmur’d.

Scene I.]
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Doge. I feel too much thou hast not.
Mar.
Doge, look there !
[,She points to L okedano.
Doge. I see the man—what mean’st thou?
Mar.
Caution!
Lor.
Being
The virtue which this noble lady most
May practise, she doth well to recommend it.
Mar. Wretch! ’tis no virtue, but the
policy
Of those who fain must deal perforce with
vice:
As such I recommend it, as I would
To one whose foot was on an adder’s path.
Doge. Daughter, it is superfluous; I have
long
Known Loredano.
Lor.
You may know him better.
Mar. Yes: worse he could not.
Jac. Fos.
Father, let not these
Our parting hours be lost in listening to ^
Reproaches, which boot nothing. Is it—is it,
Indeed, our last of meetings ?
Doge.
You behold
These white hairs 1
Jac. Fos.
And I feel, besides, tliat mine
Will never be so white. Embrace me, father!
I loved you ever—never more than now.
Look to my children—to your last child’s
children:
Let them be all to you which lie was once,
And never be to you what I am now.
May I not see them also ?
Mar.
No—not here.
Jac. Fos. They miglit behold their parent
anywhere.
Mar. I would that they beheld their
father in
A place which would not mingle fear with
love,
To freeze their young blood in its natural
current.
They have fed well, slept soft, and linew not
that
Their sire was a mere hunted outlaw. Well,
I know his fate may one day be their
heritage;
But let it only be their heritage,
And not their present fee. Their senses,
though
Alive to love, are yet awake to terror;
And these vile damps, too, and yon thick
green wave
Which floats above the place where we now
stand—■
A celi so far below the water’s level,
Sending its pestilence through every creviee,
Might strike them: this is not their atmosphere,
However you—and you—and most of all,
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As worthiest—you, sir, noble Loredano !
May breathe it without prejudice.
Jac. Fos.
I have not
Keflected upon this, but acquiesce.
I shall depart, then, without meeting them ?
Doge. Not so: they shall await you in my
chamber.
Jac. Fos. And must I leave them—all l
Lor.
You must.
Jac. Fos.
Not one ?
Lor. They are the state’s.
Mar.
I thought they had been mine.
Lor. They are, in all maternal things.
Mar.
That is
In all things painful. If they ’re sick, they
will
Be left to me to tend them ; should they die,
To me to bury and to mourn ; but if
They live, they ’ll make you soldiers, senators,
Slaves, exiles—what you w ill; or if they are
Females with portions, brides and hribes for
nobles!
Behold the state’s care for its sons and
mothers 1
Lor. The hour approaches, and the wind
is fair.
Jac. Fos. How know you that here, where
the genial wind
Ne’er blows in all its blustering freedom ?
Lor.
’Twas so
When I came here. The galley fioats within
A bow-shot of the “ Riva di Schiavoni.”
Jac. Fos. Father! I pray you to precede
me, and
Prepare my children to behold their father.
Doge. Be firm, my son!
Jac. Fos.
I will do my endeavour.
Mar. Farewell! at least to this detested
dungeon,
And him to whose good offices yon owe
In part your past imprisonment.
Lor.
And present
Liberation.
Doge.
He speaks truth.
Jac. Fos.
No doubt! but ’tis
Exchange of cliains for heavier chains I owe
him.
He knows this, or he had not sought to change
them.
But I reproach not.
Lor.
The time narrows, signor.
Jac. Fos. Alas! I little thought so lingeringly
To leave abodes like this: but when I feel
That every step I take, even from this celi,
Is one away from Venice, Ilook back
Even on these dull damp walls, and---Doge.
Boy! no tears.
Mar. Let them flow on: he wept not on
the rack
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To shame him, and they cannot sliame him
now.
They will relieve his heart—tliat too kind
heart—
And I will find an liour to wipe away
Tliose tears, or add my om . I could weep
nowr,
Bat would not gratify yon wretch so far.
Let us proeeed. Doge, lead the way.
Lor. [to the Familiar). The torch, there !
Mar. Yes, light us on, as to a funeral pyre,
With Loredano mourning lilte an lieir.
Doge. My son, you are feehle; take this
liand.
Jac. Fos. Alasl
Must youth support itself on age, and I
Who ought to be the prop of yours ?
Lor.
Take mine.
Mar. Touch it not, Foscari; ’twillsting
you. Signor,
Stand off! be sure, tliat if a grasp of yours
Would raise us from the guií wherein we are
plunged,
No haud of onrs would stretch itself to meet it.
Come, Foscari, take the hand the altar gave
you;
It eould not save, but will support you ever.
[Exeunt.

Act IV.
Scene I,—A Hall in the Ducal Palace.
Enter

L

oredano

and B a r b a m g o .

Bar. And liave you coníldence in such a
project?
Lor. I have.
Bar.
’Tis hard upon his yeai*s.
.L o r.
_
Sayrather
Kind to relieve him from the cares of state.
Bo.r. ’T will break his heart.
Lor.
Age has no heart to break.
He has seen his soji’s lialf broken, and, exeept
A start of feeling in his dungeon, never
Swerved.
Bar. Inhiscountenance.Igrantyou,never;
But I liave seen him sometimes in a calm
So desolate, that the most clamorous grief
Had nought to envy him within. Where is
he?
Lor. In his own portion of the palace,
with
His son, and the whole race of Foscaris.
Bar. Bidding farewell.
Lor.
A last. As soon he shall
Bid to his dukedom.
Bar.
When embarks the son ?

Lor.

[Act IV.

Forthwith—when this long leave is
taken. ’T is
Time to admonish them again.
Bar.
Forbear;
Eetrench not from tlieir moments.
Lor.
Not I, now
We have kigher business for our own. This
day
Shall be the last of the oíd Doge's reign,
As the first of his son’s last banishment,
And that is vengeance
Bar.
'
In my mind, too deep.
Lor. ’T is moderate—not even life for life,
the rule
Denounced of retribution from all time;
They owe me still myfather’sand myuncle’s.
Bar. Did not the Doge deny this strongly ?
Lor.
Doubtless.
Bar. And did not this shake your suspicion?
Lor.
'
No.
Bar. Bnt if this deposition should take place
By our united iuflueuce in the Council,
It must be done with all the deference
Due to his years, his station, and his deeds.
Lor. As mucli of ceremony as you will,
So that thething be done. Youmay, for aught
I care, depute the Council on their lmees
(Like Barbarossa to the Pope), to beg liim
To have the courtesy to abdicate.
Bar. Wliat if he will not ?
Lor.
We’ll elect another,
And make him nuil.
Bar.
But will the laws uphold us ?
Lor. Wliat laws ?—“ The Ten ” are laws;
and if they were not,
I will be legislator in this business.
Bar. At your own peril ?
Lor.
There is none, I teli you,
Our powers are such.
Bar.
But he has twice already
Solicited permission to retire,
And twice it was refused.
Lor.
The better reason
To grant it the tliird time.
Bar.
Unask’d ?
Lor.
_
It shows
The impression of his former instances :
I f they were from his heart, he may be thankfui:
I f not, ’t will punisli his hypocrisy.
Come, they are met by this time ; let us joia
them,
And be thou fix’d in purpose for this once.
I liave prepared such arguments as will not
Fail to move them, and to remove him: since
Their thoughts, their objects, have been
sounded, do not
You, with your wonted scruples, teach us
pause,
And all will prosper.

Scene I.]
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Bar.
Could I but be certain
This is no prelude to such persecution
Of the sire as has fallen upon the son,
I would support you.
Lor.
He is safe, I teli you;
His fourscore years and five may linger on
As long as he can drag them; ’t is his throne
Alone is aim’d at.
Bar.
But discarded princes
Are seldom long of life.
Lor.
And men of eighty
More seldom still.
Bar. And why not wait these few years ?
Lor. Because we have waited long enough,
and he
Lived longer than enough. Henee! in to
council!
[Exeunt L o r e d a n o and B a b b a e i g o .
Enter Me m o and a Senator.
Sen. A summons to “ the Ten ! ” why so ?
Mem.
“ The Ten”
Alone can answer; they are rarely wont
To let their thoughts anticipate their purpose
By previous proclamation. We are summon’d—
That is enough.
Sen.
For them, but not for us;
I would know why.
Mem.
You will know why anon,
If you obey: and, if not, you no less
Will know why you should have obey'd.
Sen.
I mean not
To oppose them, but----Mem.
In Venice “ but ” ’s a traitor.
But me no “ buts," unless you would pass o’er
The Bridge which few repass.
Sen.
I am silent.
Mem.
Why
Thus hesitate ? “ The Ten ” have call’d in aid
Of their deliberation five and twenty
Patricians of the senate—you are one,
And I another; and it seems to me
Both honour’d by the choice or chance which
leads us
To mingle with a body so augnst.
Sen. Most true. I say no more.
Mem.
As we hope, signor,
And all may lionestly, (that is, all those
Of noble blood may,) one day hope to be
Decemvir, it is surely for the senate’s
Chosen delegates a school of wisdom, to
Be thus admitted, though as novices,
To view the mysteries.
Sen.
Let us view them : they,
No doubt, are worth it.
Mem.
Being worth our lives
If we divulge them, doubtless they are worth
Something, at least to you or me.

Sen.
I souglit not
A place within the sanctuary; but being
Chosen, however reluctantly so chosen,
I shall fulfil my office.
Mem.
Let us not
Be latest in obeying “ the Ten’s ” summons.
Sen. All are not met, but I am of your
thought
So far—let’s in.
Mem.
The earliest are most weleome
In earnest councils—we will not be least so.
[Exeunt.
Enter the D o g e , J a c o p o

F

o s c a k i,

and M a r i n a .

Jac. Fos. Ah, father! though I must and
will depart,
Yet—yet—I pray you to obtain for me
That I once more return unto my home,
Howe’er remote the period. Let there be
A point of time, as beacon to my heart,
With any penalty annex’d they please,
But let me still return.
Doge.
Son Jacopo,
Go and obey our country’s w ill: ’tis not
For us to look beyond.
Jac. Fos.
But still I must
Look back. I pray you think of me.
Doge.
Alas!
You ever were my dearest offspring, when
They were more numerous, nor can be less
so
Now you are last; but did the state demand
The exile of the disinterred ashes
Of your three goodly brothers, now in earth,
And their desponding shades carne fiitting
round
To impede the act, I must no less obey
A duty, paramount to every duty.
Mar. My husband! let us on: this but
prolongs
Our sorrow.
Jac. Fos. But we are not summon’d yet;
The galley’s sails are not unfurl'd:—who
knows ?
The wind may change.
Mar.
And if it do, it will not
Change their hearts, or your lot: the galley’s
oars
Will quickly clear the harbour.
Jac. Fos.
O ye elements!
Where are your storms ?
Mar.
In human breasts. Alas !
Will nothing calm you ?
Jac. Fos.
Never yet did mariner
Put up to patrón saint such prayers for
prosperous
And pleasant breezes, as I call upon you,
Ye tutelar saints of my own city! which
Ye lov6 not with more holy love than I,
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To Iasli up from the deep the Adrián waves,
And waken Auster, sovereign of tire tempest!
Till the sea dasii me baek on my own shore
A broken corsé upon the barren Lido,
Where I may mingle with the sands which
skirt
The Iand I love, and nerer shall see more !
Mar. And wish you this with me beside
you?
Jac. Fos.
No—
No—not for tliee, too good, too kind! May’st
thou
Live long to be a mother to those cliildren
Thy fond fidelity for a time deprives
Of such support! But for myself alone,
May all the winds of heaven liowl down the
Gulf,
And tear the vessel, till the mariners,
Appall’d, turn their despairing eyes on me,
As the Phenicians did on Jonah, theu
Cast me out from amongst them, as an
offering
To appease the waves. The billow which
destroys me
Will be more merciful than man, and bear me
Dead, but stili bear me to a native grave,
From fishers’ hands, upon the desolate
strand,
Which, of its thousand wrecks, hath ne’er
received
One lacerated like the heart which then
Will be.—But wherefore breaks it not ? why
live I ?
Mar. To man thyself, I trust, with time,
to master
Such useless passion. Until now thou wert
A suiïerer, but not a loud one: why
What is this to the things thou hast borne in
silence—
Imprisonment and actual torture ?
Jac. Fos.
Double,
Triple, and tenfold torture! But you are
right,
It must be borne. Father, your blessing.
Doge.
Would
It could avail thee! but no less thou hast it.
Jac. Fos. Forgi ve---Doge.
What ?
Jac. Fos.
My poor mother, for my birth,
And me for haviug lived, and you yourself
(As I forgive you), for the gift of life,
Which you bestow’d upon me as my sire.
Mar. What hast thou done ?
Jac Fos.
Nothing. I cannot cliarge
My memory with much save sorrow: but
I have been so beyond the common lot
Chasten’d and visited, I needs must think
That I was wicked. If it be so, may
What I have undergone here keep me from
A like hereafter 1
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Mar.
Fear not: that's reserved
For your oppressors.
Jac. Fos.
Let me liope not.
Mar.
Hope not ?
Jac. Fos. I cannot wish them all they have
inflicted.
Mar. A U ! the consummate fiends! A
thousand-fold
May the worm which ne’er dieth feed upon
them !
Jac. Fos. They may repent.
Mar.
And if they do, Heaven will not
Accept the tardy penitence of demons.
Enter an Officer and Guards.
Offi.

Signor ! the boat is at the shore—the
wind
Is l'ising—we are ready to attend you.
Jac. Fos. And I to be attended. Once
more, father,
Your hand!
Doge. Take it. Alas! how thine own
trembles!
Jac. Fos. No—you mistake; ’tis yours
that shakes, my father.
Farewell!
Doge. Farewell! Is there auglit else ?
Jac. Fos.
No—nothing.
[To the Officer.
Lend me your arm, good signor.
Offi.
You turn pale—
Let me support you—paler—ho! some aid
there!
Some water!
Mar.
Ah, he is dying!
Jac. Fos.
Now, I ’m ready—
My eyes swim strangely—where ’s the door ?
Mar.
Away I
Let me support him—my best love 1 Oh,
God!
How faintly beats this heart—this pulse !
Jac. Fos.
The light!
Is it the light ?—I am faint.
[Officer presents him with water.
Offi.
He will be better,
Perhaps, in the air.
Jac. Fos.
I doubt not. Father—wife—
Yrour hands!
Mar. There ’s death in that damp, clammy
grasp.
Oh, God !—My Fosean, how fare you ?
Jac. Fos.
W ell! [He dies.
Offi. He ’s gone I
Doge.
H e’sfree.
Mar.
No—no, he is not dead;
There must be life yet in that heart—he
could not
Thus leave me.
Doge.
Daughter!

Scene I.]

ZU Zvoo f o e c a v í.

503

Mar. (pointing to the Doge, who is still on
the ground by his son’s body).
He’s busy, look,
About the business you provided for him.
Are ye content ?
Bar.
We will not interrupt
A parent’s sorrowTs.
Mar.
No, ye only make them,
Then leave them.
Doge. (rising). Sirs, I am ready.
Bar.
No—not now.
Lor. Y e t’t was important.
Doge.
I f ’t was so, I can
Only repeat—I am ready.
Bar.
It shall not be
Just now, tliough Venice totter'd o’er the deep
Like a frail vessel. I respect your griefs.
Doge. I thank you. If the tidings which
you bring
Are evil, you may say them; nothing further
Can touch me more than him thou look’st on
there;
I f they be good, say on; you need not fear
That they can comfort me.
Bar.
I would they could!
Doge. I spoke not to you, but to Loredano.
H e understands me.
Mar.
Ah ! I thought it wrould be so.
Doge. What mean you ?
Mar.
L o ! there is the blood beginning
To ilow through the dead lips of Foscari—
The body bleeds in presence of the assassin.
[To L o r e d a n o .
Thou cowardly murderer by law, beliold
How death itself bears witness to thy deeds!
Doge. My child! this is a phantasy of
grief.
Bear henee the body. [To his attendants.J
Signors, if it please you,
Within an liour I ’ll liear you.
[Exeunt D o g e , M a r i n a , and attendants
with the body. Manent L o r e d a n o
and B a b b a r i g o .
Bar.
He must not
Be troubled now.
Enter L o r e d a n o and B a r b a r i o o .
Lor.
He said himself that nought
Lor.
What’s here? Could give him trouble further.
Bar.
These are words;
Mar. A h ! the devil come to insult the
But grief is lonely, and the breaking in
dead! Avaunt!
Upon it barbarous.
Incarnate Luciferi ’tis holy ground.
Lor.
Sorrow preys upon
A martyr’s ashes now lie there, which make
Its solitude, and nothing more diverts it
it
A shrine. Get thee back to thy place of From its sad visions of the other world,
Than calling it at moments back to this.
torment!
Bar. Lady, we knew not of this sad The busy have no time for tears.
Bar.
And therefore
event,
But pass'd here merely on our path from You would deprive this oíd man of all
business ?
council.
Lor. The thing’s decreed. The Giunta
Mar. Pass on.
and “ the Ten ”
Lor.
We sought the Doge.
Mar.
Hold thy peace, oíd man 1
I am no daughter now—thou hast no son.
Oh, Foscari!
Offi.
We must remove the body.
Mar. Touch it not, dungeon miscreants!
your base office
Ends with llis life, and goes not beyond
murder,
Even by your murderous laws. Leave his
remains
To those who know to honour them.
Offi.
I must
Iuform the signory, and learn their pleasure.
Doge. Inform the signory from me, the
Doge,
They have no further power upon those
aslies:
While he lived, he was theirs, as fits a
subject—
Now he is mine—my broken-hearted boy!
[E xit Officer.
Mar. And I must live!
Doge.
Your children live, Marina.
Mar. My children! true—they live, aud I
must live
To briug them up to serve the state, and die
As died their father. Oh! what best of
blessiugs
Were barrenness in Venicel Would my
mother
Had been so!
Doge.
My unhappy children 1
Mar.
W hat!
You feel it then at last—you !—Where is now
The stoic of the state ?
Doge (throwing himself down by the body).
Here !
Mar.
Ay, weep on !
I thought you had no tears—you hoarded
them
Until they are useless; but weep on 1 he
never
Shall weep more—never, never more.
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Have made it law—who símil oppose that
law ?
Bar. Humanity!
Lor.
Because his son is dead"?
Bar. And yet unburied.
Lor.
Had we known tliis when
The aet ivas passing, it niiglat have suspended
Its passage, but impedes it not—once past.
Bar. I ’ll not consent.
Lor.
You have consented to
All that ’s essentia!—leave the rest to me.
Bar. Why press his abdication now ?
Lor.
The feelings
Of prívate passion may not interrupt
The public benefit; and what the state
Decides to-day must not give way before
To-morrow for a natural accident.
Bar. You have a son.
Lor.
I luiré—and had a father.
Bar. Still so inexorable ?
Lor.
Still.
Bar.
But let him
Inter his son before we press upon him
This edict.
Lor.
Let him cali up into Ufe
My sire and unde—I consent. Men may,
Even aged men, be, or appear to be,
Sires of a hundred sons, but cannot kindle
An atom of tlieir ancestors from eartli.
The victims are not equal; he has seen
His sons expire by natural deaths, and I
My sires by violent and mysterious maladies.
I used no poison, bribed no subtle master
Of the destructive art of healing, to
Shorten the path to the eternal cure.
His sons—and he had four—are dead, without
My dabbling in vile drugs.
Bar.
And art thou sure
He dealt in such ?
Lor.
Most sure.
Bar.
And yet he seems
All openness.
Lor.
And so he seem’d not long
Ago to Carmagnuola.
Bar.
The attainted
And foreign traitor ?
Lor.
Even so: when he,
After the very night in wliicli “ the Ten ”
(Join’d with the Doge) decided liis destruetion,
Met the great Duke at daybreak with a jest,
Demanding whether he should augur him
“ The good day or good night ? ” his Dogeship answer’d,
“ That he in trnth had pass’d a night of vigil,
In which (he added with a gracious smile),
There often lias been question about you.”
’T was true; the question was the death
resolved
Of Carmagnuola, eight months ere he died;
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And the oíd Doge, who knew him doom’d,
smiled on him
With deadly cozenage, eight long months
beforeliand—
Eight months of such liypocrisy as is
Learnt but in eighty years. Brave Car
magnuola
Is dead; sois youngEoscari and his brethren—
I never smiled on them.
Lar.
Was Carmagnuola
Your friend ?
Lor.
He was the safeguard of the city.
In early life its foe, but, in his manhood,
Its saviour first, then victim.
Lar.
A li! that seems
The penalty of saving cities. He
Whom we now act against not only saved
Our own, but added otliers to our sway.
Lor. The Bomans (and we ape them) gave
a crown
To him who took a city; and they gave
A crown to him who saved a Citizen
Inbattle: the rewards are equal. Now,
I f we should measure forth the cities taken
By the Doge Foscari, with citizens
Destroy’d by him, or throughhim, the account
Were fearfully against him, althoughnarrow'd
To private havoc, such as between him
And my dead father.
Lar.
Are you then thus fix’d ?
Lor. Why, what should cliange me ?
Bar.
That which clianges me:
But you, I know, are marble to retain
A feud. But when all is accomplish’d, when
The oíd man is deposed, his líame degraded,
His sons all dead, his family depress’d,
And you and yours triumphant, shall you
sleep ?
Lor. More soundly.
Bar.
That ’s an error, and you '11 find it
Ere you sleep witli your fathers.
Lor.
They sleep not
In their accelerated graves, ñor will
Till Foscari filis his. Each night I see them
Stalk frowning round my couch, and, pointing
towards
The ducal palace, marshal me to vengeance.
Bar. Fancy’s distemperature! There is
no passion
More spectral or fantastical than lía te ;
Not even its opposite, Love, so peoples air
With phantoms, as this madness of the lieart.
Enter an Officer.
Lor. Where go yon, sirrah ?
Offi.
By the ducal order
To fonvard the preparatory rites
For the late Foscari’s interment.
_ Bar.
Them
Vault has been often open’d of late years.
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Lo'l'. ’T will be full soon, and may be closed
for ever.
Offi. .May I pass on ?
Lor.
You may.
Bar.
How bears the Doge
This last calamity ?
Offi.
With desperate firmness.
In presence of anotlier he says little,
But I perceive his lips move now and then;
And once or twice I heard him, from the
adjoining
Apartment, mutter forth the words—“ My
son! ”
Scarce audibly. I must proceed.
\ _E xit Officer.
Bar.
This stroke
Will move all Venice in his favour.
Lor.
Bight!
We must be speedy: let us cali togetlier
The delegates appointed to convey
The Council’s resolution.
Bar.
I protest
Against it at this moment.
Lor.
As you please—
I I I take them voices on it ne’ertheless,
And see whose most may sway them, yours
or mine.
\_E xeu n t B

a k b a r ig o

and L

oredano.

Act V.
Scene l.—The D ooe’ s Apartment.
The D oge and Attendants.
A U. iVTylord, the deputation is in waiting;
But add, that if anotlier liour would better
Accord with your will, they will make it theirs.
Doge. To me all hours are like. Let them
approach.
{Exit Attendant.
An Officer. Prince! I have done your
bidding.
Doge.
What command ?
Offi. A melancholy one—to cali the attendance
Of—
Doge. True—true—true; I crave your
pardon. I
Begiii to fail in apprehension, and
Wax very oíd—oíd almost as my years.
Till now I fouglit them off, but they begin
To overtake me.
Enter the Deputation, consisting o f six o f the
Signory and the Chiefofthe Ten.
Noble men, your pleasure!
Chief of the Ten. In the first place, the
Council doth condole
With the Doge on his late and prívate grief.
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Doge. No more—no more of that.
Chief o f the Ten,
Will not the Duke
Accept the homage of respect ?
Doge.
I do
Accept it as ’tis given—proceed.
Chief o f the Ten.
1The Ten,"
With a selected Giunta from the seuate
Of twenty-five of tlie best born patricians,
Having deliberated on the state
Of the republic, and the o’erwhelming cares
AVliich, at this moment, doubly must oppress
Your years, so long devoted to your country,
Have judged it fitting, with all reverence,
Now to solicit from your wisdom (which
Hpon reflection must accord in this),
The resignation of the ducal ring,
Which you have worn so long and venerably:
And to prove that they are not ungrateful, ñor
Coid to your years and Services, they add
An appanage of twenty hundred golden
Ducats, to make retirement not less splendid
Than should become a sovereign’s retreat.
Doge. Did I hear riglitly ?
Chief of the Ten.
Need I say again ?
Doge. No—Have you done ?
Chief of the Ten. í have spoken. Twentyfour
Hours are accorded you to give an answer.
Doge. I shall not need so many seconds.
Chiefofthe Ten.
We
Will now retire.
Doge.
Stay ! four and twenty hours
Will alter nothing which I have to say.
Chief of the Ten. Speak !
Doge.
When I twice before reiterated
My wisli to abdicate, it was refused me :
And not alone refused, but ye exacted
An oath from me that I would never more
Eenew this instance. I have sworn to die
In full exertion of the functions which
My country call’d me here to exercise,
According to my lionour and my conscienee—
I cannot break my oath.
Chiefofthe Ten.
Beduce us not
To the alternatíve of a decree,
Instead of your compliance.
Doge.
Providence
Prolonga my days to prove and chasíen me;
But ye have no riglit to reproach my lengtli
Of days, since every liour has been tlie
country’s.
I am ready to lay down my life for lier,
As I have laid down dearer tliings than life :
But for my dignity—I liold it of
The whole republic: when the general will
Is manifest, then you shall all be answer’d.
Chiefofthe Ten. We grieve for such an
answer; but it cannot
Avail you auglit.
Doge.
I can submit to all tliings,
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But notliing will advance; no, not a moment. May be pure patriotism. I am a woman:
What yon decree—decree.
To me my husband and my children were
Chief of the Ten. With tliis, then, must we Country and home. I loved kim—how I loved
Return to those wko sent us ?
him !
Doge.
You have keard me. I have seen him pass througk such an ordeal as
Chief of the Ten. With ali due reverence The old martyrs would have skrunk from: he
we retire.
is gone,
[Exeunt the Deputation, tke. And I, who would have given my blood for him,
Have nought to give but tears! But could I
Enter an Attendant.
compass
Att.
My lord,
The retribution of his wrongs!—Well, well!
The noble dame Marina craves an audience.
I have sons, who shall be men.
Doge. My time is liers.
Doge.
Your grief distraéis you.
Mar. I thought I could have borne it, wlien
Enter M arina.
I saw him
Mar.
My lord, if I intrude— Bow’d down by such oppression; yes, I
Perliaps you fain would be alone ?
thought
Doge.
Alone!
That I would rather look upon his corsé
Alone, come all the world around me, I
Than his prolong’d captivity:—I am punish’d
Am now and evermore. But we will bear it. For that thought now. Would I were in his
Mar. We will, and for the sake of those
grave!
who are,
Doge. I must look on him once more.
Endeavour---- Oh, my kusband !
Mar.
Come with me!
Doge.
Give it way:
Doge. Is he---I cannot comfort thee.
Mar.
Our bridal bed is now his bier.
Mar.
He might liave lived,
Doge. And he is in his shroud!
So form’d for gentle privacy of life,
Mar. '
Come, come, old man!
So loving, so beloved; the native of
[Exeunt the D oge and Marina.
Another land, and wTko so blest and blessing
As my poor Foscari ? Nothing was wanting
Enter Barbabigo and L oredano.
Unto his kappiness and mine save not
To be Yeuetiau.
Mar. (to an Attendant}. Whereis the Doge?
Doge.
Or a prince’s son.
A tt.
This mstant retired henee,
Mar. Y es ; all tbings whick conduce to With the illustrious lady his son’s widow.
other men’s
Lor. Wliere ?
Imperfect happiness or high ambition,
Att. To the cliamber wliere the body lies.
By some strange destiny, to llim proved deadly.
Bar. Let us return, then.
The country and the people whom he loved,
Lor.
You forget, you cannot.
The prince of whom he was the eider born,
We have the implicit order of the Giunta
And---To await their coming liere, and join them in
Doge. Soon may be a prince no longer.
Tlieir office: they ’ll be here soon after us.
Mar.
How ?
Bar. And will they press their answer 011
Doge. They have taken my son from me,
the Doge ?
and now aim
Lor. ’T was his own wish .that all should
At my too long worn diadem and ring.
be done promptly.
Let them resmne the gewgaws!
He answer’d quicldy, and must so be
Mar.
Oh, the tyrants !
answer’d ;
In sucli an hour too !
His dignity is look’d to, his estáte
Doge.
’Tis the fittest time;
Cared for—what would he more ?
An hour ago I should have felt it.
Bar.
Die in his robes:
Mar.
And
He could not have lived long; but I have
Will you not nowresent it?—Oh, for vengedone
ance!
My best to save his lionours, and opposed
But he, who, had he been enough proteeted,
This proposition to the last, though vainly.
Might have repaid protection in this moment, Wliy would the general vote compel me
Cannot assist his father.
liither ?
Doge.
Nor should do so
Lor. ’Twas fit that some one of such
Against his country, had he a thousand lives
different thougkts
Instead of that---From ours should be a witness, lest false
Mar.
They tortured from kim. This
tongues
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Should whisper that a liarsh majority
Dreaded to have its acts belield by others.
Bar. And not less, I must needs think,
for the sake
Of kumbling me for my vain opposition.
You are ingenious, Loredano, in
Your modes of vengeance, nay, poetical,
A very Ovid in the art of haling ;
’Tis thus (although a secondary object,
Yet líate has microscopio eyes), to you
I owe by way of foil to the more zealous,
This undesired association in
Your Giunta’s duties.
lor.
How 1—my Giunta!
Bar.
Yours!
They speak your language, watch your nod,
approve
Your plans, and do your work. Are they not
yours?
Lor. You talk unwarily. ’Twere best
they liear not
This from you.
Bar.
Obi they TI liear as mucli one day
From louder tongues than mine ; they have
gone beyond
Even their exorbitance of power: and wlien
This liappens in the most contemn’d and
abject
States, stung liumanity will rise to clieck it.
Lor. You talk but idly.
Bar.
That remains for proof.
Here come our colleagues.
Enter the Deputation as before.
Chief of the Ten.
Is the Duke aware
We seek his presence ?
Att.
He shall be inform’d.
[E xit Attendant.
Bar. The Duke is with his son.
Chief of the Ten.
I f it be so,
We will remit him till the rites are over.
Let us return. ’T is time euougli to-morrow.
Lor. (aside to Bar.) Now the rich man’s
hell-fire upon your tongue,
UnquenclTd, unquenchable! I TI have it tom
From its vile babbling roots, till you shall
utter
Nothing but sobs tkrough blood, for this 1
Sage signors,
I pray ye be not hasty. [ Aloud to the others.
Bar.
But be human I
Lor. See, the Duke comes!
Enter the Doge.
Doge.'
I have obey’d your summons.
Chief of the Ten. We come once more to
urge our past request.
Doge. And I to answer.
Chief of the Ten.
What?
Doge.
My only answer.
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You have lieard it.
Chief of the Ten. Hear you then the last
decree,
Definitive and absolute!
Doge.
To the point—
To the point! I know of old the forms of
office,
And gentle preludes to strong acts.—Go on!
Chief of the Ten. You are no longer Doge;
you are released
From your imperial oath as sovereign;
Your ducal robes must be put off; but for
Your Services, the state allots the appanage
Already mention’d in our former congress.
Tliree days are lef t you to remove from henee,
Under the penalty to see eonfiscated
All your own private fortune.
Doge.
That last clause,
I am proud to say, would not enricli the
treasury.
Chief of the Ten. Your answer, Duke !
Lor.
Your answer, Francis Foscari!
Doge. If I could have foreseen that my
old age
Was prejudicial to the state, the chief
Of the republic never would liave sliown
Himself so far ungrateful, as to place
His own high dignity before his country;
But this Ufe having been so many years
Not useless to that country, I would fain
Have consecrated my last moments to her.
But the decree being render’d, I obey.
Chief of the Ten. If you would have the
tliree days named extended,
We willingly will lengthen them to eight,
As sign of our esteem.
Doge.
Not eight liours, signor,
Nor even eight minutes—tliere’s the ducal
ring,
[ Taking off his ring and cap.
And there the ducal diadem. And so
The Adriàtic’s free to wed another.
Chief of the Ten. Yet go not fortk so
quickly.
Doge.
I am old, sir,
And even to move but slowly must begin
To move betimes. Methinks I see amongst
you
A face I know not— Senator! your ñame,
You, by your garb, Chief of the Forty !
Mem.
Signor,
I am the spn of Marco Memmo.
Doge.
_
Ah!
Your father was my friend.—But sons and
falhersl—
What, lio ! my servants there!
Atten.
My prince!
Doge.
No prince—
There are the princes of the prince! [Pointing
to the Ten’s Deputation.'}—Prepare
To part from henee upon the instant.
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Chief of the Ten.
Wliy
So rashly ? ’twill give scandal.
Boge.
Answer tbat;
[ To the Ten.
It is your province.—Sirs, bestir yourselves:
[ To the Servante.
There is one bnrthen wbich I beg you bear
With eare, although ’tis past ali further
harm—
But I will look to tbat myself.
Bar.
He means
Tbe body of bis son.
Boge.
And cali Marina,
My daugbter 1
Enter M akina .
Boge.
Get tbee ready, we must mourn
Elsewbere.
Mar.
And everywbere.
Boge.
True; but in freedom,
Without tbese jealous spies npon the great.
Signors, you may depart: wliat would you
more ?
We are going: do you fear tbat we sball bear
Tbe palaee with us 1 Its oíd walls, ten times
As oíd as I ani, and I ’m very oíd,
Have served you, so bave I, and X and tliey
Could tell a tale ; but I involce them not
To fall upon you! else they would, as erst
Tbe pillara of stone Dagon’s temple on
The Israelite and bis Pbilistine foes.
Sucli power I do believe tbere migbt exist
In sucb a curse as mine, provoked by sucli
As you; but I curse not. Adieu, good
signors!
May tbe next duke be better tban tbe
present 1
Lor. ThepmejiídukeisPaschalMalipiero.
Boge. Not till I pass tbe threshold of
tbese doors.
Lor. St. Mark's great bell is soon about
to toll
For bis inauguration.
r Boge.
Earth and heaven 1
1 e will reverberate tbis peal; and I
Live to bear tbis!—tbe iirst Doge wbo e’er
beard
Sucb sound for bis successor: happier be,
My attainted predecessor, stern Faliero—
Tbis insult at tbe least was spared hün
Lor.
AATiat!
Do you regret a traitor ?
Boge.
No—Imerely
Envy tbe dead.
Chief o f the Ten. My lord, if you indeed
Are bent upon tbis rasli abaudonment
Of tbe state’s palaee, at the least retire
By tbe private stah-case, wbicb conducts you
towards
Tbe landing-place of tbe canal.
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Boge.
No. I
Will now descend tbe stah-s by wbicb I
mounted
To sovereignty—tbe Giants’ Stah-s, on wbose
Broad eminence I was invested duke.
My S e r v ic e s b a v e c a lle d m e u p t b o s e s tep s,
The m a lic e o f m y f o e s w i l l d r i v e m e d o w n
tb em .

There five and tliirty years ago was I
Install’d, and traversed tbese same habs,
from wbicb
I never thouglit to be divorced except
A corsé—a corsé, it migbt be, fighting for
them—
But not push’d henee by fellow-citizens.
But come; my son and I will go togetber—
He to Iris grave, and I to pray for mine.
Chief of the Ten. Wkat! thus in public ?
Boge.
■I was publicly
Elected, and so will I be deposed.
Marina ! art tliou willing ?
Mar.
Here ’s my arm!
Doge. And here my staff: thus propp’d
wib I go forth.
Chief of the Ten. It must not be—the
people wib perceive it.
Boge. Tbe people!—Tbere’s no people,
yon well know it,
Else you daré not deal thus by them or me.
Tbere is a populace, perhaps, wbose looks
May sbame you; but they daré not groan ñor
curse you,
Save with their liearts and eyes.
Chief of the Ten.
You speak in passion,
Else---Boge. You have reason. I bave spokea
mucli
More tban my wont: it is a foible wbicb
Was not of mine, but more excuses you,
Inasmuch as it shows tbat I approach
A dotage wbicb may justify tbis deed
Of yours, although tbe law does not, ñor
wib.
Eareweb, sirs!
Bar.
You sball not depart witbout
An escort fitting past and present rank.
We wib accompany, witli due respect,
Tbe Doge mito bis prívate palaee. Say!
My brethren, will we not ?
Different roices.
A y !—A y !
Doge.
You sbab not
Stir—in my train, at least. I enter’d here
As sovereign—I go out as Citizen
By the same portals, but as Citizen.
All tbese vain ceremonies are base insults,
Wbich only ulcerate tbe lieart tbe more,
Applying poisons tbere as antidotes.
Pomp is for princes—I am none!—Tbat’s
false,
I am, but only to tbese gates—A b !

Scene I.]

Lor.

Zí>t Zm

Hark!
[ The great bell of St. Mark's tolls.
Bar. Tlíe bell!
Chief of the Ten. St. Mark's, wbich tolls
for tbe election
Of Malipiero.
Doge.
Web I recognise
Tbe sound! I beard it once, but once bfefore,
And tbat is five and thirty years ago ¡
Even then I was not young.
Bar.
Sit down, my lord!
You tremble.
Doge.
’T is tbe kuell of my poor boy!
My heart acbes bitterly.
Bar.
I pray you sit.
Doge. N o : my seat here has been a throne
till now.
Marina! let us go.
Mar.
Most readily.
Boge {walks afew steps, then stops). I feel
athirst—wib no one bring me here
A cup of water ?
Bar.
I ---Mar.
And I ----Lor.
And I ----[The Doge takes a gdblet from the hand
of L okedano.
Doge. I take yours, Loredano, from tbe
band
Most fit for such an kour as tbis.
Lor.
'
Wby so ?
Doge. ’T is said tbat our Venetian crystal
has
Sucb puré antipathy to poisons as
To burst, if aught of venom touclies it.
You bore tbis goblet, and it is not broken.
Lor. Web, sir!
Doge.
Then it is false, or you are true.
For my own part, I credit neitber; ’tis
An idle legend.
Mar.
You talk wbdly, and
Had better now be seated, ñor as yet
Depart. A b ! now you look as look’d my
husband!
Bar. He sinks!—support him!—quick—a
chair—support bim!
Doge. Tbe bell tolls on!—let ’s henee—my
brain’s on tbe!
Bar. I do beseecb you, lean upon us!
Doge.
No!
A sovereign sbould die standnig. My poor
boy !—
Off with your arms!—That bell!
[ The D oge drops dmon and dies.
Mar.
My God! My God!
Bar, (to Lor.). Bebold! your work ’s completed!
Chief of the Ten. Is tbere then
No aid ? Cali in assistance !
Att.
’Tis all over.

^oecíirt.

5°9

Chief of the Ten. If it be so, at least bis
obsequies
Sball be sucb as befits his ñame and nation,
His rank and bis devotion to tbe duties
Of tbe realm, while his age permitted bim
To do himself and tbem full justice. Breth
ren,
Say, sbab it not be so ?
Bar.
He has not bad
Tbe misery to die a subject where
He reign’d : then let bis funeral rites be
princely.
Chief of the Ten. We are agreed, then ?
All, except Lor., answer,
Yes.
Chief of the Ten. Heaven’s peace be with
bim!
Mar. Signors, your pardon: tbis is mockery.
Juggle no more with tbat poor remnant,
wbicb,
A moment since, wbile yet it bad a soul,
(A soul by wbom you bave increased your
empire,
And made your power as proud as was his
glory,)
You banisb’d from bis palaee, and tore down
From bis bigb place, with sucb relentless
coldness;
And now, when be can neitber know tbese
honours,
Ñor would accept tbem if be could, you,
signors,
Purpose, with idle and superfluous pomp,
To make a pageant over wbat you trampled.
A princely funeral will be your reproach,
And not bis honour.
Chief o f the Ten.
Lady, we revoke not
Our purposes so readily.
Mar.
I know it,
As far as touebes torturing tbe livmg.
I tbougbt the dead bad been beyond even
you,
Thougli (some, no doubt) consign’d to powers
wbicb may
Resemble tbat you exercise on earth.
Leave bim to me; you would bave done so for
His dregs of life, whicb you have kindly
■ snorten’d:
It is my last of duties, and may prove
A dreary comfort in my desolation.
Grief is fantastical, and loves tbe dead,
And the apparel of the grave.
Chief of the Ten.
Do you
Pretend still to tbis office ?
Mar.
I do, signor.
Tbougb his possessions bave been all consumed
In the state’s Service, I bave still my dowry,
Wbich sball be consecrated to bis rites,

And tbose of----

[She stops uhth agitation.
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Chief of the Ten. Best retaiu it for your
ckildren.
Mar. Ay, tkey are fatkerless, I tkank you.
Chief of the Ten.
We
Cannot comply witk your request. His relies
Skall ke exposed witk wonted pomp, and
follow’d
Unto tkeir kome ky tke new Doge, not ciad
As Doge, but sirnply as a senator.
Mar. I kave keard of murderers, wko
kave interr’d
Tkeir vietims; but ne’er keard, until tkis kour,
Of so muck splendour in liypoerisy
O'er tkose tkey slew'. I Ve keard of widows’
tears—
Alas! I kave sked some—always tkanks to
you!
I Ve keard of heirs in sables—you kave left
none
To tke deceased, so you would act tke part
Of suck. Well, sirs, your will be done! as
one day,
I trust, Heaven’s will be done too!

[Act V. Scene I.

Chief o f the Ten.
Know you, lady,
To wkom ye speak, and perils of suck
speeck ?
Mar. I know tke former better tkan yourselves;
Tke latter—like yourselves; and can face
botli.
Wisk-you more funerals?
Bar.
Heed not ker rask words;
Her circumstances must excuse ker bearing.
Chief o f the Ten. We will not note tkem
down.
Bar. (turning to Bor., who is writing upon
liis tàblets).
Wkat art tliou writing,
Witk suck an earnest brow, upon tky tablets?
Lor. ( pointing to the Doge's body.) Tkat
he kas paid me !
Chief of the Ten. Wkat debt did ke owe
you?
Lor. A long and just one; Nature’s debt
and mine.
{Curtain falis.

C aín;
A

M YSTERY.

Now tke Serpent was more subtil tkan anybeast of tke fleld which the L ord God kad made,—Gen. iii. Ï.

SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART.,
THIS MYSTERY OF CAIN IS INSCRIBED,
BY HIS OBLIGED PRIEND AND PAITHFUL SERVANT,

THE AUTHOB.

PREFACE.
T he following scenes are entitled “ A Mystery,”
in conformity with the ancient title annexed to
dramas upon similar subjects, which were styled
“ Mysteries, or Moralities.” The autlior has by no
means taken the same liberties with his subject
which were common formerly, as may be seen by
any reader curious enough to refer to those very
profane productions, whether in English, French,
Italian, or Spanish. The author has endeavoured
to preserve the language adapted to his characters;
and where it is (and this is but rarcly) taken from
actual Scripture, lie has made as little alteration,
even of words, as the rhytlim would permit. The
reader will recollect that the book of Genesis does
not state that Eve was tempted by a demon, but
by “ the Serpent; ” and that only because he was
“ the most subtil of all the beasts of the fleld.”
Whatever interpretation the Rabbins and the
Fathers may have put upon this, I take the words
as I find them, and reply, with Bishop Watson
upon similar occasions, when the Fathers were
quoted to him, as Moderator in the schools of
Cambridge, “ Behold the Book!
holding up the
Scripture. It is to be recollected, that my present
subject has nothing to do with the New Testament,
to which no reference can be here made without
anachronism. With the poems upon similar topies
I have not been recently familiar. Since I was
twenty I have never read Milton; but I had read
him so frequently before, that this may make little
difference. Gesner’s “ Death of Abel” I have
never read since I was eight years of age, at Aberdeen. The general impression of my recollection
is delight; but of the contents I remember only
that Cain’s wife was called Mahala, and Abel’s
Thirza; in the following pages I have called them
“ Adali” and “ Zillah,” the earliest female ñames
which occur in Genesis; they were those of Lamech’s wives: those of Cain and Abel are not
called by their ñames. Whether, then, a coincidence of subject may have caused the same in expression, I know nothing, and care as little.

The reader will please to bear in mind (what few
choose to recollect), that there is no allusibn to a
future state in any of the books of Moses, nor indeed in the Old Testament. For a reason for this
extraordinary omission he may consuit Warburton’s “ Divine Legation;” whether satisfactory or
not, no better has yet been assigned. I have
therefore supposed it new to Cain, without, 1
liope, any perversión of Holy Writ.
With regard to the language of Lucifer, it was
difficult for me to make him talk like a clergyinan
upon the same subjects; but I have done what I
could to restrain ¿im within the bounds of spiritual politeness. I f he disclaims having tempted
Eve in the shape of the Serpent, it is only because
the book of Genesis has not the most distant allusion to anything of the kind, but merely to the
Serpent in his serpentine capacity.

Note.—The reader will perceive that the author
has partly adopted in this poem the notion of
Cuvier, that the world had been destroyed several
times before -the creation of man. This speculation, derived from the different strata and the
bones of enormous and unknown animals found
in them, is not contrary to the Mosaic account,
but rather conflrms it; as no human bones have
yet been discovered in those strata, although those
of many known animals are found near the remains of the unknown. The assertion of Lucifer,
that the pre-Adamite world was also peopled by
rational beings mucli more intelligent than man,
and proportionably powerful to the mammoth,
&c , «fcc., is, of course, a poetical fletion to help
him to make out his case.
I ought to add, that there is a “ tramelogedia ’
of Alfieri, called “ Abele.” I have never read that,
nor any other of the posthumous wrorks of the
writer, except his Life.
R avenna , Sept 20, 1821.

Act I. Scene I.]

OAnsT: A MYSTEET.
Dramatis Personae.
WOMEN.
E VE.
A dah.
Z illah .

MEN.

A dam.
Caín .
A bel .
SPIEITS.

A ngel of the L obd.
L ucipeb.

Act I.
Sceue I .—The Lanci without Pa/radise.—
Time, Sunrise.
A dam, E ve , Caín , A bel, A dah, Zillah ,
offering a Sacrifice.
Adam. God, the Eternal! Infinite! Allwise !—
Who out o£ darkness on the deep didst make
Light on the waters witli a word—ali hail!
Jehovah, with returning light, all hail!
Eve. God! who didst name the day, and
separate
Morning from night, till then divided never—
Who didst divide the wave from wave, and
cali
Part of thy work the firmament—all hail!
Abel. God! who didst call the elements
into
Earth, oeean, air, and fire, and with the day
And night, and worlds which these illuminate,
Or shadoiv, madest beings to enjoy them,
And love hoth them and thee—all hail! all
hail!
Adah. God, the Eternal! Parent of all
things!
Who didst create these best and heauteous
beings,
To be beloved, more than all, save thee—
Let me love thee and t h e m A l l hail! all
hail!
Zillah. Oh, God! who loving, making,
blessing all,
Yet didst permit the serpent to creep in,
And drive my father forth from Paradise,
Keep ns from further e v i l H a i l ! all hail!
Adam. Son Caín, my first-born, wherefore art thou silent ?
Cain. Why should I speak ?

Adam.
To pray.
Cain.
Have ye not pray’d ?
Adam. We have, most fervently.
Cain.
And loudly: I
Have heard you.
Adam.
So will God, I trust.
Abel.
Amen!
Adam. Eut thou, my eldest born, art
silent stili.
Cain. ’Tis better I should be so.
Adam.
Wherefore so?
Cain. I have nought to ask.
Adam.
Nor aught to thank for!
Cain.
No.
Adam. Dost thou not live ?
Cain.
Must I not die ?
Eve.
Alas!
The fruit of our forbidden tree begins
To fall.
Adam. And we must gather it again.
Oh, God! why didst thou piant the tree of
knowledge ?
Cain. And wherefore pluck’d ye not the
tree of life ?
Ye might have then defied him.
Adam.
Oh! my son,
Blaspheme not: these are serpent’s words.
Cain.
Why not ?
The snake spoke truth; it was the tree of
knowledge;
It icas the tree of life : knowledge is good,
And life is good; and how can both be evil ?
Eve. My boy! thou speakest as I spoke,
in sin,
Before thy birth: let me not see renew’d
My misery in thine. I have repented.
Let me not see my offspring fall into
The snares beyond the walls of Paradise,
Which e’en in Paradise destroy’d his parents.
Content thee with what is. Had we been so,
Thou now hadst beeu contented.—Oh, my
son!

Caín:

Adam. Our orisons completed, let us
henee,
Eacli to his task of toil—not heavy, though
Needful: the earth is young, and yields us
kindly
Her fruits with little labour.
Eve.
Cain, my son,
Behold thy father cheerful and resign’d,
And do as he doth. [Exeunt A daji and E ve.
Zillah.
Wilt thou not, my brother ?
Abel. Why wilt thou wear this gloom
upou thy brow,
Which cau avail thee nothing, save to rouse
The Eternal anger ?
Adah.
My beloved Cain,
Wilt thou frown even 011 me ?
Cain.
No, Adah! no;
I fain would be alone a little wliile.
Abel, I ’m sick at heart; hut it will pass;
Precede me, brother—I will follow shortly.
And you, too, sisters, tarry not behind:
Your gentleness must not be harshly met;
I I I follow you anon.
Adah.
If not, I will
Keturn to seek you here.
Abel.
The peace of God
Be on your spirit, brother!
[Exeunt A bel, Z illah , and A dah.
Cain {solus).
And this is
Life !—Toil! and wherefore should I toil ?—
because
My father could not keep his place in Eden.
What liad 1 done in this ?—I was unborn:
I sought not to he born; nor love the state
To which tliat birth has brought me. Why
did he
Yield to the serpent and the woman ? or,
Yielding, why suffer? What was tliere in
this ?
The tree was planted, and why not for liim ?
If not, why place him near it, where it grew,
The fairest in the centro ? Tliey have but
One auswer to all qüestions, “ 'Twas his
will,
And he is good.” How know I that? Because
He is all-powerful, must all-good, too, follow ?
I judge but by the fruits—and they are
bitter—
Which I must feed on for a fault not mine.
AVliom have we here ?—A shape like to the
angels,
Yet of a sterner and a sadder aspect
Of spiritual esseuce: why do I quake ?
Why should I fear him more than otlier
spirits,
Whom I see daily wave .tlieir fiery swords
Before the gates round which I linger oft,
In twilighfs hour, to catch a glimpse of these
Gardens which are my just inheritance,
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Ere the night closes o’er the inhibited walls
And the immortal trees which overtop
The clierubim-defended battlements ?
If I slirink not from these, the fii'e-arm’d
angels,
Why should I quail from him who now
approaches ?
Yet he seems miglitier far than them, nor
less
Beauteous, and yet not all as beautiful
As he liath been, and might be: sorrow seems
Half of his immortality. And is it
So ? and can aught grieve save humanity ?
He cometh.
Enter L ucifek .
Lucifer.
Mortal!
Cain.
Spirit, who art thou ?
Lucifer. Master of Spirits.
Cain.
And being so, canst thou
Leave them, and walk with dust ?
Lucifer.
I know the thoughts
Of dust, and feel for it, and with you.
Cain.
How!
YTou know my thoughts ?
Lucifer.
They are the thoughts of all
Worthy of thought;—’tis your immortal part
Which speaks within you.
Cain.
What immortal part?
This has not been reveaTd: the tree of life
Was withheld from us hy my father’s folly,
While that of knowledge, by my mother’s
liaste,
Was pluck’d too soon; and all the fruit is
death1
Lucifer. They have deceived thee; thou
shalt live.
Caín,
I live,
But live to die; and, living, see 110 tking
To make death hateful, save au innate clinging,
A loatlisome, and yet all invincible
Instinct of life, which I alilior, as I
Despise myself, yet cannot overeóme—
And so I live. Would I had never lived!
Lucifer. Thou livest, and must live for
ever: tliink not
The earth, which is thine outward cov'ring, is
Existence—it will cease, and thou wilt he
No less than thou art now.
Cain.
No less 1 and why
No more ?
Lucifer. It may be thou shalt he as we.
Cain. And y e !
Lucifer.
Are everlasting.
Cain.
Areyeliappy’
Lucifer. We are migkty.
Cain.
Are ye happy ?
Lucifer.
N o : art thou ]
Cain. Hoiv should I be so ? Look 011 me!
S

OH
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Lucifer.
Poor clay! Keconcile what I saw with what I heard.
And thou pretendest to be wretched! Tlion! My father and my mother talk to me
Cain. I am :—and thou, witk all thy Of serpents, and of fruits and trees : I see
The gates of what they call their Paradise
niiglit, -«'bat art thou ?
Lucifer. One who aspired to be what Guarded by fiery-sworded cherubim,
Whicb shut them out and me; I feel the
made tbee, and
weight
Would not kave made thee wbat thou art.
Oain.
A h ! Of daily toil, and constant thought: I look
Around a world where I seem uothing, with
Thou look’st almost a god ; and— Hucifer.
I am none: Thoughts whicb arise witliin me, as if they
And having fail’d to be one, would be nought Could master all things—but I thought alone
Save wbat I am. He conquer’d ; let him Tliis misery was mine. My father is
reign!
Tamed down; my mother has forgot the
mind
Cain. Who ?
iAicifer. Thy sire’s Maker, and the earth’s. Whicb made her thirst for knowledge at the
Cain.
And heaven’s,
risk,
And all tbat in tliem is. So I have heard
Of an eternal curse; my brother is
His seraphs sing ; and so my father saith.
A watching shepherd boy, who offers up
Lucifer. They say—what they must sing The firstlings of the flock to him who bids
and say, on pain
The earth yield uothing to us without sweat;
Of being tbat which I am—and tbou art—
My sister Zillah sings an earlier hynm
Of spirits and of men.
Than the birds’ matins; and my Adali, my
Cain.
And wbat is tbat ?
Own and beloved, she, too, understands not
Lucifer. Souls who daré use tbeir im- The mind whicb overwlielms me: never till
mortality—
Now met I aught to sympathise with me.
Souls who dare look the Omnipotent tyrant ’T is well — 1 ratker would consort with
in
spirits.
His everlasting face, and teli him tbat
Lucifer. And liadst thou not been fit by
His evil is not good! If he has made,
tkine own soul
As he saith—whicb I know not, uor believe— For such companionship, I would not now
But, if he made us—he cannot unmake :
Have stood before thee as I am: a serpent
We are immortal! nay, he'd have us so,
Had been enougli to cliarm ye, as before.
Tbat lie may torture: —let him! He is great—
Cain. Ah I didst thou tempt my mother ?
But, in his greatness, is no happier than
Lucifer.
I tempt none,
We in our conflict: Goodness would not Save with the truth: was not the tree the
malte
tree
Evil; and what else hatli he made? But let Of knowledge ? and was not the tree of life
him
Still fruitful ? Did l bid her pluck them not ?
Sit on his vast and solitary throne,
Did I plant things prohibited witliin
Creating worlds, to malte eternity
The reacli of beings innocent, and curious
Less burthensome to his immense existence By their own innocence ? I would have made
And unparticipated solitude;
ye
Let him crowd orb on orb : he is alone
Gods; and even He who thrust ye forth, so
Indefinite, indissoluble tyrant;
thrust ye
Could he but crush bimself, 'twere the best Because “ ye skould not eat the fruits of
boon
life,
He ever granted: but let him reign on,
And become gods as we.” Were those his
And multiply bimself in misery!
words ?
Spirits and Men, at least we sympathise—
Cain. They were, as I have heard from
And, suffering in concert, make our pangs
those who heard them,
Innumerable more endurable,
¡ In thunder.
By the unbounded sympathy of all
Lucifer.
Then who was the demon ? He
With a ll! But He / so wretched in his WI10 would not let ye live, or he who would
lieight,
Have made ye live for ever in the joy
So restless in his wretchedness, must still
And power of knowledge ?
Create, and re-create---Cain.
Would they had snatch’d botli
Cain. Thou speak’st to me of things ; The fruits, or neither!
whicb long have swum
Lucifer.
One is yours already,
In visions through my thought: I never The otíier may be still.
could
¡ Cain.
How so?

Scene I.]

Caín: ÚH,

Lucifer.
By being
Yourselves, in your resistance. Notliing can
Quench the mind, if the mind will be itself
And centre of surrounding things—’t is made
To sivay.
Cain. But didst thou tempt my parents ?
Lucifer.
I?
Poor clay! what sliould I tempt them for, or
how ?
Cain. They say the serpent was a spirit.
Lucifer.
Who
Saith that? It is not written so on liigh:
Theproud One will not so far falsify,
Tliough man’s vast fears and little vanity
Would make him cast upon the spiritual
nature
His own low failing. The snake was the
snake—
No more; and yet not less than those he
tempted,
In nature being earth also—more in msdom,
Since he could overeóme them, and foreknew
The knowledge fatal to their narrow joys.
Think’st thou l ’d take the shape of things
that die ?
Cain. But the thing had a demon ?
Lucifer.
He but woke one
I 11 those he spake to with his forky tongue,
I teli thee that the serpent was no more
Than a mere serpent: ask the cherubim
Who guard the tempting tree. Wlien thousand ages
Have roll’d o’er your dead ashes, and your
seed’s,
The seed of the then world may thus array
Their earliest.fault in fable, and attribute
To me a shape I scorn, as I scorn all
That bows to him, who made things but to
bend
Before his sullen, sole eternity;
But we, who see the truth, must speak it. Thy
Fond parents listen’d to a creeping thing,
And íell. For what should spirits tempt
them ? What
Was there to envy in the narrow bounds
Of Paradise, that spirits who pervade
Space---- but I speak to thee of what thou
know’st not,
With all thy tree of knowledge.
Cain.
But thou canst not
Speak aught of knowledge whicb I would not
know,
And do not thirst to know, and bear a mind
To know.
Lucifer. And heart to look on ?
Caín.
Be it proved.
Lucifer. Darest thou look on Death ?
Cain.
He has not yet
Been seen.
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Lucifer.
But must be undergone.
Cain.
My father
Says he is something dreadful, and my
mother
Weeps when he’s named; and Abel lifts his
eyes
To lieaven, and Zillah casts liers to the earth,
And sighs a prayer; and Adah looks on me,
And speaks not.
Lucifer.
And thou ?
Cain.
Thoughts uuspeakable
Crowd in my breast to burning, when I hear
Of this almighty Death, who is, it seems,
Inevitable. Could I wrestle with him ?
I wrestled with the lion, when a boy,
In play, till he ran roaring from my gripe.
Lucifer. It has no shape; but wiÜ absorb
all things
That bear the form of earth-born being.
Cain.
A li!
I thought it was a being; who could do
Such evil things to beings save a being ?
Lucifer. Ask the Destróyer.
Cain.
Who ?
Lucifer.
The Maker—cali him
Which ñame thou wüt: he makes but to
destroy.
Cain. I lmew not that, yet thought it, since
I heard
Of death: althongh I know not what it is,
Yet it seems horrible. I have look’d out
I 11 the vast desolate niglit in searcli of him;
And when I saw gigantic sliadows in
The umbrage of the walls of Edén, cliequer’d
By the far-flashing of the cherubs’ swords,
I watch’d for what I thought his coming: for
With fear rose longing in my heart to know
What ’twas which shook us all—but notking
carne.
And then I turn’d my weary eyes from off
Our native and forbidden Paradise,
Up to tlie lights above us, in the azure,
Which are so beautiful • shall they, too, die •
Lucifer. Perhaps—but long outlive both
tkine and thee.
Cain. I ’m glad of that: I would not have
them die—
They are so lovely. What is death ? I fear,
I feel, it is a dreadful thing; but what,
I cannot compass; ’t is denouneed against us,
Both them who sinn’d and sinn’d not, as an
ill—
What ill?
Lucifer. To be resolved into the earth.
Cain. But shall I know it ?
Lucifer.
As I know not death,
I cannot answer.
Cain.
Were I quiet earth,
That were 110 evil; would I ne’er had been
Aught else but dust I
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Lucifer.
That is a grovelling wish,
Less tííau thy fatlier’s, for he wish’d to know.
Cain. Bnt not to live, or wherefore
pluck’d he not
The life-tree ?
Lucifer.
He was hinder’d.
Cain.
Deadly error!
Not to snatch first that fruit:—hut ere he
pluck’d
The knowledge, he was ignorant of death.
Alas! I scareely now know what it is,
And yet I fear it—fear I know not what!
Lucifer. And I, who know all tliings, fear
uothiug; see
What is true knowledge.
Cain.
Wilt thou teach me all ?
Lucifer. Ay, upon one condition.
Cain.
Name it.
Lucifer.
That
Thou dost fall down and worskip me—thy
Lord.
Cain. Thou art not thé Lord my fatker
worships.
Lucifer.
No.
Cain. His equal ?
Lucifer. No ¡—I have nouglit in common
with hhn!
Nor would: I would he aught ahove—he
neath—
Aught save a sharer or a servant of
Ilis power. I dwell apart; hut I am great:—
Many there are who worship me, and more
Who shall—he thou amongst the first.
Cain.
I never
As yet have bow d unto my father’s God,
Although my brother Abel oft implores
That I would join with him in sacrifice :—
Why should I bow to thee ?
Lucifer.
Hast thou ne’er bow’d
To him ?
Cain. Have I not said it ?—need I say it?
Coukl not thy miglity knowledge teach thee
that ?
Lucifer. He who bows not to him has
how’d to me.
Cain. But I will bend to neither.
Lucifer.
Ne’er the less,
Thou art my worshipper; not worshipping
Him makes thee mine the saíne.
Cain.
And what is that ?
Lucifer. Thou’lt know here—and hereafter.
Cain.
Let me but
Be tauglit the mvstery of my being.
Lucifer.
Follow
Wliere I will lead thee.
Cain.
But I must re the
To till the eartk—foï I had proinised—
Lucifer.
What ?
Cain. To cull sorne first-fruits.
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Lucifer.
Why ?
Cain.
To offer up
With Abel on an altar.
Lucifer.
Said’st thou not
Thou ne’er hadst beut to him who made
thee ?
Cain.
Yes—
But Abel’s earnest prayer has wrought upon
me.
The offering is more his than mine—and
Adali---- Lucifer.
Why dost thou hesitate ?
Cain.
Slie is my sister,
Born on the same day, of the same womh;
and
She wrung from me, with tears, thispromise;
and
Rather than see her weep, I would, metkinks,
Bear all—and worship aught.
Lucifer.
Then follow me!
Cain. I will.
Enter A d a ii .
Adah. My brother, I have come for thee;
It is our hour of rest and joy—and we
Have less without thee. Thou hast lahour’d
not
This moni; hut I have done thy task: the
fruits
Are ripe, and glowing as the liglit which
ripens:
Come away.
Cain.
Secst thou not ?
Adah.
I see an ángel;
We have seen many: will he share our hour
Of rest ?—he is weleome.
Cain.
But he is not like
The àngels we have seen.
Adah.
Are there, then, others?
But he is weleome, as they were: they
deign’d
To be our guests—will he ?
Cain [to Lucifer).
Wilt thou ?
Lucifer.
I ask
Thee to be mine.
Cain.
I must away with him.
Adah. And leave us!
Cain.
Ay.
Adah.
And me ?
Cain.
Beloved Adah!
Adah. Let me go with thee.
Lucifer.
No, she must not.
Adah.
Who
Art thou that steppest between heart and
heart'
Cain. He is a god.
How know’st thou ?
Adah.
He speaks like
Cain.
A god.
Adah. So did the serpent, and it lied.
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Lucifer. Thou errest, Adah!—was not the
tree that
Of knowledge ?
Adah.
Ay—to our eternal sorrow.
Lucifer. And yet that grief is know
ledge—so he lied not:
And if he did betray you, ’twas witli trutli;
And trutli in its own essence cannot he
But good.
Adah. But all we know of it has gather’d
Evil on ill'; expulsión from our home,
And dread, and toil, and sweat, and heaviness;
Remorse of that which was—and hope of that
Which cometh not. Cain! walk not with
this spirit.
Bear with what we have borne, and love
me—I
Love thee.
Lucifer. More than thy motlier, and thy
sire?
Adah. I do. Is that a sin, too ?
iAtcifer.
' No, not yet;
It one day will be in your children.
Adah.
What!
Must not my daugliter love her brother
Enocli ?
Lucifer. Not as thou lovest Cain.
Adah.
Oh, my God!
Shall they not love and bring forth things
thatlove
Out of their love ? have they not drawn their
milk
Out of this bosom ? was not he, their fatlier,
Born of the same solé womb, in the same
hour
With me ? did we not love each other ? and
In multiplying our being multiply
Things which will love each other as we love
Them ?—And as I love thee, my Cain! go not
Forth with this spirit; he is not of ours.
Lucifer. The sin I speak of is not of my
making,
And cannot be a sin in you—whate’er
It seem in tliose who will replace ye in
Mortality.
Adah. What is the sin which is not
Sin in itself ? Can circumstance make sin
Or virtue ?—if it doth, we are the slaves
Of---Lucifer. Higher things than ye are slaves :
and higher
Than them or ye would he so, did they not
Prefer an independeney of torture
To the smooth agonies of adulation,
In hymns and harpings, and self-seeking
prayers,
To that wliich is omnipotent, because
It is omnipotent, and not from love,
But terror and self-hope.
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Adah.
Omnipotence
Must he all goodness.
Lucifer.
Was it so in Edén ?
Adah. Fiend! tempt me not with beauty;
thou art fairer
Than was the serpent, and as false.
Lucifer.
As true.
Ask Eve, your motlier: bears she not the
knowledge
Of good and evil?
A dah.
Olí, my motlier! thou
Hast pluck’d a fruit more fatal to thine offspring
Than to thyself; thou at the least hast
pass’d
Thy youth in Paradise, in innocent
And happy intercourse with liappy spirits:
But we, thy children, ignorant of Edén,
Are gilí about by demons, who assume
The words of God, and tempt us with our
own
Hissatisfied and curious thouglits—as thou
Wert work’d on by the snalíe, in thy most
flush’d
And heedless, harmless wantonness of bliss.
I cannot answer this immortal thing
Which stands before m e; I cannot abhor
him;
I look upon him with a pleasing fear,
And yet I íly not from him: in his eye
There is a fastening attraction which
Fixes my fluttering eyes on bis ; my heart
Beats quick; he awes me, and yet draws me
near,
Nearer and nearer:—Cain—Cain—save me
from him!
Cain. What dreads my Adah ? This is 110
ill spirit.
Adah. He is not God—ñor God’s : I have
beheld
The clierubs and the seraplis; he looks not
Like them.
Cain. But there are spirits loftier still—
Tile arcliangels.
Lucifer.
And still loftier than the
archangels.
A dah. Ay—but not blessed.
Lucifer.
If the blessedness
Consists in slavery—no.
Adah.
I llave heard it said,
The seraplis love most—cherubim knmomost—
And this should he a clierub—since he loves
not.
Lucifer. And if the higher knowledge
quenclies love,
WThat must he he you cannot love when
known ?
Since the all-knowing cherubim love least,
The serapbs’ love can be hut ignorance:
That they are not compatible, the doom
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Of thy fond parents, for tlieir daring, proves.
Clioose betwixt love and knowledge—since
tliere is
No otlier choice: yonr sire liatli cliosen
already:
His worship is but fear.
A dah.
Oh, Cain I choose love.
Caín. For thee, my Adali, I choose not—
it was
Born with me—but I love nouglit else.
Adah.
^
Our parents?
Cain. Did they love us when tliey snatch’d
from the tree
Tliat wliich liath driven us all from Paradise ?
Adah. We were not born tlien—and if we
liad been,
Should we not love them and our children,
Cain ?
Cain. My little Enocli! and his lisping
sister!
C'ould I bnt deem them happy, I ivould lialf
Forget----but it can never be forgotten
Through thrice a thousand generations!
never
Shall' men love the remembrance of the man
Who sow’d the seed of evil and mankind
In the same hour I They pluck’d the tree of
Science
And sin—and, not content with their own
sorrow,
Begot me—thee—and all the few tliat are,
And all the unnumber’d and innumerable
Multitudes, millions, myriads, whicli may be,
To inherit agonies accumulated
By ages!—and / must be sire of such tliings !
Thy beauty and thy love—my love and joy,
The rapturous moment and the plàcid hour,
All we love in our children and eacli otlier,
But lead them and ourselves through many
years
Of sin and pain—or few, but still of sorrow,
Intercheck’d with an instant of brief pleasure,
To Death—the unknown! Methinks the tree
of knowledge
Hath not fulfill’d its promise:—if they sinn’d,
At least they ought to liave ltnown all things
that are
Of knowledge—and the mystery of death.
What do they know ?—that they are miserable.
What iieed of snakes and fruits to teacli us
that ?
Adah. I am not wretched, Cain, and if
thou
Wert happy---Cain.
Bo thou happy, then, alone—
I will liave nouglit to do with liappiness,
Which humbles me and mine.
Adah.
Alone I could not,
Nor would be happy ; but with tliose around
us
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I think I could be so, despite of death,
Whicli, as I know it not, I dread not, tliough
It seems an awful sliadow—if I may
Judge from what I liave lieard.
Lucifer.
And thou couldst not
Alone, thou say’st, be happy ?
Adah.
Alone! Oh, myGod!
Who could be happy and alone, or good ?
To me my solitudo seems sin; unless
When I think how soon I shall see my
brother,
His brother, and our children, and our
parents.
Lucifer. Yet thy God is alone ; and is he
happy,
Lonely, and good ?
Adah.
He is not so; he hath
The àngels and the mortals to make happy,
And tlius becomes so in diffusing joy.
What else can joy be, but the spreading joy ?
Lucifer. Ask of your sire, the exile fresli
from Eden;
Or of his first-born son : ask your own lieart;
It is not tranquil.
Adah.
Alas 1 no! and you—
Are you of lieaven ?
Lucifer.
If I àm not, inquire
The cause of tliis all-spreading liappiness
(Which you proclaim) of the all-great and
good
Maker of life and living tliings; it is
His secret, and he keeps it. We must bear,
And some of us resist, and both in vain,
His seraplis say : but it is wortli the trial,
Since better may not be without: tliere is
A wisdom in the spirit, which directs
To right, as in the dim blue air the eye
Of you, young mortals, ligbts at once upon
The star which watches, welcoming the
morn.
Adah. It is a beautiful star; I love it for
Its beauty.
Lucifer. And why not adore ?
Adah.
Our fatlier
Adores the Invisible only.
Lucifer.
But the symbols
Of the Invisible are the loveliest
Of what is visible; and yon bright star
Is leader of the host of lieaven.
Adah.
Our fatlier
Saith that he has beheld the God liimself
Who made liim and our motlier.
Lucifer.
_
Hast thou seen him ?
Adah. Yes—in his works.
Lucifer.
But in his being ?
Adah.
No—
Save in my fatlier, who is God’s own image;
Or in his àngels, who are like to thee—
And brighter, yet less beautiful and powerfui
In seeming : as the silent sunny noon,
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AU light, they loolc upon us; but thou
seem’st
Like an ethereal night, wliere long white
clouds
Streak the deep purple, and unnumber’d
stars
Spangle the wonderful mysterious vault
With things that look as if they would be
suns;
So beautiful, unnumber’d, and endearing,
Not dazzling, and yet drawing us to them,
They fill my eyes with tears, and so dost
thou.
Thou seem’st unhappy: do not make us so,
And I wiU weep for thee.
Lucifer.
Alas ! tliose tears !
Couldst thou but know what oceaus will be
shed—
Adah. By m e ?
Lucifer.
By all.
Adah.
What all ?
Lucifer.
The million millions—
The myriad myriads—the all-peopled earth—
The unpeopled earth—and the o’er-peopled
heli,
Of which thy bosom is the germ.
Adah.
0 Cain!
This spirit cursetli us.
Cain.
Let him say on;
Him will I follow.
Adah.
Whitlier?
Lucifer.
To a place
Whence he shall come back to thee in an
hour;
But in that hour see things of many days.
Adah. How can that be ?
Lucifer.
Did not your Maker make
Out of old worlds this new one in few days ?
And caimot I, who aided in this work,
Show in an hour what he hath made in
many,
Or hath destroy’d in few ?
Cain.
Lead on.
Adah.
_
Will he,
In sootli, return within an hour ?
Lucifer.
He shall.
With us acts are exempt from time, and we
Can crowd eternity into an hour,
Or stretch an hour into eternity :
We breathe not by a mortal measurement—
But that’s a mystery. Cain, come on with
me.
Adah. Will he return ?
Lucifer.
Ay, w om a n ! lie alon e
Of m o rta ls fr o m that pla ce (th e first and last
WI10 sh a ll retu rn, sa ve O n e ), sh a ll com e
back to thee,

To make that silent and expectant World
As populous as this : at present there
Are few inliabitants.
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Adah.
Wliere dwellest thou ?
Lucifer. Throughout all space. Wliere
should I dwell ? Wliere are
Thy God or Gods—there am I : all things are
Divided with me : life and death—and time—
Eternity—and heaven and earth—and that
Which is not heaven nor earth, but peopled
with
Tliose who once peopled or shall people
both—
Tliese are my realms ! So that I do divide
His, and possess a kingdom which is not
His. I f I were not that which I have said,
Could I stand here ? His àngels are within
Your visión.
Adah. So they were when the fair serpent
Spoke with om' motlier first.
Lucifer.
Cain! thou hast lieard.
If thou dost long for knowledge, I can satiate
That tliirst; nor ask thee to partake of fruits
Which shall deprive thee of a single good
The conqueror has left thee. Follow me.
Cain. Spirit, I have said it.
[Exeunt L u c i f e r and C a i n .
Adah (folíenos exclaiming). Cain 1 my
brother! Cain!

Act II.
Scene I .—The Abyss o f Space.
Caín. I tread on air, and sink not; yet I
fear
To sink.
Lucifer. Have faitli in me, and thou
shalt be
Borne on the air, of which I am the prince.
Cain. Can I do so without impiety ?
Lucifer. Believe—and sink not ! doubt—
and perish! thus
Would run the edict of the otlier God,
Wlio ñames me demon to his àngels; they
Echo the sound to miserable tliings,
Which, lmowing noughtbeyond their shalloW
senses,
Worship the word which strikes their ear,
and deem
Evil or good what is proclaim'd to them
I 11 their abasement. I will have none such:
AVorship or worship not, thou shalt behold
The worlds beyond thy little world, nor be
Amerced for doubts beyond thy little life,
With torture of my dooming. There will
come
A 11 hour, when, toss’d upon some water-drops,
A man shall say to a man, “ Believe in me,
And walk the wàters; ” and the man shall
walk
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The billows and be safe. / will not say,
Believe in me, as a eonditional creed
To save tbee; but fly witb me o’er tbe gulf
Of space an equal fliglit, and I will show
Wliat tliou dar'st not deny,—tbe bistory
Of past, and present, and of future worlds.
Cain. Oli, god, or demon, or whate’er
tbou art,
Is yon our eartb ?
Lucifer.
Dost tbou not recognise
Tbe dust wbicb form’d your father ?
Cain.
_
Canit be?
Yon small blue circle, swinging in far ether,
Witb an inferior circlet near it still,
Wbicb looks libe tbat wbicb lic our eartldy
niglit ?
Is this our Paradise ? Wbere are its walls,
And they wbo guard them ?
Lucifer.
Point me out tbe site
Of Paradise.
Cain.
How should I ? As we move
Like sunbeams ouward, it grows small and
smaller,
And as it waxes little, and then less,
Gatbers a balo round it, like tbe liglit
Wbicb shone tbe roundest of tbe stars,
when I
Bebeld them from tbe skirts of Paradise.
Methinks tbey botli, as we recede from tliern,
Appear to join tbe innumerable stars
Which are around us; aud, as we move on,
Increase tbeir myriads.
Lucifer.
And if tliere sliould be
Worlds greater tban tliine own, inhabited
By greater tbings, and tbey themselves far
more
In number tban tbe dust of thy dull eartb,
Thougli multiplied to animated atoms,
All living, and all doom’d to deatb, and
wretched,
Wliat rvouldst. tliou tbink ?
Caín.
I sliould be proud of thouglit
WTiicb knew sucli tbings.
Lucifer.
But if tbat bigh thouglit were
Link’d to a servile mass of matter, and,
Knowing sucb tbings, aspiring to sucli tbings,
And Science still beyond them, were cbain’d
down
To tbe most gross and petty paltry wants,
All foul and fulsome, and tbe very best
Of tliine enjoyments a sweet degradation,
A most enervating and filtliy clieat
To Iure tbee on to tbe renewal of
Fresb souls and bodies, all foredoom'd to be
As frail, and few so bappy---- Cain.
Spirit! I
Know nouglit of deatli, save as a dreadful
tliing
Of wbicb I have beard my parents speak, as of
A hideous beritage I owe to tliern
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No less tban life ; a beritage not bappy,
I f I may judge, till now. But, spirit! if
It be as tliou bast said (and I within
Feel tbe prophetic torture of its trutb),
Here let me die: for to give birth to tliose
Wbo can but suffer many years, and die,
Metkinks is merely propagating deatb,
And multiplying murder.
Lucifer.
Tbou eanst not
A ll die—tbere is wliat must survive.
Cain.
Tbe Other
Spake not of tliis unto my father, when
lle sliut bim forth from Paradise, witb deatb
Written upon bis forehead. But at least
Let wliat is mortal of me perish, tbat
I may be in tbe rest as àngels are.
Luàfer. / am angèlic: wouldst tbou be
as I am ?
Cain. I know not what tbou art: I see
thy power,
And see tbou sbow’st me tbings beyond my
power,
Beyond all power of my born faculties,
Although inferior still to my desires
And my conceptions.
Lucifer.
Wliat are tbey wbicb dwell
So liumbly in tbeir pride, as to sojourn
Witli worms in clay ?
Cain.
And wliat art tbou wbo dwellest
So haughtily iu spirit, and canst range
Nature and immortality—and yet
Seem’st sorrowful ?
Luàfer.
I seem tbat wbicb I am;
And therefore do I ask of tbee, if tbou
Wouldst be immortal ?
Cain.
Tbou bast said, I must be
Immortal in despite of me. I knew not
Tbis until lately—but since it must be,
Let me, or bappy or unhappy, learn
To anticipate my immortality.
Lucifer. Tliou didst before I came upon
tbee.
Cain.
How ?
Lucifer. By suffering.
Cain.
And must torture be immortal ?
Luàfer. We and tby sons will try. But
now, bebold 1
Is it not glorious ?
Cain.
Ob, tbou beautiful
And unimaginable ether! and
Ye multiplying masses of increased
Aud still increasing lights! wliat are ye?
wliat
Is tbis blue wilderness of interminable
Air, wdiere ye roll along, as I have seen
Tbe leaves along tbe lnnpid streams of Eden ?
Is your course measured for ye ? Or do ye
Sweep on in your unbounded revelry
Through an aerial universe of endless
Expansión—at wbicb my soul acbes to tbink—
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Intoxicated witb eternity ?
Ob God 1 Oh Gods 1 or wliatso’er ye are!
How beautiful ye are 1 bow beautiful
Your works, or accidents, or wbatsoe’er
They may be! Let me die, as atoms die
(If tbat tbey die), or know ye in your migbt
And knowledge ! My tboughts are not in tbis
liour
Unwortby wbat I see, thougli my dust is ;
Spirit! let me expire, or see tliern nearer.
Luàfer. Art tbou not nearer? look back
to tliina eartb!
Cain. Wbere is it ? I see notliiug save a
mass
Of most innumerable lights.
Luàfer.
Look tbere 1
Cain. I cannot see it.
Luàfer.
Yet it sparkles still.
Cain. Tbat!—yonder !
Lucifer.
Yea.
Cain.
And jjrilt tbou teli me so ?
Wliy, I have seen tbe fire-flies and fire-worms
Sprinkle tbe dusky groves and tbe green
banks
I 11 tbe dim twiligbt, brighter tban yon world
Wbicb bears tliern.
Luàfer. Tbou bast seen both worms and
worlds,
Eacli briglit and sparkling—wbat dost tbink
of tliern ?
Cain. Tbat tbey are beautiful in tbeir
own spbere,
And tbat tbe night, wbicb malees botli
beautiful,
Tbe little shining fire-fly in its flight,
And tbe immortal star in its great course,
Must both be guided.
Lucifer.
But by whom or wbat ?
Cain. Show me.
Lucifer.
Dar’st tbou beliold ?
Cain.
How' know I wliat
I dare bebold? As yet, tbou bast showu
nouglit
I dare not gaze 011 further.
Lucifer.
On, then, witb me.
Wouldst tbou bebold tbings mortal or im
mortal ?
Cain. Wby, wbat are tbings ?
Luàfer.
Both partly: but wbat dotli
Sit next tby keart ?
Cain.
Tbe tbmgs I see.
Lucifer.
But wbat
.Sate nearest it ?
Cain.
Tbe tbings I liave not seen,
Nor ever sball—tbe mysteries of deatb.
Lucifer. Wbat, if I show to tbee tlimgs
wbicb have died,
As I liave sbown tbee mucli wbicb cannot
die?
Cain. Do so.

521
Lucifer. Aw'ay,tben! on our migbty wings.
Cain. Ob! how we cleave tbe blue! Tbe
stars fade from us!
The eartb! wbere is my eartb ? Let me look
on it,
For I was made of it.
Luàfer.
’T is now beyond tbee,.
Less, in tbe universe, tban tbou in i t ;
Yet deem not tbat tbou canst escape it; tbou
Slialt soon return to eartb, and all its dust:
'Tis part of tby eternity, and mine.
Caín. YYhere dost tbou lead me?
Liícifer.
To wdiat was before tbee!
Tbe pkantasm of tbe world; of w'hicli thy
world
Is but tbe wreck.
Cain.
YVhat! is it not then new ?
Lucifer. No more tban life is; and tbat
was ere tbou
Or I were, or tbe tbings wbicb seem to us
Greater tban either: many tbings will liave
No end; and some, wbicb would pretend to
liave
Had 110 beginning, llave liad one as mean
As tbou; and migbtier tbings liave been
extinct
To make way for muck meaner tlian we can
Sunnise; for moments only and tbe space
Have been and must be all unchangeable.
But cbanges make not deatb, except to clay;
But tbou art clay—and canst but comprehend
Tbat wbich was clay, and sucb tbou skalt
bebold.
Cain. Clay, spirit! wbat tbou wilt, I can
survey.
Luàfer. Aw'ay, tlien!
Cain.
But tbe lights fade from me fast,
And some till now' grew larger as we
approach’d,
And wore tbe look of worlds.
Lucifer.
And sucb tbey are.
Cain. And Edens in them ?
Luàfer.
It may be.
Cain.
And men ?
Lucifer. Yea, or tkiugs higker.
Cain.
Ay ? and serpents too ?
Luàfer. YYouldst tbou liave men without
tliern ? must 110 reptiles
Breathe, save tbe eréct ones ?
Cain.
How tbe lights recede!
Wbere fly we ?
Lucifer. To tbe world of pbantoms, wdiicli
Are beings past, and sbadows still to come.
Cain. But it grows dark, and dark—tbe
stars are gone!
Lucifer. And yet tbou seest.
Cain.
’T is a fearful ligbt i
No sun, 110 moon, no lights innumerable.
Tbe very blue of tbe empurpled niglit
S3
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So thickly in the upper air, that I
Had deem’d them rather the bright populace
Of some all unimaginable Heaven,
Than things to be inliabited themselves,
But that on drawing near them I behelcí
Their swelling into palpable innnensity
Of matter, whicli seem’d made for life to
dweíl on,
Bather than life itself. But here, all is
So shadowy, aud so full of twilight, that
It speaks of a day past.
Lucifer.
It is the realm
Of death.—Wouldst have it present ?
Cain.
Till I know
That which it really is, I cannot answer.
But if it be as I bave heard my father
Deal out in bis long homilies, ’tis a thing—
Oh God! I daré not tliink on ’t 1 Cursed be
He who invented life that leads to death!
Or the dull mass of life, that, being life,
Could not retain, but needs must forfeit it—
Even for the innocent!
Lucifer.
Dost tliou curse thy father ?
Cain. Cursed be not me in giving me my
birth ?
Cursed he not me before my birth, in daring
To pluck the fruit forbidden ?
Lucifer.
Thou say’st well:
The curse is mutual ’twixt thy sire and thee—
But for thy sons and brotlier ?
Cain.
Let them share it
With me, their sire and brotlier 1 Wliat else is
Bequeath’d to me ? I leave them my inlieritance.
Oh, ye interminable gloomy realms
Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes,
Some fully shown, some indistinct, and all
Mighty and melanclioly—what are ye ?
Live ye, or have ye lived ?
Lucifer.
Somewhat of botli.
Cain. Then what is death ?
Lucifer. What! Hatli not he who made ye
Said ’tis another life?
Cain.
Till now he hatli
Said nothing, save that all sliall die.
Lucifer.
Perhaps
He one day will unfold that further secret.
Cain. Happy the day!
Lucifer.
Yes; happy! when unfolded,
Through agonies unspeakable, and clogg’d
Scene II.
With agonies eternal, to innumerable
Hades.
Yet unborn myriads of unconscious atoms,
All to be animated for this only!
linter L ucifer and Ca ín .
Cain. What are these mighty phantoms
Caín.' How silent and how vast are these
which I see
dim worlds!
Fioating around me?—They wear not tbe
For they seem more than one, and yet more
form
peopled
Of the intelligences I have seen
Than the huge brilliant luminous orbs wbieh Bound our regretted and unenter’d Edén,
swung
Ñor wear the form of man as I have view’d it
Fades to a dreary twilight, yet I see
Huge dnsky masses; Imt unlike the worlds
We were approaching, which, begirt witli
ligkt,
Seem’d full of life even wlien tlieir atmosphere
Of liglit gave way, and show’d tliem taking
simpes
Unequal, of deep valleys and vast mountains;
And some emitting sparks, and some displaying
Enormous liquid plains, and some begirt
With luminous belts, and fioating moons,
wliich took,
Like them, tbe features of fair earth:—
instead,
All heve seems dark and dreadful.
Lucifer.
But distinet.
Thou seekest lo behold deatli, and dead
things ?
Caín. I seek it not; bnt as I know tbere
are
Such, and that my sire’s sin makes bim and
me,
And all that we inherit, liable
To such, I would behold at once, what I
Must one day see perforce.
Lucifer.
Behold!
Gain.
’Tis darkness.
Lucifer. And so it slmll be ever; but we
will
Unfold its gates!
Cain.
Enormous vapours roll
Apart—what’s this ?
Lucifer.
Enter!
Cain.
Can I return ?
Lucifer. Betum! be sure: how else should
deatli be peopled ?
Its present realm is.thin to what it will be
Through tliee and tbine.
Cain.
The elouds still open wide
And wider, and make widening circles round
us.
L ucifer. Advance!
Cain.
And thou!
Lucifer.
Fear not—without me thou
Couldst not have gone beyond thy world.
On 1 on!
\Thcij disappear through the clmuls.
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In Adam’s and in Abel’s, and in mine,
Ñor in my sister-bride’s, ñor in my children's:
And yet they have an aspect, which, though not
Of men ñor angels, looks like something which,
If not the last, rose higlier than the first,
Hauglity, and liigh, and beautiful, and full
Of seeming strength, but of inexplicable
Shape; for I never saw such. They bear not
The wing of seraph, ñor the face of man,
Ñor form of miglitiest brute, nor auglit that is
Now breatliing; mighty yet and beautiful
As the most beautiful and mighty which
Live, and yet so unlike them, that I scarce
Can cali them living.
Lucifer.
Yet they lived.
Cain.
Where ?
Lucifer.
Where
Thou livest.
Cain.
When ?
Lucifer.
On what thou callest earth
They did inhabit.
Cain.
Adam is the first.
Lucifer. Of thine, I grant thee—but too
mean to be
The last of these.
Cain.
And what are they ?
Lucifer.
That which
Thou shalt be.
Cain.
But what were they ?
Lucifer.
Living, liigli,
Intelligent, good, great, and glorious things,
As mucli superior unto all thy sire,
Adam, could e’er have been in Edén, as
The sixty-tliousandth generation shall be,
In its dull damp degeneracy, to
Thee and thy son;—and how wealc they are,
judge
By thy own flesk.
Cain.
Ali me! and did they perisk ?
Lucifer. Yes, from their eartb, as thou
wilt fade from thine.
Cain. But was mine theirs ?
Lucifer.
It was.
Cain.
But not as now.
It is too little and too lowly to
Sustain such creatures.
Lucifer.
True, it was more glorious.
Cain. And wlierefore did it fall ?
Irucifer.
Ask liim wlio fells.
Cain. But how ?
Lucifer. By a most crushing and inexorable
Destruction and disorder of the elements,
Which struclc a world to chaos, as a chaos
Subsidingliasstruckoutaworld: such things,
Though rare in lime, are freqüentin eternity.—
Pass on, and gaze upon the past.
Cain.
’Tis awful!
Lucifer. And true. Behold these phantoms!
they were once
Material as thou art.

Cain.
And must I be
Like them ?
Lucifer. Let Him who made thee answer
that.
I show thee what thy predecessors are,
And what they were thou feelest, in degree
Inferior as thy petty feelings and
Thy pettier portion of the immortal part
Of higli intelligence and eartlily strength.
What ye in common have with what they
had
Is life, and what ye shall have—death: the
rest
Of your poor attributes is such as suits
Beptiles engender’d out of the subsiding
Slime of a mighty universe, crush’d into
A scarcely-yet sliaped planet, peopled with
Things whose enjoyment was to be in blindness—
A Paradise of Ignorance, from which
Knowledge was barr’d as poison. But behold
What these superior beings are or were;
Or, if it irk tliee, turn thee back and till
The earth, thy task—IT1 watt thee tbere in
safety.
Cain. No: I ’ll stay here.
Lucifer.
How long ?
Cain.
For ever! Since
I must one day return here from the earth,
I rather would remain ; I am sick of all
That dnst has shown me—let me dwell in
shadows.
Lucifer. It cannot be: thou now belioldest as
A visión that wliicli is reality.
To make thyself fit for this dwelling, thou
Must pass through what the things thou see’st
have pass’d—
The gates of death.
Cain.
By what gate have we enter’d
Even now?
Lucifer. Byminel But, plightedto return,
My spirit buoys thee up to bathe in regions
Where all is breathless save thyself. Gaze on;
But do not tliink to dwell here till thine liour
Is come.
Cain. And these, too; can they ne’er repass
To earth again ?
Lucifer.
Their earth is gone for ever—
So clianged by its convulsión, they would not
Be conscious to a single present spot
Of its new scarcely harden’d surfaee—’t was—
Oh, what a beautiful world it was !
Cain.
Andis.
It is not with the earth, though I must till it,
I feel at war, but that I may not profit
By what it bears of beautiful, untoiling,
Ñor gratify my lliousand swelling tliougkts
With knowledge, ñor allay my tkousand fears
Of death and life.
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Lucifer.
What thy world is thou see’st,
Caín.
These dim realms !
But canst not comprehend tlie shad'ow of
I see them, but I know them not.
That which it was.
Lucifer.
Because
Caín.
And those enormous creatures, Thy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot
Phantoms inferior in intelligence
Comprehend spirit wliolly—but ’t is something
(At least so seeming) to the things we liave To know there are sueli realms.
pass’d,
Cain.
We knew already
Resembling somewhat tbe wild habitants
That there was death.
Of the deep woods of earth, the hugest which
Lucifer.
But not what was beyond it.
Koar nightly in the forest, but ten-fold
Cain. Ñor know Inow.
In magnitude and terror; taller than
Lucifer.
Thou knowest that there is
The clierub-guarded walls of Eden, with
A state, and many States beyond thine own—
Eyes flashing like the fiery swords which And tliis thou knewest not this morn.
fence them,
Cain.
But all
And tusks projecting like the trees stripp’d of Seems dim and sliadowy.
Tlieir bark and branches—what were they ?
Lucifer.
Be content; it will
Lucifer.
That which Seem clearer to thine immortality.
The Mammoth is in thy world;—but these
Cain. And yon immeasurable liquid space
lie
Of glorious azure which floats on beyond us,
By myriads uuderneath its surface.
Which looks like water, and which I should
Cain.
But
deem
None on it?
The river which flows out of Paradise
Lucifer.
N o : for thy frail race to war
Past my own dwelling, but that it is bankless
With them would render the curse on it And boundless, and of an ethereal hue—
useless—
What is it ?
T would be destroy’d so early.
Lucifer. There is still some such on earth,
Cain.
But why tvar? Although inferior, and thy children shall
Lucifer. You liave forgotten the denuncia- Dvvell near it—’t is the phantasm of an ocean.
tion
Cain. ’Tis like anotlier world; a liquid
Which drove your race from Eden—war with
sun—
all tliings,
And those inordinate creatures sporting o’er
And death to all things, and disease to most Its shining surfaee ?
things,
Lucifer.
Are its inhabitants,
And pangs, and bitterness; these were the The past leviathans.
fruits
Cain.
And yon immense
Of the forbidden tree.
Serpent, which rears his dripping mane and
Cain.
But animals—
vasty
Did they, too, eat of it, that they must die ?
Head ten times liigher than the haughtiest
Lucifer. Your Maker told ye, they were
cedar
made for you,
Forth from the abyss, looking as he could coil
As you for hhn.—You would not liave their Himself around the orbs we lately look’d
doom
on—
Superior to your own ? Ilnd Adam not
Is he not of the kind which bask’d beneath
Fallen, all had stood.
The tree in Eden ?
Cain.
Alas! the hopeless wretches !
Lucifer.
Eve, thy mother, best
They too must share my sire’s fate, like his Can tell what sliape of serpent tempted her.
sons;
Cain. This seems too terrible. No doubt
Like them, too, without liaving sliared the
the other
apple;
Had more of beauty.
Like them, too, without the so dcar-bought
Lucifer.
Hast thou ne’er belield him ?
hnowledge !
Cain. Many of the same kind (at least so
It was a lying tree—for we bww notliing.
call’d),
At least it promised hnowledgc at the príce
But never that precisely which persuaded
Of death—but lcnowledge still: but what knows The fatal fruit, nor even of the same aspect.
man?
Lucifer. Your father saw him not ?
Lucifer. It may be death leads to the ! Cain.
No: ’t was my mother
highest knowledge;
Who tempted him—she tempted by the
And being of all things the solé thing certain,
serpent.
At least leads to the surest Science: therefore
Lucifer. Good man 1whene’er thy wife, or
The tree was true, though deadly.
thy sons’ wives,
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Tempt thee or them to aught that’s new or
strange,
Be sure thou see’st first who hath tempted
them.
Cain. Thy precept comes too late: there
is no more
For serpents to tempt woman to.
Lucifer.
_
But there
Are some things still which woman may
tempt man to,
And man tempt woman:—let thy sons look
to i t !
My counsel is a kind one; for ’t is even
Given chiefly at my own expense; ’tis true,
’Twill not be follow’d, so there’s íittle lost.
Cain. I uuderstand not this.
Lucifer.
The happier thou !—
Thy world and thou are still too young!
Thou tliinkest
Thyself most wicked and unhappy: is it
Not so ?
Cain. For crime, Iknow not; but for pam,
I have felt much.
iAicifer.
First-bom of the first man!
Thy present state of sin, and thou art evil—
Of sorrow, and thou suilerest—are both Eden
In all its innocence compared to what
Thou shortly may’stbe; and that state again,
In its redoubled wretchedness, a Paradise
To what thy sons’ sons’ sons, accumulating
In generations like to dust (which they
In fact but add to), shall endure and do —
Now let us back to earth!
Cain.
And wherefore didst thou
Lead me here only to inform me this ?
Lucifer. Was not thy quest for know
ledge ?
Cain.
Yes; as being
The road to happiness.
Lucifer.
I f truth be so,
Thou hast it.
Cain.
Tlien my father’s God did well
When he prohibited the fatal tree.
Lucifer. But had done better in not
planting it.
But ignorance of evil dotli not save
From evil; it must still roll on the same,
A part of all things.
Cain.
Not of all things. N o :
I ’U not believo it—for I thirst for good.
Lucifer. And who and what doth not ?
Who covets evil
For its own bitter sake ?—ÍLone—nothing!
’tis
The leaven of all life, and lifelessuess.
Cain. Within those glorious orbs which
we beheld,
Distant, and dazzling, and innumerable,
Ere we carne down into this phantom realm,
111 cannot come: they are too beautiful.
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Lucifer. Thou hast seen them from afar.
Cain.
And what of that?
Distance can but diminish glory—they,
When nearer, must be more ineffable.
Lucifer. Approacli the things of earth
most beautiful,
And judge their beauty near.
Cain.
I have done this—
The loveliest thing I know is loveliest
nearest.
Lucifer. Then there must be delusion.—
What is that
Which being nearest to thine eyes is still
More beautiful than beauteous things remote ?
Cain. My sister Adah.—All the stars of
heaven,
The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb
Which looks a spirit, or a spirit’s world—
The hues of twiliglit—the suu’s gorgeous
coming—
His setting indescribable, which filis
My eyes with pleasant tears as I behold
Him sink, and feel my lieart float softly with
him
Along that western paradise of clouds,
The forest shade, the green bough, the bird’s
voice—
The vesper bird’s, which seems to sing of
love,
And mingles with the soug of clierubim,
As the day closes over Eden’s walls:—
All these are notliiug, to my eyes and lieart,
Like Adali’s face: I turn from earth and
heaven
To gaze on it.
Lucifer.
’T is fair as frail mortality,
In the first dawn and bloom of young
creation,
And earliest embraces of earth’s parents,
Can make its offspring; still it is delusion.
Cain. You thiuk so, being not her brother.
Lucifer.
Mortal!
My brotherliood’s with those who have no
children.
Cain. Then thou canst have no fellowship
with us.
Lucifer. It may be that thine own shall
be for me.
But if thou dost possess a beautiful
Being beyond all beauty in thine eyes,
AVhy art thou wretched ?
Cain.
Why do I exist ?
Why art thou wretched ? why are all things
so ?
Even he who made us must be, as the maker
Of things unhappy! To produce destruction
Can surely never be the task of joy,
And yet my sire says he’s omnipotent:
Then why is evil—he being good ? I ask J
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Tiris question o£ my father; and he said,
Beeause tiris evil only was the patli
To good. Strange good, that must arise
from out
Its deadly opposite ! I lately saw
A lamb stung by a reptile: the poor suckling
Lay foaming on the earth, beneath the vain
And piteous bleating o£ its restless dam;
My father pluck’d some herbs, and laid tkem to
The wound; and by degrees the helpless
wretch
Resumed its careless life, and rose to drain
The mother’s milk, who o’er it tremulous
Stood lieking its reviving limbs with joy.
Behold, my son! said Adam, how from evil
Springs good!
Lucifer.
What didst thou answer ?
Carn.
Nothing; for
He is my father: but I thougjit, that ’twere
A better portion for the animal
Never to liave beeu stung at all, than to
Purchase renewal of its little life
With agonies unutterable, though
Dispell’d by antidotes.
Lucifer.
But as thou saidst
Of all beloved things thou lovest her
Wko shared thy mother’s milk, and giveth
hers
Unto thy children---CoÀn.
Most assuredly:
What should I be without her ?
Lucifer.
What am I ?
Cain. Dost thou love nothing?
L ucifer.
What does thy God love ?
Cain. All things, my father says; but I
confess
I see it not in their allotment here.
Lucifer. And, therefore, thou canst not
see if / love
Or no, except some vast and general purpose,
To which particular things must melt like
snows.
Cain. Snows ! what are they ?
Lucifer.
Be happier in not knowing
What thy remoter offspring must encounter;
But bask beneath the clirne which kuows no
winter.
Cain. But dost thou not love something
like thyself ?
Lucifer. And dost thou love thyself 1
Cain.
Yes, but love more
What makes my feelings more endurable,
And is more than myself, beeause I love it.
Lucifer. Thou lovest it, beeause ’tis
beautiful,
As wras the apple in thy mother’s eye;
And when it ceases to be so, thy love
Will cease, like any otker appetite.
Cain. Cease to be beautiful! how can
that be ?

[Act II,

Lucifer. With túne.
Cain.
But time has pass’d, and hitherto
Even Adam and my mother both are fair:
Not fair like Adah and the seraphim—
But very fair.
Lucifer.
All that must pass away
In them and her.
Caín.
I ’m sorry for i t ; but
Cannot conceive my love for her the less:
And when her beauty disappears, methinks
He who creates all beauty will lose more
Than me in seeing perish sucia a workí
Lucifer. I pity thee rvho lovest what
must perish.
Cain. And I thee who lov’st nothing.
Lucifer.
And thy brother—
Sits he not near thy heart ?
Cain.
Wliy should he not ?
Lucifer. Thy father loves him well—so
does thy God.
Cain. And so do I.
Lucifer.
’Tis well and meekly done.
Cain. Meekly!
Lucifer.
He is the second born of flesli,
And is his mother’s favourite.
Cain.
Let him keep
Her favour, since the serpent was the first
To win it.
Lucifer. And his father’s ?
Cain.
What is that
To me? should I not love that which all
love?
Lucifer. And the Jehovah—the indulgent
Lord,
And bounteous planter of barr’d Paradise—
He, too, looks smilingly on Abel.
Cain.
I
Ne’er saw him, and I know not if he smiles.
Lucifer. But you liave seen his àngels.
Cain.
fiarely.
Lucifer.
But
Sufficiently to see they love your brother:
His sacrifices are acceptable.
Cain. So be they! wherefore speak to me
of this ?
Lucifer. Beeause thou hast thouglit of
this ere now.
Cain.
And if
I hare thought, why recali a thouglit that—
(he pauses, as agitated)—Spirit!
Here we are in thy world; speak not of mine.
Thou hast shown me wonders: thou hast
shown me those
Mighty pre-Adamites who walk’d the earth
Of which ours is the wreck: thou hast
pointed out
Myriads of starry worlds, of which our own
Is the dim and remote compauion, in
Infinity of life: thou hast shown me shadows
Of that existence with the dreaded name
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Which my sire brought us—Death; thou hast
shown me much—
But not all: show me where Jehovah dwells,
I 11 his especial Paradise—or thine :
Where is it ?
Lucifer.
Here, and o’er all space.
Cain.
But ye
Have some allotted dwelling—as all things;
Clay has its earth, and other worlds their
tenants;
All temporary breathing creatures their
Peculiar element; and things which have
Long ceased to breatlie our breath, have
theirs, thou say’st;
And the Jehovah and thyself have thine—
Ye do not dwell togetlier ?
Lucifer.
No, we reigu
Togetlier; but our dwellings are asunder.
Cain. Would there were only one of y e !
perchance
An unity of purpose miglit make unión
In elements which seem now jarr’d in storms.
How carne ye, being spirits, wise and infinite,
To separate ? Are ye not as brethren in
Your essence, and your nature, and your
glory ?
Lucifer. Art thou not Abel's brother ?
Cain.
We are brethren,
And so we shall remain; but were it not so,
Is spirit like to flesh ? can it fall out ?
Infinity with Immortality ?
Jarring and turning space to misery—
For what ?
Lucifer. To reign.
Cain,
Did ye not teli me that
Ye are both eternal ?
Lucifer.
Y ea !
Cain.
And what I have seen,
Yon blue immensity, is boundless ?
Lucifer.
_ Ay.
Cain. And cannot ye both reign, then ?—
is there not
Enough ?—why should ye differ ?
Lucifer.
We both reign.
Cain. But one of you makes evil.
Lucifer.
Which ?
Cain.
Thoul for
If thou canst do man good, why dost thou not ?
Lucifer. And why not he who made ? I
made ye not;
Ye are his creatures, and not mine.
Cain.
Then leave us
His creatures, as thou say’st we are, or show
me
Thy dwelling, or his dwelling.
Lucifer.
I could show thee
Both; but the time will come thou slialt see
one
Of them for evermore.
Cain,
And why not now ?
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Lucifer. Thy human mind hath scarcely
grasp to gatlier
The little I have shown thee into calrn
And ciear thought; and thou wouldst go on
aspiring
To the great double mysteries! the tuso
Principies I
And gaze upon them on their secret thrones!
Dust! limit thy ambition ; for to see
Eitlier of these would be for thee to perish!
Cain. And let me perish, so I see them!
Lucifer.
There
The son of her who snatch’d the apple spake!
But thou wouldst only perish, and not see
them;
That sight is for the other state.
Cain,
Of death?
Lucifer. That is the prelude.
Cain.
Tlieu I dread it less,
Now that I know that it leads to sometlring
definite.
Lucifer. And now I will convey thee to
thy world,
Where thou slialt multiply the race of Adam,
Eat, drink, toil, tremble, laugh, weep, sleep,
and die.
Cain. And to what end have I beheld
these things
Which thou hast shown me ?
Lucifer.
Didst thou not require
Knowledge? And have I not, in what I
show’d,
Taught thee to know thyself ?
Cain.
Alas! I seem
Nothing.
Lucifer. And this should be the human
sum
Of knowledge, to know mortal nature s
uothingness;
Bequeath th a t Science to thy ch ildren , aud
’T w ill spare them m a n y tortu res.
Cain,
Hauglity spirit!
Thou speak’st it proudly; but thyself, though
proud,
Hast a superior.
Lucifer.
No! by heaven, which He
Holds, and the abyss, and the immensity
Of worlds and life, which I hold with him—
No!
I have a victor—true; but no superior.
Ilomage he has from all—but none from me:
Í battle it against him, as I battled
In kighest heaven. Through all eternity,
And the unfathomable gulfs of Hades,
And the interminable realms of space.
And the infinity of endless ages,
All, all, will I dispute! And world by world,
And star by star, and universe by universe,
Shall tremble in the balance, till the great
Conflict shall cease, if ever it shall cease
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Which it ne’er shall, till he or I he quench’d !
And what can quench our immortality,
Or mutual and irrevocable líate ?
He as a conqueror will cali the conquer’d
E v il; hut what will be the good he gives ?
Were I the victor, his works would be deem’d
The only evil ones. And you, ye new
And scarce born mortals, what llave heen bis
gifts
To you already, in your little World ?
Caín. But few; and some of those hut
bitter.
Lucifer.
Back
With me, tlien, to thine earth, and try the
rest
Of bis celestial boons to you and yours.
Evil and good are tliings in tlieir own essence,
And not made good or evil by the giver;
But if he gives you good—so cali him; if
Evil springs from him, do not ñame it mine,
Till ye ltnow better its true fount; and judge
Not by words, though of spirits, but the fruits
Of your existence, sucli as it must be.
One good gift has the fatal apple given—
Your reason:—let it not be over-sway’d
By tyrannous threats to forcé you into faith
’Gainst all external sense and imvard feeling:
Think and endure,—and form an inner world
In your own bosom—where the outward fails;
So shall you nearer be the spiritual
Nature, and war triumphant with your own.
[They disappear.

Act III.
Scene I.— The Earth, near Edén, as in Act I.
Enter

C a ín

and A d a i i .

Adah. Husli, tread softly, Cain.
Caín.
I w ill; hut wherefore ?
Adah. Our little Enoch sleeps upon yon
bed
Of leaves, beneath the cypress.
Caín.
Cypress ! ’t is
A gloomy tree, which looks as if it mourn’d
O’er what it shadows; wherefore didst ihou
choose it
For our child’s canopy ?
Adah.
Because its branches
Shut out the sun like night, and therefore
seem’d
Pitting to shadow slumber.
Caín.
Ay, the last—
And longest; but no matter—lead me to him.
[They go up to the child.
How lovely he appears ! bis little cheeks,
In tlieir puré incarnation, vying with
The rose leaves strewn beneath them.
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Adah.
And his lips, too,
How beautifully parted! No; you shall not
Kiss him, at least not now: he will awake
soon.
His liour of mid-day rest is nearly over;
But it were pity to disturb him tül
’Tis closed.
Cain. You llave said well; I will contain
My lieart till then. He smiles, and sleeps !—
Sleep on,
And smile, thou little, young inheritor
Of a world scarce less young: sleep on, and
smile!
Thine are the liours and days when both are
cheering
And innocent! thou hast not pluck’d the
fruit—
Thou know’st not thou art naked! Must the
time
Come thou shalt be amerced for sins unknown,
Which were not thine ñor mine ? But now
sleep on!
His cheeks are reddening into deeper smiles,
And shining lids are trembling o’er his long
Lashes, dark as the cypress which waves o’er
them;
Half open, from beneath them the clear blue
Laughs out, although in slumber. He must
dream—
Of what ? Of Paradise!—A y ! dream of it,
My disinlierited hoy! ’Tis but a dream;
For uever more thyself, thy sons, ñor fathers,
Shall walk in that forbidden place of jo y !
Adah. Dear Cain! Nay, do not whisper
o’er our son
Such melanclioly yearnings o’er the past:
Why wilt thou always mourn for Paradise ?
Can we not make another ?
Cain.
Where ?
Adah.
Here, or
Where’er thou wilt: where’er thou art, I feel
not
The want of this so much regretted Edén.
Have I not thee, our boy, our sire, and
brother,
And Zillah—our sweét sister, and our Eve,
To wliom we owe so much besides our birth ?
Cain. Yes—deatli, too, is amongst the
debts we owe lier.
Adah. Cain! that proud spirit, who withdrew thee henee,
Hath sadden’d thine still deeper. I liad hoped
The promised wonders which thou hast belield,
Visions, thou say’st, of past and present
worlds,
Would have composed thy mind into the cahn
Of a contented knowledge; but I see
Thy guide hath done thee evil: still I tliank
him,
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And can forgive him all, that he so soon
Hath given thee back to us.
Cain.
So soon?
Adah.
’T is scarcely
Two hours since ye departed: two long liours
To me, but only hours upon the sun.
Cain. And yetl have approach’d that sun,
and seen
Worlds which he once slione on, and never
more
Shall light; and worlds he never lit : methouglit
Years liad roll’d o’er my absence.
Adah.
Hardly hours.
Cain. The mind then hath capacity of
time,
And measures it by that which itbeholds,
Pleasing or painful; little or almighty.
I liad beheld the immemorial works
Of endless beings; skirr’d extinguish’dworlds;
And, gazing on eternity, methought
I had borrow’d more by a few drops of
ages
From its immensity: but now I feel
My littleness again. Well said the spirit,
That I was notliing !
Adah.
Wherefore said he so ?
Jeliovah said not that.
Cain.
N o : he contents him
With making us the nothing which we are;
And after flattering dust with glimpses of
Edén and Immortality, resolves
It back to dust again—for what ?
Adah.
Thou know’st—
Even for our parents’ error.
Cain.
What is that
To us ? they sinn’d, then let them die ?
Adah. Thou hast not spoken well, ñor is
that thought
Thy own, but of the spirit who was with thee.
Would / could die for them, so they might
liv e !
Cain. Why, so say I —provided that one
victim
Might satiate the insatiable of life,
And that our little rosy sleeper there
Might never taste of deatli ñor human sorrow,
Ñor hand it down to those who spring from
him.
Adah. How know we that some such
atonement one day
May not redeem our race ?
Cain.
By sacrificing
The harmless for the guilty? what atone
ment
Were there? why, we are innocent: what
have we
Done, that we must be victims for a deed
Before our birth, or need have victims to
Atone for this mysterious, nameless sin—
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I f it be such a sin to seek for knowledge ?
Adah. Alas! thou siunest now, my Cain:
thy words
Sound impious in mine ears.
Cain.
Then leave me!
Adah.
Never,
Though thy God left thee.
Cain.
Say, what have we here ?
Adah. Two altars, which our brother
Abel made
During thine absence, wliereupon to offer
A sacrifice to God 011 thy return.
Cain. And how knew he, that I would be
so ready
With the burnt offerings, which he daily
brings
With a meek brow, whose base humility
Shows more of fear than worship, as a bribe
To the Creator?
Adah.
Surely, ’tis well done.
Cain. One altar may suffice; / have 110
offering.
Adah. The fruits of the earth, the early,
beautiful
Blossom and bud, and bloom of flowers and
fruits;
Tliese are a goodly offering to the Lord,
Given with a gentle and a contrite spirit.
Caín. I have toil’d, and till’d, and sweaten
in the sun,
According to the curse:—must I do more ?
For what should I he gentle ? for a war
With all the elements ere they will yield
The bread we eat ? For wliat must I be
grateful?
For being dust, and grovelling in tile dust,
Till I return to dust ? I f I am nothing—
For nothing shall I be an hypocrite,
And seem well-pleased with pain ? For what
should I
Be contrito ? for my father’s sin, already
Expiate with what we all have undergone,
And to be more tlian expiated by
The ages propliesied, upon our seed.
Little deems our young blooming sleeper,
there,
The germs of an eternal misery
To myriads is witliin him! better ’t were
I snatch’d him in his sleep, and dash’d him
’gainst
The rocks, than let him live to---Adah.
_ Oh, my God !
Touch not the child—my child ! thy child !
Oh, Cain 1
Caín. Fear not! for all the stars, and all
the power
Which sways them, I would not accost yon
infant
With ruder greeting than a father’s kiss.
Adah. Then, why so awful in thy speech ?
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Caín.
x said,
’T were better that be ceased to Uve, than give
Life to so mueh of sorrow as he must
Endure, and, harder still, bequeath; but since
That saying jara you, let us only say—
’T were better that he never liad been born.
Adah. Oh, do not say so! Where were
tlien tile joys,
The mother’s joys of watcliing, nourishing.
And loving him ? Soft! he awakes. Sweet
Enoch I
[She goes to the child.
Olí, Caín! look on him; see how full of life,
Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy,
How like to me—how like to thee, when
gentle,
For then we are all alike; is ’t not so, Cain ?
Mother, and sire, and son, our features are
Reflectad in each other; as they are
In the clear waters, wlien they are gentle, and
3Vhen thou art gentle. Love us, then, my
Cain!
And love thyself for our sakes, for we love
tliee.
Look! how he lauglis and sketches out his
arms,
And opens wide bis blue eyes upon thine,
To liail his father; whUe liis little fonn
Flutters as wing’d witli joy. Talk not of pain!
The childless cherubs well might euvy thee
The pleasures of a parent! Bless him, Cain!
As yet he hath no words to thank thee, but
His heart will, and thine own too.
Cain.
Bless thee, boy!
If that a mortal blessing may avail thee,
To save thee from the serpent’s curse!
Adah.
It shaU.
Surely a father’s blessing may avert
A reptile’s subtlety.
Cain.
Of that I doubt;
But bless him ne’er the less.
Adah.
Our brother comes.
Caín. Tliy brother Abel.
Enter A bel .
Abel.
Welcome, Cain! My brother,
The peace of God be on thee !
Cain.
Abel, hail!
Abel. Our sister tells me that thou hast
been wandering,
In high communion witli a spirit, far
Beyond our wonted range. Was he of those
We llave seen and spolíen witli, like to our
father ?
C'ain. No.
Abel. Why then commune with him? he
may be
A foe to the Most Higli.
Cain.
And friend to man.
Has the Most High been so—if so you term
him?

[Act III.

Abel. Term him / your words are strange
_ to-day, my brother.
My sister Adah, leave us for awliile—
We mean to sacrifice.
Adah.
Farewell, my Cain;
But first embrace thy son. May his soft
spü-it,
And Abel’s pious ministry, recaU thee
To peace and lioliness!
[E xit A dah , with her child.
Abel.
Where liast thou been ?
Cain. I know not.
Abel.
Ñor what thou hast seen!
Cain.
The dead,
The immortal, the unbounded, the omnipo
tent,
The overpowering mysteries of space—
The innumerable worlds that were and are—
A wliirlwind of such overwlielmiug tbings,
Suns, moons, and earths, upon their loudvoiced spheres
Singing in thunder round me, as llave made
me
Unfit for mortal converse: leave me, Abel.
Abel. Thine eyes are flashing with unnatural liglit—Thy cheek is flush’d with an unnatural hue—
Thy words are frauglit with an unnatural
sound—
What may tliis mean ?
Cain.
It means----1 pray thee, leave
me.
Abel. Not till we have pray’d and sacrificed together.
Cain. Abel, I pray tliee, sacrifice alone—
Jehovab lo ves thee well.
Abel.
Both well, I hope.
Cain. But thee the better; I care not for
that;
Thou art fitter for his worship than I am;.
Eevere liim, then—but let it be alone—
At least, without me.
Abel.
Brother, I sliould ill
Deserve the líame of our great father’s son,
If, as my eider, I revered thee not,
And in the worship of our God, caíl’d not
On tliee to join me, and precede me in
Our priesthood—’tis thy place.
Cain.
But I have ne'er
Asserted it.
Abel.
The more my grief; I pray thee
To do so now: thy soul seems labouring in
Some strong delusion; it will calm thee.
Cain.
No;
Nothing can calm me more. Calm! say I!
Never
Knew I what calm was in the soul, although
I have seen the elements still’d. My Abel,
leave m e!
Or let me leave thee to thy pious purpose.

Scene I.]
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Abel. Neither; we must perform our task
together.
Spurn me not.
Cain.
I f it must be so----well, then,
What shall I do ?
Abel.
Choose one of those two altars.
Cain. Choose .for me: they to me are so
much turf
And stone.
Abel.
Choose thou I
Cain.
I have chosen.
Abel.
’Tis the highest,
And suits thee, as the eider. Now prepare
Thine offerings.
Cain.
Where are thine ?
Abel.
Behold them here—
The íirstlings of the flock, and fat thereof—
A shepherd’s liumble offering.
Caín.
I have no flocks;
I am a tiller of the ground, and must
Yield what it yieldeth to my toil—its fruit:
[He gathers fruits.
Behold them in their various bloom and ripeness.
[They dress their altars, and kindle a
flame upon them.
Abel. My brother, as the eider, offer first
Thy prayer and thanksgiving with sacrifice.
Cain. No—I am new to ¿his; lead thou
the way,
And I will follow—as I may.
Abel (kneeling).
Oh, God!
Who made us, and who breatlied the breatli
of life
Within our nostrils, who hath blessed us,
And spared, despite our father’s sin, to make
His cliildren all lost, as they might have been,
Had not thy justice been so temper’d with
The mercy wkieli is thy delight, as to
Accord a pardon like a Paradise,
Compared with our great crimes:—Solé Lord
of light,
Of good, and glory, and eternity!
Without whom all were evil, and with whom
Nothing can err, except to some good end
Of thine omnipotent benevolence—
Inscrutable, but still to be fulfill’d—
Accept from out thy humble first of shep
herd’s
First of the first-born flocks—an offering,
In itself nothing—as what offering can be
Aught unto thee ?—but yet accept it for
The thanksgiving of him who spreads it in
The face of tliy high heaven, bowing his
own
Even to the dust, of whicli he is, in honour
Of thee, and of thy ñame, for evermore!
Cain (standing erect during tliis speech).
Spirit! whate’er or whosoe’er thou art,
Omnipotent, it may be—and, if good,

531

Shown in the exemption of thy deeds from
evil;
Jehovah upon earth ! and God in heaven I
And it may be with other ñames, because
Thine attributes seem many, as thy works
I f thou mugt be propitiated with prayers,
Take them! If thou must be induced with
altars,
And soften’d with a sacrifice, receive them !
Two beings here erect them unto thee.
I f thou lov’st blood, the shepherd's shrine,
which smokes
On my ríght hand, hath shed it for thy Service
In the first of his flock, whose limbs now reek
In sanguinary incense to thy skies;
Or if the sweet and blooming fruits of earth.
And milder seasons, which the unstain’d turf
I spread them on now offers in the face
Of the broad sun which ripen’d them, may
seem
Good to thee, inasmucli as they have not
Suffer’d in limb or life, and rather form
A sample of thy works, than supplication
To look on ours ! If a shrine without victim,
And altar without gore, may win thy favour,
Look on i t ! and for him who dresseth it,
He is—such as thou mad’st him; and seeks
nothing
Which must be won by kneeling; if he ’s evil,
Strike him! thou art omnipotent, and
may’st—
For what can he oppose ? I f he be good,
Strike him, or spare him, as thou w ilt! since
all
Rests upon thee; and good and evil seem
To have no power themselves, save in thy
will;
And whether that be good or ill I know not,
Not being omnipotent, nor fit to judge
Omnipotence, but merely to endure
Its mandate ; which thus far I have endured.
[The Jire upon the altar of A bel kindles into
a column of the brightest flame, and
ascends to heaven; while a whirlwind
throws down tlie altar o f Ca ín , and scatters the fruits abroad upon the earth.
Abel (kneeling). Oh, brother, pray ! Jehovah ’s wroth with thee.
Cain . Why so ?
Abel.
'
Thy fruits are scatter’d on
the earth.
Cain, From earth they carne, to earth let
them return;
Their seed will bear fresh fruit there ere the
summer:
Thy burnt flesh-off’ring pròspers better; see
How heaven licks up the flames, when thick
with blood!
Abel. Think not upon my offering’s acceptance,
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But make anotlier of tliinc own before
Cain (after a moment's stupefaction). Mg
It is too late.
hand! ’t is all red, and with— Caín.
X will build no inore altars,
AVhat ?
Nor suffer any---[A long patise.—looking slovjly round.
Abel (rising). Cain! ivhaí meanest tliou ?
Where am I? alone! Where’s Abel!
Caín. To cast down yon vila fiatt’rer of
where
the clouds,
Cain ? Can it be that I am he ? My brother,
The smoky harbinger of thy dull prayers—
Awake!—why liest thou so on the green earth?
Thine altar, with its blood of lambs and ’T is not the liour of slumber;—why so pale ?
kids,
What, hast thou!—thou wert full of life this
AA'hich fed on milk, to be destroy’d in blood.
m oni!
Abel (opposing him). Tliou slialt not:— Abel! I pray thee, mock me not! I smote
add not impious works to impious
Too fiercely, but not fatally. Ah, why
Words ! let tliat altar stand—’t is hallow’d Wouldst thou oppose me ? This is mockery:
now
And only done to daunt m e ’twas a blow—
By the immortal pleasure of Jehovak,
And but a blow. Stir—stir—nay, only stir!
In liis acceptance of the victims.
Why, so—that ’s ivell!—thou breath’st!
Cain.
jjí s/
breathe upon me!
llis pleasure ! what was his higli pleasure in Oh, God! Oh, God!
The fumes of scorching flesh and smoking
Abel (veryfaintly). What ’s he who speaks
blood,
of God ?
To the pain of the bleating mothers, which
Cain. Thy murderer.
Still yearn for their dead offspring ? or the
Abel.
Then may God forgive him!
pangs
Cain,
Of the sad ignorant victims underneath
Comfort poor Zillah:—she has but oue
Thy pious knife ? Give way! this bloody
brother
record
Now.
[ A b e l dies.
Shall not stand in the sun, to sliame creation!
Caín. And I none!—Who makes me
Abel. Brother, give back! thou slialt not
brotherless ?
toucli my altar
His eyes are open ! then he is not dead!
With violence : if tliat tliou wilt adopt it,
Death is like sleep; and sleep shnts down
To try anotlier sacrifice, ’tis thine.
our lids.
Cain. Anotlier sacrifice! Give way, or else His lips, too, are apart; why then he
Tliat sacrifice may be---breathes;
Abel.
What mean’st thou ? And yot I feel it not—His heart!—his heart!
Cain.
Give— Let me see, dotli it beat? ínethinks---- No!
Give way!—thy God loves blood!—then look
—no!
to it :—
This is a visión, else I am become
Give way, ere he hath mere!
The native of anotlier and worse world.
Abel.
In his great líame, The earth swims round me:—what is this?—
I stand hetween thee and the shrine which
’t is wet; [Puts his hand to his broa,
hath
and then loohs at it.
Had his acceptance.
And yet there are no dews! ’Tis blood—my
Cain.
If thou lov’st thyself,
blood—
Stand back till I have strew’d this turf along My brother’s and my own! and slied by me!
Its native soil:—else---Then what have I further to do with life,
Abel (opposing him). I love God far more Since I have taken life from my own flesíi ?
Than life.
But he cannot be dead !—Is silence death ?
Cain (striking him with a brand, on the N o ; he will wake; then let me watek
temples, which he snatches/rom the altar).
byhim.
Tlien take thy life unto thy God,
Life cannot be so sliglit, as to be quench'd
Since he loves lives.
Thus quickly!—he hath spoken to me since Abel (folls). What hast thou done, my AVhat shall I say to him ?—My brother !—
brother ?
No:
Cain. Brother 1
He will not answer to that name; for
Abel. Oh, God! receive thy servant, and
brethren
Forgive his slayer, for he knew not what
Smite not each other. Yet—yet—speak to
He did—Cain, give me—give me thy hand; !
me.
and teli
Oh ! for a word more of that gentle voice,
Poor Zillali—
That I may bear to hear my own again!
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Enter Z il l a h .
Zillah. I heard a lieavy sound; what can
it he?
’Tis Cain; and watching by my husband.
AVhat
Dost thou there, brother? Doth he sleep?
Oh, lieaven!
AVhat means this paleness, and yon stream ?—
No, n o!
It is not blood; for who would shed his
blood ?
Abel! what ’s this ?—who hath done this ?
He moves not;
He breathes not: and his liands drop down
from mine
AVitli stony lifelessness! Ah ! cruel Cain!
AYliy cam’st thou not in time to save him
from
This violence ? Whatever hath assail’d him,
Thou wert the stronger, and shouldst have
stepp’d in
Betweeu him and aggression ! Fatlier!—
Eve !—
Adah!—come hither! Death is in the world!
[lix it Z il l a h , calling on her
Parents, <ic.
Cain (solus). And who hath brought him
there ?—I —who abhor
The name of Death so deeply, that the
thought
Einpoison’d all my life, before I knew
His aspect—I have led hiïn liere, and given
My brother to his cold and still embrace,
As if he w'ould not have asserted his
Inexorable claim without my aid.
I am awake at last—a dreary dream
Had madden’d m e b u t he shall ne’er
ayvake!
Enter A dam , E ve , A dah , and Z il l a h .
A dam. A voice of woe from Zillah brings
me here.—
AVhat do I see ?—’T is true !—My son!—my
son!
AA'oman, behold the serpent’s work, and
thine!
[To E ve .
Ere. Oh! speak not of it now: the serpent’s
fangs
Are in my heart. My best beloved, Abel!
Jehovah! this is punishment beyond
A mother’s sin, to take him from me!
Adam.
AVho,
Or what hath done this deed?—speak, Cain,
since thou
AArert present; was it some more hostile
ángel,
Who walks not with Jehovah ? or some wild
Brute of the forest ?
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Eve.
Ah ! a livid liglit
Breaks through, as from a thunder-cloud t
yon brand
Massy and bloody! snatch’d from off the
altar,
And black with smoke, and red with— Adam.
Speak, my son!
Speak, and assure us, wretched as we are,
That we are not more miserable still.
Adah. Speak, Cain! and say it was not
thou!
Eve.
It was.
I see it now—he hangs his guilty head,
And covers his ferocious eye with liands
Incarnadine.
Adah.
Mother, thou dost him wrong—
Cain! clear thee from this horrible accusal,
AVhich grief wrings from our parent.
Eve.
Hear, Jehovah!
May the eternal serpent’s curse be on him!
For he was fitter for his seed than ours.
May all his days be desolate 1 May---Adah.
Hold!
Curse him not, mother, for he is thy son—
Cm-se him not, mother, for he is my brother,
And my betroth’d.
Eve.
He hath left thee no brother—
Zillah no husband—me no son ! for thus
I curse him from my sight for evermore I
All bonds I break between us as he broke
That of his nature, in yon---- Oh death!
death!
Why didst thou not take me, who first
iucurr’d thee ?
AArhy dost thou not so now ?
Adam.
E v e ! let not this,
Thy natural grief, lead to impiety!
A heavy doom was long forespoken to us;
And now that it beguis, let it be borne
In such sort as may show our God that we
Are faithful servants to his holy will.
Eve (pointing to Cain). His w ill! the will
of yon incarnate spirit
Of deatlï, whom I have brought upon the
earth
To strew it with the dead. May all the
curses
Of life be on him! and his agonies
Drive him forth o’er the wilderness, like us
From Eden, till his children do by llim
As he did by his brother! May the sv. ords
And wings of fiery cherubim pursue him
By day and night—snakes spring up in his
path—
Eartli’s fruits he ashes in his moutli—the
leaves
On which he lays his liead to sleep he
strew’d
AVith scorpions! May his dreams he of his
victim!
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His ivaking a continual dread of death I
Adah. _
_ _ Hear’st thou that voice?
May the ciear rivers turn to blood as lie
The Voice mithin. Cain! Cain!
Stoops down to stain them with liis raging
Adah.
It soundeth like an angel’s tone.
lipl
May every element shun or change to him !
Enter the A ngel o f the Lord.
May lie live in the pangs which others die
with I
Angel. Where is thy brother Abel ?
And death itself wax something worse than
Caín.
Am I theu
death
My brother's keeper?
To him ivho first acquainted him with man!
Angel.
Cain! what hast thou done ?
Henee, fratricida! henceforth that word is The voice of thy slain brother’s blood cries
Cain,
out,
Through all the coming myriads of mankind, Even from the ground, unto the Lord!—Now
tVho shall ahhor thee, though thou wert
art thou
their sire I
Cursed from the earth, which open’d late lier
May the grass wither from thy fe et! the
mouth
woods
To drink thy brother's blood from thy rasli
Deny thee shelter! earth a horne! the dnst
liand.
A grave! the snn his light! and heaven lier Henceforth, when thou shalt till the ground,
Godl _
[E xit E ve .
it shall not
A clam. Cain! get thee forth : we dwell no Yield thee her streugth; a fugitive shalt thon
more together.
Be from this day, and vagabond on earth!
Depart! and leave the dead to me—I am
Adah. This punishment is more than he
Henceforth alone—we never must meet more,
can bear.
Adcih. Oh, part not with him thus, my Behold, thou driv’st him from the face of
father: do not
earth,
Add thy deep curse to Eve’s upon his head ! And from the face of God shall he be bid.
Adam. I curse him not: his spirit be his A fugitive and vagabond on earth,
curse.
’T will come to pass, that wdioso findeth him
Come, Zillah!
Shall slay him.
Aillah.
I must watch my husband’s
Cain.
Would they could ! but who
corsé.
are they
Adam. We will return again, when he is Shall slay me ? Where are these on the Ione
gone
earth
Who liath in-ovided for us this dread office.
As yet unpeopled ?
Come, Zillah!
Angel.
Thou hast slain thy brother,
Zillah.
Yet one kiss on yon pale clay, And wdio shall warrant thee against thy son ?
And those lips once so warm—my heart! my
Adah. Angel of Light! be merciful, nor
heartI
1
say
[Exeunt A eam and Z il l a h , weeping. That this poor aching breast now nourishes
Adah. Cain! thou hast heard, we must A murderer in my boy, and of his father.
go forth. I am ready,
Angel. Tlien he would but be what his
So shall our children be. I will bear Enoch,
father is.
And you his sister. Ere the sun declines
Hid not the milk of Eve give nutriment
Let us depart, nor walk the wilderness
To him thou now see’st so besmear’d with
Under the cloud of niglit.—Nay, speak to
blood ?
me,
The fratricide miglit well engender parri
To me—ihine own.
cides.—
Cain.
Leave m e!
But it shall not be so—the Lord thy God
Adah.
Why, all have left thee. And mine commandeth me to set his seal
Cam. And wherefore lingerest thou ? Dost On Cain, so that he may go forth in safety.
thou not fear
Who slayeth Cain, a sevenfold vengeance
To dwell with one who hath done this ?
shall
Adah.
i fear Be taken on his head. Come liither!
Nothing except to leave thee, much as I
Cain.
What
Shrink from the deed which leaves thee Wouldst thou with me ?
brotherless.
Angel.
To mark upon thy broiv
I must not speak of this—it is between thee Exemption from such deeds as thou hast
And the great God.
done.
A Voice from loithin exclaims, Cain ! Cain !
Cain. No, let me die !
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Angel.
It must not be.
[The A ngel sets the mark on Ca in ’ s broto.
Cain.
It hurns
My brow, but nought to that which is within it.
Is there more ? let me meet it as I may.
Angel. Stern hast thou been and stubborn
from the womb,
As the ground thou must henceforth till;
but he
Thou slew’st was gentle as the flocks he
tended.
Cain. After the fall too soon was I begotten;
Ere yet my mother’s mind subsided from
The serpent, and my sire stili mourn’d for
Eden.
That which I am, I am; I did not seek
For life, nor did I make myself ; hut could I
With my own death redeem liim from the
dust—
And why not so ? let him return to day,
And I lie ghastly 1 so shall be restored
By God the life to him he loved; and taken
From me a being I ne’er loved to bear.
Angel. Who shall heal murder? what is
done, is done;
Go forth ! fulfil thy days! and be thy deeds
Unlike the last 1
[ The A ngel disappears.
Adah.
He ’s gone, let us go forth;
I liear our little Enoch cry within
Our bower.
Cain.
A h ! little knows he what he
weeps fo r !
And I who have shed blood cannot shed tears !
But the four rivers would not cleanse my soul.
Think’st thou my boy will bear to look on
me ?
Adah. If I tliought that he would not, I
would---Cain (interrupting her). No,
No more of threats: we have liad too many
of them :
Go to our children; I will follow thee.
Adah. I will not leave thee lonely with
the dead;
Let us depart together.
Cain.
Oh! thou dead
And everlasting witness! whose unsinking
Blood darkens earth and heaven! what thou
noto art
I know not! but if thou see’st what I am,
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I think thou wilt forgive him, whom his God
Can ne’er forgive, nor his own soul,—Farewell!
I must not, dare not touch what I have made
thee.
I, who sprung from the same womb with
thee, drain’d
The same breast, clasp’d thee often to my
own,
Iu fondness brotherly and boyish, I
Can never meet thee more, nor even dare
To do that for thee, which thou shouldst
have done
For me—compose thy limhs into their grave—
The first grave yet dug for mortality.
But who hath dug that grave ? Oh, earth !
Oh, earth I
For all the fruits thou hast render'd to me, I
Give thee back this. Now for the wilderness.
[A dah stoops down and kisses the
body of A b e l .
Adah. A dreary, and an early doom, my
brother,
Has been thy lo t! Of all who mourn for
thee,
I alone must not weep. My office is
Henceforth to dry up tears, and not to shed
them;
But yet of all who mourn, none mourn like
me,
Not only for thyself, but him who slew thee.
Now, Cain! I will divide thy burden with
thee.
Cain. Eastward from Eden will we take
our way;
’Tis the most desolate, and suits my steps.
Adah. Lead ! thou shalt be my guide, and
may our God
Be thine! Now let us carry forth our chil
dren.
Cain. And he who lieth there was childless. I
Have dried the fountain of a gentle race,
Which might have graced his recent marriage
couch,
And might have temper’d this stern blood of
mine,
Uniting with our children Abel’s offspring !
0 Ahel!
Adah. Peace be with him!
CainBut with me !----[Exeunt.
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FOÜNDED ON THE FOLLO W ING PASSAGE IN GENESIS, CHAP. V I. : “ AND IT CAME TO
PASS . . . THAT THE SONS OF GOD SAYV THE DAUGHTEKS OF MEN THAT THEY
IVERE F A IR ; AND THEY TOOK THEM WIVES OF ALL WHICH THEY' CHOSE.”

“ And woman wailing for her demon lover."—Coleridoe.
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PART I.
Scene I.—A woody and mountainous district
mear Mount Ararat. Time, Midnight.
Enter

A

nah

h o l ib a m a h

.

k CHANGEL.

and A h o l i b a m a h .

Anah. Our father sleeps: it is the hour
when they
Who love us are accustom’d to descend
Through the deep clonds o’er rocky Ararat:—
How my heart beats !
Alio.
Let us proeeed upon
Our invocation.
Anah.
But the stars are hidden.
I tremhle.
Aho.
So do I, but not with fear
Of auglit save their delay.
Anah.
My sister, though
X love Azaziel more than---- oh, too much !
What was I going to say ? my heart grows
impious.
Aho. And where is the impiety of lovíng
Celestial natures ?
Anah.
But, Aholibamah,
I love our God less since his ángel loved me:
This cannot he of good; and though I know
not

Chorus of Spirits of the Earth.—
Chorus of Mortals.
That I do wrong, I feel a thousand fears
Whick are not ominous of right.
Aho.
Tiien wed thee
Unto some son of clay, and toil and spiu !
Tkere’s Japhet loves thee well, hath loved
thee long:
Marry, and bring forth dust!
Anah.
I should have loved
Azaziel not less were he mortal; yet
I am glad he is not. I cannot outlive him.
And when I think that his immortal wings
Will one day hover o’er the sepulchre
Of the poor child of clay whick so adored
him,
As he adores the Highest, death becomes
Less terrible ; but yet I pity him:
His grief will be of ages, or at least
Mine would be such for him, were I the
seraph,
And he the periskable.
Aho.
Rather say,
That he will single forth some other daughter
Of earth, and love her as he once loved Anah.
Anah. And if it should be so, and she
loved him,
Better thus than that he should weep for me.
Aho. I f I thought thus of Samiasa’s love,
All seraph as he is, X’d spurn him from me.
But to our invocation!—’Tis the hour.

'jfytavtn

anb

Seraph!
From thy spliere!
Whatever star contain thy glory;
In the eternal deptlis of heaven
Alheit tliou watcliest witli “ the seven,”
Though through space infinite and lioary
Before thy brigkt wings worlds be
driven,
Yet liear!
Oh! think of her who liolds thee dear!
And though she nothing is to thee,.
Yet think that tliou art all to her.
Tliou canst not teli,—and never be
Such pangs decreed to aught save me,—
The bitterness of tears.
Eternity is in tliine years,
Unborn, undying beauty in thine eyes;
With ine tliou canst not sympatkise,
Except in love, and there tliou must
Acknowledge that more loving dust
Ne’er wept beneath the skies.
Thou walk’st thy many worlds, thou see ’st
The face of liim who made thee great,
As he hath made me of the least
Of those cast out from Eden’s gate;
Yet, Seraph dear!
Oh liear!
For thou hast loved me, and I would not
die
Until I know what I must die in knowing,
That tliou forgett’st in thine eternity
Her whose lieart death could not keep
from o’erflowing
For thee, immortal essence as thou art!
Great is their love who love in sin and
fear;
And such, I feel, are waging in my heart
A war nnworthy: to au Adamite
Forgive, my Seraph! that such
thouglits appear,
For sorrow is our element;
Deliglit
An Eden kept afar from siglit,
Though sometimes with our visions
blent.
The hour is near
Which telis me we are not abandon’d
quite.—
Appear! Appear!
Serapli!
My own Azaziel! be but here.
And leave the stars to their own light.
Aho.
Samiasa!
Wheresoe’er
Thou rulest iij the upper air—
Or warring with the spirits who may
dare
Dispute witli him
Who made all empires, empire; or recalling
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Some wandering star, which slioots through
the abyss,
Whose tenants dying, wliile their World is
falling,
Share the dim destiny of clay in this;
Or joining with the inferior clierubim,
Thou deignest to partake their liymn—
Samiasa!
I call thee, I await thee, and I love thee.
Many may worship thee, that will I not:
I f that thy spirit down to mine may move
thee,
Descend and sliare my lot l
Though I be form’d of clay,
And thou of beams
More briglit than those of day
On Eden’s streams,
Thine immortality cannot repay
With love more warm than mine
My love. There is a ray
In me, which, tliough forbidden yet to sliine,
I feel was lighted at thy God’s and thine.
It may be hidden long: death and decay
Our motlier Eve bequeatk’d us—but my
heart
Defies it : thougli this life must pass away,
Is that a cause for thee and me to part ?
Thou art immortal—so am I : I feel—■
I feel my immortality o’ersweep
All pains, all tears, all time, all fears, and
peal,
Like the eternal tliunders of the deep,
Into my ears this trutk—“ Thou liv’st for
e ve r! ”

But if it be in joy
I know not, nor would know;
That secret rests with the Almiglity giver,
Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and
woe.
But thee and me he never can destroy;
Change us he may, but not o’erwhelm; we
are
Of as eternal essence, and must war
With him if he will war with us: with thee
I can share all things, even immortal
sorrow;
For thou hast ventured to share life with
me,
And shall / shrink from thine eternity ?
N o ! though the serpent’s sting should
pierce me thorough,
And thou thyself wert like the serpent, coil
Around me stili! and I will smile,
And curse thee not; but hold
Thee in as warm a fold
As---- but descend, and prove
A mortal’s love
For an immortal. I f the skies contain
More joy than thou canst give and take,
remain!
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Anah. Sisterl sister! I view themwinging
Their bright way through tho parted night.
Aho. The clouds from otï tlieir pinions
flinging,
As though they bore to-morrow’s light.
Anah. But if our father see the sight!
Aho. He would but deem it wa3 the moon
Bising unto sorne sorcerer’s tune
An hour too soon.
Anah. They come ! he comes!—Azaziel!
Aho.
Haste
To meet them! Oh! for wings to bear
My spirit, while they bover there,
To Samiasa’s breast!
Anah. Lo! they have kindled all the west,
Like a returning s u n s e t lo !
On Ararat’s late secret crest
A mild and many-colour’d bow,
The remnant of their flashing path,
Now shines ! and now, behohí! it katli
Beturn’d to night, as rippling foam,
Which the leviathan hatli lash’d
From his unfathomable home,
When sporting 011 the face of the calm deep,
Subsides soon after he again hatli dash’d
Down, down, to where the ocean’s fountaius
sleep.
Aho. They have touch’d earth I Samiasa!
Anah.
My Azaziel!
[Exeunt.
Scene II.

Enter

I rad

and J a p h e t .

Irad. Despond not: wherefore wilt tliou
ivander thus
To add thy silence to the silent night,
And lift thy tearful eye unto the stars ?
They canuot aid thee.
Japh.
But they soothe me—now
Perhaps she.looks upon them as I look.
Methinks a being that is beautiful
Becometh more so as it looks on beauty,
The eternal beauty of undying tbings.
Oh, Anah!
Irad.
But she loves thee not.
Japh.
Alas!
Irad. And proud Aholibamah spurns me
also.
Japh. I feel for thee too.
Irad.
Let her keep her pride,
Mine hath enabled me to bear her scorn;
It may be, time too will avenge it.
Japh.
Canst thou
Find joy in such a thought?
Irad.
Nor joy nor sorrow.
I loved her well, I would have loved her better,
Had love been met with love : as ’t is, I leave
her
To brighter. destinies, if so she deems them.

[Part I.

Japh. What destinies ?
Irad.
I have some cause to tliink
She loves anotlier.
Japh.
Anah!
Irad.
N o ; her sister.
Japh. What other ?
Irad.
That I know not; but her air,
I f not her words, telis me she loves another.
Japh. Ay, but not Anah : she but loves her
God.
Irad. Wliate’er she loveth, so she loves
thee not,
What can it profit thee ?
Japh.
True, nothing; but
I love.
Irad. And so did I.
Japh.
And now thou lov’st not.
Or think’st thou lov’st not, art thou happier ?
Irad.
Yes.
Japh. I pity thee.
Irad.
Me ! why ?
Japh.
For being happy,
Depnved of that which makes my misery.
Irad. I take thy taunt as part of thy
distemper,
And would not feel as thou dost for more
shekels
Than all our father’s herds would bring, if
weigh’d
Against the metal of the sons of Cain—
The yellow dust they try to barter with us,
As if such useless and discolour’d trash,
The refuse of the earth, could be received
For millc, and wool, and flesh, andfruits, and
all
Ourflocks and wilderness afford.—Go, Japhet,
Sigh to the stars, as wolves howl to the moon—
I must back to my rest.
Japh.
And so would I
I f I could rest.
Irad.
Thou wilt not to our tents then ?
Japh. No, Irad; I will to the cavern, whose
Mouth they say opens from the internal world
To let the inner spirits of the earth
Fortli when they walk its surface.
Irad.
Wherefore so ?
What wouldst thou there?
Japh.
Soothe further my sad spirit
With gloom as sad: it is a hopeless spot,
And I am hopeless.
Irad.
But ’t is dangerous;
Strange sounds and sights have peopled it
with terrors.
I must go with thee.
Japh.
Irad, no ; believe me
I feel 110 evil thought, and fear no evil.
Irad. But evil things will be thy foe the
more
As not being of them : turn thy steps aside,
Or let mine be with thine.

Scene II.]
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Japh.
No, neither, Irad;
I must proceed alone.
Irad.
Then peace be with thee !
[E xit I r a d .
Japh. (solus). Peace I I have sought it
where it should be found,
In love—with love, too, which perhaps
deserved it;
And, in its stead, a heaviness of heart,
A weakness of the spirit, listless days,
And nights inexorable to sweet sleep,
Have come upon me. Peace! what peace ?
the calm
Of desolation, and the stillness of
The untrodden forest, only broken by
The sweeping tempest tlirough its groaning
bouglis;
Such is the sullen or the fitful state
Of my mind overworn. The earth ’s grown
wicked,
And many signs and portents have proelaim'd
A cliange at hand, and an o’erwhelming doom
To perishable beings. Oh, my Anah !
When the dread hour denounced shall open
wide
The fountaius of the deep, how miglitest thou
Have lain within this bosom, folded from
The elements ; this bosom, which in vain
Hath beat for thee, and then will beat more
vainly,
While thine— Oh, God! at least remit to
her
Thy wrath! for she is pure amidst the failiug
As a star in the clouds, which cannot quencli,
Although they obscure it for an hour. My
Anah!
How would I have adored thee, but thou
wouldst not;
And still would I redeem thee—see thee live
When ocean is earth’s grave, and, unopposed
By rock or shallow, the leviathan,
Lord of the shoreless sea and watery world,
Shall wonder at his boundlessness of realm.
[E xit J a p h e t .
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Although he could not wed her if she loved
him,
And that she doth not. Oh, the unhappy
liearts
Of men! that one of my blood, knowing well
The destiny and evil of tliese days,
And that the hour approacheth, should indulge
In such forbidden yearnings! Lead the way;
He must be sought fo r !
Shem.
Go not forward, father:
I will seek Japhet.
Noah.
Do not fear for me :
All evil things are powerless on the man
Selected by Jeliovah.—Let us 011.
Shem. To the tents of the father of the
sisters ?
Noah. No; to the cavern of the Caucasus.
[Exeunt N oah and Shem .
Scene III.

The mountains.—A cavern, and the rocles of
Caucasus.

Japh. (solus). Ye wilds, that look eternal;
and thou cave,
Which seem’st unfathomable; and ye mountains,
So varied and so terrible in beauty;
Here, in your rugged majesty of rocks
And topp’ling trees that twine their roots with
stone
In perpendicular places, where tho foot
Of man would tremble, could he reach them
—yes,
Ye look eternal! Yet, in a few days,
Perhaps even hours, ye will be changed, rent,
hurl’d
Before the mass of wàters; and yon cave,
Which seems to lead into a lower world,
Shall have its depths search’d by the sweep
ing wave,
And dolphins gambol in the lion’s den !
And man—Oh, men ! inyfellow-beings ! Who
Shall weep above your universal grave,
Save I? WI10 shall be left to weep? My
Enter N oah and Shem .
kinsmen,
Alas ! what am I better than ye are,
Koali. Where is thy brother Japhet ?
Shem.
He went forth, That I must live beyond ye ? Where shall be
The pleasant places where I thought of Anah
According to his wont, to meet with Irad,
While I had hope? or the more savage
He said; but, as I fear, to bend his steps
haunts,
Towards Anali’s tents, round which he hovers
Scarce less beloved, where I despair’d for her ?
nightly,
Like a dove round and round its pillaged nest; And can it be!— Shall yon exulting peak,
Whose glittering top is like a distant star,
Or else he walks the wild up to the cavern
Lie low beneath the boiling of the deep ?
Which opens to the heart of Ararat.
Noah. What doth he there ? It is an evil No more to have the moming sun break forth,
And scatter back the mists in floating folds
spot
From its tremendous brow ? no more to have
Upon au earth all evil; for things worse
Day’s broad orb dropbehind its headateven,
Than even wickcd men resort there: he
Leaving it with a crown of many liues?
Still loves this daughter of a fated race,
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No more to be the beacon of tlie world,
For angels to aliglit on, as the spot
Nearest tlie stars ? And can those words “ no
more”
Be meant for tbee, for all things, save for us,
And the predestined creeping tbings reserved
By my sire to Jehovah’s bidding ? May
He preserve them, and I not have the power
To snateh tlie loveliest of earth’s daughters
from
A doom which even some serpent, with bis
mate,
Shall ’scape to savo bis kind to be prolong’d,
To biss and sting tbrougb some emergiug world,
Beeking and dank from out the slime, wbose
ooze
Sliall slumber o’er the wreck of tbis, until
The salt morass subside into a sphere
Beneath the sun, and be the monument,
The solé and undistinguisli’d sepulchre,
Of yet quick myriads of all life ? How mucli
Breath will be stiU’d at once ! All-beauteons
world !
So young, so mark’d ont for destruction, I
With a cleft lieart lock on tbee day by day,
And niglit by niglit, thy number’d days and
nights.
I cannot save tbee, cannot save even her
Wbose love liad made me love tbee more; but
as
A portion of thy dnst, I cannot tbink
Upon tliy coming doom without a feeling
Sucb as—Oh God ! and canst thou—
[He pauses.
A rushing soundfrom the cavern is heard,
and shouts o f laughter—aftencards a
Spirit passes.
Japh.
In the ñame
Of the Most Higli, what art thou ?
Spirit (laughs).
Ha ! lia! lia !
Japh. By all that eartli holds holiest,
speak!
Spirit [lauglis).
H a! lia!
Japh. By tile approácliing deluge! by the
eartli
Which will be strangled by the ocean ! by
The deep wliicb will lay open all lier fountains!
The heaven which will convert her clouds to
seas,
And the Omnipotent who malíes and crushes !
Thou unlmown, terrible, and indistinct,
Yet awful Tliing of Shadows, speak to me!
Wliy dost thou laugh that horrid laugli ?
Spint.
Why weep’st thou ?
Japh. For eartli and all her children.
Spirit.
H a ! lia ! ha !
[Spirit vanishes.
Japh. How the fiend mocks the tortures
of a world,

[Part I.

The coming desolation of an orb,
On which the sun sliall rise and warm no lifo!
How the earth sleeps ! and all that in it is
Sleep too upon the very eve of death!
Why sliould they wake to meet it ? Wliat are
liere,
Which look like death in life, and speak like
things
Bom ere tliis dying world ? They come like
clouds!
J' Various Spirits pass from the cavern.
Spint.
Eejoice!
The abhorred race
Wliieh could not keep inEden their liigli place,
But listen’d to the voice
Of knowledge without power,
Are nigh tile liour
Of death!
Not slow, not single, not by sword, ñor
sorrow,
Ñor years, ñor lieart-break, ñor time's
sapping motion,
Sliall they drop off. Beliold their last tomorrow!
Earth shall be ocean !
And no breath,
Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave!
Angels shall tire their wiugs, but find lio
spot:
Not even a rock from out the liquid grave
Shall lift its pohit lo save,
Or show the place where stroug Despair liath
died,
Af 1er long looking o’er the ocean wide
For the expected ebb which cometli not:
All shall be void,
Destroy’d !
Another element shall be the lord
Of life, and the abhorr’d
Children of dust be quench’d ; and of eacli hue
Of earth nought left but the unbroken blue;
And of the variegated mountain
Shall nought remain
Unchanged, or of the level plain;
Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain:
All merged within the universal fountain,
Man, earth, and fire, shall die,
And sea and sky
Look vast and lifeless in the eternal eye.
Upon the foam
Who shall erect a lióme ?
Japh. (coming forward). My sire !
Earth’s seed shall not expire;
Only the evil shall be put away
From day.
Avaunt! ye exulting demons of the waste!
Who liowl your hideous joy
When God destroys wliom you daré not
destroy;
Henee! liaste!

Scene

III.]
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Back to your inner caves!
Until the waves
Shall search you in your secret place,
And drive your sullen race
Fortli, to be roll’d upon the tossing winds,
In restless wretcliedness along all space!
Spirit.
S011 of the saved!
When thou and thine have braved
The wide and warring element;
When the great barrier of the deep is rent,
Shall thou and thine be good or happy?—
N o!
,
,
Thy new world and new race shall be of
woe—
Less goodly in their aspect, in their years
Less than the glorious giants, who
Yet walk the world in pride,
The Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride.
Thine shall be nothing of the past, save
tears.
And art thou not asliamed
Thus to survive,
And eat, and drink, and wive ?
With a base lieart so far subdued and tamed,
As even to liear tliis wide destruction named,
Without sucli grief and courage, as sliould
ratlier
Bid tbee await the world-dissolving wave,
Than seek a slielter with thy favour’d fatlier,
And build thy city o’er the drown’d earth’s
grave ?
Who would outlive their kind,
Except the base and blind ?
Mine
Hatetli tliiue
As of a different order in tlie sphere,
But not our own.
There is not one who liath not left a throne
Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness liere,
Ratlier than see bis mates endure alone.
Go, wretch ! and give
A life like thine to otlier wretclies—live!
And when the anniliilating waters roar
Above wliat they have done,
Envy the giant patriarelis tlien 110 more,
And scorn thy sire as the surviving one 1
Thyself for being bis son!
Chorus of Spirits issuingfrom the cavern.
Rejoice!
No more the human voice
Shall vex our joys in middle air
With prayer;
No more
Shall they adore;
And we, who ne’er for ages have adored
The prayer-exacting Lord,
To whom the omission of a sacrifice
Is vico;
We, we shall view the deep’s salt sources
pour’d
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Until one element shall do the work
Of all in chaos; until they,
The creatures proud of their poor clay,
Shall perish, and their bleached bones shall
lnrk
I 11 caves, in dens, in clefts of mountains,
where
The deep shall follow to their latest lair;
Where even the brutes, in their despair,
Shall cease to prey 011 man and on each
otlier,
And the striped tiger shall lie down to die
Beside the lamb, as thougli he were bis
brotlier;
Till all things shall be as they were,
Silent and uncreated, savo the sky:
While a brief truce
Is made with Death, who shall forbear
The little remnant of the past creation,
To generate new nations for bis use;
Tliis remnant, floating o’er the undulation
Of the subsiding deluge, from its slime,
When the hot sun katli baked the reeking
soil
luto a world, shall give again to Tune
New beings—years, diseases, sorrow,
crime—
With all conipanionsliip of líate and toil,
Until---- Japh. (interrupting them). The eternal
will
Shall deign to expound tliis dream
Of good and evil; and redeem
Unto kimself all times, all things ;
And, gatlier’d under his almighty
wiugs,
Abolish liell!
And to the expiated Earth
Eestore the beauty of her birtli,
1-Ier Edén in an endless paradise,
AVliere man no more can fall as once he
fell,
And even the very demons shall do well!
Spirits. And when shall take effect tliis
wondrous spell ?
Japh. When the Eedeemer cometli; first
in pain,
And tlien in glory.
Spirit. Meantime still struggle in the
mortal cliain,
Till earth wax lioary:
War with yourselves, and helí, and heaven,
in vain,
Until the clouds look gory
With tlie blood reeking from each battle
plain;
New times, new dimes, new arts, new men;
but still,
The same oíd tears, oíd crimes, and oldest
ill,
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Sliall be amongst your race in different fornis; Or, floating upward, with their long hair laid
But the same moral storms
Along tbe wave, tbe cruel beaven upbraid,
Sball oversweep tbe future, as tbe waves
Wbicb would not spare
In a few liours tbe glorious giants’ graves.
Beings even in deatb so fair.
It is decreed,
All die!
Chorus o f Spirits.
And to the universal human cry
Brethren, rejoice!
Tbe universal silence sball succeed!
Mortal, farewell!
Ely, brethren, fly !
Hark! liark! already we can liear tbe voice
But still rejoice!
Of growing ocean’s gloomy sivell;
We fe ll!
Tbe winds, too, plume tbeir piercing wings;
Tbey fa ll!
Tbe clouds bave nearly fill’d tlieb' springs;
So perish all
Tbe fountains of tbe great deep sliall be Tliese petty foes of Heaven who sbrink from
broken,
bell!
And b ea ve n set w id e b e r W in d o w s ; w b ile
\The Spirits disappear, soaring upwards.
m an kin d
Japh. (solus). God liatb proclaim’d tbe
View, unacknowledged, eacb tremendous
destiny of earth;
token—
My father’s ark of safety balb announced i t ;
Still, as tbey were from tbe beginning, Tbe very demons sbriek it from tlien- caves;
blind.
Tbe scroll of Enoeli propbesied it long
IVe liear tbe sound tbey eannot liear,
In silent books, which, in their silence, say
Tbe mustering tbunders of tbe threaten- More to tbe mind tban thunder to tbe ear:
ing spliere;
And yet men listen’d not, ñor listen; but
Yet a fe w b o u rs tb e ir Corning is Walk darkling to tbeir doom; wbicb, tliough
delay’d ;
so nigh,
Their ilasbing banners, folded still on bigli, Sbakes tbem no more in their dim disbelief,
Yet undisplay’d,
Tban tbeir last cries sball sbake tbe Almighty
Save to tbe Spirit’s all-pervading eye.
purpose,
Howl I bowl! oli Earth!
Or deaf obedient ocean, wbicb fulíils it.
Tby deatb is nearer tban tby recent birtb ;
No sign yet bangs its banner in tbe air;
Tremble, ye mountains, soon to sbrink below Tbe clouds are few, and of tbeir wonted
Tbe ocean’s overflow!
texture;
Tbe wave sball break upon your cliffs; and Tbe sun will rise upon tbe earth’s last day
sbells,
As on tbe fourth day of creation, when
Tbe little sbells, of ocean’s least tbings be God said unto bim, í‘ Sbine ! ” and be broke
Deposed wbere now tbe eagle’s offspring
fortb
dwells—
Into tbe dawn, wbicb ligbted not tbe yet
How sball be sbriek o’er tbe remorseless Unform’d forefather of mankind—but roused
sea I
Before the human orison tbe earlier
And call bis nestlings up witb fruitless yell,
Made and far sweeter voices of tbe birds,
Unanswer’d, save by the encroacbing swell;— Which in tbe opeu firmament of beaven
Wbile man sball long in vain for bis broad Have wings like àngels, and like tbem salute
wings,
Heaven first eacb day before the Adamites:
Tbe wings wliicb could not save:—
Theb' matins now draw nigh—tbe east is
AVbere could be rest tbem, wbile tbe wbole
kindling—
space brings
And tbey will sing! and day will break!
Nougbt to bis eye beyond the deep, bis
Both near,
grave?
So near the awful close! For tbese must drop
Brethren, rejoice!
Their outworn pinions on tbe deep; and day,
And loudly lift eacb superbuman voice—
After the brigbt course of a few brief
All die,
morrows,—
Save tbe sliglit remnant of Setb’s seed—
Ay, day will rise; but upon what ?—a chaos,
Tbe seed of Setb,
Which was ere day; and which, renew’d,
Exempt for future sorrow’s sake from
makes time
deatb.
Nothing! for, without life, what are tbe
But of the sons of Cain
bours ?
None sball remain;
No more to dust tban is eternity
And all bis goodly daughters
Unto Jehovah, wbo created both.
Must lie beneatb tbe desolating wàters;
Without bim, even eternity would be
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Japh. Wrong! tbe greatest of all wrongs;
A void: without man, time, as made for man,
but tbou
Bies witb man, and is swallow’d in tbat deep
Say’st
well; tbougb sbe be dust, I did not,
Wbicb has no fountain; as his race will be
could not,
Devour’d by tbat which drowns bis infant
Deserve ber. Farewell, Anah ! I have said
world.—
What bave we here ? Sbapes of both earth Tbat word so often! but now say it, ne’er
To be repeated. Angel! or whate’er
and air?
Tbou art, or must be soon, bast tbou tbe
No—ali of beaven, tbey are so beautiful.
power
I eannot trace tbeir features; but tbeir forms,
To save tbis beautiful—these beautiful
How lovelily tbey move along tbe side
Cbildren
of Cain ?
Of tbe grey mountain, scattering its mist!
Aza.
From what?
And after tbe swart savage spirits, wbose .
Japh.
And is it so,
Infernal immortality pour’d forth
Tbeb' impious liymn of triumpb, tbey sball be Tbat ye too know not ? Angels! angels! ye
Have shared man’s sin, and, it may be, now
Welcome as Eden. It may be ¿ley come
must
To teli me tbe reprieve of our young world,
For wbicb I bave so often pray’d—Tbey Partake his punishment; or, at tbe least,
My
sorrow.
come!
Sam.
Sorrow I I ne’er tliought till now
Anah! ob, God! and witb ber---To bear an Adamite speak riddles to me.
Enter S a m i a s a , A z a z i e l , A n a h , and
Japh. And liatb not tbe Most Higb exA h o l ib a m a h .
pounded tbem ?
Tben ye are lost, as tbey are lost.
Anah.
Japbet!
Aho.
So be i t !
Sam.
Lo!
I f tbey love as tbey are loved, tbey will not
A son of Adam!
sbrink
Aza.
What doth tbe earth-born here,
More to be mortal, tban I would to dare
Wbile ali bis race are slumbering ?
Japh.
Angel! what An immortality of agonies
Dost tbou on earth when tbou sbouldst be on Witb Samiasa!
Anah.
Sister ! sister! speak not
higli ?
Aza. Know’st tbou not, or forgetfst tbou, Thus.
Aza. Fearest tbou, my Anah ?
lliat a part
Anah.
Yes, for thee •.
Of our great function is to guard tbine earth ?
I
would
resign tbe greater remnant of
Japh. But ali good angels bave forsaken
Tbis little life of mine, before one liour
earth,
Of tbine eternity should know a pang.
Wbicb is condemn’d ; liay, even tbe evil fly
Japh. It is for lnm, tben! for tbe serapli
The approaching chaos. Anali! Anali! my
tbou
In vain, and long, and still to be, beloved!
Wby walk’st tbou with tbis spirit, in those Hast left me! Tbat is nothing, if tbou bast not
Left
tby
God too! for unions like to these,
hours
Between a mortal and an immortal, eannot
When no good spirit longer lights below ?
Anah. Japbet, I eannot answer thee; yet, Be bappy or be hallow’d. We are sent
Upon tbe earth to toil and d ie; and they
yet
Are made to minister on liigh unto
Forgive me---- Japh. May tbe Heaven, wbicb soon no more The Highest: but if be can save thee, soon
W ill pardon, do so! for tbou art greatly The bour will come in which celestial aid
Alone can do so.
tempted.
Anah.
A h ! lie speaks of deatb.
Aho. Back to tliy tents, insulting son of
Sam. Oí deatb to us ! and tbose wbo are
Noali!
with us!
We know thee not.
Japh.
Tbe bour may come when tbou But tbat tile man seems full of sorrow, I
May’st know me better; and tby sister know Could smile.
Japh. I grieve not for myself, ñor fear;
Me still the same wbicb I bave ever been.
Sam. Son of tbe patriarch, wbo liatb ever I am safe, not for my own deserts, but tbose
Of
a well-doing sire, wbo hatli been found
been
Bighteous enougb to save bis cbildren. Would
Upriglit before bis God, whate’er tby gifts,
And tby words seem of sorrow, mix’d witb His power was greater of redemption ! or
Tbat by exchanging my own life for liers,
wratb,
How bave Azaziel, or myself, brought on thee Wbo could alone bave made mine bappy,
sbe,
Wrong ?
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The last and loveliest of Cain’s race, could
Anah.
Whate’er our God decrees,
sliare
The God of Seth, as Cain, I must obey,
The ark which shall receive a remnant of
And will endcavour patiently to obey.
The seed of Seth !
But could I daré to pray in bis dread liour
A lio. ^
And dost thou think that we, Of universal vengeance (if such should be),
AA’ith Cain’s, the eldest horn of Adam’s, blooil It would not be to live, alone exempt
AVarm in our veins,—strong Cain ! wlío was Of all my house. My sister! oh, my sister !
begotten
What were the World, or other worlds, or all
In Paradise,—would mnigle with Seth’s chil- The brightest future, without the sweet past—
dren ?
Thy love, my father’s, all the life, and all
Seth, the last offspring of oíd Adam's dotage ? The things which sprang up with me, like the
No, not to save ali earth, were earth in peril!
stars,
Our race hath always dwelt apart from thine Making my dim existence radiant with
From the beginning, and shall do so ever.
Sof t lights which were not mine ? Aholibamah!
Japh. I did not spealc to tliee, Aholibamah! Oh ! if tliere should be mercy—seek it, find it:
Too muck of the forefather whoni thou I abhor death, because that thou must die.
vauntest
Aho. AVhat, hath this dreamer, with bis
Has come down in that haughty hlood which
father’s ark,
sprhigs
The bugbear he hath built to scare the world,
From hün who shed the Hrst, and that a Shaken my sister ? Are we not the loved
brother’s !
Of seraphs ? and if we were not, must we
But thou, my Anah! let me cali thee mine,
Cling to a son of Noah for our lives ?
Albeit thou art not; ’t is a Word I caimot
Bather than thus----But the enthusiast
Part with, although I inust from thee. My
dreams
Anah!
The worst of dreams, the fantasies engender’d
Thou who dost rather make me dream that By liopeless love and heated vigils. Who
Abel
Shall shake these solid mountains, this firm
Had left a daughter, whose puré pious race
earth,
Survived in thee, so mucli unlike thou art
And bid those clouds and waters take a shape
The rest of the stern Cainites, save in beauty, Distinet from that which we and all our sires
For ali of tliem are fairest in their favour---- Have seen tliem wear on their eternal way ?
Aho. (interrupting him). And wouldst thou Who shall do this ?
llave her like our father’s foe
Japh. He whose ono word produced them.
Iu mind, in soul ? I f /partook thy thought,
Aho. Who héard that word?
And dream’d that aught of Abel was in her!—
Japh.
The universe, which leap’d
Get theehence, sonof Noah; tlioumakest strife. To Ufe before it. A h ! smilest thou still in
Japh. Offspring of Cain, thy fatlier did so!
scorn ?
Aho.
But Turn to thy seraphs: if they attest it not,
He slew not Seth: and what liast thou to do They are none.
With other deeds hetween bis God and him ?
Sam.
Aholibamah, own thy God !
Japh. Thou speakest well: bis God hath
Aho. I have ever hail’d our Maker, Samiasa,
judged him, and
As thine, and mine: a God of love, not sorrow.
I liad not named bis deed, but that thyself
Japh. Alas! what else is love but sorrow ?
Didst seem to glory in him, ñor to shrink
Even
From what he had done.
He who made earth in love had soon to grieve
Aho.
He was our fathers’ father; Above its first and best inhabitants.
The eldest born of man, the strongest, bravest,
Aho. ’T is said so.
And most en d u rin gS h all I blush for him
Japh.
It is even so.
From whom we had our being? Look upon
Our race; behold their stature and tlieir
Enter N oah and Shem .
beauty,
Their conrage, strength, and length of
Noah.
Japhet! What
days----Dost thou here with these children of the
Japh.
They are number’d.
wicked ?
Aho. Be it so! but while yet their liours Dread’st thou not to partake their Corning
endure,
doom ?
I glory in my brethren and our fathers.
Japh. Father, it cannot be a sin to seek
Japh. My siró and race but glory hi their To save an earth-born being; and behold,
God,
These are not of the sinful, since they have
Anah! and thou ?---The fellowship of angels.

Scene III.]
Noah.
These are they, then,
Who leave the throne of God, to take them
wives
From out the race of Cain; the sons of heaven,
AVho seek earth’s daughters for their beauty ?
Asa.
Patriareh!
Thou liast said it.
Noah. Woe, woe, woe to such communion!
Has not God made a barrier between earth
And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind ?
Sam. Was not man made in liigh Jehovah’s
image ?
Did God not love what he had made ? And
what
Do we but imítate and emulate
His love unto cveated love ?
Noah.
I anr
But man, and was not made to judgemankind,
Far less the sons of God; but as our God
Has deign’d to commune with me, and reveal
His judgments, I reply, that the descent
Of seraphs from their everlasting seat
Unto a perishable and perishing,
Even on the very eve of períshiny, world,
Cannot be good.
Asa.
What! though it were to save ?
Noah. Not ye in all your glory can redeem
AVhat he who made you glorious hath condemn’d.
Were your immortal mission safety, ’t would
Be general, not for two, though beautiful;
And beautiful they are, but not the less
Condemn’d.
Japh.
Oh, father! say it not.
Noah.
Son! son !
I f that thou wouldst avoid their doom, forget
That they exist: they soon shall cease to be,
AVhile thou shalt be the sire of a new world,
And better.
Japh.
Let me die with this, and them !
Noah. Thou shouldst for such a thought,
but shalt not; he
AVho can, redeems thee.
Sam.
And why liim and thee,
More than what he, thy son, prefers to both ?
Noah. Ask him who made thee greater
than myself
And mine, but not less subject to his own
Almightiness. And lo ! his mildest and
Least to be tempted messenger appears !
Enter B a p h a e l the Archangel.
Jtaph.
Spirits!
AVhose seat is near the throne,
AVhat do ye here ?
Is thus a seraph’s duty to be shown
Now that the hour is near
AVhen earth must be alone ?
Beturn!
Adore and buril,
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In glorious liomage with the elected “ seven.”
Your place is heaven.
Sam.
Baphael!
The first and fairest of the sons of God,
How long hath this been law,
That earth by angels must be left untrod !
Earth! ivhich oft saw
Jehovah’s footsteps not disdain her sod !
The world he loved, and made
For love; and oft have we obey’d
His freqüent mission with delighted pinions.
Adoring him in his least Works display’d ;
AAktching this youngest star of his dominions:
And, as the latest birtli of his great word,
Eager to keep it worthy of our Lord.
AVhy is thy brow severe ?
And wherefore speak’st thou of destructiou
near ?
Jtaph. .Had Samiasa and Azaziel been
In their true place, with the angelic choir,
AVritten in tire
They would have seen
Jehovah’s late decree,
And not inquired their Maker’s breatli of m e:
But ignorance must ever be
A part of sin ;
And even the spirits’ knowledge shall growless
As they wax proud within;
For Blindness is the first-born of Excess.
AVhen all good angels left the world, ye
stay’d,
Stung with strange passions, and debased
By mortal feelings for a mortal maid:
But ye are pardon’d thus far, and replaced
With your puré equals. Henee! away! away!
Or stay,
And lose eternity by that delay !
Asa. And thou ! if earth be thus forbidden
In the decree
To us until this moment liidden,
Dost thou not err as we
In being here ?
Baph. I carne to cali ye back to your fit
sphere,
In the great ñame and at the word of God.
Dear, dearest in tliemselves, and scarce less .
dear
That which I carne to do: till now we trod
Together the eternal space ; together
Let us still walk the stars. True, earth
must d ie !
Her race, return’d into her womb, must
wither,
And much which she inherits: but oh ! why
Cannot this earth be made, or be
destroy’d,
Without involving ever some vast void
In the immortal ranks ? immortal still
In tlieir immeasurable forfeiture.
Our brother Satan fe ll; his burning will
T
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Ratlier tlian longer worship dared endure !
But ye wlio still are pure!
Seraphs! less mighty tlian tliat miglitiest
oue,
Tliink liow lie was undone !
And tliink if tempting man can compensate
For lieaven desired too late ?
Long liave I warr’d,
Long must I war
AVítil him wlio deem’d it liard
To be created, and to acknowledge him
Wlio midst tile clierubim
Hade liim as suns to a dependent star,
Leaving tlie archangels at liis riglit kand
dim.
I loved liim—beautiful he was: 0I1, lieaven !
Save his who made, what beauty and what
power
Was ever like to Satan’s 1 Would the liour
I 11 wliicli he fell could ever be forgiven !
The wisli is impious: but, oh ye!
Yet undestroy’d, be warn’d ! Eternity
Witli liim, or with his God, is in your
choice:
He hath not tempted you; he cannot tempt
The angels, from his further suares exempt:
But man hath listen’d to his voice,
And ye to woman’s—beautiful slie is,
The serpent’s voice less subtle than lier kiss.
The suake but vanquish’d dust; but she will
draiv
A second host from lieaven, to break heaven’s
law.
Yet, yet, oh fly !
Ye cannot die;
But tliey
Shall pass away,
While ye shall fill with slirieks the upper sky
For perishable clay,
Whose memory iu your immortality
Shall long outlast the sun which gave tliem
day.
Think liow your essence differetli from tlieirs
I 11 all but suffering ! why partake
The agony to which they must be lieirs—
Born to be plough’d with years, and sown
with cares,
And reap’d by Death, lord of tile human
soil ?
Even liad tlieir days been left to toil tkeir
path
Tln'ough time to dust, unshorten’d by God’s
wratli,
Still they are Evil’s prey and Sorrow’s
spoil.
A lio.
Let tliem fly 1
I liear the voice which says tliat all must
die,
Sooner tlian our white-beardcd patriarchs
died;
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And that on high
An ocean is prepared,
Wliile from below
The deep shall ri-se to meet heaven’s overflow.
Few shall be spared,
It seems; and, of that few, the race of Cain
Must lift tlieir eyes to Adam’s God in vaiu.
Sister 1 since it is so,
And the eternal Lord
I 11 vain would be implored
For the remission of one hour of woe,
Let us resign even ivhat we have adored,
And meet the wave, as we would meet the
sword
I f not unmoved, yet undismay’d,
And wailing less for us than those who shall
Survive in mortal or immortal tlirall,
And, wlien the fatal waters are allay’d,
Weep for the myriads who can weep 110
more.
Fly, seraphs ! to your own eternal shore,
Where winds ñor howl ñor waters roar.
Our portion is to die,
And yours to live for ever:
But wliicli is best, a dead eternity,
Or living, is but known to the great Giver.
Obey him, as we shall obey;
I would not keep this life of mine in clay
An hour beyond his w ill;
Ñor see ye lose a portion of bis grace,
For all the mercy which Seth’s race
Find still.
F ly!
And as your pinions bear ye back lo
lieaven,
Think that my love still mounts with thee on
high,
Samiasa!
And if I look up with a tearless eye,
’T is that an angel’s bride disdains to weep,—
Farewell! Now rise, inexorable deep !
Anah.
And must we die ?
And must I lose thee too,
Azaziel ?
Oh, my heart! my keart!
Thy prophecies were truc !
And yet thou wert so liappy too !
The blow, thougli not unlook’d for, falls as
new :
But yet depart!
Ali! why?
Yet let me not retain thee—fly !
My pangs can be but brief; but thine would
be
Eternal, if repulsed from heaven for me.
Too much already liast thou deign’d
To one of Adam’s race!
Our dooin is sorrow : not to us alone,
But to the spirits who have not disdain’d
To love us, cometh anguish with disgraee.

Scene III.]
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The first who taught us knowledge hath been
hurl’d
From his once arcliangelic throne
luto some unknowu world:
And thou, Azaziel! No—
Thou sliaít not suffer woe
For me. Away! ñor weep!
Thou canst not weep; but yet
May’st suffer more, not weeping: then
forget
Her, whom the surges of the all-strangling
deep
Can bring no pang like this. F ly ! fly !
Being gone, ’twill be less difficult to dio.
Japh. Oh, say not so!
Fatlier ! and thou, arcliangel, thou!
Surely celestial mercy lurks below
That pure severe serenity of brow:
Let tliem not meet this sea without a
shore,
Save in our ark, or let me be no more!
Xoah. Peace, child of passion, peace!
I f not .within thy heart, yet with thy tongue
Do God no wrong!
Live as he wills it—die, wlien he ordains,
A righteous death, unlike the seed of Cain’s.
Cease, or be sorrowful in silence; cease
To weary Heaven’s car with thy selfisli
plaint.
IVouldst thou have God commit a sin for
thee?
Such would it be
To alter his intent
For a mere mortal sorrow. Be a man!
And bear what Adam’s race must bear, and
can.
Japh. Ay, fatlier! but ivheii they are gone,
And we are all alone,
Floating upon the azure desert, and
The depth beneatli us hides our own dear
land,
And dearer, silent friends and brethren, all
Buried in its immeasurable breast,
Who, who, our tears, our shrieks, shall then
command ?
Can we in desolation's peace have rest?
Oh God! be thou a God, and spare
Yet while ’t is time ;
Renew not Adam’s fall:
Mankind were then but twain,
But they are numerous now as are the waves
And the tremendous rain,
Whose drops shall be less tliiek than would
tkeir graves,
Were graves permitted to the seed of Cain.
Xoah. Silence, vaiu boy! each word of
thine ’s a crime,
Angel! forgive this stripling's fond despair.
llaph. Seraphs! thesc mortals speak iu
passion: Ye 1
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Who are, or should be, passionless and puré,
May now return with me.
Sam.
It may not be :
We have chosen, and will endure.
Raph. Say’st thou ?
Aza.
He hath said it, and I say, Amen!
Raph.
Again!
Then from this hour,
Shorn as ye are of all celestial power,
And aliens from your God,
Farewell!
Japh.
Alas! where shall they dwell ?
Hark, hark! Deep sounds, and deeper still,
Are howling from the mountain’s bosom :
There ’s not a breatli of wind upon the hill,
Yet quivers every leaf, and drops each
blossom:
Eartli groans as if beneath a lieavy load.
Noali. Hark, hark! the sea-birds cry!
I 11 clouds they overspread the lurid sky,
And llover round the mountain, where before
Never a white wing, wetted by the wave,
Yet dared to soar,
Even wken the waters wax’d too Aeree to
bravo.
Soon it shall be tlieir only shore,
And then, no more !
Japh.
The sun! the sun !
He riseth, but his better ligkt is gone ;
And a black circle, bound
His glaring disk around,
Proclaims eartk’s last of summer days hath
skonc!
The clouds return into the liues of night,
Save where tkeir brazen-colour'd edges
streak
The verge where brighter morns were wont
to break.
Xoah. And lo ! yon flash of light,
The distant thunder’s karbinger, appears!
It cometh ! henee, away!
Leave to the elements their evil prey !
Henee to where our all-hallow’d ark uprears
Its safe and wreckless sides!
Japh. Oh, fatlier, stay !
Leave not my Anah to the swallowing tides 1
Noali. Must we not leave all life to such ?
Begone!
Japh.
N otl.
Xoah.
Then die
With tliem!
How darest thou look 011 that prophetic sky,
And seek to save what all tliings now
condemn,
In overwkelming unisón
With just Jehovali’s wratli!
Japh. Can rage and justice join in the
same path ?
Xoah. Blasphemer! darest thou murmu ll
even now?
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, Raph. Patriarch, be stili a father! smooth And the birds scream their agony through
thy brow:
ah'.
Thy son, despite his folly, shall not sink:
Yet, yet, Jehovah ! yet withdraw thy rod
He Imows not what he says, yet shall not Of wrath, and pity thine own world’s despair!
drink
Hear not man only but all nature plead!
AVith sobs the salt foam of the swelling
Raph. Farewell, thou earth! ye wretched
wàters:
sons of clay,
But be, when passion passeth, good as thou,
I cannot, must not, aid you. ’T is decreed!
Nor perisk iike heaven’s children with
[E xit R a t h a e l .
man’s daughters.
Japh. Some clouds sweep on as vultures
Aho. The tempest cometh; heaven and
for their prey,
earth unite
While others, fix’d as rocks, await the word
Por the annihilation of all life.
At which their wrathful vials shall be pour’d.
Unequal is the strife
No azure more shall robe the firmament,
Between our strength and the Eternal Might!
Nor spangled stars be glorious: Death
Sam. But ours is with thee; we will bear
hath risen:
yefar
In the sun’s place a pale and ghastly glare
To some untroubled star,
Hath wound itself around the dying air.
AVhere thou and Auah shalt partake our lo t:
Aza. Come, Anah! quit this chaos-founded
And if thou dost not weep for thy lost
prison,
earth,
To which the elements again repair,
Our forfeit heaven shall also be forgot.
To turn it into what it was: beneath
Anah. O h! my dear father’s tents, my The shelter of these wings thou shalt be safe,
place of birth,
As was the eagle’s nestling once within
And mountains, land, and woods ! when ye Its mother’s.—Let the coming chaos chafe
are not,
With all its elements! Heed not their din !
Who shall dry up my tears ?
A brighter world than this, where thou shalt
Aza.
Thy spirit-lord.
breathe
Pear not; though we are shut from hea- Ethereal life, will we explore:
ven,
These darken’d clouds are not the only skies.
Yet rnuch is ours, whence we cannot be
[ A z a z i e l and S a m i a s a fly off and disdriven.
appear with A n a h and A h o l i b a m a h .
Raph. Rebel! thy words are wicked, as
Japh. They are gone! They have disthy deeds
appear’d amidst the roar
Shall lienceforth be but weak: the flaming Of the forsaken world; and never more,
sword,
Whether they live, or die with all earth’s
Which chased the first-born out of Paradise,
life,
Stili flashes in the angèlic hands.
Now near its last, can aught restore
Aza. It cannot slay us: threaten dust Anah unto these eyes.
with death,
And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds.
Chorus of Mortals.
AVhat are thy swords in our immortal eyes ?
Raph. The moment cometh to approve Oh son of Noah! mercy on thy kind!
thy strength;
What! wilt thou leave us all—all—all beAnd learn at length
hind'!
How vain to war with what thy God com- AVhile safe amidst the elemental strife,
mands:
; Thou sitt’st within thy guarded ark ?
Thy former forcé was in thy faith.
A Molher (offering her infant to J a p h e t ).
Oh let this cliild embark !
I brought him forth in woe,
Enter Mortals, flying fo r refuge.
But thought it joy
To see him to my bosom clinging so.
Chorus of Mortals.
Why was he born ?
The heavens and earth are mingling—God!
AVhat hath he done—
oh God!
My unwean’d son—
AVhat have we done ? Yet spare!
To move Jehovah’s wrath or scorn ?
Hark! even the forest beasts howl forth their AArhat is there in this milk of mine, that death
prayer!
Should stir all heaven and earth up to
The dragón crawls from out his den,
destroy
To herd, in terror, innocent with men;
My boy.

Scene
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Nor longer this weak voice before his
throne
Be heard in supplicating tone,
Stili blessed be the Lord,
For what is past,
For that which is :
For all are his,
Chorus of Mortals.
From first to last—
Time, space, eternitv, life, death—
For prayer! ! !
The vast known* and ¡inmensurable unAnd where
known.
Shall prayer ascend,
He made, and can unmake;
AA’lien the swoln clouds unto the mountains
And
shall
7, for a little gasp of breatli,
bend
Blaspheme and groan ?
And burst,
No ; let me die, as I have lived, in faith,
And gushing oceans every barrier rend,
Nor quiver, though the universe may quake !
Until the very deserts know no thirst ?
Accursed
Be he who made thee and thy sire !
Chorus of Mortals.
AAre deem our curses vain; we must expire;
Where shall we fly ?
But as we know the worst,
Not to the mountains high;
Why should our hymn be raised, our knees
For now their torrents rush, with double roar,
bebent
To meet the ocean, which, advancing stili,
Before the implacable Omnipotent,
Already grasps eacli drowning hill,
Since we must fall the same ?
Nor leaves an unsearch’d cave.
I f he hath made earth, let it be his shame,
To make a world for torture.—L o ! they
come,
Enter a Woman.
The loathsome wàters, in their rage!
Mroman. Oh, save me, save!
And with their roar make wholesome nature
Our valley is no more:
dumb!
My father and my father’s tent,
The forests’ trees (coeval with the liom
My bretliren and my brethren’s lxerds,
When Paradise upsprung,
The pleasant trees that o’er our noonday
Ere Eve gave Adam knowledge for her
bent,
dower,
And seut forth evening songs from sweetest
Or Adam his first hymn of slavery _sung),
birds,
So massy, vast, yet green in their oíd age,
The little rivulet which freslien’d all
Are overtopp’d,
Our pastures green,
Their summer blossoms by the surges lopp'd,
No more are to be seen.
AAliieh rise, and rise, aud rise.
AVhen to the mountain cliff I climb’d this
Vainly we look up to the lowering skies—
morn,
They meet the seas,
I turn’d to bless the spot,
And shut out God from our beseeehing eyes.
And
not
a leaf appear’d about to fa ll;—
Fly, son of Noah, fly ! and take thine ease,
And now they are not!
In thine allotted ocean-tent;
AYliy was I born ?
And view, all floating o’er the element,
Japh.
To die ! in youth to die !
The corpses of the world of thy young days:
And happier in that doom,
Then to Jehovah raise
Than to behold the universal tomb,
Thy song of praise!
AVhich I
A Mortal. Blessed are the dead
Am thus condemn’d to weep above in vain.
Who die in the Lord !
AVhy,
when
all
perish, why must I remain ?
And though the wàters be o’er earth out[The wàters rise ; Men fly in every di
spread,
rectiori; many are overtaken by the
Yet, as his word,
,
waves; the Choi-us o f Mortals disperses
Be the decree adored !
in search of saf ty up the mountains:
He gave me life—he taketh but
Japhet remains upon a rock, while the
The breatli which is his own :
Ark floats towards him in the distan.ee.
Aud though these eyes should be for ever shut,
And roll the wàters o’er his plàcid breatli ?
Sare him, thou seed of Seth!
Or cursed be—with him who made
Tliee and thy race, for which we are betray’d !
Japh, Peace! ’tis no hour for curses, but
for prayer!

íTSernév,
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JnÇéttíancé:

A TEAGEDY.
TO

THE ILLUSTRIOüS GOETHE,
B Y ONE OF H IS H UM BLEST ADMTRERS, TH IS TRAG ED Y IS DEDJCATED.

PREFACE.
T iif, following drama is taken entirely from the
“ German’s Talc, Kruitzner,” published many years
ago in “ Lcc’s Cantcrbury Tales," written (I believe)
by two sisters, of whom onc furnished only tbis
story and another, both of which are considered
superior to the remainder of the collection. I have
adopted the ckaractcrs, plan, and even the language
of many parts of this story. Some of the characters are modifled or altered, a few of the ñames
changed, and one character (Ida of Stralenheim)
added by mysclf: but in the rest the original is
chiefly followed. Wlicn I was young (about fourteen, I think), I ílrst read this talc, which made
a deep impression upon m e; and may, indeed, be
said to contain the germ of much that I have since
written. I am not sure that it ever was very popu
lar ; or, at any rate, its popularity has since been
eclipscd by that o f other great writers in the same
department. But I have generally found that those
who had read it, agreed with me in their estímate
of the singular power of mind and conception
which it developes. I should also add conception,

' rather than execution; for the story might, perliaps, have been developed with greater advantage.
Amongst those whose opinions agreed with mine
upon this story, I could mention some ver}* high
names: but it is not neccssary, nor indeed of any
use; for every one rnust judge according to his own
feelings. I merely refer the reader to the original
story, that he may sce to what extent I have
borrowed from i t ; and am not unwilling that he
should ílnd much greater pleasure in perusing it
than the drama which is founded upon its contents.
I had begun a drama upon this talc so far back
as 1815 (the ílrst I ever attempted, cxcept one at
thirtecn years old, called “ Ulric and Ilvina,”
which I had sense enough to burn), and had nearly
complcted an àct, when I was interrupted by circumstances. This is somcwhere amongst my papers
in England; but as it has not been found, I have
re-written the ílrst, and added the subsequent acts.
The wholc is neither intended, nor in any shapc
adapted, for the stage.
P isa , Februari/, 1822.
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Scene.—Partly on the frontier o f Silesia, andpartly in Siegendorf Castle, near Fragüe.
Time.—The Close of the Thirty Years’ War.
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Wer. And that ’s not the worst: who cares
For cliambers? rest is all. The wretelies
whom
Scene I .— The Hall o f a decayed Palace near Thou namest—ay, the wind liowls round
them, and
a small Town on the Northern Frontier of
The dull and dropping rain saps in their bones
Silesia—the Night tempestucus.
The creeping marrow. I have been a soldier,
W e h n e r and J o s e p h i n e , his Wife.
A hunter, and a traveller, and am
A beggar, and should know the thing thou
■Tos. My love, be calmer!
talk’st of.
Wer.
I am calin.
Jos. And art thou not now shelter’d from
Jos.
To me~
them all ?
Yes, but not to thyself: tby pace is hurried,
Wer. Yes. And from these alone.
And no one walks a ckamber like to onrs
Jos.
And that is something.
With steps like tliine when his lièart is at rest.
Wer. Trne—to a peasant.
Were it a garden, I should deem thee happy,
Jos.
Should the nobly born
And stepping with the bee from flower to
Be thankless for that refuge which their
flower;
hàbits
But here!
Wer. ’Tis cliill; tlie tapestry lets througli Of early delicacy render more
The wind to which it waves: my blood is j Needful than to the peasant, when the ebb
Of fortune leaves them on the shoals of liíe 1
frozen.
Jos. Ah, n o!
j 1Ver. It is not that, thou know’st it is
not: we
Wer. (smiling). W h y! wouldst tliou have
Have borne all this, I I I not say patiently,
it so ?
Except in thee—but we have borne it.
Jos.
I would
Jos.
Well?
Have it a healthful current.
Wer. Something beyond onr outward suf
Wer.
Let it flow
ferings (though
Until ’tis spilt or check’d—how soon, I care
These were enough to gnaw into our souls)
not.
Hath
stung
me oft, and, more than ever, now.
Jos. And am I nothing in tliy heart ?
Wer.
All—all. When, but for this untoward siekness, which
Jos. Then canst thou wish for that which Seized me upon this desolate frontier, and
must break mine ?
¡ Hath wasted, not alone my strength, but
means,
Wer. (approaching her slowly). But for J
And leaves us—no! this is beyond me!—but
thee I had been—no matter what,
For
this
I had been happy— thm been liappy—
But much of good and evil; what I am,
Thou knowest; what I might or should have j The splendour of my rank sustain’d—my
uame—
been,
Thou knowest not: but stili I love thee, nor My father’s name—been still upheld; and,
more
Shall aught divide us.
[ W e k n ' e r walks on abritptly, and then Than those---Jos.
(abmpthj). My son—our son our
approaehes J o s e p h i n e .
Ulric,
The storm of the night
Perhaps affects m e; I ’m a thing of feelings, Been clasp’d again in these long-empty arma,
And all a motker’s hunger satisfied.
And have of late been sickly, as, alas !
Thou know’st by sufferings more than mine, Twelve years 1 he was but eight then:—beautiful
my love I
He was, and beautiful he must be now,
In watching me.
Jos.
To see thee well is much— My U lric! my adored!
Wer.
I have been full oft
To see thee happy—
Wer.
Wherc hast thou seen such ? The chase of Fortune; now she hath o’ertàken
My spirit wliere it cannot turn at bay, ■
Let me be wretchcd with the rest!
j os.
But think Sick, poor, and lonely.
Jos.
Lonely! my dear liusband ?
How many in this hour of tempest shiver
Wer. Or worse—involving all I love, in
Beneath the biting wind and heavy rain,
this
Whose every drop bows them down nearer
Far worse than solitude. Alone, I had died,
earth,
And
all
been over in a nameless grave.
Which hath no chamber for them save be
Jos. And I had not outlived thee; but
neath
pray take
Her snrface.
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Comfort! We have struggléd long; and
Wer. Save what we seem! save what we
they wlio. strive
are—siclc beggars,
With Portune win or weary lier at last,
Even to our very hopes.—Ha ! ha!
So tlmt tliey find the goal or cease to feel
Jos.'
Alas!
Further. Take comfort,—we sliall íind our boy. That bitter laugh!
Wer. We were in siglit of him, of everyWer.
Who would read in this form
thing
The high soul of the son of a long line ?
Wbich could bring compensation for past TlVio, in this garb, the lieir of princely lands ?
sorrow—
Who, in this sunken, sickly eye, the pride
And to be baffled tbus!
Of rank and ancestry ? In this worn clieek
Jos.
We are not baffled. And famine-liollow’d brow, the lord of halls
Wer. Are we not penniless ?
Wliich daily feast a thousand vassals ?
Jos.
We ne’er were wealthy.
Jos.
You
Wer. But I was born to wealtb, and rank, Ponder’d not thus upon these worldly things,
and power;
My Werner 1 when you deign’d to clioose for
Enjoy’d them, loved them, and, alas! abused
bride
them,
The foreign daughter of a wandering exile.
And forfeited them by my fatlier’s wrath,
Wer. An exile’s daughter with an outcast
In my o’er-fervent youtb: but for the abuse
son,
Long sufferings have atoned. My father’s Were a fit marriage: but Istill had hopes
deatli
To lift thee to the state we both were born
Left the path open, yet not without snares.
for.
This cold and creeping kinsman, who so long Your father’s house was noble, though deKept liis eye on me, as the snake upon
cay’d ;
The fluttering bird, hath ere this time out- And worthy by its birth to match with ours.
stept me,
Jos. Your father did not think so, though
Become the master of my rights, and lord
’t was noble;
Of that wliich lifts liim up to princes in
But had my birth been all my claim to match
Dominion and domain.
With thee, I should have deem’d it what it is.
■fos.
Who knows ? our son
Wer. And what is that in thine eyes ?
May have return’d back to liis grandsire, and
Jos.
All which it
Even now uphold thy rights for tliee ?
Has done in our behalf,—nothing ?
Wer. '
’Tis hopeless.
Wer.
How,—nothing?
Since his strange disappearance from my
Jos. Or worse; for it has been a canker in
father’s,
Thy heart from the beginning: but for this,
Entailing, as it were, my sins upon
We had not felt our poverty but as
Himself, no tidings have reveal’d his course. Millions of myriads feel it, cheerfully;
I parted with him to his grandsire, on
But for these phantoms of thy feudal fathers.
The promise that bis anger would stop short Thou might’st have earn’d thy bread, as
Of the third generation; but Heaven seems
thousands earn i t ;
To claim lier stern prerogative, and visit
Or, if that seem too liumble, tried by comUpon my boy his father’s faults and follies.
merce,
Jos. I must hope better stili,—at least we Or other civic means, to amend thy fortunes.
have yet
Wer. (ironically). And been an Hanseatic
Baffled the long pursuit of Stralenheim.
burgher ? Excellent!
Wer. We should have done, but for this
Jos. Whate’er thou might’st have been,
fatal sickness;
to me thou art
More fatal than a mortal malady,
What no state high or low can ever change,
Because it takes not life, but life’s solé solace: My heart’s first c h o i c e which chose thee,
Even now I feel my spirit girt about
knowing neither
By the snares of this avarieious fiend :—
Thy birth, thy hopes, thy pride; nought, save
How do I know he hath not traek’d us liere ?
thy sorrows:
Jos. He does not know thy person; and Wliile they last, let me comfort or divide
his spies,
them:
Who so long watch’d thee, have been left at When they end, let mine end with them, or
Hamburgli.
theo!
Our unexpected joumey, and this change
Wer. My better ángel! Such I have ever
Of name, leaves all diseovery far beliind :
found thee;
None hold us liere for aught save what we This rashness, or this weakness of my
seem.
temper.
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Ne’er raised a thought to injure thee or
thine.
Thou didst not mar my fortunes: my own
nature
In youth was such as to unmake an empire,
Had such been my inlieritance; but now,
Chasten’d, subdued, out-worn, and taught to
know
Myself,—to lose this for our son and thee!
Trust me, when, in my two-and-twentieth
spring,
My father barr’d me from my fathers’ house,
The last sole scion of a thousand sires
(For I was then the last), it hurt me less
Than to behold my boy and my boy’s mother
Excluded in their innocence from what
My faults deserved—exclusión; although
then
My passions were all living serpents, and
Twined like the Gorgon’s round me.
[A loud knocking is heard.
Jos.
H ark!
Wer.
A knocking!
Jos. Who can it be at this lone hour ?
We have
Few visitors.
Wer.
And poverty hath none,
Save those who come to make it poorer still.
Well, I am prepared.
[ W e r n e r puts his liand into his hosom, as
if to search fo r some weapon.
Jos.
Olí I do not look so. I
Will to the door. It cannot be of import
In this lone spot of wintry desolation:—
The very desert saves man from maukind.
[ She goes to the door.
Enter I d e n s t e i n .
Iden. A fair good evening to my fairer
hostess
And ivorthy-----What’s your name, my
friend ?
Wer.
Are¡ you
Not afraid to demand it ?
Iden.
Not afraid?
Egad! I am afraid. You look as if
I ask’d for something better than your name,
By the face you put on it.
Wer.
Better, sir!
Iden. Better or worse, like matrimony:
what
Shall I say more? You have been a guest
this month
Here in the priuce’s palace—(to be sure,
His highness had resign’d it to the ghosts
And rats these twelve years—but ’tis still a
palace)—
I say you have been our lodger, and as yet
We do not know your name.
Wer.
My name is Werner.
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Iden. A goodly name, a very worthy
name,
As e’er was gilt upon a trader’s board:
I have a cousin in the lazaretto
Of Hamburgh, who has got a wife who bore
The same. He is an oflicer of trust,
Surgeon’s assistant (hopiug to be surgeon),
And has done miracles i’ the way of business.
Perhaps you are related to my relative ?
Wer. To yours ?
Jos.
Olí, yes; we are, but distantly.
(Aside to W erneii). Cannot you liumour
the dull gossip till
We learn his purpose ?
Iden.
Well, I ’m glad of that;
I thought so all along, such natural yearnings
Play’d round my heart:—blood is not water,
cousin;
And so let’s have some wine, and drink unto
Our better acquaintance: relatives should be
Friends.
Wer. You appear to have drank enough
already;
And if you have not, l ’ve no wine to offer,
Else it were yours: but this you know, or
should know:
You see I am poor, and sick, and will not seo
That I would be alone; but to your business!
What brings you here?
Iden.
Why, what should bring me here ?
Wer. I know not, though I think that I
could guess
That which will send you henee.
Jos. (aside).
Patienee, dear Werner !
Iden. You don’t know what has happen’d,
then?
Jos.
How should we ?
Iden. The river has o’erflow’d.
Jos.
Alas! we have known
That to our sorrow for these five days; since
It keeps us here.
Iden.
But what you don't know is,
That a great personage, who fain would cross
Against the stream and three postilions’
wishes,
Is drown’d below the ford, with five posthorses,
A monkey, and a mastiff, and a valet.
Jos. Poor creatures! are you sure ?
Iden.
Yes, of the monkey,
And the valet, and the cattle; but as yet
We know not if his excellency’s dead
Or no; your noblemen are kard to drown,
As it is fit that men in office should be;
But what is certain is, that he has swallow’d
Enough of the Oder to have burst two
peasants;
And now a Saxon and Hungarian traveller,
Who, at their proper peril, snatcli’d him from
T3
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The whirling river, have sent on to crave
A lodging, or a grave, according as
It may turn out with tlie live or dead body.
Jos. And where will you reeeive llim ?
here, I liope,
I£ we ean be of Service— say tlie word.
Iden. Here? no; but in the prince’s own
apartment,
As fits a noble guest:—’tis damp, no doubt,
Not having been inhabited these twelve
years;
But then he comes froni a much damper
place,
So scarcely will catch cold in ’t, if he be
Still hable to cold—and if not, wliy
He ’ll be worse lodged to-morrow: ne’ertheless,
I have order’d fire and all appliances
To be got ready for the worst—that is,
In case he should survive.
Jos.
Poor gentleman,
I liope he will, with all my heart.
Wer.
Intendant,
Have you not learn’d his name ? My Josephine,
[ Aside to his tcife.
Iïetire: I ’ll sift this fool. [E x it J osephine .
Iden.
His name ? oh Lord!
Who knows if he hath now a name or no ?
’T is time enough to aslc it wheu he ’s able
To give an answer; or if not, to put
His heir’s upon his epitapli. Methought
Just now you chid me for demanding ñames f
IVer. True, true, I did so: you say well
and wisely.
Enter G aboe.
Gal. I f I intrude, I crave -—
Iden.
Oh, no intrusión!
This is the palace; this a stranger like
Yourself; I pray you make yourself at home:
But where’s his excellency? and how fares
he?
Gal. Wetly and wearily, but out of peril:
He paused to change his garments in a
cottage
(Where I doff'd mine for these, and carne on
hither),
And has almost recover’d from his drenching.
He will be here anon.
Iden.
What ho, there! bustle!
Without there, Hermán, Weilburg, Peter,
Conrad!
[Crines directions to different servants
who enter.
A nobleman sleeps here to-night—see that
All is in order in the damask chamber—
Heep up the stove—-1 will myself to the
cellar—
And Madame Idenstein (my consort, stranger)

[Act I.

Sliall furnish forth the bed-apparel; for,
To say the truth, they are marvellous scant
of this
Within the palace precincts, since his highness
Left it some dozen years ago. And then
His excellency will sup, doubtless ?
Gab.
Faitli!
I cannot teli; but I should think the pillow
Would please him better than the table, after
His soaking in yom- river: but for fear
Your viands should be thrown away, I mean
To sup myself, and have a frieud without
Who will do honour to your good cheer with
A traveller’s appetite.
Iden.
But are you sure
His excellency---- But his name: what is it?
Gal. I do not know.
Iden.
And yet yon saved his life.
Gal. I help’d my friend to do so.
Iden.
Well, that’s strange,
To save a man’s life wliom you do not know.
Gab. Not so; for there are some I know
so well,
I scarce should give myself the trouble.
Iden.
Pray,
Good friend, and who may you be ?
Gab.
By my fainily,
Hungarian.
Iden.
Wliich is call'd ?
Gab.
It matters little.
Iden, (aside). I think that all the World ara
grown anonymous,
Since no one cares to teli me what lie ’s
call’d !
Pray, has his excellency a large suite ?
Gab.
Sufficient.
Iden. How many ?
Gab.
I did not count them.
We carne up by mere accident, and just
In time to drag him througli his earriage
window.
Iden. Well, what would I give to save a
great man!
No doubt you’U 'have a swingeing sum as
recompense.
Gab. l ’erhaps.
Iden. Now, how mucli do you reckon on ?
Gab. I have not yet put up myself to sale;
In the mean time, my best reward would be
A glass of your Hockcheimer—a green glass,
Wreath’d with rich grapes and Bacchanal
devices,
O’erflowing with the oldest of your vintage:
Por which I promise you, in case you e’er
Kun hazard of being drown'd (although I own
It seems, of all deaths, the least likely for
yo«).
IT1 pull you out for nothing. Quick, my
friend,
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: Their castle walls—beyond them ’tis but
And think, for every bumper I shall quaff,
doubtful
A wave the less may roll above your head.
Iden. (aside). I don’t much like this Travel for your rich count orfull-blown barón.
My comfort is that, wander where I may,
fellow—close and dry
He seems,—two things which suit me not; I ’ve little left to lose now.
Wer.
And I —nothing.
however,
Gab. That’s harder still. You say you
Whie he shall have; if that unlock him not,
were a soldier.
I shall not sleep to-night for curiosity.
[E x it I denstein .
Wer. I was.
Gab.
You look one still. All soldiers are
Gab. (to W eenee ). This master of the
Or should be comrades, even though enemies.
ceremonies is
Om swords when drawn must cross, our
The intendant of the palace, I presume:
engines aim
’T is a fine building, but decay’d.
TVer.
The apartment (While levell’d) at each other’s hearts; but
when
Design’d for him you rescued will be found
A truce, a peace, or what you will, remits
In fitter order for a sickly guest.
The Steel hito its scabbard, and lets sleep
Gab. I wonder then you occupied it not,
The spark which lights the matchlock, we are
For you seem delicate in health.
brethren.
Wer. (quicldy).
Sir !
You are poor and sickly—I am not rich, but
Gab.
Pray
liealthy;
Excuse m e: have I said aught to offend you ?
TVer. Nothing: but we are strangers to I want for nothing which I cannot want ;
You seem devoid of this—wilt share it ?
each other.
[G aboe pulís out hispurse.
Gab. And that 's the reason I woidd have
Wer.
Who
us less so:
I thought om' bustling host without had said Told you I was a beggar ?
You yourself.
You were a chance and passing guest, the ■ Gab.
In sayiug you were a soldier during peacecounterpart
time.
Of me and my companions.
Wer. (loohing at him with suspicion). Y'ou
Wer.
Very true.
know me not ?
Gab. Then, as we never met before, and
Gab.
I know no man, not even
never,
Myself: how should I then know one I ne’er
It may be, may again encounter, why,
Beheld till half an hour since ?
I thought to cheer up this old dungeon here
Wer.
Sir, I thank you.
(At least to me) by asking you to share
Your offer’s noble were it to a friend,
The fare of my companions and myself.
And not unkind as to an uuknown stranger,
TFer. Pray, pardon me; my health---Gab.
Even as you jilease. Though scarcely prudent; but no less I
thank you.
I have been a soldier, and perhaps am blunt
I am a beggar in all save his trade;
In bearing.
And when I beg of any one, it shall be
Wer.
I have also served, and can
Of him who was the first to offer what
Kequite a soldier’s greeting.
Gab.
In what Service ? Few can obtain by asking. Pardon me.
[E x it W eenee .
The Imperial ?
Gab. (solus). A goodly fellow by his looks,
Wer. (quickly, and then interrupiing himthough
worn,
self). I eonunanded—no—I mean
As most good fellows are, by pain or pleasure,
I served; but it is many years ago,
When first Bohemia raised her banner ’gainst Which tear life out of us before our time;
I scarce know which most quickly: but he
The Austrian.
seems
Gab.
Well, that’s over now, and peace
Has turn’d some thousand gallant hearts To have seen better days, as who has not
■Who
has
seen yesterday?—But here apadrift
proaches
To live as they best may: and, to say truth,
Our sage intendant, with the wine: however,
Some take the shortest.
For the cup’s sake I ’ll bear the cupbearer.
Wer.
What is that ?
Gal.
Whate’er
Enter I denstein .
They lay their liands on. All Silesia and
Iden. ’Tis here! the supernaculum!
Lusatia’s woods are tenanted by bands
twenty years
Of the late troops, who levy ou the country
Their maintenance: the Chatelains must keep Of age, if ’t is a day.
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Gab.
Wliicli epocli makes
Young women and oíd winej and ’tis greafc
pity>
Of two such excellent things, increase of
years,
Wbicb still improves tke one, should spoil
the other.
Fill full—Here ’s to our kostess !— your fair
wife!
[ Takes the glass.
Iden. Fairl—Well, I trust your taste in
Trine is equal

To tliat you show for beauty; but I pledge
you
Nevertkeless.
Gal.
Is not the lovely woman
I met in tbe adjacent ball, who, with
An air, and port, and eye, wbicb would llave
better
Beseem’d tbis palace in its brigbtest days
(Tbougb in a garb adapted to its present
Abandonment), return’d my salutation—
Is not the same your spouse ?
Iden.
I would sbe were!
But you Te mistaken:—that’s tbe stranger’s
wife.
Gab. And by her aspect sbe might be a
prince’s ;
Tbougb time liatk touch’d ber too, sbe still
retains
Mucb beauty, and more majesty.
Iden.
And that
Is more tban I can say for Madame Idenstein,
At least in beauty: as for majesty,
Sbe bas some of its properties wbich might
Be spared—but never mind !
Gab.
I don’t. But wbo
May be this stranger ? He too hath a bearing
Above bis outward fortunes.
Iden.
There I differ.
H e ’s poor as Job, and not so patient; but
Wbo be may be, or what, or auglit of him,
Except bis ñame (and tbat I only learn’d
To-niglit), I know not.
Gab.
But bow carne be here ?
Iden. In a most miserable old caleehe,
About a montb since, and immediately
Fell sick, almost to deatb. He should bave
died.
Gab. Tender and true!—but why ?
Iden.
_
Wby, what is life
Without a living? He bas not a stiver.
Gab. In tbat case, I much wonder tbat a
person
Of your apparent prudence should admit
Guests so forlorn into tbis noble mansión.
Iden. That ’s true: but pity, as you know,
does make
One’s heart commit tbese follies; and besides,
Tbey bad some valuables left at tbat time,

[A c t I.

Wbicb paid tbeir way up to tbe present hour;
¡ And so 1 thought tbey might as well be lodged
Here as at tbe small tavern, and I gave them
The run of some of tbe oldest palace rooms.
They served to ah- tbem, at the least as long
As tbey could pay for firewood.
Gab.
Poor souls 1
Iden.
Ay,
Exceeding poor.
Gab.
And y’et unused to poverty,
I f I mistake not. Whither were tbey going ?
Iden. O b! Heaven knows where, unless
to beaven itself.
Some days ago tbat look’d the likeliest
journey
For Werner.
Gab.
Werner! I bave keard tbe name:
But it may be a feign’d one.
Iden.
Like enougk!
But bark ! a noise of wbeels and voices, and
A blaze of torcbes from without. As sure
As destiny, bis excellency ’s come.
I must be at my post; will you not join me,
To help bim from bis carriage, and present
Your bumble duty at tbe door ?
Gab.
I dragg’d him
From out tbat carriage wben be would bave
given
His barony or county to repel
The rushing river from bis gurgling throat.
He bas valets now enougb: they stood aloof
tben,
Shaking their dripping ears upon tbe shore,
Allroaring “ Help!” butofferingnone; andas
For duty (as you call it)—I did mine then,
Now do yours. Henee, and bow and eringe
him here!
Iden. I eringe!—but I shall lose the
opportunity—
Plague take i t ! be ’ll be here, and I not there I
[Jixit I denstein hastily.
Re-enter W erner .
Wer. [to himself). I heard a noise of
wbeels and voices. How
All sounds now jar me!
Still here! Is be not
[Perceiving Gabor.
A spy of my pursuer’s ? His frank offer
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore
Tbe aspect of a secret enemy;
For friends are slow at sueh.
Gab.
Sir, you seem rapt;
And yet tbe time is not akin to tkougkt.
Tbese old walls will be. noisy soon. Tbe
barón,
Or eount (or whatsoe’er tbis balf drown’d
noble
May be), for wbom tbis desolate village and

Scene I.]
Its lone inhabitants show more respect
Tban did tbe elements, is come.
Iden. [without).
Tbis way—
Tbis way, your excellen cyb ave a care,
The staircase is a little gloomy, and
Somewhat decay’d ; but if we bad expected
So bigb a guest—Pray take my arm, my lord!
Enter Stralenh eim , I denstein , and Attendcmts,—partly his ovm,and partly Itetainers
of the Domain o f which I denstein is In 
tendant.
Stral. I ’ll rest me here a moment.
Iden. [to the servante).
H o ! a chab1!
Iustantly, knaves! [ S t r a e e n h e i m sits down.
II 'er. [aside).
’Tis be!
Stral.
I ’m better now.
Wbo are these strangers ?
Iden.
Please you, my good lord,
One says be is no stranger.
IVer. [aloud and hastily). Who says tbat ?
[They look at him with surpi-ise.
Iden. Wby', no one spoke of you, or to
you /—but
Here ’s one bis excellency may be pleased
To recoguise.
[Pointing to G abor.
Gab.
I seek not to disturb
His noble memory.
Stral.
I apprekend
Tbis is one of tbe strangers to wbose aid
I owe my rescue. Is not tbat tbe other ?
[Pointing to W erner .
My state wben I was succour’d must excuse
My uncertainty to wbom I owe so mucb.
Iden. H e !—no, my lord 1 be ratker wants
for rescue
Tban can afford it. ’T is a poor sick man,
Travel-tired, and lately risen from a bed
From wbence he never dream’d to rise.
Stral.
'
Metbougbt
Tbat tkere were two.
Gab.
Tbere were, in company;
But, in tbe Service render’d to your lordship
I needs must say but one, and be is absent.
Tbe chief part of whatever aid was render’d
Was his: it was bis fortune to be first.
My will was not inferior, but bis strengtk
And youth outstripp’d m e; tkerefore do not
waste
Your tkanks on me. I was but a glad second
Unto a nobler principal.
Stral.
Where is be ?
An Atten. My lord, be tarried in tbe
cottage where
Y'our excellency rested for an hour,
And said be would be here to-morrow.
Stral.
Till .
Tbat hour arrives, I can but offer tkanks.
And tben----
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I seek no more, and scarce deserve
So mucb. My comrade may speak for kimself.
Stral. [fixing his eyes upon W erner : then
aside).
It cannot b e! and yet be must be look’d to.
’Tis twenty years since I bebeld bim witli
Tbese eyes; and, tbougb my agents still bave
kept
Theirs ou bim, policy bas beld aloof
My own from bis, not to alarm bnn into
Suspicion of my plan. Wby did I leave
At Hamburgh tbose who would bave made
assurance
I f tbis be be or no? I thought, ere now,
To bave been lord of Siegendorf, and parted
In liaste, tbougb even tbe elements appear
To figkt against me, and tbis sudden flood
May keep me prisoner here till----[He pauses and looks at W erner ; then
resumes.
This man must
Be watck’d. I f it is be, be is so cbanged,
His fatker, rising from bis grave again,
Wouldpassbimbyunknown. Imustbewary:
An error would spoil all.
Iden.
Y'our lordship seems
Pensive. Will it not please you to pass on ?
Stral. ’Tis past fatigue, wbicb gives my
weigli’d-down sph’it
An outward show of thought. I will to rest.
Iden. Tbe prince’s ckamber is prepared,
with all
Tbe very furniture tbe prince used wben
Last here, in its full splendour.
[Aside). Somewhat tatter’d,
And devilish damp, but fine enougb by torcklight;
And tbat ’s enougb for your rigkt noble blood
Of twenty quartermgs upon a batebment;
So let tbeir bearer sleep ’neatk sometbing
like one
Now, as be one day will for ever lie.
Stral. [rising and turning to G abor). Good
nigbt, good people! Sú, I trust tomorrow
Will fiud me apter to requite your Service.
In tbe mean time I crave your company
A moment in my chamber.
Gab.
I attend you.
Stral. [after a few steps, pauses, and calls
W erner ). Friend!
Wer.
Sir!
Iden, S ir ! Lord—ob Lord! Wby don’t
you say
His lordship, or bis excellency? Pray,
My lord, excuse tbis poor mau's want ol
breeding:
He batb not been accustom’d to admission
To such a presence.
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Stral. (to I d e n s t e in ). Peace, intendant! I only meant you Service—but good night!
Iden.
Oh! Intendant, show the way 1 (To G abor ). Sir,
I am dumb.
you will with me ?
Stral (to W e r n e k ). llave you been long
(Exeunt S t r a l e n h e im andAtiéndante,
liere?
I d e n s t e in and G ab o r .
Wer. (sohis). ’T is he ! I am taken in the
TVer.
Long?
Stral.
I sought
toils. Before
An answer, not an echo.
I quitted Hamburgh, Giulio, his late steward,
Wer.
You may seek
Inform’d me, that he had obtain’d an order
Both from the walls. I am not used to From Brandenburg’s elector, for the arrest
answer
Of Kruitzner (such the ñame I then bore)
when
Those whom I know not.
Stral.
Indeed! Ne’ertheless, I carne upon the frontier; the free city
Alone preserved my freedom—till I left
You might reply with courtesy to what
Is ask’d in kindness.
Its walls—fool that I was to quit them! But
Wer.
When I know it such,
I deem’d this humble garb, and route ob
I will reqnite—that is, reply—in unisón.
scure,
Stral. The intendant said you had been ■Had baflled the slow hounds in their pursuit.
detain’d by sickness—
What ’s to be done ? He knows me not by
I f I could aid you—journeying the same way ?
person;
Wer. (quickly). I am not journeying tlie Nor could aught, save the eye of appresame way.
hension,
Stral.
How know ye Have recognised llim. after twenty years,
That, ere you know my route ?
We met so rarely and so coldly in
Wer.
Because there is Our youth. But those about llim! Now
But one way that the rich and poor must
I can
tread
Divine the frankness of the Hungarian, who
Together. You diverged from that dread No doubt is a mere tool and spy of Stralenpatli
heim’s,
Some hours ago, and I some days: hence- To sound and to secure me. Without means!
forth
Sick, poor—begirt too with the flooding
Our roads must lie asunder, though they tend
rivers,
All to one home.
Impassable even to the wealthy, with
Stral.
Your language is above
All the appliances which purchase modes
Your station.
Of overpowering peril, with men’s lives,—
Wer. (bitterly). Isit?
How can I hope ? An hour ago methought
Stral.
Or, at least, beyond My state beyond despair; and now, ’tis such,
Your garb.
The past seems paradise. Another day,
Wer.
’T is well that it is not beneath it, And I ’m detected,—on the very eve
Of honours, rights, and my inheritance,
As sometimes liappcns to the better ciad.
But, in a word, what would you with me ?
AVhen a few drops of gold might save me
Stral. (startled).
I?
still
Wer. Yes—you ! You know me not, and In favouring an escape.
question me,
And wonder that I answer not—not knowing i Enter I d e n s t e in and F r it z in conversativa.
My inquisitor. Explain what you would
Fritz.
Immediately.
liave,
Iden. I teli you, ’tis impossible.
And then I ’ll satisfy yourself, or me.
Stral. I knew not that you had reasons
Fritz.
It must
for reserve.
Be tried, however; and if one express
Wer. Many have such:—Have you none ? I ’ail, you mustsend on others, till the answer
Stral.
None which can Arrives from Frankfort, from the command
Interest a mere stranger.
ant.
Wer.
Then forgive
Iden. I will do what I can.
The same unknown and liumble stranger, if
Fritz.
And reeollect
He wishes to remain so to the man
To spare no trouble; you will be repaid
Tenfold.
AVho can have nought in commou with llim.
Stral.
Sir,
Iden. The barón is retired to rest ?
I will not balk your humour, though untoFritz. He hath tbrown liimself into an
ward:
easy chair

Scene I.]

(EOenter.

Beside the tire, and slumbers; and has
order’d
He may not be disturb’d until eleven,
When he will take himself to bed.
Iden.
Before
An hour is past l ’U do my best to serve him.
Fritz. Bemember 1
[E xit F r it z .
Iden.
The devil take these great meu !
they
Think all things made for them. Now liere
must I
Bouse up some lialf a dozen skivering vassals
From their scant pallets, and, at peril of _
Their lives, despatch them o’er the river
towards
Frankfort. Methinks the barons own experience
Some hours ago might teach him fellowfeeling:
But no, “ it must,” and there ’s an end. How
now ?
Are you there, Mynheer Werner ?
Wer.
You have left
Your noble guest right quickly.
Iden.
Yes—lie’s dozing,
And seems to like that none sliould sleep
besides.
Here is a packet for the commandant
Of Frankfort, at all rislcs and all expenses;
But I must not lose time: Good night!
[E xit.
Wer.
“ To Frankfort! ”
So, so, it thickens ! Ay, “ the commandant.”
This tallies well with all the prior steps
Of this cool, calculating fiend, who walks
Between me and my father’s liouse. No
doubt
He writes for a detachment to convey me
Into some secret fortress.— Sooner than
This----[ W e r n e r loolcs around, and snatches
up a knife lyincj on a talle in a
recess.
Now I am master of myself at least.
Hark,—footsteps 1 How do I know that
Stralenheim
AVill wait for even the show of that autliority
.
Which is to oversliadow usurpation ?
That he suspects me’s certain. I ’m alone;
He with a numerous train. I weak; hestrong
In gold, in numbers, rank, authority.
I nameless, or involving in my name
Destruction, till I reach my own domain;
He full-blown with his titles, which impose
Still further on these obscure petty burghers
Than they could do elsewhere. Hark!
nearer still 1
l ’li to the secret passage ivhich communicates
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AVith the-----No! all is silent—’twas my
fancy!—•
Still as the breathless interval between
The flash and thunder:—I must liusli my
soul
Amidst its perils. Yet I will retire,
To see if still be unexplored the passage
I wot o f: it will serve me as a den
Of secrecy for some hours, at the ivorst.
[AVe r n e r draws a panel, and exit,
closiny it after him,
Enter G abo r and J o s e t h in e .
Gab. Where is your husband ?
Jos.
ílere, I thought: I left him
Not long since in his chamber. But these
rooms
Have many outlets, and he may be gone
To accompany the intendant.
Gab.
Barón Stralenheim
Put many qüestions to the intendant on
The subject of your lord, and, to be plain,
I have my doubts if he means well.
Jos.
_
.
Alas!
AVhat can there be in commou with the proud
And wealthy barón, and the unknown AArerner ?
Gab. That you know best.
Jos.
Or, if it were so, how
Come you to stir yourself in his bekalf,
Bather than that of him whose life you
saved?
Gab. I help’d to save him, as in peril;
but
I did not pledge myself to serve him in
Oppression. I know well these nobles, and
Their thousand modes of trampliug on the
poor.
I have proved them; and my spirit boils up
when
I find them practising against the weak :—
This is my only motive.
Jos.
It would be
Not easy to persuade my consort of
Your good intenlions.
Gab.
Is he so suspicious ?
Jos. He was not once; but time and
troubles have
Made him what you beheld.
Gab.
I ’m sorry for it.
Suspicion is a lieavy armour, and
With its own weight impedes more than protects.
Good night 1 I trust to meet w ith him at daybreak.
[E x it G abo r .
F,e-enter I d e n s t e in and some Peasanis.
J o s e ph in e retires up the Hall.
First Peasant.

But if I ’m drown’d ■
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Iden.
Why, you will be well paid for ’t, And vice in misery affecting stili
Aiul have risk’d more tlian drowning for as A tatter’d splendour. Wliat a state of being!
much,
In Tuscany, my own dear suimy land,
I doubt not.
Our nohles were but citizens and mercliants,
Second Peasant; But our wives and famí Like Cosmo. We had evils, but not such
lies?
As these; and our all-ripe and gushing
Iden. Cannot be worse off tliau thoy are,
valleys
and may
Made poverty more cheerful, where eaeh lierb
Be better.
! Was in itself a meal, and every vine
Third Peasant. I have neither, and will iiaiii d, as it ivere, the beverage which makes
venture.
glad
Iden. Tliat’s right. A gallant carie, and The lieart of man ; and the ne’er unfelt sun
fit to be
(But rarely clouded, and when clouded, leavA soldier. I '11promote you to tbe rauks
ing
In tbe prince’s body-guard—if you suceeed:
His warmth beliind in memory of his beams)
And you shall liave besides, in sparkling Makes the worn mantle, and the thin robe,
coin,
less
Two thalers.
Oppressive than an emperor’s jewell’d purple.
Third Peasant. No more !
But, here! the despots of the nortli appear
Iden.
Out upon your avarice! To imitate the ice-wind of their clime,
Can tliat low vice alloy so much ambition ?
Searching the shivering vassal througli his
I .teli tbee, fellovv, tliat two thalers in
rags,
Small change will subdivide hito a treasure.
To wring his soul—as the bleak elements
Do not five hundred thousand heroes daily
His form. And ’t is to be amongst these
Bisk lives and souls for the tithe of one
sovereigns
thaler? My husband pants! and such his pride of
When had you half the sum ?
birtli—
Third Peasant.
Never—but ne’er Tliat twenty years of usage, such as no
The less X must have three.
Father born in a humble state could nerve
Iden.
Have you forgot His soul to persecute a son withal,
Whose vassal you were born, knave ?
Hath changed no atom of his early nature;
Third Peasant.
No—the prince's, But I, born nobly also, from my father’s
And not the strauger’s.
Kindness was tauglit a different lesson.
Iden.
Sirrah ! in the prince’s
Father!
Absenee, I am sovereign ; and the barón is
May thy loug-tried and now rewarded spirit
My intimate connexion;—“ Cousin Idenstehi! Look down on us and our so long desired
(Quoth he) you’ll order out a dozeu villains.” Ulric! I love my son, as thou didst m e!
And so, you villains! troop—march—march, Wliat’s that? Thou, Werner! can it be?
I say;
and thus ?
And if a single dog’s ear of this packet
Be sprinkled by the Oder—look to i t !
Enter W ekneb hastily, with the Jcnife in his
For every page of paper, shall a hide
hand, by the secret panel, which he closes
Of yours be stretch’d as parchment on a
hurriedly after him.
drum,
Like Ziska’s skin, to beat alarm to all
Wer. (not at Jirst recognising her). DisBefractory vassals, who cannot effect
cover’d ! then I ’U stab----(recognising
Impossibilities.—Away, ye earth-worms!
her.)
\Exit, driving them out.
A h ! Josephine,
Jos. (coming forward). I fain would shun Why art thou not at rest ?
these scenes, too oft repeated,
Jos.
Wliat rest? M yGod!
Of feudal tyranny o’er petty vietims;
Wliat doth this mean ?
I cannot aid. and will not witness such.
Wer. (slimoing a ronleau). Here’s goldEven here, in this remote, unnamed, dull J
gold, Josephine,
spot,
Will rescue us from tliis detested dungeon.
The dhnmest in the district’s map, exist
Jos. And how obtain’d ?—that knife!
The insolence of wealth in poverty
Wer.
T ’ is bloodless—yet.
0 'er somethmg poorer stili—the pride of Away—we must to our chamber.
rank
Jos.
But whence comest thou ?
In servitude, o'er something stili more ser
Wer. Ask not! but let us think where we
vile ;
shall go—

Scene I.]
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Fritz. The man calTd Werner ’s poor I
Iden.
Poor as a miser.
But lodged so far off, in the other wing,
By which there’s no communication with
The baron’s chamber, that it can’t be he.
Besides, I bade him “ good night ” in the hall,
Almost a mile off, and which only leads
To his owrn apartment, about the same time
When this burglarious, larcenous felouv
Appears to have been committed.
Fritz.
There's another,
The stranger----Iden.
The Hungarian ?
Fritz.
He who help’d
To fish the barón from the Oder.
Iden.
Not
Unlikely. But, hold—might it not have been
One of the suite ?
Fritz.
How? We, sir !
Iden.
No—not you,
But some of the inferior knaves. You say
The barón was asleep in the great chair—
■The velvet chair—in his embroider’d niglitgown;
Act II.
His toilet spread before him, and upon it
A cabinet with letters, papers, and
Scene I .—A Hall in the same Palace.
Several rouleaux of gold; of which one only
Enter I d e n s t e i n and Others.
¡ Has disappear'd:—the door unbolted, with
No
difflcult access to any.
Iden. Fine doings! goodly doings! honest
Fritz.
Good sir,
doings!
Be not so quick! the honour of the eorps
A barón pillaged in a prince’s palace!
Where, till this hour, such a sin ne’er was I Which forms the baron’s household’s unimpeach'd
lieard of.
Frite. It hardly could, unless the rats From steward to scullion, save in the fair
way
despoiTd
Of peculation ; such as in accompts,
The mice of a few slireds of tapestry.
Weights,
measures, larder, cellar, buttery,
Iden. Oh! that I e’er should live to see
AVhere all men take their prey; as also in
this day!
Postage of letters, gathering of rents,
The lionour of our city’s gone for ever.
Fritz. Well, but now to discover the Purveying feasts, and understanding with
The honest trades who furnish noble masters;
delinquent:
But for your petty, picking, downright thievThe barón is determined not to lose
ery,
This sum without a search.
AVe scorn it as we do board-wages. Tlien
Iden.
And so am I.
¡
Had
one
of our folks done it, he would not
Frita. But whom do you suspect ?
Iden.
Suspect! all people Have been so poor a spirit as to hazard
Without — within — above — below—Heaven His neck for one rouleau, but have swoop’d
all;
help m e!
Fritz. Is there no other entrance to the Also the cabinet, if portable.
Iden. There is some sense in that----chamber ?
Fritz.
No, sir, be sure
Iden. None whatsoever.
’Twas
none of our corps; but some petty,
Fritz.
Are you sure of that ?
trivial
Iden. Certain. I liave ïived and served
Bicker and stealer, without art or genius.
here since my birtli,
And if there were such, must have lieard of The only question is—AAT10 else could have
Access, "save the Hungarian and yourself ?
such,
Iden. You don’t mean me?■
Or seen it.
Fritz.
No, sir; I lionour more
Fritz.
Then it must be some one who
Your talents----Had access to the antechamber.
Iden.
And my principies, I hope.
Iden.
Doubtless.

This—this will make us way—(showing the
gold)—l ’ü fit them now.
Jos." I dare not think thee guilty of dishonour.
Wer. Dislionour!
Jos.
I liave said it.
Wer.
Let us henee :
’Tis the last night, I trust, that we need pass
here.
Jos. And not the worst, I hope.
Wer.
Hope! I make sure.
But let us to our chamber.
Jos.
Yet ohe question—
Wliat hast thou done i
Wer. (fiercely). Left one thing wndone,
, which
Had made all well: let me not think of i t !
Away!
Jos. Alas, that I should doubt of thee !
[ Exeunt.
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Fritz. Of course. Bnt to tlie point:
Fritz.
Wliy,
Wliat ’s to be done ?
For mettle, he has quite enough: they say,
Iden. Notking—but tliere ’s a good deal He forms a hapjiy mixture of his sire
to be said.
And grandsire’s qualities,—impetuous as
W e'll offer a reward; move heaven and The former, and deep as the latter ; but
eartb,
The strangest is, that he too disappear’d
And the pólice (tbough tliere ’s none nearer jSome months ago.
than
Iden.
The devil he did!
Franltfort); post notices in mannscript
Fritz.
WTiy, yes:
(For we’ve no printer); and set by my clerlc It must liave been at his suggestion, at
To read tliem (for few can, save lie and I ) ;
A 11 hom- so critical as was the eve
W e’ll send out villains to strip beggars, and
Of the old man’s deatli, wliose heart was
Search empty pockets; also to arrest
broken'by it.
All gipsies, and ill-clothed and sallow people.
Iden. Was tliere 110 causo assign’d ?
Prisoners we’ll have at least, if not the
Fritz.
Plenty, no doubt,
culprit;
And none perhaps the truo one. Some averr’d
And for the baron’s gold—if ’tis not found, ! It was to seek his parents; some because ’
At least he sliall have the full satisfaction
The old man held his spirit in so strictly
Of melting twice its snbstance in the raising
(But that could scarce be, for he doted 011
The ghost of this rouleau. Here’s alchemy j
liirn):
For your Lord’s losses !
A third believed he wish’d to serve in war,
Fritz.
He hath found a better. But peace being made soon after his deIden. Where ?
parture,
Fritz.
In a most immense inheritanee. He miglit have since return’d, were that the
The late Count Siegendorf, llis distant Idns- !
motive;
man,
A fourtli set charitably have surmised,
Is dead near Prague, in bis castle, and my As tkere was sometliing strauge and mystio
lord
in him,
Is 011 his way to take possession.
That in the wild exuberance of his nature
Iden.
Was tliere ; He liad join’d the black bands, wlio lay waste
No lieir ?
Lusatia,
Fritz. Oh, yes; but he has disappear’d
The mountains of Bohemia and Silesia,
Long from the world’s eye, and perhaps the Since the last years of war had dwindled into
wol·ld.
A kind of general condottiero System
A prodigal son, beneatli his father’s ban
Of bandit warfare; eacli troop with its cliief,
For the last twenty years: for wliom his sire j And all against mankind.
Kefused to kill the fatted calf; and, therefore, j Iden.
That cannot be,
I f living, he mnst chew the husks still. But A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury,
The barón would fiud means to silence llim,
To risk his life and honours with disbanded
Were he to re-appear: he ’s politic,
Soldiers and desperadoes!
And has much inflnence with a certain conrt.
Fritz.
Heaven best lmows!
Iden. H e’s fortunate.
But there are human natures so allied
Fritz.
’T is true, tkere is a grandson, j Unto the savage love of enterprise,
Whom the late count reclaim’d from his son’s i That they will seek for peril as a pleasure.
liands,
I ’ve heard that notlihig can reclaim your
And educated as his lieir; but tlien
Indian,
His birtli is doubtful.
, Or tanie the tiger, though their infancy
Iden.
How so ?
Were fed on millc and lioney. After ail,
Fritz.
_
His sire made Your Wallenstehi, your Tilly and Gustavus,
A left-liand, love, imprudent sort of marriage, Your Bannier, and your Torstenson and
With an Italian exile’s dark-eyed daughter:
Weimar,
Noble, they say, too; but 110 match for such Were but the same tliing upon a grand scale;
A house as Siegendorf’s. The grandsire ill
And now that they are gone, and peace proCould brook the alliance; and could ne’er lie
claim’d,
brought
They wlio would follow the same pastime must
To see the parents, though he took tlio son.
Pursue it on their own account. Here comes
Iden. I f he’s a lad of mettle, he may yet
The barón, and the Saxon stranger, wlio
Dispute your claim, and weave a web that Was his chief aid in yesterday’s escape,
may
Bnt did notleave the cottage by the Oder
Puzzle your barón to unravel.
Until this morning.
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Stral.
Your house’s ?
Ulr.
When I ’m wortliy of it,
I ’ll answer you.
Stral. (aside). Most probably an Austrian,
Whom these unsettled times forbid to boast
His lineage on these wild and dangerous
froutiers,
Where tlie name of his couiítry is abhorr’d.
[Aloud to Furrz and I denstein .
So, sirsl how have ye sped in your researches ?
Iden. Indifferent well, your excellency.
Stral.
'■
Tlien
I am to deem the plunderer is caught ?
Iden. Humpli!—not exactly.
Stral.
Or at least suspected ?
Iden. Ohl for that matter, very much
suspected.
Stral. Who may he be ?
Iden.
Why, don’t you know, my lord ?
Stral. How should I ? I was fast asleep.
Iden.
And so
Was I, and that ’s the cause I know no more
Tlian does your excellency.
Stral.
D olt!
Iden.
Why, if
friends,
Who shall be yours. ’T is true this pause of Your lordship, being robb’d, don’t recognisc
The rogue; how should I, not being robb’d,
peace
identify
Favours such views at present scantily;
But ’twill not last, men’s spirits are too The tliief among so many ? In the crowd,
May
,it
please your excellency, your thief
stirring;
looks
And, after tliirty years of conflict, peace
Exactly like the rest, or ratlier better:
Is but a petty war, as the times show us
’T is only at the bar and in the dungeon,
In every forest, or a mere arm’d truce.
War will reclaim bis own; and, in the mean That wise men know your felón by his
features;
time,
You might obtain a post, which would insure But I ’ll engage, that if seen there but once,
Wketker
he be found criminal or 110,
A higher soon, and, by my influence, fail not
His face shall be so.
To rise. I spealc of Brandenburg, wherein
Stral. (to F e it z ). Pritkee, Fritz, inform
I stand well with the Elector; in Bohemia,
me
Like you, la m a stranger, and we are now
What hath been done to trace the fellow ?
Upon its frontier.
Fritz.
Faitli!
Ulr.
You perceive my garb
My lord, not much as yet, except conjecture.
Is Saxon, and of course my Service due
Stral.
Besides
the
loss
(which,
I
must
To my own sovereign. If I must decline
own, affects me
Your offer, ’tis with the same feeling which
Just now materially), I needs would íind
Induced it.
The villain out of públic motives; for
Stral.
Why, this is mere usury!
So dexterous a spoiler, who could creep
I owe my life to you, and you refuse
Tkrougk my attendants, and so many peopled
The acquittance of the interest of the debt,
And
lighted chambers, on my rest, and snatcli
To lieap more obligations on me, till
The gold before my scarce-elosed eyes, would
I bow beneatli them.
soon
Ulr.
You shall say so when
Leavebare vour borougli, Sir Intendant!
I claim the payment.
Iden.
'
Ti’ne:
Stral.
Well, sir, since you will not—
I f there were auglit to carry off, my lord.
You are nobly born ? ,
Ulr. What is all this ?
Ulr.
I have heard my kinsmen say so.
Stral.
You join’d us but this morning,
Stral. Your actions show it. Might I ask
And
have not heard that I was robb’d last
your name ?
night.
Ulr. Ulric.

Enter S t r a l e n h e i m and U m n o .
Stral.
Since you have refused
All compensation, gentle stranger, save
Inadequate thanks, you almost check even
them,
Mailing me feel tlie worthlessncss of words,
And blusli at my own barren gratitude,
They seem so niggardly, compared with wliat
Your courteous courage did in my bekalf----Ulr. I pray you press the theme no
further.
Stral.
But
Can I not serve you ? You are young, and of
That mould which throws out heroes; fair in
favour;
Brave, I know, by my living now to say so;
And doubtlessly, with such a form and heart,
Would look into the fiery eyes of war,
As ardently for glory as you dared
An obscure death to save an unknown
stranger,
In an as perilous, but opposite, element.
You are made for the Service : I-have served;
Have rank by birth and soldiership, and

5<M

QjJjn-on’a (TSorfte.

[Act II.

Ulr. Some rumour of it reach’d me as I For years I ’ve track’d, as does tbe bloodbound,
pass'd
never
Tlie outer eliambers of tbe palace, but
In sigbt, but constantly in scent, bad put me
I know no furtber.
To fault; but here I have bim, and tkat’s
Stral.
It is a sfcrange busiuess;
better.
Tbe intendant can inform you of tbe facts.
It must be he ! All circumstance proclaims i t :
Ider. Most willingly. You see----And careless voices, knowing not tbe cause
Stral. (impatiently). ‘
Defer your tale,
Of my inquirios, stili confirm it.—Yes,
Till certain of tbe bearer's patience.
Tbe man, bis bearbig, and tbe mystery
Idm .
Tbat
Of bis arrival, and tbe time; tbe account, too,
Can only be approvedby proofs. You see----- Tbe intendant gave (for I bave not bebeld ber)
Stral. (again interrupting him, and address- Of bis wife’s dignified but foreign aspect;
ing U l r i c ). In sbort, I was asleep Besides tbe antipatby witb wliicli we met,
npon a chair,
As snakes and lions sbrink back from eacb
H y cabinet before me, with some gold
otber
Upon it (more tban I mucb like to lose,
By secret instinct tbat both must be foes
Tbougb in part only): some ingenious person Deadly, witbout beiug natural prey to eitber;
Contrived to glide tbrougb all my own attend- All—all—confirm it to my mind. However, '
ants,
We ’ll grapple, ne’ertbeless. In a few bours
Besides tbose of tbe place, and bore away
Tbe order comes from Frankfort, if tbese
A hundred golden ducats, wbicb to find
wàters
I would be fain, and tbere ’s an end. Perbaps Bise not the liigber (and tbe weatber favours
Y'ou (as I stili am ratber faint) would add
Tlien; quick abatement), and I ’ll llave bim safe
To yesterday’s great obligation, tbis,
Within a dungeon, wbere be may avoucb
Tbougb sligbter, yet not sliglit, to aid tbesemen His real estáte and name; and tbere’s no barm
(Wlio seem but lukewarm) in recovering it ?
done,
Ulr. _ Most willingly, and witbout loss of Sbould he prove otber thau I deem. Tliis
time—
robbery
(To I d e n s t e i n ) . Come bitber, mynbeer!
(Save for tbe actual loss) is lucky also ;
/cien.
But so mucb baste bodes He ’s poor, and tbat ’s suspicious—be ’s unBiglit little speed, and----known,
Ulr.
Standing motionless And tbat ’s defenceless.—True, we bave no
None ; so let'smareb; we’lltalk aswegoon.
proofs
Idm . But----Of guilt,—but wbat batb be of innocence ?
Ulr. Show the spot, and tben I ’ll answer Were be a man indifferent to my prospeets,
, . y °uIn otber bearings, I sbould ratber lay
Frite. I will, sir, witb bis excellency’s leave. The inculpation on tbe Hungarian, wbo
Stral. Do so, and take yon old ass witb you. Hatb sometking wbicb I like not; and alone
Urltz.
Henee! Of all around, except tbe intendant, and
Ulr. Come on, old oracle, expound tby Tbe prince’s bousebold and my own, bad inriddle!
1
gress
[E xit with I d e n s t e i n and F e i t z . Familiar to the chamber.
Stral. (solus). A stalwart, active, soldierlooking stripling,
Enter G a b o b .
llandsome as Hercules ere bis first labour,
Friend, how fare you ?
And witb a brow of thougbt beyond bis years
Gab. As tbose wbo fare well everywhere,
Wken in repose, till bis eye kindles up
when they
In answering yours. I wisb I could engage Have supp’d and slumber’d, no great matter
liim :
how—
I bave.need of some sucb spirits near menow, And you, my lord ?
Bor tbis inberitance is wortb a struggle.
Stral. _ _
Better in rest tban purse:
And tbougb I am not tbe man to yield witbout Mine inu is like to cost me dear.
one,
Uàb.
I beard
Neitber are tbey wbo now riseup between me Of your late loss ; but ’tis a trifie to
And my desire. Tbe boy, tbey say, ’s a bold One of your order.
one;
Stral.
You would bardly tliink so,
But be batb play’d tbe truant in some bour
Were tbe loss yours.
Of frealdsb folly, leaving fortune to
Gah.
^
l never bad so mucb
Champion bis claims. That’s welb Tbe (At once) in my wbole life, and therefore am
fatber, wbom
not
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■Fit to decide. But I came bere to seek you. i Tbis is indeed tby work!—At sucb an bour,
too,
Y’our couriers are turn’d back—I bave outHe comes not only as a son, but saviour.
stripp’d tliem,
Ulr.
I f such a joy await me, it must double
In my return.
Wbat I now feel, and lighten from my keart
Stral.
You!—Wby?
Gat),
I went at daybreak, A part of tbe long debt of duly, not
Of love (for that was ne’er withheld)—forgive
To watcli for tbe abatement of tbe river,
m e!
As being anxious to resume my journey.
Your messengers were all cbeck’d like my- Tbis long delay was not my fault.
Jos.
I know it,
self;
But cannot tkink of sorrow now, and doubt
And, seeing tbe case bopeless, I await
I f I e’er felt it, ’tis so dazzled from
Tbe eurrent’s pleasure.
. .
Stral.
Would tbe dogs were in i t ! My memory by tbis oblivious transport!
Wby did tbey not, at least, attempt tbe My son!
passage?
Enter W erner .
I order’d tbis at all risks.
Wer. Wbat bave ive bere,—more strangers?
Gab'
Could you order
Jos.
N o!
Tbe Oder to divide, as Moses did
Tbe Ked Sea (scarcely redder tban tbe flood Look upon bim ! Wbat do you see ?
Wer.
A stripling,
Of the swoln strenm), and be obey’d, perbaps
For the first time—
Tbey might bave ventured.
Ulr. (kneeling). For twelve long years, my
Stral.
I must see to i t :
fatber!
Tbe knaves! tbe slaves!—but tbey sball
Wer. Ob, God !
smart for tbis.
[E xit S t e a l e n h e i m .
Jos.
He faints!
Gab. (solus). Tbere goes my noble, feudal,
Wer.
No—I am better now—
self-will’d barón!
Ulric ! (Embraces him).
Epitome of wbat brave cbivalry
Ulr. My fatber, Siegendorf!
Tbe preux ebevaliers of tbe good old times
Wer. (starting).
Ilush 1 boy—
Have left us. Yesterday be would bave given
Tbe walls may bear tbat name!
His lands (if be batb any), and, still dearer,
Gir.
What
tben ?
His sixteen quarterings, for as mucb fresb
Wer.
Wby, tben—
air
But we will talk of tbat anon. Kemember,
As would have fill’d a bladder, wbile be lay
Gurgling and foaming balfway tbrougb tbe I must be known bere but as Werner. Come !
Come to my arms again ! Wby, tbou look’st all
window
Of bis o’erset and water-logg’d eonveyance ; I sbould bave been, and was not. Josephine !
And now be storms at lialf a dozen wretckes Sure ’tis no fatker’s fondness dazzles me ;
Because tbey love their Uves too! Yet, be s But, bad I seen tbat form amid teu tkousand
Youtli of the clioicest, my heart would bave
rigk t:
cbosen
’T is strange tbey sbould, wben sucb as be
Tbis for my son!
may put tliem
Gir.
And yet you knew me not!
To hazard at bis pleasure. Ob, tbou world !
Wer. Alas ! I bave bad tbat upon my soul
Tbou art indeed a melancholy jest!
[E xit G a b o r . Wbicb makes me look on all inen witb an eye
Tbat only knows tbe evil at first glance.
Ulr. My memory served me far more
Scene II.
fondly: I
Have not forgotten auglit; and oft-tnnes m
The Apartment o/ W e r n e e , in the Palace.
Tbe proud and princely balls of—(I ’ll not
Enter J o s e p h i n e and U l b i c .
name tbem,
Jos. Stand back, and let me look ou tbee As you say tbat ’t is perilous)—but i tbe
pomp
again!
Of your sbe’s feudal mansión, I look d back
My Ulric !—my beloved !—can it be—
To
tbe
Bohemian mountains many a sunset,
After twelve years ?
And wept to see auother day go down
Gir.
My dearest mother !
Jos.
Y e s ! O’er thee and me, witb tbose huge bilis
between us.
My dream is realised—how bcautifnl !—
How more tban all I sigb’d f o r ! Heaven Tbey sball not part us more.
Wer.
I know not tbat.
receive
A motber’s thanks! a motber’s tears of jo y ! Are you aware my fatber is no inore ?
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OJi, lieavens! I left liim in a green Able to trace the villain who hath robb’d him:
oíd age,
I have pledged myself to do so; and the busiAnd looking like the oak, worn, but still
ness
steady
Which brought me here was chiefly that: but I
Amidst tbe elementis, whilst younger trees
Have found, in searcliing for another’s dross,
Fell fast around liim. Tw as scarce tliree My own whole treasure—you, my parents !
months since.
Wer. (agitatedly).
Who
11’«'. Wliy did you leave him ?
Taught you to mouth that name of “ villain ” ?
Jos. (ienibracing Ü l e ic ).
Can you ask
Ulr.
What
that question ?
More noble name belongs to eommon thieves ?
Is he not here ?
Wer. Who taught you tkus to brand an
Wer.
True; lie hath souglit liis parents,
unknown being
And found tliem ; but oh ! how, and in what With an infernal stigma ?
state!
ülr.
My own feelings
Ulr. All shall be better’d. What we have Taught me to name a ruffian from his deeds.
to do
Wer. Who taught you, long-sought and
Is to proceed, and to assert our rights,
ill-found boy 1 that
Or rather yours; for I waive all, unless
It would be safe for my own son to insult
Your father has disposed in such a sort
me ?
Of his broad lands as to make mine the foreülr. I named a villain. What is there in
most,
eommon
So that I must prefer my claim for form :
With such a being and my father ?
But I trust better, and that all is yom-s.
Wer.
Everything!
1Ver. Ha ve you not heard of Stralenheim ? That ruffian is thy father !
Ulr.
.
I saved
Jos.
Oh, my son !
His life but yesterday ; he ’s here.
Believe him not—and y e t!----(her volee
1Ver.
You saved
falters).
The serpent who will sting us a ll!
Ulr. (starts, loohs earnestly at W e e n e e and
Ulr.
You speak
then says slowly,)
And you avow it ?
Riddles: what is this Stralenheim to us ?
Wer. Ulric, before you daré despise your
1Ver. Everything. One who elaims our
father,
father’s lands:
Learn to divine and judge his actions.
Our distant kinsman, and our nearest foe.
Young,
Ulr. I never heard liis name till now. Rasli, new to life, and rear’d in luxury’s lap,
The count,
Is it for you to measure passion’s forcé,
Indeed, spoke sometimes of a kinsman, who, Or misery's temptation ? Wait—(not long,
I f his own line should fail, might be remotely It cometh like the night, and quickly)—
Involved in the succession; but his titles
W ait!—
Were never named before me—and what then ? Wait till, like me, your hopes are bliglited—
His riglit must yield to oui-s.
till
I Ver.
Ay, if at Prague ; Sorrow and shaine are handmaids of your
But here he is all-powerful; and has spread
cabin;
Suares for thy father, which, if hitherto
Famine and poverty your guests at table;
He hath escaped them, is by fortune, not
Despair your bed-fellow—then rise, but not
By favour.
From sleep, and judge! Should tliat day c’er
Ulr.
Doth he personally lrnow you ?
arrive—
II 'er. N o ; but he guesses shrewdly at my Should you see then the serpent, who hath
person,
coil’d
As he betray’d last night; and I, perlmps,
Himselí around all that is dear and noble
But owe my temporary liberty
Of you and yours, lie slumbering in your
To llis uncertainty.
path,
Ulr.
I think you wrong him
With but his folds between your steps and
(Excuse me for the phrase); but Stralenheim
liappiness,
Is not what you prejudge him, or, if so,
When he, who lives but to tear from you
He owes me sometlnng bothfor past and pre
name,
sent.
Lands, life itself, lies at your merey, with
I saved his life, he thereforo trusts in me.
Chance your conductor; miduight for your
He hath been plunder’d too, since he carne
mantle;
liither:
The bare knife in your hand, and earth asleep,
Is sick; a stranger; and as such not now
Even to your deadliest foe; and he as ’t were

Scene II.]

Q3 )m w v

Inviting death, by looking like it, while
His death alone can save you
Thank your
God!
If then, like me, content witli pettv plunder,
Y'ou turn aside----1 did so.
Ulr.
But---Wer. (abruptly).
Hear me !
I will not brook a human voice—scarce dare
Listen to my own (if tliat be human still)—
Hear m e! you do not know this man—I do.
H e’s mean, deceitful, avaricious. You
Deem yourself safe, as young and brave; but
learn
None are secure from desperation, few
From subtilty. My worst foe, Stralenheim,
Housed in a prince’s palace, coucli’d within
A prince’s chamber, lay below my knife !
A 11 instant—a mere motion—the least im
pulse—
Had swept liim and all fears of muie from
earth.
He was within my power—my knife was
raised—
Witlidrawn—and I ’m in h i s are you not so ?
Who telis you that he knows you not ? W I 10
says
He hath not lured you here to end you? or
To plunge you, with your parents, 111 a
dungeon ?
[He pauses.
Ulr. Proceed—proceed!
Wer.
Me he hath ever known,
And liúnted tlirougli each change of time—
name—fortune—
And wliy not you? Are you more versed in
men ?
He wound suares round me ? fluug along my
path
Reptiles, whom, in my youtli, I would liave
spurn’d
Even from my presence; but, in spurnmg now,
Fill only with fresh venoin. Will you be
More patient? Ulric 1—Ulric!—there are
crimes
Made venial by the occasion, and temptations
Which nature cannot master or forbear.
Ulr. (who loohs first at him, and then at
J o s e p h i n e ).
My motlier!
Wer.
A h ! I thought so: you have now
Only one parent. I have lost alike
Father and son, and stand alone.
¿7 ,.,
But stay!
[ W e e n e e rxtshes out o f the chamber.
Jos. (to U leic ). Follow llim not, uiitil this
storm of passion
Abates. Think’st thou, that were it well for
him,
I had not íollow’d ?
Ulr.
I obey, you motlier,
Althoúgh reluctantly. My first act shall not
Be one of disobedience.

6^7

Jos.
O li! he is good!
Condemii him not from liis own mouth, but
trust
To me, who liave borne so much with him,
and for him,
Tliat this is but the surface of his soul,
And that the deptli is rich in better thiugs.
Ulr. Tliese tlien are but my father’s prin
cipies ?
My motlier thinks not with him ?
j os_
Nor doth he
Think as he speaks. Alas! long years of
grief
Have made him sometimes thus.
£7 ,..
Explain to me
More clearly, then, these elaims of Stralenheim,
Tliat, when I see the subject in its beanngs,
I may prepare to face him, or at least
To extricate you from your present perils.
I pledge myself to accomplish this—but would
I had arrived a few hours sooner!
Jos.
Ay!
Hadst thou but done so !
Enter

G

and I d e n s t e i n , with
Attendants.

aboe

Gab. (to ÜLnic). I liave souglit you, comrade.
So this is mv reward!
Ulr.
What do yon mean ?
Gab. 'Sdeatli! liave I lived to tliese years,
and for this!
(To I d e n s t e i n ). But for your age and folly,
I would---Idcn.
H elp!
Hands off! Toucli an intendant!
_
Qal
Do not think
l ’li lionour you so mucli as save your tliroat
From the Ravenstone by clioking you myself.
Iden. I thank you for the respite: but
there are
Those who have greater need of it than me.
ülr. ünriddle this vile wrangling, or---Qaj.
At once, then,
The barón has been robbed, and upon me
This worthy personage has deign’d to fix
His kind suspicions—me ! wliom he ne’er saw
Till yester’ evening.
Iden.
Wouldst have me suspect
My own aequaintances ? Y’ou have to learn
That I keep better company.
Gab.
You shall
Keep the best shortly, and the last for all
men,
The worins! you liound of malice J
[ G a b o e seises on him.
Ulr. (interfenng).
Nay, no violence;
H e’s old, uuarin’d—be temperate, Gabor!
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Gab. (letting go I denstein ).
True: So recently would not permit you to
I am a fool to lose myself because
Pursue me to tbe deatb, except tbrougb
Fools deem me knave : it is their liomage.
skame,
Ulr. (to I denstein ).
How
Such as would leave your seutcheon but a
Fare you ?
blank.
Iden.
Help!
But this is notbing: I demand of you
Ulr.
I have kelp'd you.
Justice upon your unjust servants, and
Iden.
Kill llim ! theu From your own lips a disavowal of
I ’ll say so
All sanction of tkeir insolenee: tlius muck
Gab.
I am calm—live ou !
You owe to the unknown, who asks no more,
Iden.
Tliat ’s more And never tbougbt to bave ask’d so much.
Than you shall do,
tliere be judge or
Stral.
This tone
judgment
May be of innocence.
In Germany. The barón sball decide!
Gab.
’ Sdeath ! wbo dare doubi it,
Gab. Does he abet you in your accusation ? Except such villains as ne’er bad it ?
Iden. Does lie not ?
Stral.
You
Gab.
Tlien next time let llim go sink Are bot, sir.
Ere I go kang for snatcbing bim from drownGab.
Must I turn an icicle
ing.
Before tbe breath of menials, and their
But liere be comes !
rnaster ?
Stral. Ulric! you know this man; I found
Enter Stralenh eim .
bim in
Gab. (goes up to hini). My noble lord, I ’m Your company.
bere!
Gab.
We found you m tbe Oder,
Stral. Well, sir!
Would we bad left you there !
Gab.
Have you augbt witb me ?
Stral.
I give you tbanks, sir.
Stral.
Wbat sbould I
Gab. I ’ve earned them; but might bave
Have witb you ?
earn'd more from others,
Gab.
You know best, if yesterday’s Perchance, if I bad left you to your fate.
Flood has not wash’d away your memory;
Stral. Úlric! you know this man ?
But tbat’s a trifle. I stand bere accused,
Gab.
No more than you do,
In pbrases not equivocal, by yon
If he avoucbes not my honour.
Intendant, of tlie pillage of your person
Ulr.
I
Or cbamber :—is the cbarge your own or bis ? Can vouck your courage, and, as far as my
Stral. I accuse no man.
Own brief connexion led me, honour.
Gab.
Tben you acquit me, barón ?
Stral.
Tben
Stral. I know not wkom to accuse, or to I ’m satisfied.
acquit,
Gab. (ironiccdly). Bight easily, methinks.
Or searcely to suspect.
Wbat is the spell in bis asseveration
Gab.
But you at least
More than in mine ?
Sbould know wbom not to suspect. I am
Stral.
I merely said tbat I
insulted—
Was satisfied—not tbat you are absolved.
Oppress’d bere by tliese menials, and I look
Gab. Again! Am I accused or no ?
To you for remedy—teacb tliem tkeir duty!
Stral.
_
Go t o !
To look for tbieves at bome were part of it,
You wax too insolent. I f circumstance
I f duly taugkt; but, in one word, if I
And general suspicion be against you,
Have an accuser, let it be a man
Is tbe fault mine ? Is ’t not enough tbat I
Wortky to be so of a man like me.
Decline all question of your guilt or innoI am your equal.
cence ?
Stral.
Y ou!
Gab. My lord, my lord, this is mere
Gab.
Ay, sir; and, for
cozenage,
Augbt tliat you know, superior; but proceed— A vile equivocation; you well know
I do not ask for bints, and surmises,
Your doubts are certainties to all around
And circumstance, and proof: I know enough
you—
Of wbat I bave done for you, and wbat you Your looks a voice—your frowns a sentence ;
owe me,
you
To bave at least waited your payment ratker Are practising your power on me—because
Than paid myself, bad I been eager of
You bave i t ; but beware! you know not
Your gold. I also know, tbat were I even
wbom
The villain I am deem’d, tbe Service render’d You strive to tread on.
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Stral.
Tlireat’st tliou ?
Gab.
Not so much
As you accuse. You bint the basest injury,
And I retort it witb an open warning.
Stral. As you bave said, ’t is true I owe
you something,
For wbicli you seem disposed to pay yourself.
Gab. Not witb your gold.
Stral.
Witb bootless insolenee.
[To liis Attendants and I d enstein .
Y'ou need not further to molest this man.
But let bim go bis way. Ulric, good morrow !
[E x it St k a len iie im , I denstein , and
Attendants.
Gab. (following). I ’ll after bim and—
Ulr. (stopping him).
Not a step.
Gab.
Who sball
Oppose me ?
Ulr.
Your own reason, witb a moment’s
Tbougbt.
Gab. Must I bear tliis ?
Ulr.
Psliaw! we all must bear
Tbe arrogance of something higlier than
Ourselves—tbe higbest cannot temper Satan,
Nor tbe lowest bis vicegerents upon eartk.
I ’ve seen you brave the elements, and bear
Things wliich bad made this silkworm cast
bis skin—
And shrink you from a few sharp sneers and
words ?
Gab. Must I bear to be deem’d a tbief ? If
’twere
A bandit of the woods, I could bave borne it—
There ’s something daring in i t :—but to steal
The moneys of a slumbering man I—
Ulr.
It seems, tben,
Y'ou are not guilty.
Gab.
Do I bear arigkt ?
You too!
Ulr.
I merely ask’d a simple question.
Gab. If tbe judge ask’d me, I would
answer “ No ”—
To you I answer thus.
[He dram.
Ulr. (drawing).
Witb all my lieart!
Jos. Without there 1 Ho ! lielp! belp !—
Oli, Godl liere’s murder!
[E x it Josephine , shriehing
Gabok and U leic fight. G abor is disarmed
just as Stralenh eim , J osephine , I dex s te in , &c., re-enter.

Jos. Oh I glorious heaven! He ’s safe !
Stral. (to Josephine ).
JFío’s safe?
Jos.
_
My---Ulr. (interrupting her witb a stem looh, and
tuminq afterwards to Stralenh eim ).
Both!
Here ’s no great karm done.
Stral.
What hatli caused all this ?
Ulr. You, barón, Ibelieve; but as the efifect

Is karmless, let it not disturb you.-—Gabor 1
There is your sword; and wlien you bare it
next,
Let it not be against your friends.
[U lric pronounces the last words slowly
and emphaticaïïy in a low mice to
G abor .

Gab.
I thank you
Less for my life than for your counsel.
Stral.
Tliese
Brawls must end bere.
Gab. (tàkinghissword). Theyshall. You’ve
wrong’d me, Ulric,
More witk your unkind thouglits tlian sword:
I would
Tbe last were in my bosom ratker than
The first in yours. I could have borne yon
noble’s
Absurd insinuations—ignorance
And dull suspicion are a part of bis
Entail will last bim longer tbau bis lands.—
But I may fit him y et:—you liave vanquisli’d
me.
I was tbe fool of passion to conceive
Tbat I could cope witb you, wbom I bad seen
Already proved by greater perils than
Best in this arm. We may meet by and by,
However—but in friendsliip.
[ E xit G abor.
Stral.
I will brook
No more! Tliis outrage following up bis
insults,
Perkaps bis guilt, has cancell’d all tbe little
I owed him heretofore for the so-vaunted
Aid wbicli he added to your abler succour.
Ulric, you are not liurt ?—
Ulr.
Not even by a scratch.
Stral. (to I denstein ). Intendant! take
your measures to secure
Yon fellow: I revoke my former lenity.
He sball be sent to Frankfort witli an escort,
Tbe instant tbat tbe wàters bave abated.
Iden. Secure bim ! He katli got bis sword
again—•
And seems to know tlie use on ’t ; ’t is bis
trade,
Belike;—I ’m a civilian.
Stral.
Fool! are not
Y’ on score of vassals dogging at your lieels
Enough to seize a dozen such ? Henee! after
him !
Ulr. Barón, I do beseech you 1
Stral.
I must be
Obey’d. No words!
Iden.
Well, if it must be so—
Marcli, vassals! I ’m your leader, and will
bring
The rear up: a wise general never sbould
Expose bis precious life—on whicli all rests.
I like tbat article of war.
[E x it I denstein and Attendants.
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Stral.
Come hitlier,
Ulric; wbat does that woman bere ? Oh 1 now
I recognise her, ’tis the stranger’s wife
Whom they ñame “ Werner.”
Ulr.
’T is his líame.
Stral.
Indeed!
Is not your husband visible, fair dame ?—
Jos. Wbo seeks bim ?
Stral.
No one—íor tbe present: but
I fain would parley, Ulric, witb yourself
Alone.
Ulr. I will retire witb you.
Jos.
Not so:
Yon are tbe latest stranger, and commaiid
All places liere.
(Aside to U lric , as she goes out). O Ulric!
bave a care—
Remember wliat depends on a rasb word !
Ulr. (to J osephine ).
Fearnot!—
f E xit Josephine .
^Stral. Ulric, I tbinlc tliat I may trust you;
You saved my life—and acts likc these beget
Unbounded confidence.
Ulr.
Say on.
Stral.
Mysterious
And long-engender’d circumstances (not
To be now fully enter’d on) bave made
Tliis man obnoxious—perhaps fatal to me.
Ulr. Wbo ? Gabor, tbe Hungarian ?
Stral.
No—tliis “ Werner ”—
Witb tile false ñame and liabit.
Ulr.
Hoiv can tbis be ?
He is the poorest of tbe pool'—and yellow
Sickness sits cavern’d in bis hollow eye:
Tbe man is helpless.
Stral.
lie is—’tis no matter;—
But if-he be the man I deem (and that
He is so, all around us bere—and much
That is not bere—confirm my apprehension),
He must be made secure ere twelve hours
further.
Ulr. And wbat bave I to do witb tbis ?
Stral.
I bave sent
To Frankfort, to tbe governor, my friend,
(I bave the authority to do so by
An order of tbe liouse of Brandenburg),
For a fit escort—but this cursed flood
Bars all access, and may do for some hours.
Ulr. It is abating.
Stral.
That is well.
Ulr.
But bow
Am I concern’d ?
Stral.
As one wbo did so much
For me, you cannot be indifferent to
That which is of more import to me tban
The life you rescued.—Keep your eye on him!
Tbe man avoids me, knows that I now know
bim.—
Watch liim!—as you would watcli the wild
boar when

[Act II.

He malíes against you in tbe liunter's gap—
Like bim be must be spear’d.
Ulr.
Why so ?
Stral.
He stands
Between me and a brave inlieritanee !
O lí! could you see i t ! But you shall.
Ulr.
I hope so.
Stral. It is tbe ricliest of the rich Bohemia,
Unscatbed by scorcbing war. It lies so near
Tbe strongest city, Prague, that fire and sword
Have skimm’d itlightly: so tliat now, besides
Its own exuberance, it bears double valué
Confronted witb wliole realms far and near
Made deserts.
Ulr.
Yrou describe it faithfully.
Stral. Ay—could you see it, you would
say so—but,
As I bave said, you shall.
Ulr.
_
I aceept the ornen.
Stral. Then claim a recompense from it
and me,
Sucb as both may malee wortliy your acceptance
And Services to me and mine for ever.
Ulr. And tbis solé, sick, and miserable
wretcli—
Tbis way-worn stranger—stands between yon
and
Tbis Paradise ?—(As Adam did between
Tbe devil and liis)—[Aside].
Stral.
He doth.
Ulr.
Hath be no riglit ?
Stral. Bight! none. A disinberited pro.
digal,
Wbo for tbese twenty years disgi'aced his
lineage
In all bis acts—but cliiefly by bis marriage,
And living amidst commerce-fetcbing burghers,
And dabbling merchants, in a mart of Jews.
Ulr. He lias a wife, then ?
Stral.
You’d be sorry to
Cali such your mother. You have seen the
woman
He calis bis wife.
Ulr.
Is she not so ?
Stral.
No more
Tban be ’s your f a t lie r a n Italian girl,
Tbe daughter of a banish’d man, wbo lives
On love and poverty witb tbis same Werner.
Ulr. Tbey are childless, then ?
Stral.
There is or was a bastard,
Wbom tbe oíd man—the grnndsire (as oíd age
Is ever doting) took to warm bis bosora,
As it went chilly downward to tbe grave :
But the imp stands not in my patli—be lias
fled,
No one knows wliitber; and if be had not,
His elaims alone were too contemptible
To stand.—Why do you smile ?

Scene II.]

QSernír.

571

Gab.
Or
The wouiuled lion bis cool cave. Metbinks
Y'ou ratber look like one would turn at hay,
And rip tbe liunter’s entrails.
Wer.
Ab!
Gab.
I care not
If it be so, being mucli disposed to do
Tbe same myself. But will you shelter me ?
I am oppress’d like you—and poor like you—
Disgraced----Wer. (abruptly). Wbo told you tliat I was
disgraced ?
Gab. No one; nor did I say you were so ;
witli
Your poverty my likeness ended; but
I said / was so—and would add, witb trutli,
As undeservedly as you.
Wer-.
Again!
As I?
Gab. Or any other honest man.
What tbe devil would you bave ? Y’ ou don’t
believe me
Guilty of this base tbeft ?
Wer.
No, no—I cannot.
Gab. Wby tliat’s my beart of honour! yon
young gallant—
Your miserly intendant and dense noble—
All—all suspected m e; and wby ? because
I am tbe worst clotlied and least named
amongst tbem;
Altliough, were Momus’ lattice in your
breasts,
My soul migbt brook to open it more widely
Tban theirs: but thus it is—you poor and
helpless—
Both still more tban myself.
Wer.
How knew you that ?
Gab. You ’re right: I ask for shelter at
the haud
Which I cali helpless; if you now deny it,
I were well paid. But you, wbo seem to
bave proved
The wbolesome bitterness of life, know well,
By svmpatliy, that all tbe outspread gold
Of the New World the Spaniard boasts abont,
Could never tempt tbe man wbo knows its
worth
Act III.
Weigb’d at its proper valué in the balance,
Scene I .—A Hall in the same Palace, from Save in such guise (and there I grant its
power,
whence the secret passage leads.
Because I feel it) as may leave no nightmare
Enter W erner and G abor.
Upon bis beart o’ nights.
Wer.
Wbat do you mean ?
Gdb. Sir, I bave told my tale: if it so
Gab. Just wbat I say; I thought my
please you
speech was plain;
To give me refuge for a few liours, well—
Y'ou are no tbief—nor I —and, as true men,
If not, IT1 try my fortune elsewliere.
Should aid eacli other.
Wer.
How
Wer.
It is a damn’d world, sir.
Can I, so wretched, give to Misery
Gab. So is tbe nearest of the two next,
A shelter ?—wanting sucb myself as mucli
as
As e’er the hunted deer a covert-----

Ulr.
At your vain fears:
A poor man almost in bis grasp—a child
Of doubtful birtli—can startle a grandee !
Stral. A ll’s to be fear’d, wliere all is to be
gain’d.
Ulr. True; and augbt done to save or to
obtain it.
Stral. You bave liarp’d the very string
next to my beart.
I may depend upon you ?
Ulr.
’T were too late
To doubt it.
Stral.
Let no foolish pity sliake
Your bosom (for tbe appearanee of tbe man
Is pitiful)—be is a wretch, as likely
To bave robb’d me as tbe fellow more suspected,
Except that circumstance is less against bim ;
He being lodged far off, and in a chamber
Witbout approacli to mine; and, to say trutli,
I tbink too well of blood allied to mine,
To deem lie would descend to sucb an act:
Besides, lie was a soldier, and a brave one
Once—though too rasb.
Ulr.
And tliey, my lord, we know
By our experience, never plunder till
Tbey knock tbe brains out first—which makes
tbem heirs,
Not tbieves. Tbe dead, wbo feel nouglit, can
lose notliing,
Ñor e’er be robb’d: their spoils are a bequest—
No more.
Stral. Go to ! you are a wag. But say
I may be sure you TI keep an eye on tbis man,
And let me know his sligbtest movement
towards
Concealment or escape ?
Ulr.
Y'ou may be sure
You yourself could not watch bim more tban I
Will be bis sentinel.
Stral.
By this you make me
Y’ ours, and for ever.
Ulr.
Such is my ¡ntention. [Exeunt.
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The priests say (and no doubt they should
know best),
Therefore I ’Il stick by this—as being loth
To suffer martyrdom, at least with such
An epitapli as larceny upon my tomb.
It is but a night’s lodging which I crave
To-morrow I will try the wàters, as
The dove did, trusting that they liave abated.
Wer. Abated ? Is there hope of that ?
Gab.
There was
At noontide.
Wer.
Then we may be safe.
Oab.
Are you
In peril ?
Wer. Poverty is ever so.
Gab. That I know by long practice. Will
_you not
Promise to make mine less ?
Wer.
Your poverty ?
Gab. No—yon don’t look a leech for that
disorder;
I meant my peril only: you ’ve a roof,
And I liave none; I merely seek a covert.
Wer. Eightly; for how should such a
wretcli as I
Have gold ?
Gab.
Scarce honestly, to say the truth
on ’t,
Although I almost wisli you had the baron’s.
Wer. Dare you insinuate ?
Gab.
What ?
Wer.
Are you aware
To whom you speak ?
Gab.
N o ; and I am not used
Greatly to care. (A noise heard without.) But
hark ! they come!
Wer.
Who come ?
Gab. The intendant and his man-honnds
after me:
l ’d face them—but it were in vain to expect
Justice at hands lilce théirs. Wliere shall
I go?
But show me any place. I do assure yon,
I f there be faith in man, I am most guiltless:
Tliinlí if it were your own case!
Wer. (oxide).
Oh, just God !
Thy liell is not hereafter! Am I dust still ?
Gab. I see you’re moved; and it shows
well in you:
I may live to requite it.
Wer.
Are you not
A spy of Stralenheim’s ?
Gab.
Not I I and if
I were, what is there to espy in you ?
Although, I recollect, his freqüent qnestion
About you and your spouse might lead to some
Suspicion; but you best know—what—and
why.
I am his deadliest foe.

[Act m .
Wer.
You i
Gab.
After such
A treatment for the Service which in part
I render’d liim, I am his enemy:
I f you are not his friend, you will assist me.
Wer. I will.
Gab.
But how ?
Wer. (showing the panel). There is a se
cret spring:
Bemember, I discover’d it by chance,
And used it but for safety.
Gab.
Open it,
And I will use it for the same.
Wer.
I found it,
As I have said; it leads through winding
walls
(So thick as to bear paths within their ribs,
Yet lose no jot of strength or stateliness),
And hollow celis, and obscure niches, to
I know not whither; you must not advance:
Give me your word.
Gab.
It is unnecessary:
How should I make my way in darkness
through
A Gothic labyrinth of unknown windings ?
Wer. Yes, but who knows to what place
it may lead ?
I know not—(mark you!)—but who knows it
might not
Lead even into the chamber of your foe ?
So strangely were contrived these galleries
By our Teutònic fathers in old days,
AVhen man built less against the elements
Than his next neighbour. You must not
advance
Beyond the two first windings; if you do
(Albeit I never pass’d them), l ’li not answer
For what you may be led to.
Gab.
But I will.
A thousand thanks!
Wer. You’ll find the spring more obvious
On the other side; and, when you would
return,
It yields to the least toucli.
Gab.
n i ï n —farewell!
[G abob goes in by the secret panel.
Wer. (solus). What have I done ? Alas!
what had I done
Before to make this fearful ? Let it be
Still some atonement that I save the man,
Whose sacrifice had saved perhaps my own—
They come ! to seek elsewhere what is before
them!
Enter I denstein and Otliers.
Iden, Is he not here ? He must have
vanish’d then
Through the dim Gothic glass by pious aid
Of pictured saints upon the red and yellow
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Casements, through which the snnset streams
Enter U lric .
like sunrise
ülr. I sought you, father.
On long pearl-colour’d beards and crimson
Wer.
"
l s ’t not dangerous?
crosses,
ülr. N o ; Stralenheim is ignorant of all
And gilded crosiers, and cross’d arms, and
Or any of the ties between us: more—
cowls,
And helms, and twisted armour, and long He sends me here a spy upon your actions,
Deeming me wholly his.
swords,
Wer.
I cannot think it :
AU the fantàstic furniture of Windows
Dim with brave knights and holy hermits, ’Tis but a snare he winds about us both,
To swroop the sire and son at once.
whose
ülr.
I cannot
Likeness and fame alike rest in, some panes
Of. crystal, which each rattling wind pro- Pause in each petty fear, and stumble at
The doubts that rise like briers in our patli,
claims
But must break through them, as an unarm’d
As frail as any other life or glory.
carie
He ’s gone, however.
Would, thongh with naked limbs, were the
Wer.
Wliom do you seek ?
wolf rustling
Iden.
A villain.
In the same thicket wliere he hew’d for
Wer. Why need you come so far, then ?
bread.
Iden.
“
In the search
Nets are for thrushes, eagles are not cauglit
Of him who robb’d the barón.
so:
Wer.
Are you sure
We Tl overily or rend them.
You have divined the man ?
Wer.
Show me how ?
Iden.
As sure as you
ülr. Can you not guess ?
Stand there: but where’s he gone?
Wer.
I cannot.
Wer.
Who ?
ülr.
That is strange.
Iden.
He we sought.
Carne
the
thought
ne’er
into your mind last
Wer. You see he is not here.
night í
Iden.
And yet we traced him
Wer. I understand you not.
Up to this hall. Are you accomplices.?
ülr.
Then we shall never
Or deal you in the black art ?
More understand each other. But to change
Wer. "
I deal plainly,
The topic----To many men the blackest.
Wer.
You mean to pnrsue it, as
Iden.'
It may bo
’T is of our safety.
I have a question or two for yourselí
ülr.
Bight; I stand corrected.
Hereafter; but we must continue now
I see the subject now more clearly, and
Our search for t ’ other.
Our general situation in its bearings.
Wer.
You had best begin
The wàters are abating; a few hours
Your inquisitiou now: I may not be
Will bring his summon’d myrmidons from
So patient always.
Frankfort,
Iden.
I should like to know,
When you will be a prisoner, perhaps worse,
In good sooth, if you really are the man
And
I
an outcast, bastardised by practice
That Stralenheim’s in quest of.
Of this same barón to make way for him.
Wer.
Insolent!
Wer. And now your remedyl I thought
Said you not that he was not here ?
to escape
Iden.
Yes, one;
But there’s anotlier whom he tracks more By means of this accursed gold; but now'
I daré not use it, show it, scarce look on it.
keenly,
Methmks it wears upon its face my guilt
And soon, it may be, with authority
Both paramount to his and mine. But, come! For motto, not the mintage of the state;
And, for the sovereign’s head, my own begirt
Bustle, my boys! we are at fault.
(E x it I denstein and Attendants. With hissing snakes, vdiicli curi around my
temples,
Wer.
In what
A maze hath my dim destiny involved me! _ And ery to all beholders, L o ! a villain!
ülr. You must not use it, at least nowr;
And one base sin hath done me less ill
but take
than
This
ring.
(He gives W eeneb ajewel.
The leaving undone one far greater. Down,
Wer.
A gem! It was my father’s.!
Tliou busy devil, rising in my lieart 1
ülr.
And
Thou art too late! IT l uougkt to do with
As such is now your own. With this you must
blood.
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Bribe tbe intendant for bis old calecbe
Wer.
Scorpions
And horses to pursue your route at sunrise,
Are in thy words! Thou know me ? in this
guise
Together with my mother.
i Ver.
And leave you,
Thou canst not know me, I am not myself;
So lately found, in perii too'?
Yet (bate me not) I will be soon.
Ulr.
Fear notbing!
Ulr.
TU. wait!
Tlie only fear were if we fled together,
In the mean time be sure that all a son
For tbat would make our ties beyond ali Can do for parents shall be done for mine.
Wer. I see it, and I feel i t ; yet I feel
doubt.
Further—that you despise me.
The waters only lie in flood between
Tliis burgh and Frankfort; so far’s in our
Ulr.
Wherefore sbould I ?
Wer. Must I repeat my humiliation ?
favour.
The route on to Bohemia, though encumUlr.
N o!
ber’d,
I llave fathom’d it and you. But let us talk
Is not impassáble; and when you gain
Of this no more. Or if it must be ever,
A few hours’ start, tlie difficulties will be
Not noio. Your error has redoubled all
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond
The present difficulties of our liouse,
Tbe frontier, and you Te safe.
At secret war with that of Stralenheim:
7Ver.
My noble boy! All we have now to tliink of is to baffie
Ulr. Hush! hush! no transports: we ’11 H im . I have shown one way.
indulge in them
Wer.
The only one,
In Castle Siegendorf! Display no gold!
And I embrace it, as I did my son,
Show Idcnstein tlie gem (I know tbe man,
Who show’d himself and father’s safety in
And llave look’d through him): it will answcr One day.
thus
Ulr. Y’ou shall be safe; let that suffice.
A double purpose. Stralenlieim lost gold—
Would Stralenheim’s appearance in Bohemia
No jewel; therefore it could not be his;
Disturb your riglit, or mine, if once we were
Admitted to our lands ?
And tlien the man who was possest of this
Can hardly be suspected of abstractiug
Wer.
Assuredly,
The baron s coin, when he could thus convert Sitúate as we are now, although the first
This ring to more tlian Stralenheim has lost Possessor miglit, as usual, prove the strongest,
By his last night's slumber. Be not over Especially the next in blood.
timid
Ulr.
Blood! ’tis
Iu your address, nor yet too arrogant,
A word of many meanings; in the veins,
And out of them, it is a different thingAnd Idenstein will serve you.
Wcr.
I will follow
And so it should be, wheu the same in
blood
In ali tliings your direction.
(As it is call’d) are aliens to each other,
Ulr.
I would liave
Spared you the trouble; but had I appear’d
Like Tliebau bretliren : when a part is bad,
To take an interest in you, and stili more
A few spilt ounces purify the rest.
By dabbling with a jewel in your favour,
Wer. I do not apprehend you.
Ali liad been known at once.
Ulr.
That may be—
1Ver.
My guardián ángel! And should, perhaps—and yet---- but get ye
This overpays the past. But how wilt thou
ready;
Fare in our absence ?
You and my mother must away to-night.
Ulr.
Stralenheim lmows notbing Here comes the intendant: sound bim with
Of me as aught of kindred with yourself.
the gem;
I will but wait a day or two with him
’Twill sink ¡lito bis venal soul like lead
To Iuli all doubts, and then rejoin my father. luto the deep, and bring up slime and mud,
Wer. To part no more!
And ooze too, from the bottom, as the lead
Ulr.
I know not that; but at
dotli
The least we’11meet again once more.
With its greased understratum; but no less
Wer.
My boy! |Will serve to warn our vessels through these
My friend! my only child, and sole pre
shoals.
server !
The freight is rich, so heave the line in
Oh, do not liate me!
time!
Ulr.
Hate my father!
Farewell! I scarcc have time, but yet your
Wer.
Ay,
hand,
My father hated me. Why not my son ?
My father!---Ulr. Your father knew you not as I do.
Wer.
Let me embrace thee!
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Iden.
A family!—yours!—a gem!
Ulr.
We may be
Observed: subdue your nature to the hour 1 I ’m breathless!
Wer.
You must also furnish me,
Keep off from me as from your foe 1
Wer.
Accursed An hour ere daybreak, with all means to quit
This
place.
Be he who is tile stifling cause wliich smothers
Iden.
But is it real ? Let me Iook on i t :
The best and sweetest feeling of our hearts;
Diamond, by all that’s glorious 1
At such an hour too !
Wer.
Come, I ’ll trust you r
Ulr.
Yes, curse—it will ease you!
You have guess’d, no doubt, that I was born
Here is the intendant.
above
Enter I denstein .
My present seeming.
Iden.
I can’t say I did,
Master Idenstein,
How fare you in your purposc? Have you Though this looks like i t : this is the true
breeding
caught
Of gentle blood!
The rogue ?
Wer.
I llave important reasons
Id en.
No, faitli!
For wishing to continue privily
Ulr.
Well, there are plenty more:
My journey henee.
You may have better luck anotlier chase.
Iden.
So then you are the man
Wliere is the liaron ?
Iden.
Gone back to bis ckamber: Wlioni Stralenheim’s in quest of ?
Wer.
I am not;
And now I tliink on ’t, asking after you
But being taken for him might conduct
With nobly-born impatience.
Ulr.
Your great men So mucli embarrassment to me just now,
Must be answer’d on the instant, as the And to the baron’s self hereafter—’tis
To spare both that I would avoid all bustle.
bound
Iden. Be you the man or no, ’tis not my
Of the stung steed replies unto the spur:
busiuess;
’T is well tliey have horses, too; for, if they
Besides, I never could obtain the half
had not,
I fear that men must draw their chariots, as From tbis proud, niggardly noble, who wouhl
raise
They say kings did Sesostris.
The country for some missing bits of coin,
Iden.
Wlio was he ?
Ulr. An old Boliemian—an imperial gipsy. And never offer a precise reward—
Iden. A gipsy or Boliemian, ’tis the same, But this !—anotlier look!
Wer.
Gaze on it freely;
For they pass by both ñames. And was he
At day-dawn it is yours.
one?
Iden.
Oh, thou sweet sparkler 1
Ulr. I ’ve heard so; but I must take leave.
Thou more tlian stone of the philosopher!
Intendant,
Your servant 1—Werner (to W ekner slightly), Thou touchstone of Philosophy lierself!
Thou bright eye of the Mine! thou loadstar
if that be your ñame,
of
Yours.
[E xit U l iu c .
Iden. A well-spoken pretty-íaced young The Soul! the true magnètic Pole to which
All
hearts
point duly north, like trembling
man!
needles!
And prettily beliaved! He knows bis station,
Thou flaming Spirit of the Earth! which,
You see, sir: how he gave to each bis due
sitting
l ’recedence!
High on the monarch’s diadem, attractest
Wer.
I perceived it, and applaud
More worship than the majesty who sweats
His just discernment and your oivn.
Iden.
That ’s well— Beneath the crown which makes his head
ache, like
That ’s very well. You also know your place,
Millions of hearts which bleed to lend it
too;
lustre!
And yet I don’t know that I know your place.
Tl'er. (showing the ring). Would this as- Shalt thou be mine ? I am, methinks, already
A little king, a lucky alchymist!—
sist your knowledge ?
Iden.
H ow !—W liat!—Eh ? A wise magician, who has bound the devil
Without the forfeit of his soul. But come,
A jewel.
Werner, or what else ?
Wer. ’Tis your own on one condition.
Wer.
Cali me Werner still;
Iden. Mine!—N ame i t !
Wer.
That hereafter you permit me Y’ou may yet know me by a loftier title.
Iden. 1 do believe in thee ! thou art the
At thrice its valuó to redeem it: ’tis
spirit
A farnily ring.
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Of wkom I long have dream’d in a low gai'b.— Lay dying, and the stranger dash’d aside
But come, 1 11 serve tliee: thou shalt be as The roaring torrent, and restored me to
free
Thank him—and despise you. “ You think!"
As air, despite the wàters; let us henee:
and scarce
111 show thee I am honest—(oh, thou jew el!) Can recollect his ñame ! I will not waste
Thou shalt be furnish’d, Werner, with such More words on you. Call me betimes.
means
Frite.
Good night!
Of flight, that if thou wert a snail, not birds
I trust to-morrow will restore your lordship
Should overtake thee.—Let me gaze again !
To renovated strength and temper.
I liave a foster-brother in the inart
[The scene closes.
Of Hamburgh skill’d in precious stones. How
many
Scene III.
Carats may it weigh?—Come, Werner, I will
wing thee.
[ Exeunt.
The secret Passaye.
Scene II.
Stralen h eim ’ s Chamber.
Stralenh eim

and F b it z .

Frite. All ’s ready, my good lord !
Stral.
I am not sleepy,
And yet I must to bed; I fain would say
To rest, but something heavy on my spirit,
Too dull for wakefulness, too quick for slumber,
Sits on me as a cloud along the sky,
Which will not let the sunbeams through,
nor yet
Descend in rain and end, but spreads itself
Twixt earth and heaven, hke envy between
mau
And man, an everlasting mist:—I will
Unto my pillow.
Frite.
May you rest there well!
Stral. I feel, and fear, I shall.
Frite.
And wherefore fear ?
Stral. I kuow not why, and therefore do
fear more,
Because an undescribable-----but ’t is
All folly. Were the locks (as I desired)
Changed, to-day, of this chamber ? for last
night’s
Adventure makes it needful.
Frite.
Certainly,
According to your order, and beneath
The inspection of myself and the young
Saxon
Who saved your Ufe. I think they call him
“ Ulric.”
Stral. You think ! you supercilious slave !
what right
Have you to tax your memory, which should
be
Quick, proud, and happy to retain the name
Of him who saved your master, as a litauy
Whose daily repetition marks your dufcy ?—
Get henee! “ You think," indeed ! you, who
stood still
Howling and dripping on the bank, whilst I

Gdb. (solus).
Four—
Five—six hours have I counted, like the
guard
Of outposts on the uever-merry dock;
That kollow tongue of time, which, even
when
It sounds for joy, takes something from.
enjoyinent
With every clang. ’T is a perpetual knell,
Though for a marriage feast it rings: each
stroke
Peáis for a hope the less; the funeral note
Of Love deep-buried witlíout resurrection
In the grave of Possession; wliile the knoll
Of long-Uved parents finds a jovial echo
To triple Time in the son’s ear.
I ’m cold—
I ’m: dark;—I ’ve blown my fingers—number’d o’er
And o’er my steps—and knock’d my head
agahist
Some fifty buttresses—and roused the rats
And bats in general insurrection, till
Their cursed pattering feet and whirling
wings
Leave me scarce hearing for another sound.
A light! It is at distance (if I can
Measure in darkness distance): but it blinks
As through a crevice or a key-hole, in
The inkibited direction: I must on,
Nevertheless, from curiosity.
A distant lamp-liglit is an incident
In such a deu as this. Pray Heaven it
lead me
To nothing that may tempt m e! Else—
Heaven aid ine
To obtain or to escape it 1 Shining still!
Were it the star of Lucifer hhnself,
Or he himself girt with its beains, I could
Contain no longer. Softly: mighty well!
That còrner’s turn’d—so—ah! no:—right 1
it draws
Nearer. Here is a darksome angle—so,
That’s weather’d.—Let me pause.—Suppose
it leads

(Hlenter.

Scene III.]

Into some greater danger than that which
I have escaped—no matter, ’tis a new one;
And novel perils, like fresh mistresses,
Wear more magnètic a s p e e t s I will on,
And be it where it may—I have my dagger,
Which may protect me at a pinch.—Burn
still,
Thou little light! Thou art my ignis fatuus!
My stationary Will-o’-tke-wisp!—So! so!
He kears my invocation, and fails not.
[The scene closes.
Scene IV .—A Garden.
Enter W erner .
Y/er. I could not sleep—and now the
hour ’s at kand;
A ll’s ready. Idenstein has kept his word;
And station’d in the outskirts of the town,
Upon the forest’s edge, the vehicle
Awaits us. Now the dwindling stars begin
To pale in heaven; and for the last time I
Look on these horrible walls. Oh! never,
never
Shall I forget tkem. Here I carne most
poor,
But not dishonour’d : and I leave them with
A stain,—if not upon my name, yet in
My keart!—a never-dying canker-worm,
Which all the coming splendour of the
lands,
And rights, and sovereignty of Siegendorf
Can scarcely lull a moment. I must find
Some means of restitution, which would
ease
My soul in part: but how without discovery ?—
It must be done, however; and I 'II pause
Upon the metliod the first hour of safety.
The madness of my misery led to this
Base infamy; repentance must retrieve it :
I will have nought of Stralenheim’s upon
My spirit, though he would grasp all of
mine;
Lands, freedom, life,—and yet he sleeps as
soundly,
Perlmps, as infaney, with gorgeous eurtains
Spread for his canopy, o’er silken pillows,
Such as when-----Hark! what noise is that ?
Again!
The branches sliake; and some loose stones
have falleu
From yonder terrace.
[U lric leaps douin from the terrace.
Ulric! ever w’elcome !
Tlirice welcome now ! this filial----ülr.
Stop! Before
We approach, teli me---Wer.
Why look you so ?
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Ulr.
Do I
Behold my fatker, or----Wer.
What ?
ülr.
An assassin ?
Wer. Insane or insolent I
Ulr.
Keply, sir, as
You prize your life, or mine!
Wer.
To what must I
Answer ?
Ulr.
Are you or are you not the assassin
Of Stralenheim ?
Wer.
I never was as yet
The murderer of any man. What mean you ?
Ulr. Did not you this night (as the iiigkt
before)
Betraee the secret passage ? Did you not
Again revisit Stralenheim’s chamber ?and---[U lric pauses.
Wer. Proceed.
Ulr.
Tied he not by your liand ?
Wer.
Great God!
Ulr. You are innocent, then! my fatker ’s
innocent!
Embrace me! Yes,—your tone—your look—
yes, yes,—
Yet say so.
Wer.
If I e’er, in heart or mind,
Conceived deliberately such a thought,
But ratlier strove to trample baek to heli
Such thoughts—if e’er they glared a moment
through
The irritation of my oppressed spirit—
May heaven be sliut for ever from my kopes,
As from mine eyes 1
Ulr.
But Stralenheim is dead.
Wer. ’Tis horrible ! ’tis hideous, as ’tis
liateful!—
But what have I to do with this ?
Ulr.
No bolt
Is forced ; no violence can be detected,
Save on his body. Part of his own kousehold
Have been alarm’d ; but as the intendant is
Absent, I took upon myself the care
Of mustering the pólice. His chamber has,
Past doubt, been enter’d secretly. Excuse
me,
I f nature----Wer.
Oh, my boy! what unknown woes
Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering
Above our liousc!
Ulr.
My fatlier! I aequit you!
But will the world do so ? will even the
judge,
H-----But you must away this instant.
Wer.
N o!
I ’ll face it. Who shall ¿tare suspect me ?
Ülr.
Yet
You had no guests—no visitors—no üfe
Breatking around you, save my mother’s 1
ü

57 S

QjJjwon’a (ÏSorfte.

Wer.
Ah!
The Hungarian!
Ulr.
He is gone! lie disappear’d
Ere sunset.
Wer.
N o ; I liid him in that very
Conceal’d and fatal gallery.
Ulr.
There I ’ll find him.
[U lric is going.
Wer. It is too late: he had left the palace
ere
I quitted it. I found the secret panel
Open, and the doors which lead frorn that
hall
Which masks i t : I but thought he had
snatch’d the silent
And favourable moment to escape
The mymiidons of Idenstein, who were
Dogging him yester-even.
Ulr.
Yon reclosed
The panel ?
Wer.
Yres; and not without reproack
(And inner trenibling for the avoided peril)
At his clull heedlessness, in leaving thns
His shelterer’s asylum to the risk
Of a discovery.
Ulr.
You are sure you closed it ?
Wer. Certain.
Ulr.
That ’s well; hut had been better, if
Yrou ne’er had turn’d it to a den for— —
[lie pauses.
Wer.
Thieves!
Thou wouldst say: I must bear it, and de
serve it;
But not----Ulr.
No, father; do not speak of this:
Tliis is no hour to think of petty crimes,
But to prevent the consequence of great ones.
AVliy would you shelter this man ?
Wer.
Could I shun it ?
A man pursued by my chief foe; disgraced
For my own crinie : a victim to my safety,
Imploring a few hours’ conceahnent from
The very wretck who was the cause he
needed
Such refuge. Had he been a wolf, I could
not
Have in such circumstances tkrust him
forth.
Ulr. And like the wolf he hatli repaid
you. But
It is too late to ponder thus:—yon must
Set out ere dawn. I will remain liere to
Trace the murderer, if ’t is possible.
Wer. But this my sudden fiight will give
the Moloch
Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu
Of one, if I remain. The ñed Hungarian,
Who seems the culprit, and----Ulr.
Who seems ? Who else
Can be so ?

[Act III.

Wer.
Not i, though just now you
doubted—
You, my son!—doubted—
Ulr.
And do you doubt of him
The fugitive ?
Wer.
Boy! since I fell into
The abyss of crime (though not of such
crime), I,
Iíaving seen the innocent oppress’d for me,
May doubt even of the guilty’s guilt. Youi
heart
Is free, and quick with virtuous wrath to
accuse
Appearauces; and views a criminal
Iu Innocence’s shadow, it may be,
Because ’tis dusky.
Ulr.
And if I do so,
Wliat will mankind, who know you not, or
knew
But to oppress? You must not stand the
hazard.
Away !—I ’ll make all easy. Idenstein
Will for his own sake and his jewel’s hold
His peace—he also is a partner in
Your flight—moreover— Wer.
F ly ! and leave my ñame
Link’d with the Hungarian’s, or preferr’d as
poorest,
To bear the brand of bloodshed ?
Ulr.
Pshaw ! leave anytking
Except our fathers' sovereignty and castles,
For which you have so long panted, and in
vain!
Wliat ñame ? You have no ñame, since that
you bear
Is feign’d.
Wer.
Most true: but stili I would not
have it
Engraved in crimson in men’s memòries,
Though in this most obscure abode of
men----Besides, the seareli----Ulr.
I will provide against
Auglit that can touch you. No one knows
you liere
As lieir of Siegendorf: if Idenstein
Suspects, ’t is hut suspicion, and he is
A fool: his folly shall have such employment,
Too, that the unknown Werner shall give way
To nearer thoughts of self. The laws (if e’er
Laws reach’d this village) are all in abeyanee
With the late general war of tliirty years,
Or crush’d, or rising slowly from the dust,
To which tlie march of armies trampíed
them.
Stralenheim, althongh noble, is unheeded
Mere, save as such—without lands, influence,
Save what hath perisk’d with him. Few
prolong

Scene IV .]
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A week beyond their funeral rites their sway
O'er men, unless by relatives, whose interest
Is roused : such is not liere the case ; he died
Alone, unknown,—a solitary grave,
Obscure as his deserts, without a scutcheon,
Is all he TI have, or wants. I f I discover
The assassin, ’twill be well—if not, believe
me,
None else; though all the full-fed train of
menials
May liowl above his ashes (as they did
Around hhn in his danger on the Oder),
Will 110 more stir a finger now than then.
Henee! henee! I must not bear your answer.—Look!
The stars are alrnost faded, and the grey
Begins to grizzle the black lian' of niglit.
You shall not answer;—Pardon me that I
Am peremptory; ’t is your son that speaks,
Y’ourlong-lost, late-found son.—L e t’s cali my
mother!
Softly and swiftly step, and leave the rest
To me: IU answer for the event as far
As regards you, and that is the chief point,
As my first duty, which shall be observed.
We ’ll meet in Castle Siegendorf—once more
Our banners shall be glorious! Think of that
Alone, and leave all other thoughts to me,
Whose youth may better battle with them—
Henee!
And may your age be happy !—I will lciss
My mother once more, then Heaven’s speed
be with you!
Wer. This counsel ’s safe—but is it lionourable ?
Ulr. To save a father is a child’s chief
honour.
[Exeunt.
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For the mere cup and trenclier, we no doubt
Fared passing well; but as for merriment
And sport, without which salí and sauces
season
The clieer but scantily, our sizings were
Even of the narrowest.
Men.
The oíd count loved not
The roar of revel; are you sure that this
does ?
Eric. As yet he hath been courteous as
he’s bounteous,
And we all love him.
Men.
His reigu is as yet
Hardly a year o’erpast its lioney-moon,
And the first year of sovereigns is bridal:
Anón, we shall perceive his real sway
And moods of mind.
E ric. Pray Heaven he keep the present!
Then his brave son, Count Ulric—tkere’s
a knight!
Pity the wars are o’er !
Men.
Why so?
Eric.
Look on him I
And answer that yourself.
Men.
H e’s very youthful,
And strong and beautiful as a young tiger.
Eric. That’s not a faithful vassal’s likeness.
Men.
But
Perhaps a true one.
Eric.
Pity, as I said,
The wars are over: in the hall, who like
Count Ulric for a well-supported pride,
Whieli awes, but yet offends not ? in the field,
Who like him with his spear in hand, when,
gnashing
His tusks, and ripping up from right to left
The howling hounds, the boar makes for the
thicket ?
Who backs a horse, or bears a hawk, or wears
Act IV.
A sword like him ? Whose plume nods knigktlier ?
Scene I.—A Gothic Malí in the Castle of
Men. No one’s, I grant you. Do not fear,
Siegendorf, near Fragüe.
if war
linter E kic and H enrick , Retainers o f the Be long in coming, he is of that kind
Count.
Will make it for himself, if he hath not
Eric. So, better times are come at last; Already done as much.
to these
Eric.
What do you mean ?
Oíd walls new masters and high wassail—
Men. Yrou can’t deny his train of followers
both
(But few our native fellow-vassals born
A long desideratum.
On the domain) are such a sort of knaves
Men.
Yes, for masters,
As——
[ Pauses.
It might be unto those who long for novelty,
Eric. What?
Men. The war (you love so much) leaves
Though made by a new grave: but as for
living.
wassail,
Metliiuks the oíd Count Siegendorf main- Like other parents, she spoils her worst
cliildren.
tain’d
Eric. Nonsense ! they are all brave irouHis feudal liospitality as high
visaged fellows,
As e’er another prince of the empire.
Such as oíd Tilly loved.
Eric.
Why
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Ulr.
True, good E ric;
I had forgotten—let it be the grey, then,
Oíd Ziska: he has not been out this fortnight.
Eric. He shall he straight caparison’d.
How many
Of your immediate retainers shall
Escort you ?
Ulr.
I leave that to Weilburgh, our
Haster of the horse.
\_Exit E r i c .
Bodolph!
Rod.
My lord!
Ulr.
The news
Is awkward from the----[ B o d o l p h points to H e n r i c k .
How now, Henrick ? why
Loiter you here ?
lien.
For your commands, my lord.
Ulr. Go to my íather, and present my
duty,
And learn if he would aught with me before
I mount.
\_Exit H e n r i c k .
Bodolph, our friends have had a check
Upon the frontiers of Franconia, and
’T is rumour’d that the column sent against
them
Is to he strengthen’d. I must join them
soon.
Rod. Best wait for furtlier and more sure
advices.
Ulr. I mean it—and indeed it could not
well
Have fallen out at a time more opposite
To all my plaus.
Rod.
It will be difficult
To excuse your absence to the count your
fatlier.
Ulr. Yes, but the unsettled state of our
domain
In liigh Silesia will permit and cover
My journey. In the mean time, when we are
Engaged in the chase, draw off the eighty
men
Whom Wolffe leads—keep the forests on your
Enter U l r i c and B o d o l p h .
route:
Good morrow, Count. You know it well ?
Rod.
As well as on that night
Ulr. Good morrow, worthy Henrick. Eric,
When we----is
Ulr.
We will not speak of that until
All ready for the chase ?
Eric.
The dogs are order’d We can repeat the same with like success:
And when you have join’d, give Bosenberg
Down to the forest, and the vassals out
this letter.
[Gires a letter.
To heat the bushes, and the day looks proAdd furtlier, that I have sent this slight
mising.
addition
Shall I cali fortli your excellency’s suite ?
To our forcé with you and Wolffe, as herald
What courser will you please to mount ?
Ulr.
The dun,
of
My coming, thougli I could but spare them
Walstein.
ill
Eric.
I fear he scarcely has recover’d
At this time, as my father loves to keep
The toils of Monday: ’twas a noble chase:
Full numbers of retainers round the castle,
You spear’d four with your own hand.
Hen.
And who loved Tilly ?
Ask tliat at Magdebourg—or for that matter
Wallenstein either;—tliey are gone to---Eñe.
B est!
But wliat beyond, ’tis not ours to pronounce.
lien. I wish they had left us. sometliing
of their rest:
The country (nominally now at peace)
Is over-run with—God lniows who: they fly
By night, and disappear with sunrise; but
Leave us no less desolation, nay, even more,
Than the most ojien warfare.
Eñe.
But Count Ulric—
What has all this to do with him ?
Hen.
With him!
H e ----might prevent it. As you say he ’s
forní
Of war, why malíes he it not on those maranders ?
Eñe. You’d hetter ask himself.
lien.
I would as soon
Ask the lion why he laps not milk.
Eric. And here he comes !
Hen. The devil! you’ll hold your tongue ?
Eric. Why do you turu so palé ?
Hen.
'Tis nothing—but
Be silent.
Eric. I will, upon what you have said.
Hen. I assure you I meant nothing,—
a mere sport
Of words, no more; besides, had it been
otherwise,
He is to espouse the gentle Baroness
Ida of Stralenheim, the late barón’s heiress;
And she, no doubt, will soften whatsoever
Of fierceness the late long intestine wars
Have given all natures, and most unto those
Who were born in them, and bred up upon
The knees of Homicide; sprinkled, as it were,
With hlood even at their baptism. Prithee,
peace
On all that I have said !

Scene I.]
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Dear Ulric, if I do not interrupt you.
Why do you cali me acousin"f
Ulr. (smiling).
Are we not so ?
Ida. Yes, but I do not like the ñame;
methinks
It sounds so coid, as if you thought upon
Our pedigree, and only weigh’d our hlood.
Ulr. (starting).
Blood!
Ida. Why does yours start from your
cheeks ?
Ulr.
Ay ! dotli it ?
Ida. It doth—but n o! it rushes like a
torrent
Even to your brow again.
Ulr. (recovering himself). And if it fled,
It only was beeause your presence sent it
Back to my heart, which beats for you, sweet
cousin ?
Ida. “ Cousin” again.
ülr.
Nay, then, I ’ll cali you sister.
Ida. I like that ñame still worse.—Would
we had ne’er
Been aught of kindred !
Ulr. (gloomily).
Would we never had !
Ida. Oh, heavens! and can you wish that!
Ulr.
Dearest Ida I
Did I not echo your own ivish ?
Ida.
Yes, Ulric,
But then I ivish’d it not with sucli a glance,
And scarce knew what I said; but let me be
Sister or cousin, what you will, so that
I still to you am something.
Ulr.
You shall be
All—all---Ida.
And you to me are so already;
But I can wait.
Ulr.
Dear Id a !
Ida.
Cali me Ida,
Your Ida, for I would be yours, none else’s—
Indeed I have none else left, since my poor
father—
[She pauses.
Ulr. You have mine—yon have me.
Ida.
Dear Ulric, how I wish
My father could but view my happiness,
Which wants but this !
Ulr.
Indeed!
Ida.
You would have loved him,
He you; for the brave ever love each other:
His manner was a little coid, his spirit
Proud (as is birth’s prerogative); but under
This grave exterior---- Would you had known
each other!
Had sucli as you been near him on his
journey,
He had not died without a friend to soothe
His last and lonely moments.
Ulr.
Who says that ?
Enter I d a S t r a l e n h e i m .
Ida. What ?
Ulr.
That he died alone.
Ulr. You are early, my sweet eousin I
The general rumour
Ida.
Not too early, ¡ Ida.

Until this marriage, and its feasts and
fooleries,
Are rung out with its peal of nuptial nonsense.
Rod. I thought you loved the lady Ida ?
Ulr.
Why,
I do so—but it follows not from that
I would bind in my youth and glorious years,
So brief and burning, with a lady’s zone,
Althougli ’twere that of Venus:—but I love
her,
As woman should be loved, fairly and solely.
Rod. And constantly?
Ulr.
I think so; for I love
Nought else.—But I have not the time to
pause
Upon tliese gewgaws of the heart. Great
tliings
We have to do ere long. Speed! speed ! good
Bodolph!
Rod. On my return, however, I shall find
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess Siegendorf ?
Ulr. Perhaps my father wishes it; and
sooth
’T is no had policy: this unión with
The last bud of the rival brancli at once
Unites the future and destroys the past.
Rod. Adieu.
Ulr. Yet hold—we had hetter keep together
Until the chase begins; then draw thou off,
And do as I have said.
Rod.
I will. But to
Beturn—’t was a most kind act in the count
Your father to send up to Konigsberg
For this fair orphan of the harón, and
To hail her as bis daughter.
Ulr.
Wondrous kind!
Especially as little kindness till
Then grew bettveen them.
Rod.
The late barón died
Of a fever, did he not ?
Ulr.
How should I know ?
Rod. I have heard it whisper’d tliere was
sometliing strange
About bis deatli—and even the place of it
Is scarcely known.
Ulr.
Some obscure village on
The Saxon or Silesian frontier.
Rod.
He
Has left no testament—no farewell words ?
Ulr. I am neither confessor nor notary,
So cannot say.
Rod.
Ah ! here ’s the lady Ida.
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You llave clianged more tban e’er I saw you
And disappearance of his servante, who
cbange
Have ne’er return’d: that fever was most
In years.
deadly
Which swept them all away.
ülr.
’T is nothing; but if ’t were, tbe air
ülr.
I f tliey were near bim, Would soon restore me.
I ’m tbe true
chameleon,
He could not die neglected or alone.
Ida. Alas! what is a menial to a death- And live but on tbe atmosphere; your feasts
bed,
In castle balls, and social banquets, nurse not
When tbe dim eve rolls vainly round for My spirit—I ’m a forester and breather
what
Of tbe steep mountain-tops, wbere I love all
Tbe eagle loves.
It loves ?—Tbey say he died of a fever.
ülr.
Say!
Ida.
Except bis prey, I hope.
It toas so.
ülr. Sweet Ida, wisb me a fair cbase,
Ida.
I sometimes dream otherwise.
and I
ülr. All dreams are false.
Will briug you six boars’ beads for trophies
Ida.
And yet I see bim as
borne.
I see you.
Ida. And will you not stay, then? You
ülr.
Where ?
shall not g o !
Ida.
In sleep—I see bim líe
Come! I will sing to you.
Palé, bleeding, and a man with a raised
ülr.
Ida, you scareely
knife
Will make a soldier's wife.
Beside bim.
Ida.
I do not wish
ülr.
But you do not see bis face !
To be so; for I trust these ívars are over,
Ida (lodking at him). No ! Ob, iny God! And you will live in peace on your domains.
do you ?
Enter W e r n e r as C o u n t S i e g e n d o r f .
ülr.
Wby do you ask ?
Ida. Because you look as if you saw a
ülr. My fatber, I salute you, and it
murderer!
grieves me
ülr. (agitatedly). Ida, tbis is mere child- Witb sucb brief greeting.—You llave heard
our bugle;
isbness; your wealmess
Infecís me, to my sbame: but as all feelings Tbe vassals wait.
Of yours are commou to me, it affects me.
Sieg.
So let them.—You forget
Prithee, sweet cbild, cbange-—
To-morrow is tbe appointed festival
Ida.
Chüd, indeed ! I have In Prague for peace restored. You are apt
Full fifteen summers I
[A ingle sounds.
to follow
Jiod.
Hark, my lord, the bugle! Tbe cbase witb sucb an ardour as will scarce
Ida (peevishly to B o d o l p h ). Why need . Permit you to return to-day, or if
you tell bim tbat ? Can be not hear it [ líeturn’d, too mucb fatigued to join toWithont your echo ?
morrow
Itod.
Pardon me, fair baronesa ! Tbe nobles in our marshall’d ranks.
Ida. I will not pardon you, unless you
ülr.
Yon, count,
earn it
Will well supply tbe place of botli—I am not
By aiding me in my dissuasion of
A lover of these pageantries.
Count Ulric from tbe cbase to-day.
Sieg.
No, U lric:
Hod.
You will not, It were not well tbat you alone of all
Lady, need aid of mine.
Our young nobility----ülr.
I must not now
Ida.
And far tbe noblest
Forego it.
In aspect and demeanour.
Ida.
But you sball!
Sieg. (to I d a ).
True, dear cbild,
ülr.
Shall!
Tliough somewbat frankly said for a fair
Ida.
Yes, or be
damseh—
No true knight.—Come, dear Ubic ! yield to But, Ulric, recollect too our position,
me
So lately reinstated in our bonours.
In tbis, for tbis one day: tbe day looks Believe me, 't would be mark’d in any house,
beavy,
But most in ours, tbat o n e shoukl be found
And you are turn’d so palé and ill.
wanting
ülr.
Youjest.
At sucb a time and place. Besides, tbe
Ida. Indeed I do not:—ask of Bodolph.
Heaven
Hod.
Truly, Whicli gave us back our own, in tbe sanie
My lord, within tbis quarter of an hour
moment
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It spread its peace o’er all, batb double
claims
On us for tlianksgiving: first, for our
country;
And next, tbat we are here to sliare its
blessings.
ülr. (aside). Devout, too! Well, sir, I
obey at once.
(Then aloud to a Servant). Ludwig, dismiss
tbe train witbout!
\Kxit L u d w i g .
Ida.
And so
You yield at once to bim wbat I for hours
Might supplicate in vain.
Sieg. (smiling).
Yrou are not jealous
Of me, I trust, my pretty rebel! who
AVould sanction disobedience against all
Except tbyself? But fear not; tliou slialt
rule bim
Hereafter witli a fonder sway and firmer.
Ida. But I should like to govern noto.
Sieg.
You sball,
Y'our harp, wbicli by the way awaits you witb
Tbe countess in ber chamber. Sbe complains
Tbat you are a sad truant to your music:
Sbe attends you.
Ida. Then good morrow, my kind kinsmen !
Ub'ic, you’ll come and liear me ?
ülr,
By and by.
Ida. Be sure I ’il sound it better tban
your bugles;
Then pray you be as punctual to its notes:
I ’ll play you King Gustavus’ marcb.
U Ir.
And wby not
Oíd Tilly’s ?
Ida.
Not that monster’s ! I sliould think
My harp-strings rang witb groaus, and not
witb music,
Could augbt of his sound on i t :—but come
quickly;
Your motlier will be eager to receive you.
[E xit.
Sieg. Ub-ic, I wish to speak witb you
alone.
ülr. My time ’s your vassal.—
(Aside to B o d o l p h ). Bodolph, henee ! and do
As I directed: and by bis best speed
And readiest means let Bosenberg reply.
Hod. Count Siegendorf, command yon
augbt ? Iam bound
Upon a journey past tbe frontier.
Sieg. (starts).
_
A b !—
Where ? on what frontier ?
Rod.
Tbe Silesian, on—
My way—(Aside to U l r i c ) . — Where sball I
say ?
ülr. (aside to B o d o l p h ).
T o Hamburgh.
(Aside to himself). Tbat
Word will, I think, put a firm padlock 011
His further inquisition.
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Count, to Hamburgh.
Sieg. (agitated). Hamburgh ! No, I have
nouglit to do there, ñor
Am augbt connected with tbat city. Then
God speed you !
Rod.
Fare ye well, Count Siegendorf!
[E xit B o d o l p h .
Sieg. Ulric, tbis man, who lias jnst departed, is
One óf those strange companions wliom I
fain
Would reason witb you 011.
ülr.
My lord, be is
Noble by birth, of one of tbe first houses
In Saxony.
Sieg.
I talk not of bis bn-th,
But of bis bearing. Men speak lightly of
bim.
ülr. So tbey will do of most men. Eveu
tbe monarch
Is not fenced from his cbamberlain’s slander,
or
Tbe sneer of tbe last courtier wbom be has
made
Great and ungrateful.
Sieg.
If I must be plain,
Tbe world speaks more tban lightly of tbis
Bodolph:
Tbey say be is leagued witb tbe “ black
bands ” who stül
Bavage tbe frontier.
ülr.
And will you believe
Tbe world ?
Sieg.
In tbis case—yes.
ülr.
In any case,
I thought you knew it better than to take
An aecusation for a sentence.
Sieg.
Son!
I understand you: you refer to-— -but
My destiny lias so involved about me
Her spider web, tbat I can only flutter
Like tbe poor fly, but break it not. Take
beed,
U b ic ; you llave seen to wbat tbe passions
led m e:
Twenty long years of misery and famine
Quencb’d them not—twenty tliousand more,
percbance,
Hereafter (or even liere in moments which
Might date for years, did Anguish make tbe
dial)
May not oblitérate or expiate
Tbe madness and disbonour of an instant.
Ulric, be warn’d by a fatber!—I was not
Bv mine, and you bebold m e!
ülr.
I bebold
Tbe prosperous and beloved Siegendorf,
Lord of a prince’s appanage, and lionour’d
Bv tbose be rules and tliose be ranks
witb.

■
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[Act IV.

Sieg.
A li! Tbe powers of eartb sball never make me.”
Wliy wilt tliou call me prosperous, wkile
—So
I fear
Would I liave answer’d.
For tbee ? Beloved, when tliou lovest me
Ulr.
Sir, you wed for love.
n o t!
Sieg. I did, and it lias been my only
AH liearls liut one may beat in kindness for
refuge
me—
In many miseries.
But if my son’s is cold !---Ulr.
Wbicb miseries
Ulr.
Who dare say tliat ? Had never been but for tbis love-matcb.
Sieg. None else but I, who see it —feel it
Sieg.
Still
—keener
Against your age and nature ! Wbo at twenty
Tlian would your adversary, wlio dared say E ’er answer’d tbus till now ?
so,
Ulr.
Did you not warn me
Your sabre in bis lieart! But mine survives Against your own example ?
The wound.
Sieg.
Boyisli sophist!
Ulr.
You err. My nature is not given In a word, do you love, or love not, Ida ?
To outward fondling: how sliould it be so,
Ulr. What matters it, if I am ready to
After twelve years’ divorcement from my Obey you in espousing ber ?
parents ?
Sieg.
As far
Sieg. And did not I too pass tliose twelve As you feel, notbing, but all life for ber.
torn years
Slie ’s young—all-beautiful—adores you—is
In a like absence? But ’tis vain to urge Endow’d witli qualities to give liappiness,
you—
Sucli as rounds commou life iuto a dream
Nature ivas never call’d back by remon- Of sometliing wbicb your poets cannot paint,
strance.
And (if it were not wisdom to love vnlue)
L e t’s cbange tbe tlieme. I ivisli you to For wliicb Pliilosopby might barter Wisdom;
consider
And giving so mucli happiness, deserves
Tliat tlicse young violent nobles of liigli A little in retüín. I would not liave lier
name,
Break lier lieart for a man wbo bas none to
But dark deeds (ay, tbe darkest, if all
break;
Bumour
Or witber on lier stalk like some palo rose
Reports be true), witb wbom tliou consortes!, Desertedby tlie bird she thought a nigbtingale,
Will lead tbee----According to tbe Orient tale. She is---Ulr. (impatiently). I ’ll be led by no man.
Ulr. Tbe daughter of dead Stralenheim,
Sieg.
N or
your fo e :
Be leader of sucb, I would liope: at once
I ’ll wed lier, ne’ertheless; tliougb,tosaytrutb,
To wean tliee from tlie perils of tby youtli
Just now I am not violently transported
And baugbty spirit, I liave tbougbt it well
In favour of sucli unions.
Tliat tliou shouldst wed tbe lady Ida—more
Sieg.
But she loves you.
As tbou appear’st to love ber.
Ulr. And I love ber, and tkerefore would
Ulr■
I liave said
think twice.
I will obey your orders, Were tliey to
Sieg. Alas! Love never did so.
Unite witb Ilecate—can a son say more ?
Ulr.
_
Tben ’tis time
Sieg. He says too muck in saying tbis. He should bògin, and take tbe bandage from
It is not
His eyes, and look before be leaps; till now
Tbe nature of tbine age, nor of tby blood,
He liatli ta’en a jump i’ tlie dark.
Nor of tby temperament, to talk so coolly,
Sieg.
But you consent ?
Or act so carelessly, in tliat wbicb is
Ulr. I did, and do.
Tlie bloom or bligbt of all men’s happiness,
Sieg.
Tlien fix tlie day.
(For Glory’s pillow is but restless, if
Ulr.
’Tis usual,
Love lay not down bis cbeek tliere): some Andcertes courteous, to leave tliat to tbe lady.
strong bias,
Sieg. I will engage for lier.
Some master fiend is in tby Service, to
Ulr.
So will not I
Misrule tbe mortal wbo believes liim slave,
For any ívoman : and as what I fix,
And makes llis every tbougbt subservient; I fain would see unshaken, when sbe gives
else
Her answer, I'H give mine.
Tbou’dst say at once—“ I love young Ida.
Sieg.
But ’tis your office
and
To woo.
Will wed ber;” or, “ I love lier not, and
Ulr. Count, ’t is a marriage of your making,
all
So be it of your wooing; but to please you,
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I will now pay my duty to my motlier,
With wbom, you know, tbe lady Ida is.—
What would you liave ? You have forbid my
stirring
•
For manly sports beyond tbe castle walls,
And I obey ; you bid me turn a chamberer,
To pick up gloves, and fans, and knittingneedles,
And list to songs and tunes, and watch for
smiles,
And smile at pretty prattle, and look into
The eyes of feminine, as tliough tliey were
The stars receding early to our wish
Upon tbe dawn of a world-winning battle—
What can a son or man do more'!
\Exit U l r i c .
Sieg. (solus).
_ Too mucb !—
Too mudi of duty, and too little love !
He pays me in tbe coin he owes me not:
For sucb batli been my wayward fate, I could
not
Fulfil a parent’s duties by bis side
Till now; but love be owes me, for my
thouglits
Ne’er left mm, nor my eyes long'd witbout
tears
To see my cbild again, and now I bave found
him!
But how—obedient, but witb coldness; duteous
In my sight, but witb carelessness; mysterious—
Abstracted—distant—mucb given to long
absence,
And where—none know—in league witb tbe
most riotous
Of our young nobles; tbougb, to do him
justice,
He never stoops down to tbeir vulgar
pleasures;
Yet tbere’s some tie between tkem wbicb I
cannot
Unravel. Tkey look up to him—consuit
him—
Tlirong round him as a leader: but witb me
He bath no confidence ! Ab ! can I bope it
After—wliat 1 dotli my fatber’s curse descend
Even to my cbild ? Or is tbe Hungarian near
To shed more blood ? or—Oli I if it sliould be !
Spirit of Stralenheim, dost tbou walk tbese
walls
To witber him and bis—wbo, tbougb tkey slew
not,
Unlatch’d tbe door of deatli for tbee ? ’Twas
not
Our fault, nor is our sin ; tliou wert our foe,
And yet I spared tbee when my own destruction
Slept with tbee, to awakewitb tbine awaken-
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Like poison in my bands; I dare not use
tliee,
Nor part from tbee; tbou camest in sucb a
guise,
Metkinks tbou wouldst contaminate all hands
Like mine. Yet I llave done, to atone for tbee,
Tbou villainous gold ! and tby dead master’s
doom,
Tbougb be clied not by me or mine, as mucli
As if he were my brother ! I bave ta’en
His orplian Ida—cberisb’d ber as one
AVko will be mine.
Enter an A t t e n d a n t .
Atten.
Tbe abbot, if it please
Your excellency, wbom you sent for, waits
Upou you.
[E x it A t t e n d a n t .
Enter the Pmoit A l b e r t .
Prior.
Peace be witb tbese walls, and all
Within them!
Sieg.
Welcome, welcome, holy father !
And may tby prayer be lieard !—all men bave
need
Of sucb, and I ---Prior.
Have tbe first claim to all
Tbe prayers of our community. Our convent,
Erected by your ancestors, is still
Protected by tbeir ckildren.
Sieg.
Ycs, good father;
Continue daily orisons for us
In tbese dim days of lieresies and blood,
Tliough tbe scliismatic Swede, Gustavus, is
Gone home.
Prior. To tbe endless home of unbelievers,
Wkere tliere is everlasting wail and woe,
Gnasliing of teetli, and tears of blood, and
fire
Eternal, and tbe worm wbicb dieth not!
Sieg. True,father: andtoaverttbosepangs
from one,
Who, tbougb of our most faultless holy cliurck,
Yet died witbout its last and dearest offices,
Wbicb smootli tbe soul tkrougk purgatoria!
pains,
I liave to offer humbly tbis donation
In masses for bis spirit.
[ S i e g e n d o r f offers the gold wliichhe
had taleenfrom S t r a l e n h e i m .
Prior.
Count, if I
Receive it, ’t is because I know too well
Refusal would offend you. Be assured
Tbe largess sball be only dealt in alms,
And every mass no less sungfor tbe dead.
Our bouse needs no donations, thanks to
yours,
Wliicli bas of old endow’d it ; but from you
And yours in all meet tliings ’t is fit we obey.
For wbom sball mass be said ?
Sieg. (faltering).
For—for—tbe dead.
U3
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Prior. His name ?
/S'ieg.
’T is from a soul, and not a name,
I would avert perdition.
Prior.
I meant not
To pry into your secret. We will pray
Por one unknown, the same as for the
proudest.
Sieg. Secret! I liave none: but, fatlier,
he who ’s gone
Might/ícireone; or,inshort,hedidbequeath—
No, not bequeatli—but I bestoiv this sum
For pious purposes.
Prior.
A proper deed
In the behalf of our departed friends.
Sieg. But he who’a gone ivas not my
friend, but foe,
The deadliest and the stanchest.
Prior.
Better still!
To employ our means to obtain heaven for
the souls
Of our dead enemies is ivorthy those
Who can forgive them living.
Sieg.
But I did not
Forgive this man. I loathed himtothe last,
As he did me. I do not love him now,
But— Prior. Best of all 1 for this is puré religión!
You fain ivould reseñe him you hate from
heli—
An evangelical compassion—ivitk
Your own gold too !
Sieg.
Fatlier, ’t is not my gold.
Prior. Wliose tlien ? You said it ivas no
legacy.
Sieg. No matter ívhose—of this be sure,
tliat he
Who own’d it never more will need it, save
In that which it may purchase from your altars:
’Tis yours, or theirs.
Prior.
Is there no blood upon it ?
Sieg. N o ; but there ’s ivorse tlian blood—
eternal sliame!
Prior. Did he who own’d it die in his hed ?
Sieg.
Alas 1
He did.
Prior. Son! you relapse into revenge,
I f you regret your enemy’s bloodless deatli.
Sieg. His death was fathomlessly deep in
blood.
Prior. You said he died in his bed, not
battle.
Sieg.
He
Died, I scarce know—but—he was stabb'd
i’ the dark,
And now you liave it—pensh’d on his pillow
By a eut-throat!—A y !—you may look upon
m e!
ï am not the man. I ’ll meet your eye on that
point,
As I can one day God’s.
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[Act V.

Prior.
Nor did he die
By means, or men, or instrument of yours ?
Sieg. N o! bytheGodwhoseesandstrikes!
Prior.
■
Nor know you
Who slew him ?
Sieg.
I could only guess at one,
And he to me a stranger, uneonnected,
As unemploy’d. Except by one day’s knowledge,
I never saiv the man who ivas suspected.
Prior. Tlien you are free from guilt.
Sieg. (eagerly).
Oh! am 1 1—say !
Prior. You liave said so, and know best.
Sieg.
Fatlier! I liave spoken
The truth, and nouglit but trutli, if not the
irilóle ;
Yet say I am not guilty ! for the blood
Of this man weiglis on me, as if I slied it,
Thougli, by the Power who abliorreth human
blood,
I did not!—nay, once spared it, when I rnigkt
And could—ay, perhaps, should (if our selfsafety
Be e’er excusable in sueli defences
Against the attacks of over-potent foes);
But pray for him, for me, and all my house;
For, as I said, tliough I be innocent,
I know not why, a like remorse is on me,
As if he liad fallen by me or mine. Pray for
me,
Fatlier! I have pray’d myself in vain.
Prior.
I will.
Be comforted! Y'ou are innocent, and should
Be calm as innocence.
Sieg.
But calmness is not
Always the attribute of innocence.
I feel it is not.
Prior.
But it will be so,
When the mind gatliers up its truth within it.
Bemember the great festival to-morrow,
In which you rank amidst our chiefest nobles,
As well as your brave son ; and smooth your
aspect,
Nor in the general orison of thanks
For bloodslied stopt, let blood you shed not rise
Acloud upon your thouglits. This were to be
Too sensitive. Take comfort, and forget
Such tliings, and leave remorse unto the
guilty.
[Exeunt.

Act V.
Scene I.—A large andmagnificent GothicEa.ll
in the Castle o f Siegendorf, decorated with
Propines, Banners, and Arms o f that family.
Enter A r n h e i m and M e i s t e e , Attendants of
C o u n t S ie g e n d o r f .

Am. Be quick ! the count will soon return:
the ladies
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Already are at the portal. Have you sent
The messengers in search of him he seeks for ?
Meis. I have, in all directions, over Prague,
As far as the man’s dress and figure could
By your description track him. The devil
take
Tliese reveis and processions I All the pleasure
(If such there be) must fall to the spectators.
I ’m sure none dotli to us who malte the show.
A n i. Go to 1 my lady countess comes.
ileis.
I ’d ratlier
Bide a day’s hunting on an outworn jade,
Tlian follow in the ¿rain of a great man,
In tliese dull pageantries.
Arn.
Begone ! and rail
Within.
[Exeunt.
Enter the

C o u n t e s s J o s e p h in e S ie g e n d o e f
and I d a S t r a e e n h e i h .

Jos. Well, Heaven be praised! the show
is over.
Ida. How can you say so ? Never have I
dreamt
Of auglit so beautiful. The flowers, the
bouglis,
The banners, and the nobles, and the kniglits,
The genis, the robes, the plumes, the liappy
faces,
The coursers, and the incense, and the sun
Streaming through the stain’d Windows, even
the tombs,
Which look’d so calin, and the celestial hyrnns,
Which seem’d as if tliey rather carne from
heaven
Than mounted there. The bursting organ’s
peal
Bolling on higli like an karmonious thunder;
The ivhite robes and the lifted eyes; the
ívorld
At peace ! and all at peace with one anotlier !
Oh, my sweet mother !
[.Embracing J o s e p h i n e .
Jos.
My beloved cliild !
For such, I trust, thou shalt be shortly.
Ida. '
O li!
I am so already. Feel how my heart beats !
Jos. It does, my love; and never may it
throb
With aught more bitter.
Ida.
Never sliall it do so !
How should it ? What should make us grieve ?
I hate
To hear of sorrow: how can we be sad,
Who love eacli other so entirely ? You,
The count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida.
Jos. Poor cliild !
Ida.
Do you pity me ?
Jos.
N o : I but envy,
And that in sorrow, not in the ivorld’s sense
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Of the universal vice, if one vice be
More general than anotlier.
Ida.
I '11 not hear
A word agaüist a ivorld which still contahis
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see
Aught like him ? How he tower'd amoiigst
them a ll!
How all eyes follow’d him ! The flowers felí
faster—
Baiu’d from each lattice at his feet, methought,
Tlian before all the rest; and wliere he trod
I dare be sworn that tliey grow still, nor e’er
Will wither.
Jos.
You will spoil him, little flatterer,
I f he should liear you.
Ida.
But he never will.
I dare not say so much to him—I fear liim.
Jos. Why so ? he loves you well.
Ida.
But I can never
Shape my thoughts o f him into words to him:
Besides, he sometimes frightens me.
Jos.
How so ?
Ida. A cloud comes o’er his blue eyes
suddenly,
Yet he says nothing.
Jos.
It is nothing: all nien,
Especially in these dark troublous times,
Have much to think of.
Ida.
But I cannot think
Of aught save him.
Jos.
Yet there are other men.
In the world's .eye, as goodly. There’s, for
instance,
The young Count Waldorf, who scarce once
withdrew
His eyes from yours to-day.
Ida.
I did not see him,
But Ulric. Did you not see at the moment
Wlien all knelt, and I wept? and yet me
thought,
Through my fast tears, tliough they were
thick and ivarm,
I saiv him smiling on me.
Jos.
I could not
See aught save heaven, to which my eyes
were rais’d,
Together with the people’s.
Ida.
I thought too
Of heaven, although I look’d on Ulric.
Jos.
Come,
Let us retire ! they will be here anon
Expectant of the banquet. We will lay
Aside these nodding plumes and dragging
trains.
Ida. And, above all, these stiff and heavy
jewels,
Which make my liead and heart aclie, as both
throb
Beneath their glitter o’er my brow and zone.
Dear motlier, I am with you.
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Enter

in fu ll dress, from
the solentnity, and L u d w i g .
Sieg.
Is he not found ?
Lud. Strict search is making everywhere;
and if
The man he in Prague, he sure he will he
found.
Sieg. Where ’s Ulric ?
Lud.
He rodé round the other way
With some young nobles; but he left them
soou;
And, if I err not, not a minute since
I heard his exceíleney, with his train,
Gallop o'er the west drawbridge.
C o u n t S ie g e n d o r f ,

Enter U lric , splendidly dressed.
Sieg. (to L u d w i g ).
See they cease not
Their quest of him I have described.
\Exit L u d w i g .
Oh, U lric!
How have I long’d for thee !
Ulr.
Your wish is granted—
Behold m e!
Sieg.
I have seen the murderer.
Ulr. Whom? Where?
Sieg. The Hungarian, who slew Stralenheim.
Ulr. You dream.
Sieg.
I live ! and as I live, I saw him—
Heard him I he dared to utter even my name.
Ulr. Wliat name ?
Sieg.
Werner ! ’twas mine.
Ulr.
It must be so
No more: forget it.
Sieg.
Ne ver ! never! all
My destinies were woven in that name:
It will not he engraved upon my tomb,
But it may lead me there.
Ulr.
To the point---- the Hungarian ?
Sieg. Listen !—The church was throng’d :
the hymn was raised;
“ Te Deum ” peal’d from natious rather than
From choirs, in one great cry of “ God he
praised”
For one day’s peace, after thrice ten dread
years,
Each bloodier than the former: I aróse,
With all the nobles, and as I look’d down
Along the lines of lifted faces,—from
Our banner’d and escutcheon’d gallery, I
Saw, like a flash of lightning (for I saw
A moment and no more), what struck me
siglitless
To all else—the Hungarian’s face ! I grew
Sick; and when I recover’d from the mist
Which curl’d about my senses, and again
Look’d down, I saw him not. The tlianksgiving
Was over, and we march’d back in procession.

[Act V.

Ulr. Continue.
Sieg.
When we reack’d the Muldau’s bridge,
The joyous crowd above, the numberless
Barks mann’d with revellers in their best
garbs,
Which shot along the glancing tide helow,
The decorated Street, the long array,

The clashing music, and the thundering
Of far artillery, which seem’d to bid
A long and loud farewell to its great doings,
The standards o’er me, and the tramplings
round,
The roar of rushing thousands,—all—all
could not
Chase this man from my mind, although my
senses
No longer held him palpable.
Ulr.
Y'ou saw him
No more, then ?
Sieg.
I look’d, as a dying soldier
Looks at a draught of water, for this man;
But stili I saw him not; but in his stead---Ulr. What in his stead ?
Sieg.
My eye for ever fell
Upon your dancing crest; the loftiest,
As on the loftiest and the loveliest head,
It rose the highest of the stream of plumes,
Which overflow’d the glittering streets of
Prague.
Ulr. What ’s this to the Hungarian ?
Sieg.
Much; for I
Had almost then forgot him in my son;
When just as the artillery ceased, and paused
The music, and the crowd embraced in lieu
Of shouting, I heard in a deep, low voice,
Distinet and keener far upon my ear
Than the late cannon's volume, this word—
“ Werner!"
Ulr. Utter’d by---Sieg. H im ! I turn’d—and saw—and fell.
Ulr. And wherefore? Were you seen?
Sieg.
The ofiflcious care
Of those around me dragg’d me from the spot,
Seeing my faintness, ignorant of the cause :
Y7ou, too, were too remote in the procession
(The old nobles being divided from their
children)
To aid me.
Ulr.
But I ’ll aid you now.
Sieg.
In what ?
Ulr. In searching for this man, or---When he ’s found,
What shall we do with him ?
Sieg.
I know not that.
Ulr. Then wherefore seek ?
Sieg.
Because I cannot rest
Till he is found. His fate, and Stralenheim’s,
And ours, seem intertwisted ! nor can be
Unravell’d, till— -
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Enter an A t t e n d a n t .
Atten.
A stranger to wait on
Your excellency.
Sieg.
Who ?
Atten.
He gave no name.
Sieg. Admit him, ne’ertheless.
[ The A t t e n d a n t introduces G a b o r ,
and afterwards exit.
Ah!
Gai.
’Tis then Werner !
Sieg. (haughtily). The same you knew,
sir, by that name; and you !
Gab. (looking round). Ireeognise you both :
father and son,
It seems. Count, I have heard that you, or
yours,
Have lately been in search of m e: I am
here.
Sieg. I have sought you, and have found
you: you are charged
(Your own heart may inform you why) with
such
A crime as---- [He pauses.
Gab.
Give it utterance, and then
l ’li meet the consequences.
Sieg.
You shall do so—
Unless---Gab.
First, who accuses me ?
Sieg.
All things,
I f not all men: the universal rumour—
My own presence on the spot—the place—the
time—
And every speck of circumstance unite
To fix the blot on you.
Gab.
And on me only t
Pause ere you answer: is no other name
Save mine, stain’d in this business ?
Sieg.
Trifling villain !
Who play’st with thine own guilt! Of all
that breathe
Thou hest dost know the innocence of him
’Gainst whom thy breatli would blow thy
bloody slander.
But I will talk no further with a wretcli,
Further than justice asks. Answer at once,
And witkout quibbling, to my charge.
Gab.
’Tis false!
Sieg. Who says so ?
Gab.
I.
Sieg.
And how disprove it ?
Gab.
By
The presence of the murderer.
Sieg.
Name him.
Gab.
He
May have more ñames than one. Your lordship had so
Once on a time.
Sieg.
I f you mean me, I dare
Your utmost.
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Gab.
You may do so, and in safety;
I know the assassin.
Sieg.
Where is he ?
Gab. (pointing to U l r i c ).
Beside you!
[ U l r i c rushes forward to attack Ga b o r ; S i e g e n d o r f interposes.
Sieg. Liar and fiend ! but you shall not he
slain;
These walls are mine, and you are safe
within them.
(He turna to U l r i c .
Ulric, repel this calumny, as I
Will do. I avow it is a growth so monstrous,
I could not deem it earth-born: hut he calm;
It will refute itself. But touch him not.
[ U l r i c endeavours to compose himself.
Gab. Look at him, count, and then hear
me.
Sieg. (first to G a b o r , and then looking at
U l r i c ).
I hear thee.
My God ! you look---Ulr.
How ? .
Sieg.
As on that dread niglit,
When we met in the garden.
Ulr. (composes himself). It is nothing.
Gab. Count, you are bound to hear me. I
carne hither
Not seeking you, hut sought. When I knelt
down
Amidst the people in the church, I dream’d
not
To find the beggar’d Werner in the seat
Of senators and princes; but you have call’d
me,
And we have met.
Sieg.
Go on, sir.
Gab.
Ere I do so,
Allow me to inquire, who profited
By Stralenheim’s death ? Was ’t I —as poor
as ever;
And poorer hy suspicion on my name !
The barón lost in that last outrage neitlier
Jewels nor gold; his life alone was sought,—
A life which stood between the claims of
others
To honours and estates scarce less than
princely.
Sieg. These liints, as vague as vain,
attach no less
To me than to my son.
Gab.
I can’t help that.
But let the consequence alight on him
Who feels himself the guilty one among us.
I speak to you, Count Siegendorf, because
I know you innocent, and deem you just.
But ere I can proceed—dare you protect me ?
Dare you command me ?
[ S i e g e n d o r f /trs f looks at tile Hungarian,
and then at U l r i c , who fia s unbuckled
his sabre, and is drawing Unes with it
on the jloor—still in its sheath.
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Ulr. (looks at his father, and tsays,) Let tbe
mau go on !
Gab. I am unarm’d, count—bid your son
lay down
His sabre.
Ulr. (offers it to him contemptuously). Take it.
Gab.
No, sir, ’tis enougli
That we are botb unarm’d—I would not
cboose
To wear a Steel whieh may be stain’d with
more
Blood than came tbere in battle.
Ulr. (casts t'he sabre from him in contem.pt).
It—or some
Suck other weapon, in my band—spared
yours
Once, wben disarm’d and at my mercy.
Gab.
True—
I bave not forgotten i t : you spared me for
Your own especial purpose—to sustain
An ignominy not my own.
Ulr.
Proceed.
Tbe tale is doubtless wortby tbe relater.
But is it of my fatber to hear furtber ?
[T o SlEGENDORF.
Sieg. (takes his son by the nand). My son, I
know my own innocence, and donbt
not
Of yours—but I bave promised tbis mau
patience;
Let bim continue.
Gab.
I will not detain you,
By speaking of myself mucb: I began
Life early—and am wbat tbe world bas made
me.
At Frankfort on tbe Oder, wbere I pass’d
A winter in obscurity, it was
My chance at several places of resort
(Which I frequented sometimes, but not
often)
To bear related a strange circumstance
In February last. A martial forcé,
Sent by tbe state, bad, after strong resistance,
Secured a band of desperate men, supposed
Marauders from the hostile camp.—Tbey
proved,
However, not to be so—but banditti,
Wbom eitber accident or enterprise
Had carried from their usual haunt—tbe
forests
Wbicb skb't Bohemia—even into Lusatia.
Many amongst them were reported of
Higb rank—and martial law slept for a
time.
At last tbey were escorted o’er tbe frontiers,
And placed beneath tbe civil jurisdiction
Of tbe free town of Frankfort. Of their fate
I know no more.
Sieg.
And wbat is tbis to Ulric ?

[Act V.

Gab. Amongst them tbere was said to be
one man
Of wonderful endowments:—birtk and for
tune,
Youtb, strengtb, and beauty, almost super kuman,
And courage as unrivall’d, were proclaim’d
His by tbe públic rumour; and bis sway,
Not only over bis associates, but
His judges, was attributed to witcbcraft,
Sucb was bis influence: I bave no great
faitb
In any magic save tbat of tbe mine—
I tberefore deem’d bim wealtby.—But my
soul
Was roused with various feebngs to seek out
Tbis prodigy, if only to bebold bim.
Sieg. And did you so ?
Gab.
You ’ll bear. Chance favour’d m e:
A popular atïray in tbe públic square
Drew crowds together—it was one of tbose
Occasions wbere men’s souls look out of
them,
And show them as tbey are—even in their
faces:
Tbe moment my eye met bis, I exclaim’d,
“ Tbis is tbe man! ” tbougb be was then, as
since,
With tbe nobles of tbe city. I felt sure
I bad not err’d, and watcb’d bim long and
nearly;
I noted down bis form—bis gestare—features,
Stature, and bearing—and amidst them all,
’Midst every natural and acquired distinetion,
I could discern, metbougbt, tbe assassin’s
eye
And gladiator’s heart.
Ulr. (amiling).
Tbe tale sounds well.
Gab. And may sound better.—He appear’d to me
One of tbose beings to wbom Fortune bends
As sbe dotli to tbe daring—and on wbom
Tbe fates of otliers oft depeud; besides,
An indeseribable sensation drew me
Near to tbis man, as if my point of fortune
Was to be fix’d by him.—There I was wrong.
Sieg. And may not be right uow.
Gab.
'
I follow’d him,
Solicited bis notice—and obtain’d it—
Tbougli not bis friendsbip it was bis
tention
To leave the city privately—we left it
Together—and together we arrived
In the poor town wbere Werner was conceal’d,
And Stralenlieim was succour’d---- Now we
are on
Tbe verge—dare you bear furtber ?

:—
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Sieg.
.
I must do so—
Or I bave beard too mucb.
Gab.
I saw in you
A man above bis station—and if not
So higb, as now I find you, in my then
Conceptions, ’t was Ibat I bad rarely seen
Men sucb as you appear’d in beigbt of mind,
In tbe most higb of worldly rank; you were
Poor, even to all save rags: I would bave
shared
My purse, tbougb slender, with you—you
refused it.
Sieg. Dotk my refusal make a debt to
you,
Tbat tbus you urge it ?
Gab.
Still you owe me sometking,
Tbougb not for tbat; and I owed you my
safety,
At least my seeming safety, wben the slaves
Of Stralenlieim pursued me on tbe grounds
That / bad robb’d bim.
Sieg.
/ conceal’d you—I,
Wbom and wbose bouse you arraign, reviving viper!
Gab. I accuse no man—save in my defence.
You, count, bave made yourself accuser—
judge:
Your ball s my coürt, your heart is my
tribunal.
Be just, and d ’U be merciful!
Sieg.
You merciful?—
You ! Base calumniator 1
Gab.
I. ’T will rest
With me at last to be so. You conceal’d
me—
In secret passages known to yourself,
You said, and to none else. At dead of
niglit,
Weary with watebing in tbe dark, and dubious
Of tracing back my way, I saw a glimmer,
Througk distant cranuies, of a twinkling
ligbt:
I follow’d it, and reach'd a door—a secret
Portal—wbicb open’d to tbe chamber, wbere,
With cautious band and slow, having first
uudone
As mucb as made a crevice of the fastening,
I look’d througk and beheld a puiple bed,
And on it Stralenlieim !—
Sieg.
Asleep ! And yet
You slew bim !—Wretcli!
Gab.
He was already slain,
And bleeding like a sacrifice. My own
Blood became ice.
Sieg.
But be was all alone!
You saw none else? You did not see tbe—-—
Se pauses from agitation.
Gab.
No,
Se, wbom you daré not ñame, nor even I
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Scarce dare to recollect, was not then in
Tbe chamber.
Sieg. (to U l r i c ). Then, my boy! thou art
guiltless still—
Thou bad’st me say I was so once—Oh! now
Do thou as mucb!
Gab.
Be patient! I can not,
Recede now, tbougb it sliake tbe very walls
Wbicb frown above us. You remember,— or
I f not, your son does,—tbat tbe locks were
changed
Beneath his cliief inspeetion on tbe morn
Wbicb led to tbis same night: how be liad
enter’d
He best lmows—but witbin an antechamber,
Tbe door of wbicb was lialf ajar, I saw
A man wko wasb’d bis bloody liands, and oft
With stern and anxious glance gazed back
upon
Tbe bleeding body—but it moved no more.
Sieg. Oh! God of fatkers!
Gab.
I beheld bis features
As I see yours—but yours tliey were not,
tbougb
Resembling them—bebold them in Count
Ulric’s !
Distinet as I beheld them, tbougb tbe expression
Is not now wbat it then was !—but it was so
Wben I first eharged bim with tbe crime—
so lately.
Sieg. Tbis is so---Gab. (interrupting him). Nay—but bear
me to tbe end 1
Now you must do so—I conceived myself
Betray’d by you and him (for now I saw^
Tbere was some tie between you) into this
Pretended den of refuge, to become
Tbe victim of your guilt; and my first
thought
Was vengeance : but, tbougb arm’d with a
short poniard
(Havbig left my sword witbout), I was no
match
For bim at any time, as bad been proved
Tbat mornnig—eitber in address or forcé.
I turn’d and fled—i’ tbe dark: chance rather
tbau
Skill made me gain the secret door of tbe
ball,
, ,
And tbence tbe chamber wbere you slept:
Had found you loáking, Heaven alone can teli
Wbat vengeance and suspicion migkt bave
prompted;
But ne’er slept guilt as Werner slept lliat
niglit.
Sieg. And yet I bad liorrid dreams! and
sucb brief sleep,
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[Act V.

Why ditlst thou spare me ? I dreamt of my
Sieg. (points to .Dlkic ’s sabre, still upon
father—
the ground).
Take also that—
And now my dream is out!
I saw you oye it eagerly, and liim
Gab.
’Tis not my fault, Distrustfully.
I f I have read it.—Well 1 I lled and hid me—
Gab. (takes np the sabre). I w ill; and so
Chance led me liere after so many moons—
provide
And show’d me Werner in Count Siegendorf! To sell my life—not cheaply.
Werner, whom I liad sought in liuts in vain,
[G abor goes into the turret, which
Inhabited tlie palace of a sovereign !
SIEGENDORF closes.
You souglit me and have found me—now you
Sieg. (advances to U l iiic ). N ow, Count
know
J
U lric!
My secret, and may weigli its worth.
For son I daré not cali thee—What say'st
Sieg. (after a pause).
Indeed !
thou ?
Gab. Is it 1-evenge or justice which in
Ulr. His tale is true.
spires
Sieg.
True, monster!
Your meditation ?
Ulr.
_
Most true, father!
Sieg.
Neitlier—I was weigliing
And you did well to listen to i t : what
The valué of your secret.
We know, we can provide against. He must
Gab.
Yon sliall know it Be silenced.
At once:—Wlien you were poor, and I, thougli
Sieg.
Ay, with half of my domains;
poor,
And with the other half, could he and thou
Eicli enougli to relieve sucli poverty
Unsay this villany.
As might have envied mine, I offer’d you
Ulr.
It is no time
My purse—you would not sliare i t I ’ll be For trifling or dissembling. I have said
franker
His story’s true; and he too must be
With you :_you are wealtliy, noble, trusted by
silenced
The imperial powers—you understand m e»
Sieg. How so ?
Sieg.
_
Yes.
Ulr.
As Stralenheim is. Are you
Gab. Not quite. You think me venal, and
so dull
scarce true:
As never to have hit on this before ?
’T is no less true, liowever, that my fortunes When we met in the garden, what except
Have rnade me both at present. You shall Discovery in the act could inake me know
aid m e:
His death? Or had the prince’s household
I.would have aided you—and also have
been
Been somewhat damaged in my ñame to save Then summon’d, would the cry for the pólice
Yours and your son’s. Weig'h well what I Been left to such a stranger ? Or should I
have said.
Have loiter’d on the way? Or could yon,
Sieg. Daré you await the event of a few
Werner,
minutes’
The object of the baron’s bate and fears,
Deliberation ?
Have fled, unless by many an hour before
Gab. (casts his eges on Umic, who is leaning Suspicion woke ? I sought and fathom’d you,
against a pillar). If I should do so ?
Doubting if you were false or feeble: I
Sieg. I pledge my life for yours. With- Percéived you were the latter: and yet so
draw into
Confiding have I found you, that I doubted
This tower. _
f Operis a turret door. At times your weakness.
Gab. (hesitatingly). This is the second
Sieg.
Parricide! no less
safe asylum
Than common stabber! What deed of my
You have offer’d me.
life,
Sieg.
And was not the first so ? Or thought of mine, could make you deem
Gab. I know not that even now—but will
me fit
approve
For your accomplice ?
The 'second. I have still a further shield.—
Ulr.
Father, do not raise
I did not enter Prague alone; and should Ï
The devil you cannot lay between us. This
Be put to rest with Stralenheim, tliere are
Is time for unión and for action, not
Some tongues without will wag in my bekalf. For family disputes. While you were tor
Be brief in your decisión 1
turad,
Sieg. ^
I will be so.—
Could I be calm ? Think you that I have
My Word is sacred and irrevocable
lieard
Within these walls, but it extends no further. This fellow’s tale without some feeling?—
Gab. I ’ll take it for so much.
You

Scene I.]
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Have taught me feeling for you and myself;
For whom or what else did you ever
teach it ?
Sieg. Oh! my dead fatlier’s curse! ’t is
working now.
Ulr. Let it work on! the grave will keep
it down!
Asiles are feeble foes: it is more easy
To baffle such, than countermine a mole,
Which winds its blind but living path beneath
you.
Yet hear me still!—I f you condemn me, yet
Remember who hath taught me once too
often
To listen to him ! TIlio proelaim’d to me
That there were crimes made venial by the
occasion ?
That passion was our nature ? that the goods
Of Heaven waited on the goods of fortune ?
Who show’d me his humanity secured
By his nerves only ? Who deprived me of
AU power to vindicate myself and race
In open day ? By his disgrace which stamp’d
(It might be) bastardy on me, and on
Himself—a felón's braud ! The man who is
At once both warm and weak invites to
deeds
He longs to do, but daré not. Is it strange
That I should act what you could think ?
We have done
With right and wrong: and now must only
ponder
Upon effects, not causes. Stralenheim,
Whose life I saved from impulse, as, unknoicn,
I would have saved a peasant’s or a dog’s,
I slew
Known as our foe—but not from vengeance.
He
Was a rock in our way which I cut through,
As dotli the bolt, because it stood between us
And our true destination—but not iclly.
As stranger I preserved him, and he owed me
His life : when due, I but resumed the debt.
He, you, and I stood o’er a gulf wherein
I have plunged our enemy. You kindled first
The torch—you show’d the path: now trace
me that
Of safety—or let me !
Sieg.
I bave done with life !
Ulr. Let us have done with that which
cankers life—■
Familiar feuds and vain recriminations
Of tliings which cannot be undone. We have
No more to learn or hide: I know no fear,
And have within these very walls men who
(Although you know them not) dare venture
all tliings.
You stand high with the state; what passes
here

Will not excite lier too great curiosity :
Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye,
Stir not, and speak not;—leave the rest
to me:
We must have no third habhlers tlirust
between us.
[E x it U lk ic .
Sieg. (solus). Am I awake ? are these my
fathers’ halls ?
And yon—my son ? My son ! mine! who
have ever
Abhorr'd botli mystery and blood, and yet
Am plunged into the deepest hell of both!
I must he speedy, or more will be shed—
The Hungarian’s!—IJlric—he hatli partisans,
It seems: I might have guess’d as much. Oh
fool!
Wolves prowl in company. He hath the key
(As I too) of the opposite door which leads
Into the turret. Now then 1 or once more
To be the father of fresh crimes, no less
Than of the criminal! Ho ! Gabor 1 Gabor!
[E x it into the turret, closing tlie
door after him.

Scene II.
The Interior of the Turret.
Gabor and Siegendorf .

Gab. Who calis ?
Sieg.
I —Siegendorf! Take these and
«y !
Lose not a moment!
[Tears ojf a diamond star and other
jewels, and thrusts them into Gabor’ s
hand.
Gab.
What am I to do
With these?
Sieg.
Whate’er you w ill: sell them,
or lioard,
And prosper; but delay not, or you are lost!
Gab. You pledged your honour for my
safety!
Sieg.
And
Must'thus redeem it. F ly ! I am not master,
It seems, of my own castle—of my own
Retainers—nay, even of these very walls,
Or I would bid them fall and crush me! Fly!
Or you will be slain by----Gab.
Is it even so ?
Farewell, then! Recollect, liowever, count,
You sought this fatal interview !
Sieg.
.
I dkt:
Let it not be more fatal still!—Begone !
Gab. By the same path I enter’d ?
Sieg.
Yes; that’s safe still;
But loiter not in Prague;—you do not know
With whom you have to deai.

1,1
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[Act V. Scene II.

Gab.
I know too well—
And knew it ere yourself, unhappy sire!
Farewell!
[E x it G abor.
Sieg. (solus and listening). He hath clear’d
the staircase. A li! I liear
The door sound loud behind him! He is
safe!
Safe!—Oh, my father’s spirit!—I am faint—
[lie. leans down upon a stone seat, near
the wall o f the tower, in a drooping
posture.

And would you ne’er liad borne the useless
líame!
Where will you go? I would not send you
forth
Witliout protection.
Ulr.
Leave that unto me.
I am not alone; ñor merely the vain heir
Of your domains; a thousand, ay, ten thousand
Swords, hearts, and hands are mine.
Sieg.
The foresters!
With wliom the Hungarian found you first
Enter TJl b i c , with others armed, and with
at Frankfort!
toeapons drawn.
Ulr. Yres—men—who are worthy of the
ülr. Despatch I—he ’s there!
líame! Go tell
Lxtd.
The count, my lord! Your senators that they look well to Trague;
Ulr. (recognising Siegendoef ). Y ou here, Their feast of peace was early for the times;
sir!
There are more spirits abroad than have
Sieg. Yes; if you want another victim,
been laid
strike!
AYith Wallenstein!
Ulr. (seeing him stript ofhisjewels). Where
is the ruffian who hath plunder’d you ?
Enter Josephine and I da .
Vassals, despatch in search of him ! You see
’T was as I said—the wretch hath stript my
Jos. _
What is’t we hear? My
father
Siegendorf!
Of jewels which might form a prince’s lieir- Thank Heaven, I see you safe !
loom!
Sieg.
Safe!
Away ! I ’ll follow you forthwith.
Ida.
Yes. dear father í
[Exeunt a llbut Siegendoef (w ü U lk ic .
Sieg. No, no; I llave no children: never
_
What ’s tliis ?
more
Where is the villain ?
Cali me by that worst líame of parent.
Sieg.
There are fwo, sir: which
Jos.
What
Are you in quest of ?
Means my good lord ?
Ulr.
Let us hear no more
Sieg.
That you have giveu birth
Of this: he must he found. You have not To a demon !
let him
Ida (taking U le ic ’ s liand). Wlio shall
Escape ?
daré say this of Ulric ?
Sieg. He ’s gone.
Sieg. Ida, beware! there’s hlood upon
ülr.
With your connivance ?
that liand.
Sieg.
With
Ida (stooping to hiss it). I ’d kiss it off,
My fullest, freest aid.
though it were mine.
Ulr.
Then fare you well!
Sieg.
It is so!
[U lric is going.
Ulr. Away ! it is your .father’s !
Sieg.
Stop ! I commaud—entreat—im[E xit U leic .
. plore ! Oh, U lric!
Ida.
Oh, great God !
Will you then leave me ?
And I have loved tliis man !
Ulr.
What! remain to be
[ I da falls senseless—J osephine stands
Denounced—dragg’d, it may be, in chains;
speechless with horror.
and all
Sieg.
The wretcli hath slain
By your inherent weakness, half-humauity,
Them both !—My Josephine! we are now
Selfish remorse, and temporisiug pity,
alone!
That sacrifices your whole race to save
Would we liad ever been so !—All is over
A wreteh to profit by our ruin! No, count,
For me !—Now open wide, my sire, thy grave;
Henceforth you have no son !
Thy curse hath dug it deeper for thy son
Sieg.
I never liad one; In mine ¡—The race of Siegendorf is past!
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Ce l l in i .

PART I.
Scene I.—A Forest.
Enter

A

bno ld

and his mother B e k t i i a .

Bert. Out, hunchback!
Am.
I was born so, mother!
Bert.
Thou incubus ! Tliou nightmare! Of seven
sons,
The solé abortion!
Arn.
Would that I liad been so,
And never seen the light 1
Bert.
I would so too !
But as thou hast—henee, henee— and do thy
best!
That baek of thino may hear its burtlien; tis
More high, if not so broad as that of others.
Arn. It bears its burthen;—but, my heart!
Will it
.
Sustain that which you lay upon it, mother ?
I love, or, at the least, I loved you: nothiug
Save you, in nature, can love auglit like me.
Yrou nursed me—do not kill me !
Bert.
Yes—I nursed thee,
Because thou wert my first-born, and I knew
not
If there would he another unlike thee,

B erth a .
Ol im p ia .

Spirits, Soldiers, Citizens oj Home, Prioste,
Peasants, &c.

That monstrous sport of nature. But get
henee,
And gather wood!
Arn.
I w ill: but when I brmg it,
Speak to me kindly. Though my brotliers
are
So beautiful and lusty, and as free
As the free díase they folloiv, do not spurn
me;
Our milk lias been the same.
Bert.
As is the hedgehog’s,
Which sucks at midnight from the wliolesoine
dam
Of the young bull, until the milkmaid finds
The nipple next day sore and udder dry.
Cali not thy brotliers brethren! Cali me not
Mother; for if I brouglit thee forth, it was
As foolish hens at times hatch vipers, by
Sitting upon strange eggs. Out, urcliin, out!
[ Exit B erth a .
Arn. (solus). Olí, motlier !---- She is gone,
and I must do
Her hidding;—wearily but willingly
I would fulfil it, could I only hope
A kind word in return. Wliat shall I do ?
[ A r n o l d begins to cut wood: in doing
this he wounds one o f his hands.
My labour for the day is over now.
Accursetl be tliis bloocl that flows so fast;
For double curses will be my meed now
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At lióme—Wliat home ? I have no home, no
kin,
No kiud—not made like other creatures, or
To share their sports or pleasures. Must I
bleed, too,
Like tliem ? OH, that each drop which falls
to earth
Would rise a snake to sting tliem, as tliey
have stung me !
Or that the devil, to whom tliey liken me,
Would aid his likeness ! I f I must partake
His form, why not his power ? Is it because
I have not his will too ? l'or one kind word
From lier who bore me would still reconcile me
Even to this hateful aspect. Let me wash
The wound.
[A rnold (joes to a spring, and stoops to
wash his hand: he starts back.
Tliey are right; and Nature’s mirror shows me
What she hath made me. I will not look on it
Again, and scarce dare think on’t. Hideous
wretch
That I am ! The very wàters mock me with
My liorrid shadow—like a demon placed
Deep in the fountain to scare baek the cattle
From drinkhig therein.
And sliall
A borden to the earth, myself, and sliame
Unto what brought meintolife ! Tliou blood,
Which flow’st so freely from a scratch, let me
Try if tliou wilt not in a fuller stream.
Pour forth my woes for ever with thyself
On earth, to which I will restore at once
This hateful compound of her àtoms, and
Besolve back to her elements, and take
The shape of any reptile save myself,
And make a world for myriads of new worms!
This knife ! now let me prove if it will sever
This wither’d slip of nature’s nightsliade—my
Vile form—from the creation, as it hath
The green bough from the forest.
[A knold places the lcnife in tlie ground,
with the point upwards.
Now ’tis set,
And I can fall upon it. Yet one glanee
On the fair day, which sees no foul thing like
Myself, and the sweet sun which warm’d me,
but
I 11 vain. The birds—liow joyously they sing!
So let them, for I would not be lamented:
But let their merriest notes be Arnold’s knell;
The fallen leaves my monument; the murmur
Of the near fountain my sole elegy.
Now, knife, stand firmly, as I fain would fa ll!
[As he rushes to throw himself upon the
lcnife,his eye is suddenly caught by the
fountain, which seems in motion.
The fountain moves without a wind: but sliall
The ripple of a spring cliange my resolve ?
No. Yet it moves again ! The wàters stir,

[Part I.

Not as with air, but by some subterrane
And rocking power of the infernal world.
What’sliere? A m ist! No more?—
[A cloud comes from the fountain. Ile
stands gazing upon i t : it is dispelled,
and a tall black man comes towards him.
Arn.
What would you ? Speak !
Spirit or mau ?
Stran.
As man is both, why not
Say both in one ?
Aní.
Your form is man’s, and yet
You may be devil.
Stran.
So many men are that
Which is so call’d or thouglit, that you may
add me
To which you please, without much wrong
to eitlier.
But come: you wish to kill yourself;—pursue
Your purpose.
Arn.
You have interrupted me.
Stran. What is that resolution which can
e’er
Be interrupted ? I f it be the devil
You deem, a single moment would have
made you
Mine, and for ever, by your suicide;
And yet my eoming saves you.
Arn.
I said not
You were the demon, but that your approaeh
Was like one.
Stran.
Unless you keep company
With him (and you seem scarce used to such
high
Society), you can’t teli liow he approaches;
And for his aspect, look upon the fountain,
And then 011 me, and judge which of us twain
Looks likest what the boors believe to be
Their cloveu-footed terror.
Arn.
_
Do you—dare you
To taunt me with my born deformity ?
Stran. Were I to taunt a buffalo with this
Cloven foot of thine, or the swift dromedary
With thy sublime of humps, the animals
Would revel in the compliment. And yet
Both beings are more swift, more strong,
more mighty
In action and endurance tlian thyself,
And all the fierce and fair of the same kind
With thee. Thy form is natural: twas only
Nature’s mistaken largess to bestow
The gifts which are of others upon man.
Arn. Give me the strength then of the
buffalo’s foot,
Wlien he spurs high the dust, beholding his
Near enemy; or let me have the long
And patient swiftness of the desert-ship,
The helmless dromedary!—and I ’11bear
Thy fiendish sarcasm with a saintly patience.
Stran. I will.
Arn. (with surprise). Thou canst f
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Stran. Perhaps. Would you auglit else?
Arn. Thou mockest me.
Stran.
Not I. Why should I mock
What all are mocking? That’s poor sport,
methinks.
To talk to thee in human language (for
Thou canst not yet speak mine), the forester
Hunts not the wretched coney, but the boar,
Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game
To petty burghers, who leave once a year _
Their walls,tofilltheirhouseholdcaldronswith
Such scullion prey. The meanest gibe at
thee,—
Now I can mock the miglitiest.
Arn.
Then waste not
Thy time on m e: I seek thee not.
stran.
Your tlioughts
Are not far from me. Do not send me back:
I ’m not so easily recall’d to do
Good Service.
Arn.
What wilt thou do for me ?
Stran.
.
.
Change
Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so
irks you;
Or form you to your wish in any shape.
Arn. Oh 1 then you are indeed the demon,
for
Nought else would wittingly wear mine.
Stran.
l ’li show thee
The brightest which the world e’er bore, and
give thee
. Thy choice.
Arn.
On what condition ?
Stran.
There ’s a question!
An hour ago you would have given your soul
To look like other men, and now you pause
To wear the form of heroes.
Arn.
N o ; I will not.
I must not compromise my soul.
Stran.
What soul,
Worth naming so, would dwell in such a
carcass ?
Arn. ’Tis an aspiring one, whate’er the
tenement
In which it is mislodged. But name your
compact:
Must it be sign’d in blood ?
Stran.
Not in your own.
Arn. Whose blood then ?
Stran.
We will talk of that hereafter.
But I ’ll he moderate with you, for I see
Great things withiu you. You sliall have no
bond
But your own will.nocontractsave yourdeeds.
Are you content ?
Arn.
I take thee at thy word.
Stran. Now then 1
[The Stranger approaches the fountain,
and turns to A rnold .
A little of your blood.
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Arn.
For what ?
Stran. To mingle with the magic of the
waters,
And make the charm effective.
Arn. (holding out his wounded arm). Take
it all.
Stran. Not now. A few drops will suffice
for this.
[ The Stranger takes some o f A knold ’s
blood in his hand, and casts it into
the fountain.
Shadows of beauty!
Shadows of power!
Bise to your duty—
This is the hour!
Walk lovely and pliant
From the deptli of this fountain,
As the cloud-shapen giant
Bestrides the Hartz Mountain.
Come as ye were,
That our eyes may beliold
The model in air
Of the form I will mould,
Briglit as the Iris
When ether is spann’d
Such his desire is, [Pointing to A rnold .
Such my command !
Demons heroic—
Demons who wore
The form ’of the stoic
Or sophist of yore—
Or the shape of each victor,
From Macedón’s boy,
To each high Boman’s picture,
WI10 breathed to destroy—
Shadows of beauty I
Shadows of power!
Up to your duty—
This is the hour !
[Various phantoms arise from the wa
ters, andpass in succession before the
Stranger and A rnold .
Arn. What do I see ?
Stran.
The black-eyed Boman, with
The eagle’s beak between those eyes which
ne’er
Beheld a conqueror, or loolt’d along
The land he made not Eome’s, while Bome
became
His, and all theirs who heir’d his very
name.
Arn. The phantom’s bald; my quest is
beauty. Could I
Inherit but his fame with his defects I
Stran. His brow was girt with laureis
more tlian liairs.
You see his aspect—choose it, or reject.
I can but promise you his form; his fame
Must he long sought and fought for.
Arn.
I will fight, too.
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But not as a mock Ciesar. Let llim pass;
His aspect may be fair, but suits me not.
Stran. Tben you are far more difficult to
please
Tban Cato’s sister, or than Brutus’s mother,
Or Cleopatra at sixteen—an age
Wken love is not less in the eye than heart.
But be it so I Shadow, pass on !
f The phantomofJulius Ocesardisappears.
Arn.
And can it
Be, tliat tbe man wbo sbook the earth is
gone,
And left no footstep ?
Stran.
There you err. His substance
Left graves enough, and woes enough, and
fame
More than enough to track his memory;
But for liis shadow, ’t is no more than yours,
Except a little longer and less crook’d
l ’ the sun. Behold anotlier!
[A second phantom passes.
Arn.
Who is lie ?
Stran. He was the fairest and the bravest
of
Athenians. Look upon him well.
Arn.
He is
More lovely than the last. How beautiful I
Stran. _ Such was the curled son of
Clinias;—Wouldst thou
Invest thee with his form ?
Arn.
Would that I had
Been born with i t ! But since I may choose
further,
I will look further.
[The shade o f Alcibiadesdisappears.
Stran.
Lo! behold again!
Arn. What I that low, swarthy, shortnosed, round-eyed satyr,
With the wide nostrils and Süenus’ aspect,
The splay feet and low stature! I had better
Remain tliat which I am.
Stran.
And yet he was
The earth’s perfection of all mental beauty,
And personitication of all virtue.
But you reject him ?
Arn.
I f his form could bring me
That which redeem’d it—no.
Stran.
I have no power
To promise that; but you may try, and find it
Easier in such a form, or in your own.
Arn. No. I was not born for philosophy,
Though I have that about me which has
need on’t.
Let him fleet on.
Stran. ^ Be air, thou hemlock-drinkerI
[The shadow o f Socrates disappears:
another ríses.
Arn. What’s here? whose broad brow
and whose curly beard
And manly aspect look like Hercules,

[Part i,

Save that his jocund eye hath more of
Bacchus
Than the sad purger of the infernal world,
Leaning dejected on his club of conquest,
As if he knew the worthlessness of tliose
For whom he had fouglit.
Stran.
It was the man who lost
The aneieut world for love.
Arn.
I cannot blame him,
Since I have risk’d my soul because I fimí
not
That which he exchanged the earth for.
Stran.
Since so far
You seem congenial, will you wear his
featui'es ?
Arn. No. As you leave me choice, I am
difficult,
I f but to see the heroes I should ne’er
Have seen else on tliis side of the dim sliore
AVhence they ñoat back before us.
Stran.
Henee, triumvir,
Thy Cleopatra ’s waiting.
[The shade o f Antony disappears:
another rises.
Arn.
AVlio is this ?
AVlio truly looketh like a demigod,
Blooming and bright, with golden hair, and
stature,
I f not more high than mortal, yet immortal
In ali that nameless bearing of his limbs,
AATiich he wears as the sun his rays—a something
AArhich shines from him, and yet is but the
flashing
Emanation of a thing more glorious stili.
AVas he e'er human only ?
Stran.
Let the earth speak,
If there be atoms of him left, or even
Of the more solid gold that form’d his urn.
Arn. Who was this glory of mankind ?
Stran. ^
The shame
Of Greece in peace, lier thunderbolt in war—
Demetrius the Macedonian, and
Taker of cities.
Arn.
Yet one shadow more.
Stran. (addressing the shadow). Get thee
to Lamia’s lap!
[The shade o f Demetrius Poliorcetes
vanishes: another rises.
I ’11fit you stili,
Fear not, my hunchback: if the shadows of
That which existed please not your nice taste,
I '11 animate the ideal marble, till
Your soul be reconciled to lier new garment.
Arn. Content! I will fix here.
Stran.
I must commend
Your choice. The god-like son of the sea>
goddess,
The unshorn boy of Peleus, with his locks
As beautiful and ciear as the amber waves
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Of rich Pactolus, roll’d o’er sands of gold,
Soften’d by intervening crystal, and
Rippled like flowing waters by the wind,
All vow’d to Sperchius as they were—behold
tliem!
And him—as he stood by Polixena,
AVitli sanction’d and with soften’d love, before
The altar, gazing on his Trojan bride,
With some remorse within for Hector slain
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep
passion
For the sweet downcast virgin, whose youug
hand
Trembled in his who slew lier brother. So
He stood i ’ the temple! Look upon him as
Greece look’d lier last upon lier best, the
instant
Ere Paris’ arrow flew.
¿n i.
I gaze upon him
As if I were his soul, whose forra shall soon
Envelope mine.
Stran.
You have done well. Thegreatest
Deformity should only barter with
The extremest beauty, if the proverb’s trae
O f mortals, that extremes meet.
Arn.
Come! Be quick!
I am impatient.
Stran.
As a youtliful beauty
Before her glass. You both see what is not,
But dream it is what must be.
Arn.
Must I wait ?
Stran. N o ; that were a pity. But a word
or two :
His stature is twelve cubits ; would you so far
Outstep these times, and be a Titan ? Or
(To talk canonically) wax a son
Of Anale ?
Am.
AATiy not ?
Stran.
Glorious ambition!
I love thee most in dwarfs! A mortal of
Philistine stature would have gladly pared
His own Goliath down to a slight David:
But thou, my manikin, wouldst soar a show
Rather than hero. Thou slialt be indulged,
I f such be thy desire; and yet, by being
A little less removed from present men
In figure, thou canst sway tliem more; for all
Would rise against thee now, as if to liunt
A new-found mammoth: and their cursed
engines,
Their culverins, and so fortli, would find way
Through our friend’s armour there, with
greater ease
Than the adulterer’s arrow through his heel,
Which Thetis had forgotten to baptizo
In Styx.
Arn.
Tlien let it be as thou deem’st best.
Stran. Thou slialt be beauteous as the
thing thou seest,
And strong as what it was, and-----
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Arn.
I ask not
For valour, since deformity is daring.
It is its essence to o'ertake mankind
By heart and soul, and make itself the
equal—
Ay, the superior of the rest. There is
A spur in its halt movements, to become
All that the otliers cannot, in such things
As stili are free to both, to compensate
For stepdame Nature’s avarice at first.
They woo with fearless deeds the smiles of
fortune,
And oft, like Timour the lame Tartar, win
tliem.
Stran. AArell spoken! and thou douhtless
wilt remain
Form’d as thou art. I may dismiss the mould
Of shadow, wllich must turn to flesh, to
incase
This daring soul, which could acliieve no less
AA'ithout it.
Arn.
Had no power presented me
The possibility of cliange, I would
Have done the best which spirit may to
make
Its way with all deformity’s dull, deadly
Discouraging weiglit upon me, like a mountain,
In feeling, on my heart as on my slioulders—
A hateful and unsiglitly molehifl, to
The eyes of happier men. I would have
look’d
On beauty in that sex which is the type
Of all we lniow or dream of beautiful
Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigli—
Not of love, hut despair; nor sought to win,
Though to a heart all love, what could not
love me
ln turn, because of this vile crooked clog,
AVhicli makes me lonely. Nay, I could have
borne
It all, had not my mother spurn’d me from
her.
The slie-bear licks her cubs into a sort
Of s lia p e m y dam belield my shape was
hopeless.
Had she exposed me, like the Spartan, ere
I knew the passionate part of life, I had
Been a clod of the valley,—happier notliing
Than what I am. But even thus, the lowest,
Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, what courage
And perseverance could have done, perchance
Had made me sometliing—as it has made
heroes
Of the same mould as mine. You lately saw
me
Master of my own life, and quick to quit i t ;
And he who is so is the master of
Whatever dreads to die.

6oo

Q0¿)ron’0 (JOodb.

Stran.
Decide between
What you liave been, or will be.
Arn.
I have done so.
You liave open’d brigbter prospects to my
eyes,
And sweeter to my lieart. As I am now,
I miglit be fear’d, admired, respected, loved
Of all save tliose next to me, of whom I
Would be loved. As tliou showest me
A clioice of fonns, I take tlie one I view.
Haste! liaste!
Stran.
And what sball I wear ?
Arn.
Surely, lie
Wko can command all fonns will choose tbe
liigbest,
Sometbing superior even to tbat which was
Pelides now before us. Perbaps his
Wko slew bim, tbat of Paris: or—still
higher—
The poet’s god, clotbed in sucb limbs as are
Themselves a poetry.
Stran.
Less will content me;
Por I, too, love a change.
. Arn.
Your aspect is
Dusky, but not uncomely.
Stran.
I f I cliose,
I miglit be whiter; but I liave a pencliant
For blaclt—it is so honest, and besides
Can neither blusli with sliarne nor pale witli
fear;
But I liave worn it long enougli of late,
And now I ’ll take your figure.
Arn.
Mine!
Stran.
Yes. You
Sball change with Thetis’ son, and I with
Bertha,
Your mother.’s offspring. People have their
tastes:
You have yours—I mine.
Arn.
Despatch! Despatch!
Stran.
Even so.
[The Stranger takes some earth and
moulds it along the turf, and then
addresses the phantom o f Achilles.
Beautiful sliadow
Of Thetis’s boy 1
Who sleeps in the meadow
Whose grass grows o’er Troy:
From the red earth, iike Adam,
Thy likeuess I shape,
As the being who made him,
Whose actions I ape.
Tliou clay, be all glowing,
Till the rose in his cheek
Be as fair as, wlien blowing
It wears its first streak 1
Yre violets, I scatter,
Nowiurn into eyes!
And thou, sunshiny water,
Of blood take the guise !

[Part i.

Let these hyacinth bouglis
Be his long flowing liair,
And wave o’er his brows
As thou wavest in air 1
Let his lieart be this marble
I tear from the rock !
But his voice as the warble
Of birds on yon oak 1
Let his flesli be the purest
Of inould, in which grew
The lily-root surest,
And drank the best dew!
Let his limbs be the liglitest
Which clay can compound,
And his aspect the brightest
On earth to be fouud!
Elements, near me,
Be mingled and stirr’d,
Know me, and liear me,
And leap to my word!
Sunbeams, awaken
This earth’s animation!
’T is done ! He liath taken
His stand in ereation!
[A rnoi.d fulls senselets; his soul passes
into the shape o f Achilles, which riscs
from the ground; wliile the phantom
has disappeared, part hj part, as the
figure vias formed from the earth.
Arn. (in his newform). I love, and I shall
be beloved ! Oh, life !
At last I feel thee i Glorious spirit!
Stran.
Stop!
What shall becomo of your abandon'd garment,
Yon liump, and lump, and clod of ugliness,
Which late you wore, or were ?
Arn.
Who cares ? Let wolves
And vultures take it, if tliey will.
Stran.
And if
They do, and are not scared by it, you’ll say
It must be peace-time, and no better fare
Abroad i’ the fields.
Arn.
Let us but leave it there
No matter what becomes on’t.
Stran.
Tliat's ungracious,
I f not ungrateful. Whatsoe'er it be,
It liath sustain’d your soul full niany a day.
Arn. Ay, as the dunghill ínay conceal a
gem
Which is now set in gold, as jewels should be.
Stran. But if I give anotker form, it must
be
By fair exchange, not robbery. Por they
Who make men without women’s aid have
long
Had patents for the same, and do not love
Your interlopers. The devil may take men,
Not make them,—thougli he reap the benefit
Of the original workmanskip: and tkerefore
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Stran.
To the world of shadows.
But let us tliread tlie present. Whitker wilt
thou ?
Arn. Must thou be my eompanion ?
Stran.
Wherefore not ?
Your betters keep worse company.
Arn.
My betters!
Stran. Oh! you wax proud, I see, of your
new form:
I ’mgladof tliat. Ungrateful too! That’swejl;
j°y
You
improve
apace;—two ckanges in an
Of this immortal change.
instant,
Stran.
In a few moments
And you are old in the world’s ways already.
I will be as you were, and you shall see
But bear with m e: indeed you ’ll find me
Yourself for cver by you, as your sliadow.
useful
Arn. I would be spared this.
Stran.
But it cannot be. Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounee
Where shall we now be errant ?
What! slirink already, being what you are,
Arn.
Where the world
From seeing what you were ?
Arn.
Do as thou wilt. Is tkickest, that I may behold it in
Stran. (to the late form o/ A rnold, extended Its workings.
Stran.
Tliat’s to say, where there is w»ar
on the earth).
And woman in activity. L et’s see!
Clay ! not dead, but soul-less I
Spain—Italy—the new Atlantic world—
Though no man would choose thee,
Afric, with all its Moors. In very trutli,
An immortal no less
There
is small choice: the whole race arc
Deigns not to refuse thee.
j ust now
Clay thou art; and unto spirit
Tugging as usual at each otlier's kearts.
AH clay is of equal merit.
Arn. I have lieard great tliings of Home.
Pire ! without which nouglit can liv e ;
Stran.
A goodly clioice—
Pire ! but in which nougkt can live,
And scarce a better to be found on earth,
Save the fabled salamander,
Since Sodom was put out. The field is wide
Or immortal souls which wander,
too;
l ’raying what doth not forgive,
Por now the Prank, and Hun, and Spanisli
Howling for a drop of water,
scion
Burning in a quencliless lot.
Of the old Vàndals, are at play along
F ire! the only element
Where nor fisk, beast, bird, nor worm, The sunny sliores of the world’s garden.
Arn.
How
Save tbe worm which dietli not,
SliaU we proceed ?
Can preserve a moment’s form,
Stran.
Like
gallants,
on
good
coursers.
But must with thyself be blent:
P ire ! man’s safeguard and his slaugkter: What, lio ! my cliargers! Never yet were
better,
Fh'e ! Creation’s first-born daughter,
Since Phaeton was upset into the Po.
And Destruction’s threaten’d son,
When heaveu with the world liath Our pages too 1
done:
Enter two Pagès, with four coal-black horses.
Fire! assist me to renew
Arn.
A noble siglit!
Life in what lies iu my view
Stran.
And of
Stiff and cold!
1-Iis resurrection rests with me and you ! A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary,
Or your Kocklini race of Araby,
One little, marsliy spark of Same—
With these!
And he again shall scem the same;
Arn.
The miglity steam, which volumes
But I his spirit’s place shall liold!
high
[A n ignis-fatuus flits through the wood
Prom
their
proud nostrils.burns the very air;
and rests on the brow o f the lody. The
And sparks of flamo, like dancing fire-flies,
Stranger disappears: the hody rises.
wheel
Arn. (in his new Jorm). Oh ! horrible !
Stran. (in A rnold’s late shape). W hat! Around their manes, as commou insects
swarm
tremblest thou ?
Eound common steeds towards sunset.
Arn.
Not so—
Stran.
Mount, my lord:
I merely sliudder. Where is fled the shape
They and I are your servitors.
Thou lately worest ?

Some one must be found to assume the shape
You have quitted.
Arn.
Who would do so ?
Stran.
Tbat I know not,
And tkerefore I must.
Arn.
Y ou !
Stran.
I said it ere
You inkabited your present dome of beauty.
Arn. True. I forget all tliings in the new
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Arn.
And these
Our dark-eyed pages—wbat may be their
ñames ?
Stran. You sball baptize tliem.
Arn.
W bat! in boly water ?
Stran. Wliy not ? The deeper sinner,
better saint.
Arn. They are beautiful, and cannot, sure,
be demons.
Stran. True; tbe devil ’s always ugly; and
yonr beauty
Is never diabolical.
Arn.
I ’ll call him
Who bears tbe golden born, and wears sncli
brigkt
And blooming aspeet, Huon ; for lie looks
Like to tbe lovely boy lost in tbe forest,
And never fonnd till now. And for tbe other
And darker, and more tbonghtfnl, wiio smiles
not,
But looks as serions tbongh serene as niglit,
He sball be Memnon, from tbe Etliiop king
Wbose statue turns a harper once a day.
And you ?
Stran. ^I kave ten tbousand ñames, and
' twice
As many attributes: but as I wear
A human sbape, will take a human líame.
Arn. More human tban tbe shape (tbongh
it was mine once)
I trust.
Stran. Then call me Ctesar.
Arn.
Why, that name
Belongs to empires, and lias been but borne
By tbe world’s lords.
Stran.
And therefore fittest for
Tbe devil in disguise—since so you deem
me,
Unless you call me pope instead.
Arn.
Well, then,
Cíesar tbou sbalt be. For myself, my name
Sball be plain Arnold still.
Cees.
W e’ll add a title—
Count Arnold:” it hatli no migracions
sound,
And will look well upon a billet-doux.
Arn. Or in an order for a battle-field.
Cas. (sings). To horse! to borse! my coalblack steed
Paws tbe ground, and snuffs tbe air !
Tbere’s not a foal of Arab’s breed
More knows wliom be must bear;
On tbe bilí be will not tire,
Swifter as it waxes bigber;
In tbe marsb lie will not slacken,
On tbe plain be overtaken;
In tbe wave be will not sink,
Ñor pause at tbe brook’s side to driük;
In tbe race be will not pant,
In tbe combat be ’ll not faint;
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On tbe stones be will not stumble,
Time nor toil sball make him bumble;
In tbe stall be will not stiiïen,
But be winged as a griffin,
Only flying witb bis feet:
And will not suck a voyage be sweet ?
Merrily 1 merrily ! never unsound,
Sball our bonny black borses skim over
tbe ground!
From tbe Alps to tbe Caucasus, ride we, or
fly !
For we Í1 leave tbem bebind in tbe glance of
an eye.
[They mount their horses, and disappear.
Scene II.
A Camp lefore the Walls o f Bonic.
A knold and C ^ sae .

Cas. Yon are well enter’d now.
Arn.
A y ; but my patb
Has been o’er carcasses : mine eyes are full
Of blood.
Cees. Then wipe tbem, and see clearly.
W hy!
Tbou art a conqueror; tbe chosen kniglit
And free companion of tbe gallant Bourbon,
Late constable of France: and now to be
Lord of tbe city whieh batb been earth’s lord
Under its emperors, and—changing sex,
Not sceptre, an hermaphrodite of empire—
Lady of the old world.
Arn.
How old ? Wbat! are there
New w'orlds?
Cees. To you. You’ll find there are such
sbortly,
By its rich harvests, new disease, and gold;
From one half of tbe world named a ichole
new one,
Because you know no better tban tbe dull
And dubious notice of your eyes and ears.
Arn. I ’ll trust tbem.
Cecs. D o! tbey will deceive you sweetly,
And that is better tban tbe bitter truth.
Arn. Dog!
Cas.
Man!
Arn.
Devil!
Cees.
Your obedient bumble servant.
Arn. Say master rather. Tbou bast lured
me on,
Through scenes of blood and lust, till I am
bere.
Cees. And where wouldst tbou be ?
Arn.
Ob, at peace—in peace.
Cas. And where is that which is so?
From tbe star
To tbe winding worm, all life is motion ; and
In life commotion is tbe extremest point
Of life. The planet wbeels till it becomes
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A comet, and destroying as it sweeps
Tbe stars, goes out. The poor worm winds
its way,
Living upon tbe deatb of other things,
But still, like tbem, must live and die, tbe
subject
Of something which bas made it live and die.
You must obey wbat all obey, tbe rule
Of fix’d necessity: against her edict
Rebellion pròspers not.
Arn.
And when it pròspers---Cas. ’Tis no rebellion.
Arn.
Will it prosper now ?
Cas. Tbe Bourbon batb given orders for
tbe assault,
And by tbe dawn there will be worlt.
Arn.
Alas!
And sball the city yield ? I seo tbe giant
Abode of the true God, and bis true saint,
Saint Pcter, rear its dome and cross into
That sky wbence Cbrist ascended from tbe
cross,
Which bis blood made a badge of glory and
Of joy (as once of torture unto him,
God and God’s Son, man’s sole and only
refuge).
Cas. ’Tis there, and sball be.
Am.
Wbat ?
Cas.
The crucifix
Above, and many altar shrines below.
Also some culverins upon tbe walls,
And harquebusses, and wbat not; besides
The men who are to kindle tbem to deatb
Of other men.
Arn.
And those scarce mortal arches,
Pile above pile of everlasting wall,
Tbe theatre where emperors and their subjeets
(Those subjeets Romans) stood at gaze upon
Tbe battles of tbe monarchs of tbe wild
And wood, tbe lion and bis tusky rebels
Of tbe then untamed desert, brougbt to joust
In tbe arena (as right well tbey migbt,
When they liad left no human foe unconquer’d );
Made even tbe forest pay its tribute of
Life to tbeb' amphitheatro, as well
As Dacia men to die tbe eternal death
For a sole instant’s pastime, and “ Pass on
To a new gladiator! ”—Must it fall ?
Cees. Tbe city, or tbe amphitheatro ?
Tbe ebureb, or one, or all ? for you confound
Botb tbem and me.
Arn.
To-morrow sounds the assault
Witb tbe first cock-crow.
Cees.
Which, if it end witb
Tbe evening’s first nigbtingale, will be
Something new in tbe annals of great sieges;
For men must have then- prey after long
toil.
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Arn. Tbe sun goes down as calmly, and
perbaps
More beautifully, tban be did on Borne
On tbe day Remus leapt her wall.
Cas.
I saw him.
Arn. You!
Cas.
Yes, sir. You forget I am or was
Spirit, till I took up witb your cast sbape,
And a worse name. I ’m Cíesar and a hunchback
Now. lY ell! tbe first of Caesars was a baldhead,
And loved bis laureis better as a wig
(So history says) tban as a glory. Thus
Tbe world runs on, but we ’ll be merry still.
I saw your Romulus (simple as I am)
Slay bis own twin, quick-born of tbe same
womb,
Because be leapt a ditcb (’twas then no wall,
Whate’er it now be); and Rome’s earliest
cement
Was brotber’s blood; and if its native blood
Be spilt till the choked Tiber be as red
As o’er ’twas yellow, it will never wear
Tbe deep liue of the ocean and tbe earth,
Which tbe great robber sons of fratricide
Have mado tbeb' never-ceasing scene of
slaughter
For ages.
Arn. But wbat have tbese done, their far
Bemote descendants, wlio have lived in peace,
The peace of heaven, and in lier sunsbine of
Piety ?
Cas. And wbat liad they done, whom tbe
old
Romans o’erswept ?—Hark!
Arn.
Tbey are soldiers singing
A reckless roundelay, upon the eve
Of many deatbs, it may be of their own.
Cas. And why sbould tbey not sing as
well as swans ?
Tbey are black ones, to be sure.
Arn.
So, you are learn’d,
I see, too ?
Cees.
In my grammar, certes. I
Was educated for a monk of all times,
And once I was well versed in tbe forgotten
Etruscan letters, and—were I so minfed—
Could make their liieroglyphics plainer tban
Your alpbabet.
Arn.
And wherefore do you not •
Cas. It answers better to resolve tbe
alpbabet
Back into hieroglyphics. Like your statesman,
And prophet, pontifï, doctor, alchymist,
Pbilosopber, and wbat not, they liave built
More Babels, without new dispersión, tban
Tbe stammering young ones of the flood’s
dull ooze.
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Wlio fail'd and fled eacli other. Why? why,
And Italy’s lances
marry,
Are couch’d at tlieir motlier;
Because no man could understand his neigliBut our leader frorn France is,
bonr.
Wbo warr’d with bis brother.
They are wiser now, and will not separate
Oh, tbe Bourbon! the Bourbon !
For nonsense. Nay, it is tbeir brotherhood,
Salís country or borne,
Tlieir Shibboleth, tlieir Koran, Talmud, their
W e’ll follow tbe Bourbon,
Cabala; tbeir best briclr-work, wlierewithal
To pluuder oíd Borne.
Tbey build more---Cees.
An indiiferent song
Arn. (interrupting llim). Ob, tbou ever- For tliose within tbe walls, methinks, to bear.
lasting sneerer!
Arn. Yes, if they keep to tlieir chorus.
Be silent! How tbe soldier's rougb strain seems
But liere comes
Soften’d by distance to a bymn-like cadenee! The general with his eliiefs and men of trust.
Listen!
A goodly rebel I
Cees. Yes. I llave heard tbe angels sing.
Enter the Constable B ouiibon “ cum. suis,"
Arn. And demons liowl.
&c. <kc.
Cees.
And man, too. Let us listen:
I love all music.
Phil.
How now, noble prince,
Yon are not clieerful ?
Song o f the Soldiers within.
Bourb.
Why should I be so ?
Tbe blaek bands carne over
Phil. Upon the eve of conquest, sucli as
Tbe Alps and tbeir show ;
ours,
With Bourbon, tbe rover,
Most men would be so.
Tbey pass’d tbe broad Po.
Jlourb.
I f I were secure !
We llave beaten all foemen,
Phil. Doubt not our soldiers. Were tbe
We bave caplured a king,
walls of adamant,
We liave turn’d back on no men,
Tbey ’d crack them. Hunger is a sharp
And so let us sing I
artillery.
Here’s tbe Bourbon for ever!
Bourb. Tbat tbey will falter is my least of
Tbougli penniless all,
fears.
We ’ll bave one more endeavour
Tbat tbey will be repulsed, with Bourbon for
At yonder oíd wall.
Tlieir cliief, and all their kindled appetites
With tbe Bourbon we ’ll gatlier
To marslial tliem on—were those lioary walls
At day-dawn before
Mountains, and those wlio guard theni like
Tbe gates, and together
the gods
Or break or climb o’er
Of the ohl fables, I would trust my Titans;—
The wall: on tbe ladder
But now-— As mounts eacli firm foot,
Phil. They are but men wbo war with
Our sliout sball grow gladder,
mortals.
And deatb only be mute.
Bourb. True : but those walls bave girded
With tbe Bourbon we’ll mount o’er
in great ages,
Tbe walls of oíd Borne,
And sent forth migbty spirits. The past
And wbo tlien sball count o’er
earth
Tbe spoils of eacli dome ?
And present pliantom of imperious Borne
üp ! up with the lily !
Is peopled with those warriors; and methinks
And down with tbe keys !
Tbey ñit along the eternal city’s rampart,
In oíd Borne, the seven-liilly,
And stretch their glorious, gory, shadowy
W e’ll revel at ease.
hands,
Her streets sball be gory,
And beckon me away!
Her Tiber all red,
Phil.
So let them! Wilt tliou
And her temples so lioary
Tum back from shadowy menaces of sbaShaU clang with our tread.
dows ?
Ob, the Bourbon! the Bourbon !
Bourb. Tbey do not menaee me. I could
The Bourbon for aye !
llave faced,
Of our song bear the burden !
Methinks, a Sylla’s menace; but tbey clasp,
And fire, fire away !
And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike
With Spain for the vanguard,
bands,
Our varied host comes;
And with their tliin aspen faces and fix’d
And next to the Spaniard
eyes
Beat Germany’s drnms;
Fascinate mine. Look there 1
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Phil.
I look upon
A lofty battlement.
Bourb.
And there!
Phil.
Not even
A guard in siglit; they wisely keep below,
Skelter’d by the grey parapet from some
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might
Practise in the cool twilight.
Bourb.
You are bliud.
jPhil. If seehig notbing more tbau may be
seen
Be so.
Bourb. A thousand years bave manu’d the
walls
With all their heroes,—tbe last Cato stands
And tears bis bowels, ratlier tlian survive
Tbe Kberty of tbat I would enslave,
And the first Ctesar with bis triumpbs Hits
From battlement to battlement.
Phil.
Tlien conquer
The walls for which he conquer’d, and be
greater!
Bourb. True: so I will, or perish.
Phil.
You can not.
I 11 sucli an enterprise to die is ratlier
The dawn of an eternal day, tlian death.
[ Count A rnold and C * sak advance.
Cees. And the mere men—do they too
sweat beneath
The 110011 of this same ever-scorcliing glory ?
Bourb.
Á h!
Welcome the bitter hunchback! and lus
master,
The beauty of our host, and brave as beauteous,
And generous as lovely. We sball find
Work for you both ere morning.
Cees.
You will find,
So please your liighness, 110 less for yourself.
Bourb. And if I do, there will not be a
labourer
More forward, hunchback!
Cees.
You may well say so,
For you have seen tbat back—as general,
Placed in the rear in action—but your foes
Have never seen it.
Bourb.
Tbat ’s a fair retort,
For I provoked i t :—but tbe Bourbon’s
breast
Has been, and ever sball be, far advanced
I 11 danger’s face as yours, were you tbe devil.
Cecs. And if I were, I might have saved
myself
The toil of coniing here.
Phil.
Why so ?
Cees.
One balf
Oí your brave bands of their own bold accord
Will go to liim, tbe otber lialf be sent,
More swiftly, not less surely.
Bourb.
Arnold, your
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Slight crooked friend’s as snake-like in bis
words
As Iris deeds.
Cees.
Your liighness much mistakes me.
Tbe first snake was a flatterer—I am none ;
And for my deeds, I only sting when stung.
Bourb. You are brave, and that’s enongli
for m e; and quick
In speecli as sharp in action—and tbat’s
more.
I am not alone a soldier, but tbe soldiers’
Comrade.
Cees. Tbey are but bad company, your
liigliness;
And worse even for tbeir friends tban foes, as
beiug
More permanent acquaintanee.
phil.
How now, fellow !
Tbou waxest insolent, beyond the privilege
Of a buffoon.
Cees.
You mean I speak tbe truth.
I TI lie—it is as easy: then you ’ll praise ine
For calling you a hero.
Bourb.
Pbilibert !
Let him alone; be’s brave, and ever lias
Been first, with tbat swart face and mountain shoulder,
In field or storm, and patient in starvation ;
And for his tongue, the camp is full of
liceuce,
And the sliarp stingmg of a lively rogue
Is, to my mind, far preferable to
Tbe gross, dull, lieavy, gloomy execration
Of a mere famish’d, sullen, gi'umbling slave,
Wbom notbing can convince save a full meal,
And wine, and sleep, and a few maravedis,
With which he deems him rich.
Cas.
It would be well
I f tbe earth’s princes ask’d 110 more.
Bourb.
Be silent!
Cees. Ay, but not idle. Work yourself
with words.
You have few to speak.
Phil. What means the audacious prater 1
Cees. To prate, like other prophets.
Bourb.
Philibert!
Why will you vex him? Have we not
epougli
To tliink on ? Arnold ! I will lead the attack
To-morrow.
Arn.
I have heard as much, my lord.
Bourb. And you will follow ?
jim .
Since I must not lead.
Bourb. ’Tis necessary for tbe furtber
daring
Of our too needy army, tbat tbeir cbief
Plant tbe first foot upon the foremost ladder’s
First step.
Cees.
Upon its topmost, let us liope:
So sliall he have liis full deserts.
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Bourb.
The world’s
Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow.
Through every change the seven-hilTd city hatli
Betain'd her sway o’er nations, and tlie
Csesars
But yielded to the Alarics, the Alarios
Unto the pontiffs. Eoman, Gotli, or priest,
Stili the world’s masters! Civilized, bar
barían,
Or saintly, stili the walls of Eomulus
Have been the circus of an empire. W e ll!
’Twas their tum—now ’tis ours ; and let us
hope
That we will fight as well, and rule much
better.

[Part I.

Cees, (solus).
Within thy tent !
Think’st thou that I pass from thee with my
presence ?
Or that this crooked coffer, which contain’d
Thy principie of life, is aught to me
Except a mask i And these are men, forsooth !
Heroes and chiefs, the flower of Adam’s
bastards !
This is the consequence of giving matter
The power of thought. It is a stubborn
substance,
And thinks chaotically, as it acts,
Ever relapsing into its first elements.
W e ll! I must play with these poor puppets :
’tis
The spirit’s pastime in his idler liours.
When I grow weary of it, I have business
Amongst the stars, which these poor ereatures
deem
Were made for them to look at. ’T were a
jest now
To bring one down amongst them, and set fire
Unto their anthill: how the pismires then
Would scamper o’er the scalding soil, and,
ceasing
From tearing down each other’s nests, pipe
forth
One universal orison ! Ha ! ha !

Cees. No doubt, the camp ’s the school of
civic rights.
Wliat would you make of Eome ?
Bourb.
That which it was.
Cees. In Alaric’s time ?
Bourb.
No slave ! in the first Cíesar’s,
Whose name you bear like other curs---- Cees.
And ldngs!
'Tis a great name for blood-hounds.
Bourb.
There’s a demon
In that fierce rattlesnake thy tongue. Wilt
never
Be serious ?
Cois.
On the eve of battle, no
That were not soldier-like. ’Tis for the
[Exit ClESAK.
general
To be more pensive: we adventurers
Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should
PART II.
we think ?
Our tutelar deity, in a leader’s shape,
Scene I .—Before the walls o f Home.— The
Takes care of us. Keep thought aloof from
Assault: the Army in motion, with ladders
hosts!
to scale the walls; B ourbon, with a vehite
If the knaves take to thinking, you will have
scarf over his armour, foremost.
To crack those walls alone.
Bourb.
You may sneer, since
Chorus o f Spirits in the air.
’T is lucky for you that you fight no worse for ’t.
I.
Cees. I tkank you for the freedom; ’t is
the only
'T is the morn, but dim and dark.
Pay I have taken in your highness’ Service.
Whither flies the silent lark ?
Bourb. Well, sii', to-morrow you shall pay
Wliither shrinks the clouded sun ?
yourself.
Is the day indeed begun ?
Look on those towers; they hold my treasury;
Nature’s eye is melauclioly
But, Philibert, we T1 in to council. Arnold,
O’er the city higli and holy:
We would request youi' presence.
But without there is a din
Arn.
Prince, my Service
Should arouse the saints within,
Is yours, as in the field.
And revive the heroic ashes
Bourb.
In both we prize it,
Eound which yellow Tiber dashes.
And yours will be a post of trust at daybreak.
Oh, ye seven hilis ! awaken,
Cees. And mine'!
Ere your very base be shaken !
Bourb. To follow glory with the Bourbon.
II.
Good night!
Arn. (to Caïsar). Prepare our armour for
Hearken to the steady stamp !
the assault,
Mars is in their every tramp !
And wait within my tent.
Not a step is out of tune,
[Exeunt B ourbon, A rnold , P h il ib e r t , <£c.
As the tides obey the moon I

scene i.]
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On they marcli, though to self-slaughter,
Kegular as rollhig water,
Whose high waves o’ersweep the border
Of huge moles, but keep their order,
Breaking only rank by rank.
Hearken to the armour’s clank !
Look down o’er each frowning warrior,
How he glares upon the barrier :
Look on each step of each ladder,
As the stripes that streak an adder,
III.
Look upon the bristling wall,
Mann’d without an interval!
Eound and round, and tier on tier,
Caunon’s black mouth, shining spear,
Lit match, bell-mouth’d musquetoon,
Gapmg to be murderous soon;
AU the warlike gear of old,
Mix’d with wliat we now behold,
In this strife ’twixt old and new,
Gather like a locusts’ crew.
Shade of Eemus 1 ’tis a time
Awful as thy brother’s crime !
Christians war against Chrisfs shrine:—
Must its lot be like to thine ?
IY.
Near—and near—and nearer stili,
As the earthquake saps the liill,
First with trembling, liollow motion,
Like a scarce awaken’d oceau,
Then with stronger shock and louder,
Till the rocks are crush’d to powder,—
Onward sweeps the rolling host!
Heroes of the immortal boast!
Mighty chiefs ! eternal sliadows !
First flowers of the bloody meadows
Which encompass Eome, the mother
Of a people without brother !
Will you sleep when nations’ quarrels
Plougli the root up of your laureis ?
Ye who weep o’er Carthage burning,
Weep not—strike ! for Eome is mourning!
Y.
Onward sweep the varied nations !
Famine long hatli dealt tlien- rations.
To the wall, with hate and hunger,
Numerous as wolves, and stronger,
On they sweep. Oh, glorious city !
Must thou be a tlieme for pity ?
Fight, like your first sire, each Eoman !
Alarie was a gentle foeman,
Match’d with Bourbon’s black banditti!
Eouse thee, thou eternal city;
Bouse thee ! Bather give the torch
With thine own hand to tliy porcli,
Than behold sucli hosts pollute
Your worst dwelling with their foot.
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Ah ! behold yon bleeding spectre !
Ilion’s children find no Hector;
Priam’s offspring loved their brother;
Bome’s great sire forgot his mother,
When he slew his gallant twin,
With inexpiable sin.
See the giant shadow stride
O’er the ramparts high and wide !
When the first o’erleapt thy wall,
Its foundation mourn’d thy fall.
Now, though towering like a Babel,
Y/ho to stop his steps are able ?
Stalking o’er thy highest dome,
Eemus claims his vengeance, Eome !
VH.
Now they reach thee in their anger:
Fire and smolte and hellish clangour
Are around thee, thou world’s wonder !
Death is in thy walls and under.
Now the meeting steel first clashes,
Downward then the ladder crashes,
With its iron load all gleaming,
Lying at its foot blaspheming !
Up again ! for every warrior
Srain, another climbs the barrier.
Thicker grows the strife : thy ditches
Europe’s mingling gore enriches.
Eome ! although thy wall may perisli,
Sucli manure thy fields will cherish,
Making gay the liarvest-liome;
But thy liearths, alas ! oh, Eome !—
Yet be Eome amidst thine anguish,
Fight as thou wast wont to vanquish !
YH I.
Yet once more, ye old Penates!
Let not your quench’d hearths be Até’s !
Y'et again, ye shadowy heroes,
l ’ield not to these stranger Neros!
Though the son who slew his mother
Shed Eome’s blood, he was your brother;
’Twas the Eoman curb’d the Eoman;—
Brennus was a baflled foeman.
Yret again, ye saints and martyrs,
Eise! for yours are holier charters!
Mighty gods of temples falling,
Yet in ruin stili appalling!
Mightier founders of those altars,
True and Cliristian,— strike the assaulters !
Tiber! Tiber! let thy torrent
Show even nature’s self abhorrent.
Let each breathing heart dilated
Turn, as doth the lion baited !
Eome be crush’d to one wide tomb,
But be still the Boman’s Eome!
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B ourbon, A knold , Cíesah, and others, arríve
at the foot o f the loall. A rnold is about

to plant his ladder.
Bourb. Holci, Amold! I am first.
Arn.
Not so, my lord.
Bourb. Hold, sir, I charge you! Follow!
I am proud
Of such a follower, but will brook no leader.
[B ourbon planis his ladder, and
begins to mannt.
Now, boys! On! on!
[A.shot strikes him, and B ouebon falls.
Cees.
And o lï!
Arn.
Eternal powers!
The host will be appall’d,—but yengeance!
vengeance1
Bourb. ’T is notliing—lend me yonr liand.
[B ouebon takes A knold by the hand,
and rises,* but as he puts his foot on
the step, falls again.
Arnold! I am sped.
Conceal my fall—all will go well—conceal i t !
Fling my cloak o’er what will be dust anon ;
Let not the soldiers see it.
Arn.
You must be
Bemoved ; the aid o f---Bourb.
No, my gallant boy:
Death is upon me. But what is one life ?
The Bourbon’s spirit sliall command them
still.
Keep them yet ignorant that I am but clay,
Till tbey are conquerors—then do as you
may.
Cees. Would not your bighness cboose to
kiss the cross ?
We haye no priest bere, but the hilt of sword
May serve instead:—it did the same for
Bayard.
Bourb. Thoubitter slave ! to name him at
tbis time!
But I deserve it.
Arn. (to C esar ). Yillain, hold your peace !
Cees. What, when a Christian dies ? Shall
I not ofïer
A Christian “ Yade in pace ? ’
Arn.
Silence ! Ob !
Those eyes are glazing wliich o erlook’d the
World,
And saw no equal.
Bourb.
Arnold, shouldst thou see
France---- But hark ! liark ! the assault
grows warmer—Oh !
For but au hour, a minute more of life,
To die withiu the wall! Henee, Arnold,
henee!
You lose time—they will conquer Borne witliout tliee.
Arn. And without thee.
Bourb.
Not so; I ’ll lead them still

[Part II,

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and breathe
not
That I have ceased to breathe. Away!
and be
Victorious.
Arn.
But I must not leave thee thus.
Bourb. You must—farewell—Up! up ! tlie
world is wiuning.
[B ouebon dies.
Cees, (to A knold ). Come, count, to business.
Arn.
Truc. I ’ll weep hereafter.
[A knold covers B ourbon’ s body with a
mantle, mounts the ladder, crying
TheBourbon! BourbonI On,boys! Borne is
ours!
Cecs. Good night, lord constable! thou
wert a man.
[C e sar foliotes A knold ; tliey reaeh
the battlement; A knold and Cesar
are struch down.
Cees. A precious somerset! Isyourcountship injured ?
Arn. No.
[Remouràs the ladder.
Cecs. A rare blood-hound, when his own
is lieated!
And ’t is no boy’s play. Now he strikes them
down !
His hand is on the battlement—he grasps it
As though it were an altar; now his foot
Is on it, and---- What have we here?—a
Boman ?
(A man falls.
The first bird of the covey ! he has fallen
On the outside of the uest. AVhy, how now,
fellow ?
Wounded Man. A drop of water !
Cecs.
Blood ’s the only liquid
Nearer tlian Tiber.
Wounded lían. I have died for Borne.
[Dies.
Cecs. And so did Bourbon, in another
sense.
Oh, these immortal men! and their great
motives !
But I must after my young charge. He is
By this time i ’ the forum. Charge ! charge !
[C.esar mounts the ladder; the scene
closes.
Scene II.
The C ity— Combats betwecn the Besiegers
and, Besiegecl in the streets. Inhabitanti
flying in confusión.
Enter Ce s a r .
Cas. I cannot find my hero; he is mix'd
With the heroic crowd that now pursue
The fugitives, or battle with the desperate.
What have we here ? A cardinal or two
That do not seem in love with martyrdom.
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Rom.
I yet
How the old red-shanlcs scamper ! Could they
May live to carve your better’s.
doff
Cees.
Well
said,
my
man
of
marblel
Their hose as they have doiï’d them bats, ’t
Benvenuto,
would be
Thou bast some practice in both ways;
A blessing, as a mark tbe less for pluuder.
and be
But let them fly ; tbe crimson kennels now
Will not much stain their stockings, since the Who slays Cellini will have work’d as liard
As e’er thou didst upon Carrara’s blocks.
mire
[A rnold disarrus and wounds Ce l l in i ,
Is of the self-same purple bue.
but slightly: the latter draws a pistol,
and fires ; then retires, and disappears
Enter a party jighting—A knold at the heael
through the portico.
o f the Besiegers.
Cees. How farest thou? Thou bast a
taste, methinks,
He comes,
Hand in hand with the mild twins—Gore and Of red Bellona’s banquet.
Arn. (staggers).
’T is a scratch.
Glory.
Lend me thy scarf. He shall not ’scape me
Holla! hold, count!
thns.
Arn.
Away! they must not rally.
Cees. Where is it ?
Cecs. I teli thee, be not rasb; a golden
Arn.
In tbe sboulder, not tbe sword
bridge
arm—
Is for a flying enemy. I gave thee
And tliat ’s enough. I am tliirsty: would I
A form of beauty, and an
bad
Exemption from some maladies of body,
But not of mind, which is not mine to A lielm of water!
Cees.
That ’s a liquid now
In requisition, but by no means easiest
But though I gave tbe form of Thetis’ son.
To come at.
I dipt thee not in Styx; and ’gainst a foe
Am.
And my tkirst iucreasesbut
I would not warrant tby chivalric heart
More than Pelides’ beel; wliy, then, be I ’ll find a way to quencli it.
Cees.
Or be quench’d
cautious,
Thyself.
And know thyself a mortal still.
Arn. The chance is even ; we will throw
Arn.
And who
The dice thereon. But I loso time in praWith aught of soul would combat if he were
ting;
Invulnerable ? That were pretty sport.
[C e s ar binds on tlie
Think’st thou I beat for liares when lions Prithee be quick.
scarf.
roar?
[A knold rashes into the
And wliat dost thou so idly ?
combat.
Why dost not strike ?
Cees. A precious sample of liumanity!
Cees.
Your old philosopkers
Well, his hlood’s up; and if a little’s
Beheld mankind, as mere spectators of
shed,
The
Olympie
games.
When
I behold a prizo
’T will serve to curb his fever.
[A rnold engages with a Roman, who Wortli wrestUng for, I may be found a
Milo.
retires towards a pórtico.
Arn. Ay, ’gainst an oak.
Arn.
Yield thee, slave !
Cecs.
'
A forest, when it suits mel
I promise quarter.
I combat with a mass, or not at all.
Rom.
That ’s soon said.
Am.
And done— Meantime, pursue thy sport as I do mine;
Which is just now to gaze, since all these
My word is known.
labourers
Rom.
So shall be my deeds.
[They re-engage. Ce s ar comes Will reap my harvest gratis.
Arn.
Thou art still
fonoard.
Cocs. Why, Amold! hold thine own: thou A fiend !
bast in hand
A famous artisan, a cunning sculptor;
Also a dealer in the sword and dagger.
Not so, my musqueteer; ’t was he who
slew
The Bourbon from the wall.
Arti.
Ay, did he so?
Then he liath carved bis monument.
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Scene III.

St. Peter's— The Interior o f the Clinrch—
The Pope at the Altar—Príests, dic., crowding in confusión, and Citir.ens flying fo r
refuge, pursued hy Soldiery.

[Part II.

Coes.
Ha ! right nobly battled!
Now, priest! now, soldier 1 the two great pro
fessions,
Together by the ears and hearts! I llave not
Seen a more comic pantomime smee Titus
Took Jewry. But the Iíomaus had the best
theu;
Now tliey must take their turn.
Soldiers.
He liath escaped !
Follow!
Another Sold. They llave barr’d the narrow passage up,
And it is clogg’d with dead even to the door.
Cees. I am glad he liatli escaped : he may
thank me for ’t
In part. I would not have his bulls
abolish’d—
’T were worth one half our empire: his
indulgences
Demand some in return,—no, no, he must
not
F a ll;—and, besides, his now escape may
furnish
A future miracle, in future proof
Of his infallibility.
[To the Spanish Soldiery.
Well, cut-throats!
What do you pause for ? I f you make not
liaste,
There will not be a link of pious gold left.
And you, too, catholics! Would ye return
From such a pilgrimage without a relie ?
The very Lutherans have more true devotion:
See liow they strip the shrines!
Soldiers.
By holy Peter!
He speaks the trutli; the hereties will bear
The best away.
Cees.
And that were shame ! Go to !
Assistin their conversión. [The Soldiers dis
perse; many quit the Church, others enter.
Cecs.
They are gone,
And others come: so flows the wave on
wave
Of what tliese creaturos cali eternity,
Deeming themselves the brcakers of the
ocean,
While they are but its bubbles, ignorant
That foam is their fonndation. So another!

Enter C e s a r .
A Spanish Soldier. Down with tliem, comrades! seize upon tbose lamps!
Cleave yon bald-pated shaveling to tlie chine !
His rosary ’s of gold !
Lutheran Soldier.
Bevenge ! revenge !
Plunder hereafter, hut for vengeance now—
Yonder stands Anti-Christ!
Oats. {interposing). l·Iow now, schismatic ?
Wliat wouldst thou ?
Luth. Sold.
In the holy name of Christ,
Destroy proud Anti-Christ. I am a Christian.
Cees. Yes, a disciple that would make the
founder
Of your helief renounce it, could he see
Such proselytes.
Best stint thyself to
plunder.
Luth. Sold. I say he is the devil.
Cees.
Husli! keep that seeret,
Lest he sliould recognise you for his own.
Luth. Sold. Why would you save him?
I repeat he is
The devil, or the devil’s vicar upon earth.
Cees. And that ’s the reason: would you
make a quarrel
With your best friends ? You liad far best be
quiet;
His hour is not yet come.
Luth. Sold.
That shall be seen 1
[ The Lutheran Soldier rushes fortoard:
a sliot stríkes himfrom one o f the Pope's
Gnards, and he falls at the foot o f the
Altar.
Cees, [to the Lutheran). I told you so.
Luth. Sold. And will you not avenge me ?
Cees. Not I ! You know that “ Vengeance
is the Lord’s : ”
You see he loves no interlopers.
Luth. Sold. (dying).
Oh!
Had I hut slain him, I liad gone on liigh,
Crown’d with eternal glory ! Heaven, forgive
H y feebleness of arm that reach’d him not,
And take thy servant to thy merey. ’T Í3
Enter Ol im p ia , flying from the pursuit—She
A glorious triumph still; proud Babylon ’s
springs upon the Altar.
No more; the Harlot of the Seven tíills
Ilath changedher scarlet raiment for sackcloth
Sold. She ’s mine I
And ashes!
[ Thc Lutheran dies.
Another Sold. (opposing the former). You
Cees.
Yes, tliine own amidst the rest.
lie, I track’d lier first: and were she
Well done, oíd Babel!
The Pope’s niece, IT1 not yield lier.
[The Guarde defend themselves desper[They fight.
ately, tchile the Pontiff escapes, hy a
3d Sold. (advancing towards Olim p ia Í. You
private passage, to theVatican and the
may settle
Castle o f St. Angelo.
Your claims; IT1 make mine good.

Scene III.]
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Arn. Come on ! I ’m glad on ’t ! I will
show you, slaves,
How you should be commanded, and who led
you
First o’er the wall you were so shy to
scale,
Until I waved my banners from its height,
As you are bold within it.
[ A r n o l d moics down the foremost; the
rest throto doion their arms.
Soldiers.
Mercy! mercy!
Arn. Then learn to grant it. llave I
taught you who
Led you o’er Éoine’s eternal battlements ?
Soldiers. We saw it, and we know- it ; yet
forgive
A moment’s error in the beat of conquest—
The conquest which you led to.
Arn.
Get you henee!
Henee to your quarters ! you will find them
fix’d
Iu the Colonna palace.
Olimp. (aside).
Iu my fathers
House!
Arn. [to the Soldiers). Leave your arms ;
ye have no further need
Of such: the city’s render’d. And mark well
You keep your hands clean, or I I I find out a
Enter A rnold .
stream
Arn. What do I see? Accursed jackals ! As red as Tiber now runs, for your baptism.
Soldiers [deposing their arms anddeparting).
Forbear!
We obey !
Cces.[asideandlaughing). Ha! ha! here s .
Arn.
[to O l i m p i a ). Lady, you are safe.
equity 1 The dogs
Olimp.
I should be so,
Have as much right as he. But to the issue !
Soldiers. Count, she hath slain our com Had I a kuife even ; but it matters not—
Death hath a thousand gates; and on the
rade.
marble,
Arn.
With what weapon?
Sold. The cross, beneath which he is Even at the altar foot, whence I look down
Upon destruction, shall my head be dash'd,
crush’d ; behold him
Lie there, more like a worm than man; she Ere thou ascend it. God forgive thee, man!
Arn. I wish to merit his forgiveness, and
cast it
Tliineown, although I have not injured thee.
Upon his head.
Olimp. No! Thou hast only sack’d my
Arn.
Even so; there is a woman
native land,—
Worthy a brave man’s liking. Were ye
No injury!—and made my fathers house
such,
Ye would have honour’d her. But get ye ' A den of thieves ! No injury!—this temple—
Slippery with Bonmn and with holy gore!
henee,
And thank your meanness, other God you No injury! And now thou wouldst preserve
me,
have none,
For your cxistence. Had you touclrd a hair To be — but that shall never be !
[She raises her eyes to heaven, folds her
Of those dishevell’d locks, I would have
role round her, and prepares to dash
thiun’d
herself down on the side o f the Altar
Your ranks more than the enemy. Away!
opposite to that where A rnolb stands.
Ye jackals! gnaw the bones the lion lea ves
Arn.
Hold! holdi
But not even these till he permits.
A Sold. [munnunng).
The lion I swear.
Olimp. Spare thine already forfeit soul
Might conquer for himself then.
Arn. [cuts him doion).
Mutiueer! A perj ury for which even hell would loathe
thee.
Bebel in hell—you shall obey on earth!
[The Soldiers assav.lt A rnoll . |I know thee.

Olimp.
Inferna! siave!
You touch me not alive.
3d Sold.
Alive or dead!
Olim. [emhracing a massive crucifix). Bespect your God!
3d Sold.
Yes, wlien he shines in gold.
Girl, you butgrasp your dowry
[As he advances, O l i m p i a , with a strong
and sudden effort, casts down the cruci
fix ; it strikes the Soldier, who falis.
3d Sold.
Oh, great God!
Olimp. A h ! now you recognise him.
3d Sold.
My brain ’s crush’d !
Oomrades, help, h o! Ali 's darkness!
[Ile dies.
Other Soldiers (Corning up). Slay her,
although she had a thousand lives :
She hath kill’d our comrade.
Olimp.
Welcome such a death !
You have no life to give, which the worst
slave
AVould take. Great God! through thy
redeeming Son,
And thy Son’s Mother, now receive me as
I would approach thee, worthy her, and him,
and thee 1
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2lra. No, thou know’st mo n o t; I am not
Of tliese men, tliough---Olimp.
I judge thee by tliy mates;
It is for God to judge thee as tliou ai't.
I see thee purple with the hlood of Iiome ;
Take mine, ’tis all tkou e’er shalt kave of
me,
And liere, upon the marble of this temple,
Where the baptismal font baptized me God’s,
I offer kim a blood iess holy
But not less pure (pure as it left me then,
A redeem’d infant) tban the holy water
The saints have sanctified!
[O l im p ia waves her handto A bnold with
disdain, and dashes herself on the
pavement from the Altar.
Arn.
Eternal God!
I feel thee now ! H elp llielp ! She’s gone.
Ca6. (approaches).
I am liere.
Arn. Thou! but oh, save her!
Cas. (assisting him to raise Ol im p ia ). She
hath done it well!
The leap was serious.
Arn.
Oh! she is lifeless !
Cas.
If
She be so, I have nought to do with that:
The resurrection is beyond me.
Arn.
Slave!
C íes. Ay, slave or master, ’tis all one:
methinks
Good words, however, are as well at times.
Arn. Words!—Canst thou aid her ?
.
C íes.
I will try. A sprinkling
Of that same holy water may be useful.
[Iie bringt some inhishelmet from the font.
Arn. ’T is mix’d with blood.
C íes.
There is no cleaner now
In Home.
Arn. How palel how beautiful! how life
less !
Alive or dead, thou essonce of all beauty,
I love but thee!
Cas.
Even so Achilles loved
Penthesilea : with liis form it seems
You havehisheart, and yetitwas no softone.
Arn. Shebreathesl But no, ’twas nothing,
or the last
Faint flutter life disputes with death.
C íes.
She breathes.
Arn. Thou say’stit? Then’tis trutli.
C íes.
You do me right—
The devil speaks truth much oftener than
he ’s deem’d :
He hath au ignorant audience.
Arn. (without attending to him). Yes! her
heart beats.
Alas ! that the íh-st beat of the only heart
I ever wish’d to beat with mine should
vibrate
To an assassin’s pulse.

[P a r t II,

Cas.
A sage reflection,
But somewhat late i’ the day. Where sliall
we bear her ?
I say she lives.
Arn.
And will she live ?
Cíes.
A s much
As dust can.
Arn.
Then she is dead !
Cees.
Bah! bah ! You are so,
And do not know it. She will come to life—
Such as you think so, such as you now are
But we must work by human means.
Arn.
We will
Convey her unto the Colonna palace,
Where I have pitch’d my banner.
Cíes.
Come then! raise her up!
Arn. Softly!
Cíes.
A s softly as they bear the dead,
Perhaps because they cannot feel the jolting.
Arn. But doth she live indeed ?
Cees.
Nay, never fear!
But, if you rue it after, blame not me.
Arn. Let her but live!
Cees.
The spirit of her life
Is yet within her breast, and may revive.
Count! count! I am your servant in all
things,
And this is a new office:—’tis not oft
I am employ’d in such; but you perceive
How stanch a friend is what you call a
fiend.
On earth you have often only fiends for friends;
Now I desert not mine. Soft I bear her henee.
The beautiful half-clay, and nearly spirit!
I am ahnost enamour’d of her, as
Of old the àngels of her earliest sex.
Arn. Thou!
Cíes. I ! But fear not. I ’ll not be your
rival.
Arn. R ival!
Cíes.
I could be one right formidable;
But since I slew the seven husbands of
Tobías’ future bride (and after all
Was smoked outby some incense), I have laid
Aside intrigue : ’tis rarely worth the trouble
Of gainiug, or—wliat is more difficult—
Getting rid of your prize again; for there’s
The rub! at least to mortals.
Arn.
Prithee, peace!
Softly! methinks her lips move, hereyes open!
Cíes. Like stars, no doubt; for that ’s a
metaphor
For Lucifer and Venus.
Arn.
To the palace
Colonna, as I told you i
Cees.
Oh! I know
My way tlirough Home.
Arn.
Now onward, onward ! Gently !
[Exeunt, bearing Ol im p ia . The scene
closes.
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Scene I . ]

PART III.
Scene I. —A Casile in the Ajpennines,surround-

ed ly a wild but smiling Country. Chorus
o f Peasants singing before the Gates.
Chorus.
I.
The wars are over,
The spring is come;
The brido and her lover
Have sought their home :
They are happy, we rejoice;
Let then- hearts have an echo in every voice!
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As he yawns in the ball.
He drinks—but what ’s drinkiug ?
A mere pause from thinking !
No bngle awakes him with life-aud-death
call.
Chorus.
But the hound bayetli loudly,
The boar’s in the wood,
And the falcon longs proudly
To spring from her hood :
O11 the wrist of the noble
She sits like a crest,
And the air is in trouble
With birds from their nest.

l·l.

The spring is come; the violet’s gone,
The first-born child of the early sun:
With us she is but a winter’s fiower,
The snow on the hills cannot blast her bower,
And she lifts up her dewy eye of blue
To the youngest sky of the self-same hue.
III.
And when the spring comes with her host
Of flowers, that fiower beloved the most
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues.
XV.
Pluck the others, but still remember
Their herald out of dim December—
The morning star of all the flowers,
The pledge of daylight’s lengthen’d houi'S;
Nor, midst the roses, e’er forget
The Virgin, virgin violet.
Enter Gesab.
Cees, (singing). The wars are all over,
Our swords are all idle,
The steed bites the bridle.
The casque’s on the wall.
There ’s rest for the rover;
But bis armour is rusty,
And the veteran grows crusty,

Cecs. Oh ! sba'dow of glory !
Dim image of war !
But the cliase hath no story,
Her hero no star,
Since Nimrod, the founder
Of empire and chase,
Who made the woods wonder
And quake for their race.
When the lion was young,
In the pride of bis migkt,
Then ’t was sport for the strong
To embrace him in fight;
To go forth, with a pine
For a spear, ’gainst the mammotb,
Or strike tlirough the ravine
At the foaming behemoth;
Wliile man was in stature
As towers in our time,
The first-born of Nature,
And, like her, sublime !
Chorus.
But the wars are over,
The spring is come;
The bride and her lover
Have sought their home;
They are happy, and we rejoice;
Let their hearts have an echo from every
voice! [Exeunt the Peasantry, singing.
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X II.
Whose
thits
are
truth
and beauty at tlieir
And tlius they bid farewell to carnal dislies,
best;
And solid meats, and liighly spiced ragouts,
And when you to Manfriui's palace go,
To live for forty days on ill-dress’d fishes,
Because they have no sauces to their stews; That picture (howsoever fine tlie rest)
Is loveliest to my mind of all the show ;
A thing which causes many “ poohs” and
It may perhaps bo also to your zest,
“ pishes,”
And tliat’s the cause I rliyme upon it so :
And several oatlis (wliich wTould not suit
’T is but a portrait of llis son, and wife,
tlie Muse),
And self; but such a woman! love in life !
From travellers accustom’d from a boy
To eat their salmón, at the least, with soy;
X III.
Love in full life and lengtli, not love ideal,
V III.
No, nor ideal beauty, that fine name,
But sometliing better still, so very real,
And therefore bumbly I would recommend
That the sweet model must have been the
“ The curious in fisli-sance,” before they
same;
eross
A thing that you would pinchase, beg, or steal,
The sea, to bid their cook, or wife, or fnend,
Were ’t not impossible, besides a sliame:
Walk or ride to the Strand, and buy in gross
The face recalis some face, as’t were with
(Or if set out beforeliand, these may send
pain,
By any means least liable to loss)
You once have seen, but ne’er will see again.
Ketchup, Soy, Chili-vinegar, and Harvey,
Or by the Lord! a Lent will well mgh
XIV.
starve ye;
One of those forms which flit by us, when we
Are young, and fix our eyes on every face;
IX.
And, oh ! the loveliness at times we see
In momentary gliding, the soft grace,
That is to say, if your religión s Boman,
And you at Bome would do as Bomans do, The youth, the bloom, the beauty which
According to the p ro v e rb ,— altliough no man,
agree,
In many a nameless being we retrace,
If foreign, is obliged to fast; and you
Whose course and home we knew not, nor
If Protestant, or sickly, or a woman,
Would ratlier diñe in sin on a ragout—
sliall know,
Diñe and be d—d ! I don ’t mean to be coarse, Like the lost Pleiad seen no more below-,
But tliat’s the penalty, to say no worse.
XV.
I said that like a picture by Giorgione
X.
Veneiian women were, and so they are,
Of all the places where the Carnival
Particularly seen from a balcony
Was most facetious in the days of yore,
(For beauty’s sometimes best set off afar).
For dance, and song, and serenade, and ball, And there, just like a heroine of Goldoni,
And masque, and mime, and mystery, and
They peep from out the blind, or o’er the
more
bar;
Tlian I have time to teli uow, or at all,
And truth to say, they ’re mostly very pretty,
Venice the bell from every city bore,—
And ratlier like to show it, more’s the pity!
And at the moment when I fix my story,
That sea-born city was in all her glory.
XVI.
For glances beget ogles, ogles siglis,
XI.
Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a
letter,
They 've pretty faces yet, those same VeneWhich fiies on wings of light-lieel’d Mercunes,
tians,
Who
do such things because they know no
Black eyes, arch’d brows, and sweet exbetter;
_
pressions still;
Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, And then, God knows wliat mischief may anse,
When love links two young people in one
In ancient arts by moderns mimick’d iU;
fetter,
And like so many Venuses of Titian’s
(The best’s at Florence—see it, if ye will), Vile assignations, and adulterous beds,
Elopements,
broken vows, and hearts, and
They look wlien leaning over the balcony,
heads.
Or stepp’d from out a picture by Giorgione,
V IL
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STORY.

Rosalincl. Farewell, Monsieur Travelk;r: Look you lisp, and wcar strango suits: disable all the beneflts
of your own country; be out of love witll your Nattvity, and almost cliido God for making you tbat
countenance you are; or I will scarce tlxink tbat you have swam in a Gondola.—As You Like It, Act IV.,
becne i.

Annotatlon o/the Commentatorg.

That is, bcen at Venice, which tras much visited by the young Englisll gentlemen of those time3, and
vas then vhat París is now—the scat of all dissoluteness.—S.A.

I.
’T is known, at least it sliould be, that
throughout
All countries of the Catholic persuasión,
Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday comes
about,
The people take their fill of recreation,
And buy repentance, ere tliey grow devout,
Hoivever high their rank, or low their
station,
With fiddling, feasting, dancing, driuking,
masking,
And other things which may be had for
asking.

IV.
You’d better walk about begirt with briars,
Instead of coat and smallclothes, tlian
put on
A single stitcli reflecting upon friars,
Altliough you swore it only was in fun ;
They’d liaul you o’er the coals, and stir the
fires
Of Phlegethon with every mother’s son,
Nor say one mass to cool the caldron’s bubble
That boil’d your bones, unless you paid tliem
double.

IT.
The moment night with dusky mantle covers
The skies (and the more duskily the better),
Tlie time less liked by husbands tlian by lovers
Begins, and prndery flings aside her fetter;
And gaiety on restless tiptoe bovers,
Giggling with all the gallants who beset her;
And there are songs and quavers, roaring,
humming,
Guitars, and every other sort of strumming.

But saving tliis, you may put on whate’er
You like by way of doublet, cape, or cloak,
Such as in Monmouth-street, or in Bag
Fair,
Would rig you out in seriousness or joke ;
And even in Italy such places are,
With prettier namein softer accents spoke,
For, bating Covent Carden, I can bit on
No place tliat's called “ Piazza” in Great
Britain.

III.
And there are dresses splendid, but fantastical,
Masks of all times and nations, Tnrks and
Jews,
And liarlequins and clowns, with feats
gymnastical,
Greeks, Eomans, Yankee-doodles, and
Hindoos;
All kinds of dressr except the ecclesiastical,
AU people, as their fancies hit, may choose,
But no one in these parts may quiz the
clergy,—
Therefore take heed, ye Freetliinkers ! I
charge ye.

Tliis feast is named the Carnival, which being
Interpreted, impdies “ farewell to llesli: ”
So call’d, because the name and thing agreeing,
Through Lent tliey live on fisli both salt
and fresh.
But wby tliey uslier Lent with so much
glee in,
Is more tlian I can teli, altliough I guess
’Tis as we take a glass with friends at parting,
In the stage-coacli or packet, just at starting.

V.

VI.
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XVII.
Shakspeare described tbe sex in Desdemona
As very fair, but yet suspect in fame,
And to tliis day frorn Venice to Verona
Such matters may be probably tbe same,
Except that since tliose times was never
known a
Husband whom mere suspicion eould in
flame
To suffocate a wife no more than twenty,
Because sbe bad a “ cavalier servente.”
XVIII.
Tbeir jealousy (if they are ever jealous)
Is of a fair complexión altogether,
Not like that sooty devii of Othello’s,
Wliich smotliers women in a bed of
feather,
But wortbier of tliese mucli more jolly
fellows,
When weary of tbe matrimonial tether
His liead for such a wife no mortal bothers,
But takes at once anotber, or anotber’s.

XXII.
Sbe was not old, nor young, nor at tbe years
Wliich certain people cali a “ certain age,”
Wliich yet tbe most uncertain age appears,
Because I never heard, nor eould engage
A persou yet by prayers, or bribes, or tears,
To ñame, define by speeeb, or write on page,
The period ineant precisely by that word,—
Wbich surely is exceedingly absurd.

xxm .
Laura was blooming stili, bad made tbe best
Of time, and time retum’d tbe compliment,
And treated ber genteelly, so that, dress’d,
Sbe look’d extremely well wbere’er sbe
went;
A pretty woman is a welcome guest,
And Laura’s brow a frown bad rarely bent;
Indeed, sbe sbone all smiles, and seem’d to
flatter
Manldnd with ber black eyes for looking at ber.

XXTV.
Sbe was a married woman; ’tis convenient,
Because in Christian countries ’tis a rule
To view tbeir little slips witli eyes more leni
XIX.
ent;
Bidst ever see a Gondola ? For fear
Wbereas if single ladies play tbe fool
You sliould not, IT1 describe it you exactly: (Unless witliin tbe period intervenient
'Tis a long cover’d boat tliat’s common here,
A well-timed wedding maltes tbe scandal
Carved at tbe prow, built ligbtly, but comcool),
pactly,
I don’t know liow tliey ever can get over it,
Kow’d by two rowers, eacb call’d “ Gondolier,” Except tliey manage never to discover it.
It glides along tbe water looking blackly.
XXV.
Just like a coffin clapt in a canoe,
Where none can make out what you say Her liusband sail’d upon the Adriàtic,
or do.
And made some voyages, too, in otlier seas,
And wben he lay in quarantine for pratique
XX.
(A forty days’ precaution ’gamst disease),
His wife would mount, at times, ber liighest
And up and down tbe long canals they go,
attic,
And under tbe Iiialto sboot along,
For tlience sbe eould discern tbe sbip witli
By nigbt and day, ali paces, swift or slow,
ease:
And round tbe theatres, a sable throng,
He was a merebant trading to Aleppo,
They wait in tbeir dusk livery of woe,—
His ñame Giuseppe, call’d more briefly,
But not to tbem do woeful things belong,
Beppo.
For sometimes they contain a deal of fun,
Like mourning coacbes wben the funeral’s
XXVI.
done.
He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard,
Sunburnt with travel, yet a portly figure;
XXI.
Thougli colour’d, as it were, within a tanBut to my story,—’T was some years ago,
yard,
It may be thirty, forty, more or less,
He was a person both of sense and
Tbe Carnival was at its beigbt, and so
vigour—
Were ali ldnds of bijffoonery and dress;
A better seaman never yet did man yard ;
A certain lady went to see the show,
And sbe, although ber manners show’d no
Her real líame I know not, nor can guess,
rigour,
And so we’ll cali lier Laura, if you please,
W as deem’d a woman of tbe strictest principie,
Because it slips into my verse witli ease.
I So much as to be thought almost inviucible.

He was a critic upon operas, too,
XXVII.
And knew all niceties of tbe sock and
buskm;
But several years elapsed smee they bad met;
Some people thought tbe sbip was lost, And no Venetian audience could endure a
Song, scene, or air, wlien be cried “ seccaand some
tura! ”
Tbat be bad somehow blunder’d into debt,
And did not like tbe thought of steering
XXXII.
lióme;
His “ bravo ” was decisive, for tbat sound
And there were several offer’d any bet,
Hush’d “ Academie” sigb’d in silent awe;
Or that be would, or tbat be would not The fiddlers trembled as be look’d around,
come;
For fear of some false note’s detected flaw;
For most men (till by losing render’d sager)
The “ prima donna’s ” tuneful heart would
Will back tbeb1 own opmions with a wager.
bound,
Dreading the deep damnation of bis “ bab! ’ ’
XXVIH.
Soprano, basso, even tbe contra-alto,
’T is said tbat tbeir last partiug was pathetic, Wislid bim five fatbom under tbe Bialto.
As partings often are, or ought to be,
And tbeir presentiment was quite proplietie,
X X X III.
Tbat tbey sliould never more each otber
He patronised the Improvisatori,
see,
Nay, could himself extemporise some
(A sort of morbid feeling, half poetic,
stanzas,
Wbich I llave known occur in two or three,)
Wrote rbymes, sang songs, could also tell a
Wben kneeling on the shore upon ber sad
story,
linee
Sold pictures, and was sjdlful in tbe dance
He left tbis Adriàtic Ariadne.
as
Italians can be, tbougli ni tbis tbeir glory
XXIX.
Must surely yield tbe palm to that wbicb
And Laura waited long, and wept a little,
France has;
And thought of wearing weeds, as well sbe In short, be was a perfect cavaliero,
might;
And to bis very valet seem’d a hero.
Sbe almost lost all appetite for victual,
And could not sleep witb ease alone at
XXXIV.
nigbt;
Then he was faithful too, as well as amorous;
Sbe deem’d tbe window-frames and sliutters
So tbat no sort of female could complain,
brittle
Althongh tliey’re now and then a little
Against a daring housebreaker or sprite,
clamorous,
And so sbe thought it prudent to connect her
He never put tbe pretty souls in pain;
Witb a vice-busband, chiefly to protect lier.
His lieart was one of tbose wbicb most
enamour us,
XXX.
Wax to receive, and marble to retain:
Sbe cliose, (and wbat is there tbey will not He was a lover of tbe good old sebool,
choose,
Wbo still become more constant as tbey cool.
I f only you will but oppose tbeir cboice ?)
XXXV.
Till Beppo should return from bis long
No wonder sueh accomplishments sliould turn
cruise,
A female bead, however sage and steady—
And bid once more ber faitliful heart reWith scarce a liope tbat Beppo could return,
joice,
A man some women like, and yet abuse—
In law be was almost as good as dead, be
Ñor sent, ñor wrote, ñor show’d tbe least
A coxcomb was be by tbe public voice;
A Count of wealtb, they said, as well as
concern,
And sbe bad waited several years already;
quality,
And in his pleasures of great liberality.
And really if a man won’t let us know
Tliat lie’s alive, lie’s dead, or should be so.
XXXI.
XXXVI.
And tlien be was a Couiit, and then be kuew
Music, and dancing, fiddling, Frencb and Besides, witbbi tbe Alps, to every woman,
(Although, God knows, it is a grievous sin,)
Tuscan;
’Tis, I may say, permitted to have two men;
Tbe last not easy, be it known to you,
I can’t tell wbo first brought tbe custom in,
For few Italians speak tbe right Etruscan.
X 3
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But “ Cavalier Serventes” are quite coinnion,
And no one notices ñor cares a pin;
And we may cali this (not to say tlie worst)
A second marriage which corrupts the first.

Festoon’d, mucli like the back scene of a play,
Or inelodrame, which people flock to see,
When the first act is ended by a dance
In vineyards copied from the south of France.

xxxvh.
The word was fonnerly a “ Cicisbeo,”
But that is now grown vulgar and inde
cent ;
The Spaniards cali the person a “ Cortejo,”
For the same mode subsists in Spain,
though recent;
Xn short, it reaches from the Po to Teio,
And may perhaps at last be o’er the sea
sent:
But Heaven preserve Oíd England from such
courses!
Or what becomes of danmge and divorces ?

XLII.
I like on Autumn eveniugs to ride out,
Without being forced to bid my groom be
sure
My cloak is round his middle strapp’d about,
Because the skies are not the most secure;
I know too that, if stopp’d upon my route,
Where the green alleys windingly allure,
Beeling ivitk grapes red waggons choke the
way,—
In England ’twould be dung, dust, or a dray.

X LIII.
I also like to diñe on beeaficas,
To see the Sun set, sure he II rise toHowever, I still think, with all due deference
morrow,
To the fair single part of the creation,
That married ladies should preserve the pre- Not tlu-ough a misty morning tivinkling
weak as
ference
A drunken man's dead eye in maudlin
In téte-á-téte or general conversation—
sorrow,
And this I say without peculiar reference
To England, France, or any other nation— But with all Heaven t’ lihnself; the day will
break as
Because they know the World, and are at ease,
Beauteous as cloudless, ñor be forced to
And being natural, naturally please.
borrów
That sort of farthing candlelight which
XXXIX.
glimmers
’Tis true, your budding Miss is very cliarm- Where reeking London’s smoky caldron siming,
mers.
But shy and awkward at first coming out,
So mucli alarm’d, that she is quite alarmiug,
XLIV.
All Giggle, Blush; half Pertness, and half I love the language, that soft bastard Latiu,
Pout;
Which melts like kisses from a female
And glancing at Mamma, for fear there’s
mouth,
liarm in
And sounds as if it should be writ on satin,
What you, she, it, or tliey, may be about,
With syllables which breathe of the sweet
The nursery still lisps out in all they utter—
South,
Besides, they always smell of bread and And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in,
butter.
That not a single accent seems uncouth,
XL.
Like our liarsh northern whistling, grnnting
guttural,
But “ Cavalier Servente” is the phrase
Which we’re obliged to liiss, and spit, and
Used in politest circles to express
sputter all.
This supernumerary slave, who stays
Cióse to the lady as a part of dress,
XLV.
Her word the only law which he obeys.
His is no sinecure, as you may guess;
I like the woinen too (forgive my folly),
Coach, servants, góndola, he goes to cali,
From the rich peasant cheek of ruddy
And carries fan and tippet, gloves and shawl.
bronze,
And large black eyes that flash on you a
XLI.
volley
With all its sinful doings, I must say,
Of rays that say a thousand things at once,
That Italy ’s a pleasant place to me,
To the liigli dama’s brow, more melancholy,
Who love to see the Sun shine overy day,
But clear, and with a wild and liquid glance,
And vines (not nail’d to walls) from tree Heart on lier lips, and soul within her eyes,
to tree
Soft as her clime, and sunny as her skies.

xxxvni.

XLYI.
Eve of the land which still is Paradise I
Italian beauty! didst thou not inspire
Kaphael, who died in thy embrace, and vies
With all we know of Heaven, or can desire,
In what he hath bequeath’d us?—in what
guise,
Though flasliing from the fervour of the
lyre,
Would icords describe thy past and present
glow,
Wliile yet Canova can create below ?
X LVII.
“ England! with all thy faults I love thec
still,”
I said at Calais, and have not forgot it ;
I like to speak and lucubrate my fill;
I like the government (but that is not it);
I like the freedom of the press and quill;
I like the Habeas Corpus (when w e’ve
got it );
I like a parliamentary debate,
Particularly when ’tis not too late;

LI.
Oh that I liad the art of easy wríting
What should be easy reading! could I scale
Tarnassus, where the Muses sit inditing
Those pretty poems never known to fail,
How quickly would I print (the world delighting)
A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian tale;
And sell you, mix’d with western sentimentalism,
Some samples of the finest Orientalism!
LH.
But I am but a nameless sort of person,
(A broken Dandy lately on my travels)
And take for rhyme, to liook my rambling
verse on,
The first that Walker's Lexicón unravels,
And when I can’t find that, I put a worse on,
Not caring as I ought for critics’ cavils;
I ’ve half a mind to tumble down to prose,
But verse is more in fashiou—so here goes.

L in .
The Count and Laura made their new arrangement,
Wliich lasted, as arrangements sometimes
X LYIH .
do,
I like the taxes, when they’re not too many ¡
For half a dozen years without estrangeI like a seacoal fire, when not too dear;
ment;
I like a beef-steak, too, as well as any;
They liad their litfcle differences, too;
Have no objection to a pot of beer;
Those
jealous whiffs, which never any change
I like the weather, when it is not rainy,
meant;
That is, I like two months of every year,
In such aífairs tbere jirobably are few
And so God save the Begent, Church, and
Who have not liad this pouting sort of
K in g!
squabble,
Which means that I like all and everything.
From sinners of high station to the rabble.
XLIX.
LIY.
Our standing army, and disbanded seamen,
But, on the wliole, they were a liappy pair,
Poor’s rate, Eeform, my own, the nation’s
As liappy as unlawful love could make them;
debt,
The gentleman was fond, the lady fair,
Our little riots just to show we are free men,
Their cliains so slight, ’twas not worth
Our trifling bankruptcies in the Gazette,
wliile to break tliem;
Our cloudy climate, and our cliilly women,
The world beheld them with indulgent air;
All these I cau forgive, and those forget,
The pious only wish'd “ the devil take
And greatly venerate our recent glories,
tliem! ”
And wish they were not owing to the Tories. He took them not; he very often waits,
And leaves oíd sinners tobe young ones’ baits.
L.
LY.
But to my tale of Laura,—for I find
But they were young: Oh! what without
Digression is a sin, that by degrees
our youth
Becomes exceeding tédious tó my mind,
Would love b e ! What would youth be
And, tlierefore, may the leader too diswithout love!
please—
Youtli lends it joy, and sweetness, vigour,
The gentle reader, who may wax unkind,
truth,
And caring little for the author’s ease,
Heart, soul, and all that seems as from
Insist on knowing what he means, a hard
above;
And hapless situation for a bard.
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But, languisbing witb years, it growíj unLX.
coutli—
One of few tliings experíence don’t im Tbis is tbe case in England; at least was
prove,
During the dynasty of Dandies, now
Wkick is, perhaps, tbe reason wky oíd fellows Percbance succeeded by some otker class
Are always so preposterously jealous.
Of imitated imitators:—bow
Irreparably soon decline, alas!
Tbe demagogues of fasbion: all below
LYI.
Is fra il; bow easily tbe world is lost
It ivas the Camival, as I have said
By love, or war, and now and tben by frost I
Some six and tliirty stanzas baclc, and so
Laura tbe usual preparations inade,
LXI.
Wkick you do wben your mmd’s made up Crusb’d was Napoleón by the nortkern Tbor,
to go
Who knock’d bis army down witb icy
To-nigkt to Mrs. Boekm’s masquerade,
bammer,
Spectator, or partaker in the show;
Stopp’d by tbe elements, like a wlialer, or
Tbe only dilíererice known between tbe cases
A blundering novice in his new Frenck
Is—Itere, we bave six weeks of “ varnisb’d
grammar;
faces.”
Good cause bad be to doubt tbe chance of
war,
lyh .
And as for Fortune—but I daré not d—n
licr,
Laura, wben dress’d, ivas (as I sang before)
Because, were I to pónder to infinity,
A pretty woman as was ever seen,
Tbe
more
I sbould believe in ber divinity.
I ’resh as tbe Angel o'er a new inn door,
Or frontispiece of a new Magazine,
LX II.
Witb all tbe fashions wbicb tbe last month
wore,
Sbe rules tbe present, past, and all to be yet,
Colour’d, and silver paper leaved between
Sbe gives us luck in lotteries, love, and
Tbat and tbe title-page, for fear tbe press
marriage;
Sbould soil witb parts of speech tbe parts I cannot say tbat sbe’s done muck for me
of dress.
yet;
Not tbat I mean ber bounties to disparage,
W e’ve not yet closed aceounts, and we sball
LYin.
see yet
Tbey went to tbe E i d o t t o ’tis a hall
How much sbe TI make amends for past
Wliere people dance, and sup, and dance
miscarriage.
again;
Meantime the Goddess IT1 no more impor
Its proper ñame, perhaps, were a masqued
tune,
ball,
Unless to thank ber wheu sbe’s made my
But tliat’s of no importanee to my strain;
fortune.
’Tis (on a smaEer scale) like our Vauxball,
Excepting tbat it can’t be spoilt by rain;
L X III.
Tbe company is “ inix’d ” (tbe pkrase I quote To tmm,—and to return;—tbe devil take it !
is
Tbis story slips for ever tbrougb my
As much as saying tbey’re below your nofingere,
tice) ;
Because, just as tbe stanza likes to make it,
It needs must be, and so it ratber lingers:
LIX,
Tbis form of verse began, I can’t well break it,
But must keep time and tune like publie
For a “ mix'd company” implies tbat, save
singers;
Yourself and friends, and kalf a líundred
But
if I once get tbrougb my present measure,
more,
I
TI
take
anotber wben I ’m next at leisure.
Wliom you may bow to witbout looking grave,
Tbe rest are but a vulgar set, tbe bore
l x iy .
Of publie places, wkere tbey basely brave
Tbe faskionable stare of twenty score
Tbey went to tbe Eidotto (’tis a place
Of well-bred persons, call’d “ The W orld ;"
To wbicb I mean to go myself to-morrow,
but I,
Just to divert my tboughts a little space,
Altkougli I know tkem, really don’t know
Because I ’m ratber liippisk, and may
why.
borrow
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Some spirits, guessing at wbat kind of face
May lurk beneatli oacb mask; and as my
sorrow
Slackens its pace sometimes, I TI make, or find,
Sometbing sball leavo it half an bour bekind).

LXIX.

Wliile Laura thus was seen, and seeing,
smiling,
Talknig, sbe knew not why, and cared not
wbat,
So that ber female friends, witb envy broilLXV.
ing,
Now Laura moves along tbe joyous crowd,
Bebeld her airs and triumpli, and all tbat;
Smiles in ber eyes, and simpers on ber
And
well-dress’d
males still kept before ber
lips;
filing,
To some sbe whispers, otbers speaks aloud;
And passing bow’d and mingled witb her
To some sbe curtsies, and to some sbe dips,
chat;
Complains of warmtb, and tbis complaint
More tlian the rest one person seem’d to stare
avow’d,
Witb pertinacity tliat’s ratber rare.
Her lover brings the lemonade, sbe sips;
She tben surveys, condemns, but pities still
Her dearest friends for being dress’d so ill.
LXX.

LXYI.
One has false curis, anotber too much paint,
A tbird—wliere did sbe buy tbat frigktful
turban ?
A fourtli’s so palé sbe fears sbe’s going to
faint,
A fifth’s look ’s vulgar, dowdyisb, and suburban,
A sixth’s wbite silk has got a yellow taint,
A seventb’s thin muslin surely will be ber
bañe,
And lo! an eiglith appears,—“ IT1 see no
more 1 ”
For fear, like Banquo’s kings, tbey reacli a
score.
LX YII.
Meantime, while sbe was thus at otliers gazing,
Otbers were levelling their looks at her;
She heard the men’s balf-whisper’d mode of
praising,
And, till ’twas done, determined not to
stir;
Tbe women only tbought it quite amazing
Tbat, at ber time of life, so many were
Admirers still,—but men are so debased,
Those brazen creatures always suit their
taste.

He was a Turk, tbe colour of mabogany;
And Laura saw liim, and at first was glad,
Because the Turks so much admire pkilogyny,
Althougli tlieir usage of their wives is sad;
’Tis said tbey use no better than a dog any
Poor woman, whom tbey purclmse like a
pad;
Tbey bave a number, tbough tbey ne’er ex
hibit ’em,
Four wives by law, and concubines “ ad libi
tum.”
LXXI.
Tbey lock tliem up, and veil, and guard them
daily,
Tbey scarcely can bebold their male relations,
So that their moments do not pass so gaily
As is supposed tbe case witb northern
nations;
Confinement, too, must make them look quite
palely;
And as tbe Turks abhor long conversaderas,
Tlieir days are eitlier pass’d in doing notliing,
Or batbing, nursing, making love, and clothing.

LX X II.
Tbey cannot read, and so don’t lisp in criticism;
Ñor write, and so tbey don’t affect the
LXVHI.
muse;
For my part, now, I ne’er could understand
Wby naughty women—but I won’t discuss Were never caught in epigram or wittícism,
Have no romances, sermons, plays, reA thing wbicb is a scandal to tbe land,
views,—
I only don’t see why it sbould be thus;
In liarams learning soon would make a pretty
And if I were but in a gown and band,
scliism,
Just to entitle me to make a fuss,
But luckily these beauties are no “ Blues; ”
I ’d preach on tbis till Wilberforce and EoNo
bustling
Botberbys have tbey to show ’em
milly
Sbould quote in their next speeches from my “ Tbat cliarming passage in the last new
poem: ”
homily.
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I think ’t would ahnost be worth wlhle to
pensión
(Thoughbest-sowu projects very often reap

No solemn, anticue gentleman of rhyme,
Who liaving angled ali his life for fame,
. • iU)
And gettiug but a nibble at a time,
A missionary author, just to preach
Still fussily keeps fishing on, the same
Our Christian usage of the parts of speech.
Small “ Triton of the minnows,” the sublime
Of mediocrity, the furious tame,
Lxxvin.
The echo’s echo,' usher of the school
No chemistry for them unfolds her gases,
Of female wits, boy bards—in short, a fo o l!
No metapliysics are let loose in lectures,
No circulating library amasses
Beligious novéis, moral tales, and strictures
LXXIV.
Upon the living manners, as they pass us;
A stalking oracle of awful phrase.
No exliibition glares with annual pictures;
The a p p r o v in g “ Oood!” (b y n o m e a n s
They stare not on the stars from out their
o o o d in la w ,)
attics,
Humming like flies around the newest blaze,
Ñor deal (thank God for thatl) in rnatheThe bluest of bluebottles yon e’er saw,
matics.
Teasing with blame, excruciating with praise,
Gorging the little fame he gets all raw,
LXXIX.
Translating tongues he knows not even by
Why
I
thank
God
for
that is no great matter,
letter,
I have my reasons, you no doubt suppose,
And sweating plays so middling, bad were
And as, perhaps, they would not highly flatbetter.
ter,
IT 1 keep them for my life (to come) in
LXXV.
jirose;
One bates an author that’s all author, fellows I fear I have a little turn for satire,
In foolscap uniforms turn’d np with ink,
And yet methinks the older that one grows
So very anxious, clever, fine, and jealous,
Inclines us more to laugh tlian scold, thougli
One do’nt know what to say to them, or
laughter
think,
Leaves lis so doubly serious shortly after.
L’ nless to puff them with a pair of bellows;
Of coxcombry’s worst coxcombs e’en the
LXXX.
pink
Oh, mirth and innocence! Oh, milk and
Are preferable to these shreds of paper,
water !
These unquench’d snuffings of the midnight
Ye happy mixtures of more happy days !
taper.
In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter,
Abominable Man no more allays
LXXVI.
His thirst with such puré beverage. No
Of these same v e seo several, and of others,
matter,
Men of the world, who know the world
I love you botli, and botli shall have my
like men,
praise:
Scott, Hogers, Moore, and all the better broOh, for oíd Saturn’s reign of sugar-candy !—
thers,
Meantime I drink to your return in brandy.
Who think of soinetliing else besides the
pen;
LXXXI.
But for the children of the “ mighty moOur Laura's Tiu-k still kept liis eyes upon
ther’s,”
her,
The would-be wits, and can’t-be gentlemen,
Less in the Mussulman tlian Christian way,
I leave them to their daily “ tea is ready,”
Wliicli
seems to say, “ Madam, I do you
Smug coterie, and literary lady.
honour,
And while I please to stare, you TI please
LXXYII.
to stay.”
The poor dear Mussulwomen whom I men- Could staring win a woman, tliis had won
her,
tion
Have none of these instructive pleasant
But Laura could not tiras be led astray;
She had stood fire too long and weÚ, to
people,
boggle
And one would seem to them a new invention,
Unknown as bells withiu a Turkish steeple; Even at tliis stranger’s most outlandish ogle.
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At lióme, our Bow-street gemmen keep the
T,XXXII.
laws,
And here a sentry stands withm your callThe morning now was on the point of breaking;
ing,
But for all that, tliere is a deal of swearing,
A turn of time at which I would advise_
And
nauseous
words past mentioning or bearLadies who have been dancing, or partaking
ing.
In any otlier kind of exercise,
To make their preparations for forsaking
LX X X VII.
The ball-room ere the sun begins to rise,
The Count and Laura found their boat at
Because wlien once the lamps and candles
last,
fail,
And liomeward floated o’er the silent tule,
His bluslies make them look a little palé.
Discussing all the dances gone and past;
The dancers and them dresses, too, beside;
LX X X III.
Some little scandals eke; but all aghast _
(As to their palace-stairs the rowers glide)
I ’ve seen some balls and reveis in my time,
And stay'd them over for some silly reason, Sato Laura by the side of her Adorer,
AVhen lo ! the Mussulman was tliere beforq
And then I look’d (I liope it was 110 crime)
To see what lady best stood out the season,
her.
And tliough I ’ve seen some thousands in
LX X X V III.
their prime,
“ Sir,” said the Count, with brow exceedíng
Lovely and pleasing, and who still may
grave,
please on,
“ Yourunexpected presence herewillmake
I never saw but one (the stars withdrawn)
It
necessary
for myself to crave
Wliose bloom could after dancing daré the
Its import ? But perhaps ’tis a mistake;
dawn.
I hope it is so; and, at once to waive
All compliment, I hope so for your sake f
LXXXIV.
You understand my meaning, or you shall.’”
The líame of tliis Aurora 111 not mention,
“ Sir ” (quoth the Turk), “ ’tis no mistake at
Althougli I miglit, for she was nought to me
all:
More than that patent work of God’s inven
LXXXIX.
tion,
A cliarming woman, whom we like to see; “ That lady is my w ife l” Mucli wonder
But writing ñames would merit reprehensión,
paints
Yet if you like to find out tliis fair she,
The lady’s changing cheek, as well it
At the next London or Parisian hall
miglit;
You still may mark her cheek out-blooming But where an Englishwoman sometimes
all. '
faints,
Italian females don’t do so outright;
LXXXV.
They only cali a little on their saints,
Laura, who knew it would not do at all
And then come to themselves, almost oíTo meet the daylight after seven hours’
quite;
sitting
Whicli saves mucli hartshorn, salts, and
Among three tliousand people at a hall,
sprhikling faces,
To make her curtsy thought it riglit and
fitting;
XC.
The Count was at her elbow with her shawl,
And they the room were on the point of She said,—what could she say? Why, not
quitting,
a word:
When lo ! those cursed gondoliers had got
But the Count courteously invited in
Just in the very place where they shoald not. The stranger, much appeased by what he
heard:
LXXXVI.
Sucli things, perhaps, we’d best discuss
within,”
In this they’re like our coadunen, and the
Said he; “ don’t let us make oiu-selves ab
cause
surd
Is much the same—the crowd, and pulling,
In public, by a scene, ñor raise a din,
hauling,
For
then
the chief and only satisfaction
With blasphemies enough to break their
Will be much quizzing on the wliole transjaws,
action.”
They make a never intermitted bawling.
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Lonely he felt, at times, as Bobin Crusoe,
xci.
And so he hired a vessel come from Spain,
They enter'd, and for coffee call’d—it came,
Bound for Corfú: she was a fine polacca,
A beverage for Turks and Christiane both, Mann’d with twelve hands, and laden with
Although the way they make it ’s not the
tobáceo.
same.
XCVX
Now Laura, mucli recover’d, or less lotk
To speak, cries “ Beppo ! what’s your pagan Himself, and much (Heaven knows how
gotten!) cash,
ñame ?
He then embark’d, with risk of life and limb,
Bless me! your beard is of amazing groivth !
And got clear off, although the attempt ivas
And how came you to keep away so long ?
rasli;
Are you not sensible ’tivas very wrong?
Se said tliat Providence proteeted him—
XCII.
For my part, I say nothing—lest we clash
In our opinions:—well, the ship was trim,
“ And are you really, truly, now a Turk ?
Set sail, and kept her reckoning fairly on,
Witli any other women did you wive ?
Except tliree days of calm wlien off Cape
Is ’t true they use their fingers for a fork ?
Bonn.
Well, that’s the prettiest sliawl—as I ’m
alive 1
XCVH.
You’ll give it mel They say you eat no pork.
They
reach’d
the
island, he transferr’d his
And how so many years did you contrive
lading
To—Bless me ! did I ever 1 No, I never
And
self
and
live
stock to another bottom,
Saw a man grown so yellow! How’s your
And pass’d for a true Turkey-merchant, tradliver ?
ing
With goods of various ñames, but l ’ve for
XCIH.
got ’em.
; 1 Beppo ! that beard of yours becomes you
However, he got off by this evading,
not;
Or else the people ivould perliaps have shot
. It ¿hall be shaved before you ’re a day
him;
older:
And
tlius at Venice landed to reclaim
Why do you wear it ? Oh ! I had forgot—
Pray do’nt you think the weather liere is His wife, religión, house, and Christian name.
colder ?
XCVHI.
How do I look? You shan’t stir from tiris
His
wife
received,
the patriarch re-baptized
spot
him
In that queer dress, for fear that some
(He made the church a present, by the
beholder
way);
Shonld find you out, and make the story
He
then threw off the garments ivhicli disknoivn.
guised him,
How sliort your hair is ! Lord ! how grey
And borrow’d the Count’s smallclothes for
it’s grown! ”
a day;
His friends the more for his long absence
XCIV.
prized him,
What answer Beppo made to tliese demanda
Finding he ’d wlierewithal to make tkern gay,
Is more tlian I know. He was cast away
With
dinners,
where he oft became the laugli
About where Troy stood once, and nothing i
of them,
stands;
For stories—but I dou’t believe the half of
Became a slave of course, and for,his pay
them.
Had bread and bastinadoes, till some bands
XCIX.
Of pirates landing in a neighbouring bay,
He join’d the rogues and prosper’d, and be Whate’er his youth had suffer’d, bis oíd age
came
With wealth and talking made llim some
A renegado of indifferent fame.
amends;
Tliough Laura sometimes put him in a rage,
XCV.
I ’ve lieard the Count and he were always
But he grew rich, and witli his riches grew
friends.
so
My pen is at the bottom of a page,
Keen the desire to see his home again,
Which being finish’d, here the story ends;
He thought liimself in duty bound to do so,
’Tis to be wish’d it had been sooner done,
And not be always thieving on the main ;
But stories somehow lengthen when begun.

© o n Juan*
“ Difficile est propriè communia dicere.‘ —II orack.
“ Dosfc tliou think, because thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes and ale ? Yes, bv Saint Anne,
and ginger shall l)c bot i ’ the mouth, too!
Shakespeare, Twelfth Night, or What You Wül.

Canto the First.*

And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing,
But like a hawk encumber’d with his
liood,—
Explaining metapliysics to the nation—
I wish he would explain his Explanation.

FRAGMENT.
On the hack o f the Poet's MS. o f Canto I.

nr.

You, Bob! are rather insolent, you know,
At being disappointed in your wish
To supersede all warblers here below,
And
be the only Blackbird in the dish;
Because at least the past were pass’d away—
And for the future—(but I write this reel- And then you overstrain yourself, or so,
And tumble downward like the flying físli
ing,
Gasping on deck, because you soar too high,
Having got drunk exceedingly to-day,
Bob,
So that I seem to stand upon the ceiling)
And fall, fox lack of moisture quite a-dry,
I say—the future is a serious matter—
Bob!
And so—for God’s sake—hoek and sodawater !
IV.

I

to heaven that I were so much clay,
As I am blood, bone, marrow, passion,
feeling—

woüld

And Wordswortk, in a rather long “ Excur
sión ”
(I think the quarto holds five hundi'ed
pages),
B ob
So u t h e ï !
Has given a sample from the vasty versión
lanreate,
Of his new system to perplex the sages ;
And representative of all the race;
Although ’tis true that you turn’d out a Tory ’Tis poetry—at least by his assertion,
And may appear so wheii the dog-star
at
rages—
Last,—yours has lately been a commou
And
he who uuderstands it would be able
case;
And now, my Epic Renegade! what are ye at ? To add a story to the Tower of Babel.
With all the Lakers, ni and out of place ?
A nest of tuneful persons, to my eye
V.
Like “ four and twenty Blackbirds in a pye;
You—Gentlemen! by dint of long seclusion
n.
From better company, have kept your own
“ Which pye being open’d they began to sing ” At Keswick, and, through still continued
fusión
(This old song and new simile holds good),
Of one another’s minds, at last have grown
“ A dainty disli to set before tlie King,”
Or Begent, who admires such kind of To deem as a most logical conclusión,
That Poesy has wreaths for you alone:
food;—
There is a narrowness in sueli a notion,
* [“ Begun at Venice September 6; finished Xov. 1, Which makes me wish you’d cliange your
lakes for ocean.
1818.”—B.]
DEDICATION.

I.
You ’re a poet — Poet-
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Ile deign’d not to belie his soul in songs,
vi.
Nor turn his very talent to a crime;
I would not imitate the petty thought,
Ile dici not loathe the Sire to laúd the Son,
Nor coin my self-love to so base a vice,
But closed the tyrant-hater he begun.
For all the glory your conversión brought,
Since gold alone should not liave been its
XI.
price.
Think’st thou, could he—the blind Oíd Man—
You liave your salary: was’t for tbat you
arise,
wrought ?
Like Samuel from the grave, to freeze once
And Wordsworth has his place in the
more
Excise.
The blood of monarchs with his propliecies,
You 're sliabby fellows—true—but poets stili,
Or be alive again—again all hoar
And duly seated on the immortal hili.
With time and trials, and those helpless eyes,
And heartless daughters—worn—and pale
VII.
—and poor;
Your bays may hide the baldness of your Would he adoro a sultán 1 he obey
The intellectual eunuch Castlereagh ?
brows—
Perhaps some virtuous b lu s h e s le t them
XII.
go—
Cold-blooded, smooth-faced, placidmisereant!
To you I envy neither fruit nor boughs—
Dabbling its sleek young hands in Erin’s
And for the fame you would engross below,
gore,
The field is universal, and allows
Scope to all such as feel the inherent glow: And thus for wider earnage tauglit to pant,
Transferr’d to gorge upon a sister shore,
Scott, Rogers, Campbell, Moore, and Crabbe,
will try
The vulgarest tool that Tyranny could want,
With just enougli of talent, and no more,
'Gainst you the question with posterity.
To lengthen fetters by another fix’d,
And offer poison long already mix’d.
vrn.
For me, who, wandering with pedestrian
X III.
Muses,
An
orator
of
such
set
trash of pkrase
Conteud not with you on the cvinged steed,
Ineffably—legitimately vile,
I wish your fate may yield ye, when she
That
even
its
grossest
flatterers dare not
chooses,
praise,
The fame you envy, and the skill you ueed;
Nor foes—all nations—condescend to smile;
And recollect a poet nothing loses
Not even a sprightly blunder’s spark can blaze
In giying to his brethren their full meed
From that Ixion grindstone’s ceaseless toil,
Of merit, and complaint of present days
That turns and turns to give the world a
Is not the certain path to future praise.IX
.
notion
Of endless torments and perpetual motion.
IX.
XIV.
He that reserves his laureis for posterity
(Who does not often claim the bright A bungler even in its disgusting trade,
reversión)
And botching, patehing, leaving stili behind
Something of wliich its masters are afraid,
Has generally no great crop to spare it, he
Beiug only injured by his own assertion;
States to be curb’d, and thoughts to be
contined,
And although here and there some glorious
rarity
Conspiracy or Congress to be made—
Cobbling at manacles for all mankind—
Alise Rke Titan fròm the sea’s immersion,
A tinkering slave-maker, who mends old
The major part of such appellants go
chains,
To—God knows where—for no one else can
know.
With God and man’s abhorrence for its gains.
X.
If, fallen iu evil days on evil tongues,
Milton appealed to the Avenger, Time,
I f Time, the Avenger, execrates his wrongs,
And makes the word “ Miltonic” mean
“ sublime,”

XV.
If we may judge of matter by the mind,
Emasculated to the marrow It
Hath but two objects, how to serve, and bind,
Deeming the chain it wears even men may
fit,

canto i.]
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Eutropius of its many masters,—blind
To worth as freedom, wisdom as to wit,
Fearless—because no feeling dwells in ice,
Its very courage stagnates to a vice.
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III.
Barnave, Brissot, Condorcet, Mirabeau,
Pétion, Clootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayette,
Were French, and famous people, as we
know;
XVI.
And there were otliers, scarce forgotten yet,
Where shall I turn me not to mew its bonds, Joubert, Hoclie, Marceau, Lannes, Desaix,
For I will never feel them ;—Italy !
Moreau,
Thy late reviving Roman soul desponds
With many of the military set,
Beneatli the lie this State-thing breathed Exceedingly remarkable at times,
o’er thee—•
But not at all adapted to my rliymes.
Thy clanking chain, and Erin's yet green
wounds,
IV.
Have voices—tongues to cry aloud for me.
Nelson was once Britannia’s god of war,
Europe has slaves, allies, kings, armies stili,
And stili should be so, but the tide is
And Southey lives to sing them very Ü1.
turn’d;
There’s no more to be said of Trafalgar,
XVII.
’Tis with our hero quietly inurn’d ;
Meantime, Sir Laureate, I proceed to dedicate,
Because the army 's grown more popular,
In honest simplo verse, this song to you.
At which the naval people are coucern’d ,
And, if in flattering strains I do not predí Besides, the prince is all for the laud-service,
cate,
Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and
’T is that I stili retain my “ buff and
Jervis.
blue; ”
V.
My politics as yet are all to educate :
Apostasy ’s so fashionable, too,
Brave men were living before Agamemnon
To keep one creed’s a task grown quite HerAnd since, exceeding valorous and sage,
culean:
A good deal like him too, though quite the
Is it not so, my Tory, Ultra-Julián ?
same none;
V e n i c e , September 16, 1818.
But then they shone not on the poet’s page,
And so have been forgotten;—I condemn
none,
But can’t find any in the present age
Fit for my poem (that is, for my new one);
I.
So, as I said, I '11 take my friend Don Juan.
I w a n t a hero: an uncommon want,
When every year and month sends forth a
VI.
new one,
Most epic poets plunge “ in medias res ”
Till, after cloying the gazettes with eant,
(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike
The age diseovers he is not the true one :
road),
Of such as these I should not care to vaunt,
I '11 therefore take our aucient friend Don And then your hero telis, whene’er you
please,
Juan—
What went before—by way of episode,
We all have seen liim, in the pantomime,
Wliile
seated after dinner at his ease,
Sent to the devil somewhat ere his time.
Beside his mistress in some soft abode,
Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern,
II.
Which serves the happy couple for a tavern.
Vernon, the butcher Cumberland, Wolfe,
Hawke,
VII.
Prince Ferdinand, Granby, Burgoyne,
That is the usual method, but not mine—Keppel, Howe,
My way is to begin with the beginning;
Evil and good, have liad their tithe of talk,
And fiU’d their sign-posts then,like Welles- The regularity of my design
Forbids all wandering as the worst of sinley now;
ning,
Eacli in their turn like Banquo’s monarchs
And therefore I shall open with a lme
stalk,
(Although it cost me half an hour in spinFollowers of fame, “ nine farrow” of that
ning)
sow:
France, too, had Buonaparté and Dumourier Narrating somew’hat of Don'Juan’s father,
And also of his mother, if you’d rather.
Recorded in the Mouiteur and Courier.

6 28

(Èípron’e Q3)ovfteí.

VIII.
In Seville ivas he born, a pleasant city,
Famous for oranges and women—he
Who has not seen it will be mucb to pity,
So says the proverb—and I quite agree;
Of all the Spanisli towns is none more pretty,
Cádiz, perhaps—but that you soon may
see
Don Juan’s parents lived beside the river,
A noble stream, and call’d the Guadalquivir.

[Canto I.

XIII.
She knew tlie Latín—tbat is, “ the Lord’s
prayer,”
AndGreek—the alpliabet—I ’mnearlysure;
She read some French romances here and
tliere,
Altbougb her mode of speaking was not
puré;
For native Spanish she liad no great care,
At least ber conversation was obscure;
Her tboughts were tbeorems, ber words a
problem,
As if she deem’d tbat mystery would en
noble ’em.

IX.
His father’s líame was Jóse—Don, of course,
A true Hidalgo, free froni every stain
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, be traced bis
XIV.
source
Through the most Gotliic gentlemen of She lilced the English and the Hebrew tongue,
And said there was aualogy between ’em;
Spain;
She proved it someliow out of sacred song,
A better cavalier ne’er mounted borse,
But
I must leave the proofs to those who 've
Or, being mounted, e’er got down again,
seen ’em,
Tban Jóse, who begot onr liero, wlio
Begot—but that’s to come---- Well, to re- But tbis I heard ber say, and can’t be wrong,
And all may think wbicli way their judgnew:
ments lean ’em,
X.
“ ’T is strange—the Hebrew noun whicb
means ‘ I am,’
His mother ivas a learned lady, famed
For every brancli of every Science known— The English always use to govern d—n.”
In every Cliristian language ever named,
XV.
With virtues equall’d by her wit alone:
She made the cleverest people quite ashamed, Some women use their tongues—she lool’d a
lecture,
And even the good with inward envy
Eacb eyo a sermón, and ber brow a homily,
groan,
An
all-in-all
sufiicient self-director,
Findmg tliemselves so very mucb exceeded
Like the lamented late Sir Samuel Bomilly,
In their own way by all the tbings tbat
The Law’s expounder, and the State's cor
she did.
rector,
XI.
Wliose suicide was almost an anomaly—
Her memory was a mine : she knew by beart One sad example more, that “ All is vanity,” —
All Calderón and greater part of Lopé,
(The jury brougbt their verdict in “ InSo tbat if any actor miss’d bis part
sanity.” }
She could bave served him for the prompter’s copy;
XVI.
For ber Feinagle's were an useless art,
In short, she ivas a wallting calculation,
^And be liimself obbged to shut up shop—be
Miss Edgewortb’s novéis stepping from
Could never make a memory so fine as
their covers,
Tbat whicb adorn’d the brain of Donna Inez.
Or Mrs. Trimmer’s books on education,
Or “ Coelebs’ W ife” set out in quest of
XII.
lovers,
Her favourite Science was the matlienmtical, Morality’s prim personification,
Her noblest vn-tue was ber nmgnanimity;
In wliicb not Envy’s self a flaw discovers;
Her wit (she sometimos tried at wit) was To otbers’ share let “ female errors fall,”
Attic all,
For she had not even one—the worst of all.
Her serious sayings darken’d to sublimity; :
In short, in all tbings she was fairly wliat í :
XVH.
cali
Oh! she was perfect past all parallel—
A prodigy—her morning dress was dimity,
Of any modern female saint’s comparison;
Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin, So far above the cunning powers of bel!,
And otlier stuífs, with whicb I won’t stay
Her guardián ángel liad given up bis
puzzling.
garrison;

I don’t cboose to say mucb upon tbis bead,
I ’in a plain man, and in a single station,
But—O lí! ye lords of ladies intellectual,
Iuform us truly, bave tbey not hen-peck’d
you all ?
Perfect she w'as, but as perfection is
Insipid in tbis naugbty world of ours,
AVbere our first parents never learn’d to kiss
Till tliey were exiled from tbeu- earlier
bowers,
Wliere all was peace, and innocence, and
bliss
(I wonder how tbey got through tlie twelve
liours),
Don Jóse, like a lineal son of Eve,
Went plucking various fruit without her
leave.
XIX.
He was a mortal of the careless kind,
With no great love for learning, or the
learn’d,
Who chose to go wliere’er be had a mind,
And never dream’d bis lady was concern’d ;
The world, as usual, wickedly inclined
To see a kingdom or a bouse o’erturn’d,
Whisper’d be liad a mistress, some said two,
But for domèstic quarrels one will do.
Noiv Donna Inez had, with all lier merit,
A great opinión of lier own good qualities;
Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it,
And such, indeed, she was in ber moralities;
But tben slie liad a devil of a spn-it,
And sometimes niix’d up fauoies witli realities,
And let few opportunities escape
Of getting ber liege lord into a scrape.
XXI.
Tbis was an easy matter with a man
Oft in the wrong, and never on bis guard;
And even the wisest, do the best tbey can,
Have moments, liours, and days, so uuprepared,
Tbat you migbt “ brain tbem with their lady’s
fan; ”
And sometimes ladies hit exceedmg liard,
And fnns turn into falehions in fair bands,
And why and wberefore no one understands.
XXII.
’ Tis pity learned virgins ever wed
With persons of no sort of education,
Or gentlemen, who, tbougb well born and bred,
Grow tired of scientific conversation;

XXHI.
Don Jóse and bis lady quarrell’d—why,
Not any of the many could divine,
Tbougb several tliousand people chose to try,
’Twas surely no concern of tbeb-s ñor
mine;
I loatbe tbat low vice—curiosity ;
But if there ’s anything ni wliicb I shine,
’Tis in arranging all my friends’ affairs,
Not having, of my own, domèstic cares.
XXIV.
And so I interfered, and with the best
Intentions, but their treatment was
kind;
I think the foolisb people were possoss’d,
For neither of tbem could I ever find,
Altbougb their porter afterwards confess’d—
But that ’s no matter, and tlie worst ’s
behind,
For little Juan o’er me threw, down stairs,
A pail of bousemaid’s water unawares.
XXV.
A little curly-beaded, good-for-nothmg,
And miscbief-making monkey from
birtb; .
His parents ne’er agreed except in doting
Upon the most unquiet imp on eartb;
Instead of quarrelling, had tbey been but
both in
Their senses, tliey’d bave sent young
master fortb
To scbool, or liad him soundly wliipp’d at
borne,
To teack liim manners for the time to come.
XXVI.
Don Jóse and the Donna Inez led
For some time an unliappy sort of life,
Wisliing eacb otber, not divorced, but dead;
Tbey lived respectably as man and wife,
Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred,
And gave no outward sigas of inward
strife,
Until at lengtb the smotlier’d fire broke out,
And put the business past all kind of doubt.
XXVH.
For Inez call’d some druggists and physiciaii3,
And tried to prove ber loving lord was ruad,
But as be had some lucid intermissions,
She next decided be was only had;
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Yet when they ask’d her for her depositions,
No sort of explanation could be liad,
Save that lier duty both to man and God
Required tbis conduct—wliich seem’d very
odd.

XXXII.
Theü- friends bad tried at reconciliation,
Tben tbeir relations, wbo made matters
worse,
¡ (’Twere bard to tell upon a like oecasion
xxvm.
To whom it may be best to llave recourse—
She kept a Journal, where liis faults were I cau’t say mucli for friend or yet relation):
noted,
Tbe lawyers did tben- utmost for divorce,
And open’d certain trailles of books and But scarce a fee was paid 011 either side
letters,
Before, unluckily, Don Jóse died.
All wbich migbt, if oecasion served, be
quoted;
XX XIII.
And tben slíe liad all Seville for abettors,
Besides lier good oíd graiidmotker (who i He died: and most unluckily, because,
According to all kints I could colleet
doted);
The liearers of her case beeame repeaters, From counsel learned in tbose kinds of laws
(Althougk tbeir talk’s obscure and cirTben advocates, inquisitors, and j'udges,
cumspect),
Somefor amusement, otliers for oíd grudges.
His deatb contrived to spoil a cbarming
cause;
XXIX.
A thousand pities also witb respect
And tlien tbis best and meekest woman bore To public feeling, wbich 011 tbis oecasion
Was manifested in a gi-eat sensation.
Witli sucb serenity lier liusband's woes,
Just as tbe Spartan ladies did of yore,
xxxiv.
Who saw tbeir spouses kill’d, and nobly
cbose
But ali! be died; and buried witb him lay
Never to say a word about them more—
The public feeling and tbe lawyers’ fees :
Calmly she beard eacb calumny that rose, His liouse was sold, bis servants sent away,
And saw hit agonies witb sucb sublimity,
A Jew took one of his two mistresses,
Tbat all tbe world exclaim’d, “ Wbat mag- A priest tbe other—at least so they say:
nanimity 1 ”
I ask’d tbe doctors after bis disease—
He died of tbe slow fever called tbe tertian,
XXX.
And left bis widow to her own aversión.
No doubt tbis patience, when tbe rvorld is
XXXV.
danming us,
Is philosophic in our former friends ;
Yet Jóse was an honourable man,
’Tis also pleasant to be deem’d magnanimous,
Tbat I must say, who knew him very w ell;
Tbe more so 111 obtaining our own ends ;
Therefore bis fraüties I ’ll no further sean,
And wbat tbe lawyers cali a “ malus animus "
Indeed tbere were not many more to te ll:
Conduct like tbis by no means compre- And if bis passions now and tben outran
hends:
Discretion, and were not so peaceable
Reveuge in person ’s certainly no virtue,
As Numa’s (wbo was also named Pompilius),
But tben ’tis not my fault, if others burt He bad been ill brought up, and was born
you.
bilious.
XXXI.
XXXVI.
And if our quarrels sliould rip up oíd stories, Wbate’er migbt be bis worthlessness or
And lielp them witb a lie or two addiwortb,
tional,
Poor fellow ! be bad many tkings to wound
Z ’m not to blame, as you well know—no
liim,
more is
Let ’s own—since it can do no good on earth—
Any one else— tliey w ere become tradiIt was n trying moment tbat wbich fonnd
tion a l;
bim
Besides, tbeir resurrection aids our glories
Standing alone beside bis desolate beartli,
By contrast, wbicb is wbat we j'ust were
Where all bis bousebold gods lay shiver d
wishing all:
round bim :
And Science proíits by tbis resurrection—
No cboice was left bis feelings or bis pride,
Dead scandáis form good subj'ects for dis- Save deatb or Doctors’ Commons—so be
section.
died.
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XXXVII.
Dying intestate, Juan was solé beir
To a chancery suit, and messuages and
lands,
Wbicb, witb a long ininority and care,
Promised to turn out well in proper hands:
Inez beeame solé guardián, wbicb was fair.
And answer’d but to nature’s j ust demands;
An only son left with an only motilá
is brought up much more wisely tban
anotber.

XLH.
Ovid’s a rake, as lialf bis verses show bim,
Anacreon’s morals are a still worse sample,
Catullus scarcely lias a decent poein,
I don’t tbink Sapplio’s Ode a good example,
Altbougb Longmus tells us tbere is 110 liymn
Where tbe sublime soars fortb on wings
more ampie;
But Virgil’s songs are puré, except tbat horrid
one
Beginningwith “ Formosum Pastor Corydon.”

X X XVIII.
Sagest of women, even of widows, she
Resolved tbat Juan sbould be quite a
paragon,
And worthy of tbe noblest pedigree :
(His sire was of Castile, bis dam from
Aragón).
Tben for accomplisliments of chivalry,
I 11 case our lord tbe king sbould go to war
again,
He learn’d tbe arts of riding, fencing, guuuery,
And bow to scale a fortress—or a nunnery.

XLH I.
Lucretius' irreligión is too strong
For early stomaclis, to prove wholesome
food;
I can’t belp thinking Juvenal was wrong,
Although no doubt bis real intent was good,
For speaking out so plainly in his song,
So much indeed as to be downright rude;
And tben what proper person can be partial
To all those nauseous epigrams of Martial ?

XXXIX.
But that wbich Donna Inez most desired,
And saw into lierself eacb day before all
Tbe learned tutors whom for bim sbe hired,
Was, tbat his breediug sliould be strictly
moral:
Much into all bis studies sbe inquired,
And so they were submitted first to ber, all,
Arts, Sciences, 110 brancli was made a mystery
To Juan’s eyes, excepting natural liistory.
XL.
The languages, especially tbe dead,
Tbe Sciences, and most of all tbe abstruse,
The arts, at least all such as could be said
To be tbe most remote from common use,
In all tbese be was mucli and deeply read:
But not a page of anytliing tbat ’s loose,
Or liints continuation of tbe species,
Was ever suffer’d, lest be sbould grow
vicious.
XLI.
His elassie studies made a little puzzle,
Because of filtliy loves of gods and goddesses,
Wbo in tbe earlier ages raised a bustle,
■But never put on pantaloons or bodices ;
His reverend tutors liad at times a tussle,
And for tbeir fEneids, Iliads, and Odysseys,
Were forced to malee an odd sort of apology,
For Donna Inez dreaded tbe Mytbology.

XLFV.
Juan was taugbt from out tbe best edition,
Expurgated by learned men, who place,
Judiciously, from out tbe sclioolboy’s visión,
Tbe grosser parts; but, fearful to deface
Too much tbeir modest bard by tbis omission,
And pitying sore tbis mutilated case,
Tliey only add tbem all in an appendix,
Wbicb saves, in fact, tbe trouble of an index;
XLV.
For tbere we have tbem all “ at one fell
swoop,”
Instead of bebig scatter’d through tbe
pages;
They stand fortb marshall'd in a liandsome
troop,
To meet tbe ingenuous youth of future ages,
Till some less rigid editor sliall stoop
To cali them back into tbeir separate cages,
Instead of standing staring all together,
Like garden gods—and not so decent either.
XLVI.
Tbe Missal too (it was tbe family Missal)
Was ornamented in a sort of way
Wbich ancient mass-books often are, and
tbis all
Kinds of grotesques illumined; and how
they,
Who saw tbose figures on tbe margin kiss all,
Could turn tbeir òptics to tbe text and pray.
Is more tban I know—But Don Juan’s mother
Kept tbis lierself, and gave ber son another.
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XLVII.
Sermons lie read, and lectures lie endured,
^And liomilies, and Uves o£ all tlie saints;
ï o Jerome and to Chrysostom inured,
He did not take such studies for restraints;
But liow faitli is acquired, and tlien insured,
So well not one of the aforesaid paints
As Saint Augustine in liis fine Confessions,
Which make the reader envy llis trans
gressions.

in.
For my part I say notliing—nothing—but
This I will say—my reasons are my own—
Tliat if I had an only son to put
To school (as God be praised that I liave
none),
’Tis not with Donna Inez I would shut
Him up to leam liis catechism alone,
No—no—I ’d send him out betimes to college,
For there it was I pick’d up my own knowledge.

X LV III.
Tliis, too, was a seal’d book to little Juan—•
1 can’t but say tbat liis mamma was rigbt,
I f sucli an education was the true one.
She scarcely trusted him from out her
sight;
Her maids were oíd, and if she took a new
one,
You iniglit be sure she was a perfect fi'ight,
She did tliis during even her husband’s lit'e—
I rocommend as much to every wife.

LUI.
For there one learns—’tis not for me to boast,
Though I acquired—but I pass over that,
As weU as all the Greek I since liave lost:
I say tliat there's the place—but “ Yerbum
sai,”

I think I pick'd up too, as weU as most,
Iúiowledge of matters—but nomatter what—
I never married—but, I think, I know
Tliat sons sliould not be educate'd so.

XLIX.
LIV.
Youug Juan wax’d in godliness and grace;
Youug Juan now was sixteen years of age,
At six a cliarming child, and at eleven
TaU, handsome, slender, but well knit: he
With all the promise of as fine a face
seem’d
As e'er to man’s maturer growth wasgiven. Active, though not so sprightly, as a page;
He studied steadily and grew apace,
And everybody but his mother deem’d
And seem’d, at least, in the right road to Him ahnost man; but she flew in a rage
lieaven,
And bit her lips (for else she miglit liave
For half liis days were pass’d at churcli, the
scream’d)
other
I f any said so, for to be precocious
Between his tutors, confessor, and mother.
Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious.
L.

LV.

At six, I said, he was a cliarming cliild,
At twelve he was a fine, but quiet boy;
Altliough in infancy a Uttíe wild,
They tamed him down amongst them: to
destroy
His natural spirit not in vain they toil’d,
At least it seem’d so ; and liis mother’s joy
Was to declare how sage, and still, and steady,
Her youug pliilosopher was g iw u already.I.

Amongst her numerous acquaintance, all
Selected for discretion and devotion,
There was the Donna Julia, whom to cali
Pretty were but to give a feeble notion
Of ínany cliarms in her as natural
As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean,
Her zone to Yenus, or his bow to Cupid,
(But this last simile is trite and stupid).

II.

I liad my doubts, perhaps I llave them still,

But wliat I say is neither liere ñor there:
I lmew his father weU, and llave some skill
In character—but it would not be fair
From sire to son to augur good or ill:
He and his wife were an ill sorted pan-—
But scandal’s my aversión—I protest
Against all evil speaking, even in jest.

1YI.
The darkness of her Oriental eye
Accorded with her Moorish origin;
(Her blood was not all Spanisli, by the b y ;
In Spam, you know, this is a sort of sin).
When proud Granada fell, and, forced to fly,
Boabdil wept, of Donna Julia’s km
Some went to Africa, some stay’d in Spain,
Her groat great grandmamma cliose to remain.
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Mounting, at tunes, to a transparent glow,
X V II.
As if her veins ran liglitning; she, in sooth,
She married (I forget the pedigree)
Possess’d an air and grace by no means
With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down
common:
His blood less noble tlian sucli blood should Her stature tall—I líate a dumpy woman.
b e;
At such alliances liis sires would frown,
LXH.
I 11 that point so precise in each degree
Wedded she was some years, and to a man
Tliat they bred »n and in, as miglit be
Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty;
shown,
And yet, I think, instead of such a o n e
Marrying tlieir cousius—nay, tlieir aunts,
’Twere better to have t w o of five-andand nieces,
twenty,
Which always spoils the breed, if it iiicreases. Especially in countries near tlie sun:
And now I tliink on’t, “ mi vien in mente,”
iv in .
Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue
Tliis heathenish cross restored the breed Prefer a spouse wliose age is short of tliirty.
again,
Ruin’d its blood, but much improved its
LXHI.
flesh;
’Tis a sad thing, I cannot clioose but say,
For from a root the ugliest in oíd Spain
And all the fault of that indecent sun,
Sprnng up a brancli as beautiful as fresli; Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay,
The sons no more were short, tlie daugliters
But will keep baking, broiling, burning on,
plañí:
That howsoever people fast and pray,
But tliere’s a rumour which I fain would
The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone:
liusli,
What men cali gallantry, and gods adultery,
’Tis said tliat Donna Julia's grandmamma
Is much more common wliere the climate’s
Produced her Don more lieirs at love tlian
sultry.
law.
LXIY.
LIX.
Happy the nations of the moral Nortli!
However this might be, the race went on
Wliere all is virtue, and tlie winter season
Improving still througli every generation,
Sonds sin, without a rag 011, shivering forth
Un til it centred in an only son,
(’T was snow that brouglit St. Anthony to
WI10 left an only daugliter: my narration
reason);
May liave suggested that this single one
Where juries cast up what a wife is worth,
Could be but Julia (whom on this occasion
By laying whate’er sum, in mulct, they
I shall have much to speak about), and she
please on
Was married, cliarming, cliaste, and twenty- The lover, who must pay a handsome price,
three.
Because it is a marketable vice.
LX.
LXV.
Her eye (I ’m very fond of handsome eyes)
Was large and darlt, suppressing lialf its Alfonso was the líame of Julia's lord,
A man well looking for liis years, and who
fire
Until she spoke, then tlirough its soft dis Was neither much beloved ñor yet abliorr’d :
They lived together as most people do,
guise
Flash’d an expression more of pride than Suffering each otker’s foibles by accord,
And not exactly eitlier one or two ;
iré,
And love than either; and there would arise Yet he was jealous, tliougli he did not show it,
For
jealousy dislikes the world to know it.
A something in them which was not desire,
But would liave been, perhaps, but for the soul
LXYI.
Wliich struggled throngh and cliasten’d down
Julia was—yet I never could see why—
the whole.
With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend;
LXI.
Between tlieir tastes there was srnall sympatliy,
Her glossy hair was cluster’d o’er a brow
For not a line had Julia ever penn’d :
Briglit with intelligence, and fair, and
Some people wliisper (but, 110 doubt, they lie,
smooth;
For malice still imputes some private end)
Her eyebrow’s sliape was like the aerial bow,
Tliat
Inez had, ere Don Alfonso’s marriage,
Her clieek all purple with the beam of
Forgot with him her very prudent carriage;
youth,
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LXVH.
And tliat still keeping up tke oíd connexion,
Which time liad lately render’d muck more
chaste,
She took liis lady also in affection,
And certainly this coursewas muehthebest:
Slie flatter’d Julia with lier sage protection,
And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste;
And if she could not (who can?) silenco
scandal,
At least ske left it a more slender kandle.

Lxvni.
I can’t tell whetker Julia saw tke affair
Witk otker people’s eyes, or if ker own
Discoveries made, but none could be aware
Of this, at least no symptom e’er was
skown;
Perkaps ske did not know, or did not care,
IndÍBferent from tke first, or callous grown:
I 'm really puzzled wkat to tliink or say,
Ske kept ker counsel in so cióse a way.

[Canto I.

Lxxn.
Fraught with this fine intention, and well
fenced
In mail of proof—her purity of soul,
She, for the future of ker strength convinced,
And tkat her honour was a rock, or mole,
Exeeeding sagely from that liour dispensed
Witk any kind of troublesome control;
But whetker Julia to the task was equal
Is that which must be mention’d in the
sequel.

And if slio met him, thougk she smiled no
more,
She look’d a sadness sweeter than lier
sraile,
As if her heart liad deeper thouglits in store
She must not own, but cherish’d more the
wliile
For tliat compression in its burning core;
Even innocence itself has many a wile,
And will not daré to trust itself with truth,
And love is tauglit liypocrisy from youtli.

Lxxxm .

Lxxu r.
But passion most dissembles, yet betrays
Even by its darkness; as the blackest sky
Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays
Its workings througk the vainly guarded
. eye,
And in wliatever aspect it arrays
Itself, ’t is still the same hypocrisy:
Coldness or anger, even disdain or líate,
Are masks it often wears, and still too late.

LXIX.
LXXIV.
Juan ske saw, and, as a pretty ckild,
Caress’d kinr often—suck a tliing migkt be Then there were siglis, tke deeper for supQuite innocenüy done, and liarmless styled,
pression,
When ske had twenty years, and tkirteen
And stolen glances, sweeter for tke tkeft,
lio;
And burning blushes, tho'ugli for no transBut X am not so snre I sliould llave smiled
gression,
When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-three;
Tremblings when met, and restlessness
Tkese few skort years mako wondrous alterwhen left;
ations,
All tliese are little preludes to possession,
Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations.
Of which young passion cannot be bereft,
And merely tend to show how greatly love is
LXX.
Embarrass’d at first starting with a novice.
Wliate’er tke cause migkt be, they liad beLXXV.
come
Changed; for tke dame grew distant, tke Poor Julia’s heart was in an awkward state;
youtli sliy,
She felt it going, and resolved to malee
Their looks cast down, tlieir greetings almost The noblest efforts for herself and mate,
dumb,
For honour’s, pride’s, religion’s, virtue’s
And muck embarrassment in eitlier eye;
sake.
There surely will be little doubt witli some
Her resolutions were most truly great,
Tkat Donna Julia knew tke reason wky,
And almost miglit kave made a Tarquín
But as for Juan, he liad no more notion
quake:
Tlian he who never saw tke sea of ocean.
She pray’d the Virgin Mary for her grace,
As being the best judge of a lady’s case.
LXXI.
LXXVI.
Yet Julia’S very coldness still was kind,
And tremulously gentle ker small hand
She vow’d ske never would see Juan more,
Witkdrew itself from his, but left beliind
And next day paid a visit to his motlier,
A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland
And look’d extremely at the opening door,
And slight, so very sliglit, tliat to the mind
Which, by the Virgin’s grace, let in an’T was but a doubt; but ne’er magician’s
other;
wand
Grateful she was, and yet a little sore—
Wrought ckange with all Armida’s fairy art
Again it opens, it can be no otker,
Like wliat this light touch left on Juan’s ’Tis surely Juan now—No I I ’m afraid
heart.
Tliat night the Virgin was no further pray’d.

Lxxvm.
And even if by chance—and who can tell ?
The devil’s so very sly—she sliould discover
That all witliin was not so very well,
And, if still free, that such or such a lover
Might please perliaps, a virtuous wife can quell
Such thoughts, and bo the better when
they ’re over ;
And if the man sliould ask, ’tis but denial:
I recommend young ladies to malee trial.
LXXIX.
And then there are such tliings as love divine,
Briglit and immaculate, unmix’d and puré,
Such as the angels think so very fine,
And matrons, who would be no less secure,
Platònic, perfect, “ just suck love as mino: ”
Tkus Julia said—and tkought so, to bo sure;
And so I ’d llave her think, were I the man
On wliom her reveries celestial ran.

Her plan she deem’d both mnocent and
feasible,
And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen
Not scandal’s fangs could fix on mnch that’s
seizable,
Or if they did so, satisfied to mean
Nothing but wliat was good, her breast was
peaceable:
A quiet conscience makes one so serene 1
Ckristians llave burnt each otker, quito persuaded
That all the Apostles would liave done as
they did.
L XXXIV.
And if in the mean time her husband died,
But Heaven forbid that such a thought
sliould cross
Her brain, tliough in a dream 1 (and then she
sigh’d)
Never could she survive that common loss;
But just suppose that moment sliould betide,
I only say suppose it—ínter nos.
(This sliould be entre nous, for Julia tkought
In Frencli, but then the rliyme would go for
nought.)

LXXX.
Such love is innocent, and may exist
Between young persons without any danger:
A hand may first, and tken a lip be kist;
For my part, to such doings I ’m a stranger,
LXXXV.
But hear these freedoms form the utmost list
Of all o’er which such lovo may be a I only say, suppose this supposition:
ranger:
Juan being tken grown up to man’s estáte
If people go beyond, ’tis quite a crime,
Would fully suit a widow of condition,
But not my fault—I tell them all in time.
Even seven years henee it would not be
too late;
LXXXI.
And in tke interim (to pursue this visión)
Tke mischief, after all, could not be great,
Love, tken, but love witkin its proper limits
For he would learn the rudiments of love,
Was Julia’s mnocent determination
I
mean
the serapli way of those above.
In young Don Juan’s favour, and to him its
Exertion might be useful on occasion;
And, lighted at too puro a slirine to dim its
LXXXVT.
Ethereal lustre, with wliat sweet persua
sión
He might be tauglit, by love and ker togetlier—
I really don’t know wkat, ñor Julia eitlier.

So mnch for Julia. Now we’ll turn to Juan.
.Poor little fellow 1 he had no idea
Of his own case, and never hit the true one ;
In feelings quick as Ovid’s Miss Medea,
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He puzzled over wliat lie found a new one,
But not as yet imagined it could be a
Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming,
Whicli, witb a little patience, might grow
eharming.

[Canto I.

xcn.

He tkouglit about himself, and tbe wbole
eartb,
Of man the wonderful, and of tbe stars,
And liow the deuce tliey ever could bave
LXXXYH.
birtb;
Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow,
And tben he tliouglit of earthquakes, and
His lióme deserted for the lonely wood,
of wars,
Tormented witli a wound be could not know, How many miles tbe moon might liave in
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude:
girtli,
I ’m fond myself of solitude or so,
Of air-balloons, and of tbe many bars
But tben, Ibeg it may be understood,
To perfect knowledge of tbe boundless
By solitude I mean a Sultan’s, not
skies;—
A liermit’s, witb a baram for a grot.
And tben he tliought of Donna Julia’s eyes.
LXXXVIH.
“ Olí Love! in sucb a wilderness as tliis,
Wbere transport and security entwine,
Here is tbe empire of tby perfect bliss,
And liere thou art a god indeed divine.”
The bard I quote from does not smg amiss,
Witli the exception of tbe second line,
Por that same twinnig “ transport and
security ”
Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity.
LXXXIX.
The poet meant, no doubt, and tbus appeals
To tbe good sense and senses of mankind,
Tbe very thing wliich everybody feels,
As all bave found on trial, or may find,
Tliat no one likes to be disturb’d at meáis
Or love.—I won’t say more about “ entwined ”
Or “ transport,” as we knew all that before,
But beg “ Security ” will bolt tbe door.
XC.
Young Juan wander'd by tlie glassy brooks,
Thinking unutterable tbings; he threw
Himself at lengtb within tbe leafy nooks
Wbere the ivild brancli of the cork forest
grew ;
There poets find materials for their books,
And every now and tben we read tbein
througli,
So that theh' plan and prosody are eligible,
Unless, like Wordsworth, tliey prove unintelligible.
XCT.
He, Juan (and not Wordsworth), so pursued
His self-commuuion witb bis own bigb soul,
Until bis miglity lieart, in its great mood,
Had mitigated part, tbougli not tbe wbole
Of its disease; be did the best be could
Witb tbings not very subject to control,
And turn’d, witliout perceiving bis condition,
Like Coleridge, into a metapbysician.

XCHI.
In tbouglits like these true wisdom may discern
Longings sublime, and aspirations liigh,
Which some are born witli, but tbe most
partlearn
To plague tliemselves witbal, tbey know
not why:
’T was strange that one so young sliould tbus
concern
His brain about tbe action of tbe sky;
If yon think ’twaspbilosopby that this did,
I can’t belp thinking puberty assisted.
XCTY.
He pored npon'tbe leaves, and 011 the flowers,
And lieard a voice in all tbe winds: and
tben
He tbought of wood-nymphs and immortal
bowers,
And liow the goddesses carne down to men:
He miss’d tbe patbway, be forgot tbe liours,
And wben be look’d upon bis watcb agaiii,
He found bow mucli oíd Time liad been a
winner—
He also found that be liad lost bis dinner.

xcv.
Sometimes be turn’d to gaze upon bis book,
Boscan, or Garcilasso;—by tbe wind
Even as tbe page is rustled while we look,
So by tbe poesy of bis own mind
Over tbe mystic leaf bis soul was shook,
As if ’twere one whereon magicians bind
Tben- spells, and give tbem to tbe passing
gaíe
Aceording to some good oíd woman’s tale.
XCVI.
Tbus w-ould be wbile bis lonely liours away
Dissatisfied, ñor knowing wliat be wanted;
Ñor glowing reverie, ñor poet’s lay,
Could yield bis spirit that for which it
panted,
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A bosom whereon be bis bead miglit lay,
And bear tbe beart beat witb tbe love it
granted,
Witli---- several other tbings, which I forget,
Or which, at least, I need not mention yet.
XCVII.
Tbose lonely walks, and lengtbening reveries,
Could not escape tbe gentle Julia’s eyes;
She saw tliat Juan was not at bis ease;
But that which chiefly may, and must
surprise,
Is, that tbe Donna Iuez did not tease
Iler only son witli question or surmise;
Wbetber it was she did not see, or would
not,
Or, like all very clever people, could not.
XCYIII.
Tliis may seem strange, but yet ’tis very
commou;
For instance—gentlemen, wliose ladies take
Leave to o’erstep tbe written rigbts of woman,
And break tlie---- Which coinmandment
is ’t tliey break ?
(I bave forgot tbe number, and think 110 man
Sbould rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.)
I say,-wben these same gentlemen are jealous,
Tbey malee some blunder, wbicli their ladies
tell us.
XCIX.
A real busband always is suspicious, But still no less suspeets in tbe wrong
place,
Jealous of some one wbo had no sucb wisbes,
Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace,
By barbouring some dear friend extremely
vicious;
Tbe last indeed ’s infallibly tbe case:
And wben tbe spouse and friend are gone
olí wholly,
He wonders at their vice, and not bis folly.
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CI.
But Inez was so anxious, and so clear
Of sigbt, that I must think, 011 this occasion,
She had some other motive mucli more near
For leaving Juan to tliis new temptation,
But wbat that motive was, I sban’t say here;
Perhaps to finisb Juan’s education,
Perliaps to open Don Alfonso’s eyes,
I 11 case be tbought bis wife too great a prize.

en,
It was upon a day, a summer’s day;—
Sunimer ’s indeed a very dangerous season,
And so is spring about tbe end of May;
Tbe sun, 110 doubt, is the prevailing reason;
But wbatsoe’er tbe cause is, one may say,
And stand convicted of more truth thau
treason,
That tkere are months which nature grows
more merry in,—
March lias its bares, and May must liave its
hercine.
CIII.
’Twas on a summer’s day—tbe sixtb of
June
I like to be particular in dates,
Not only of tbe age, and year, but moon;
Tbey are a sort of post-bouse, wbere tbe
Fates
Cbange borses, making liistory change its
tune,
Then spur away o’er emph-es and o’er
States,
Leaving at last not much besides chronology,
Exceptnig tbe post-obits of theology.

CIV.
’T was 011 tlie sixtb of June, about tbe hour
Of half-past six—perhaps stül nearer
seven—
Wben Julia sate within as pretty a bower
As e’er beld houri ni that beathenish
heaven
Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore,
To wbom tbe lyre and laiu-els bave jbeeu
Tbus parents also are at times short-sighted ;
given,
Tliougb watcliful as tbe lynx, tbey ne’er Witb all tbe tropides of triumphant song—
discover,
He won them well, and may be wear tbem
Tbe wbile tbe wicked world bebolds delong!
ligbted,
CV.
Young Hopeful’s mistress, or Miss Panny’s
lover,
She sate, but not alone; I know not well
Till some confounded escapade has bbgbted
How tliis same interview liad taken place,
Tbe plan of twenty years, and all is over;
And even if I knew, I sbould not tell—
And tben tbe rnother cries, tbe father swears,
People sbould bold their tongues in any
case;
And wonders wby tbe devil be got heirs.
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No matter how or wky the tbing bcfell,
CX.
But tliere were she and Juan, face to face—
Wben two sueh faces are so, ’twould be Unconsciously sbe leau’d upon tbe otber,
trise,
Wbicb play d ívitkin tbe tangles of ber
But very difficult, to skut their eyes.
liair;
And to contend ivitb thougkts sbe could not
smotker
CVI.
Sbe seenTd, by tbe distraction of ber air.
How beautiful she look’d ! lier consclous ’T ivas surely very ivrong in Juan’s motker
beart
To leave togetber tbis imprudent pair,
Glow’d in ber ckeek, and yet slie felt no Sbe ívho for many years liad ivatch’d ber
wrong.
son so—
Olí Love! how perfect is tliy mystic art,
I ’m very certam mine ívould not llave done so.
Strengthening tbe weak, and trampling on
tile strong!
CXI.
Iíow self-deceitful is tbe sagest part
Of mortals tvbom thy lure batb led Tbe band wliicli still held Juau’s, by degi'ees
along!—
Gently, but palpably confirm’d its grasp,
Tbe precipice sbe stood on was immense,
As if it said, “ Detain me, if you please; ”
So ivas ber creed in ber own innocence.
Yet tliere’s lio doubt sbe only meant to
clasp
GVII.
His lingera ivitb a puré Platònic squeeze;
Sbe
ívould bave slirunk as from a toad,
Sbe tbougbt of ber own strengtb, and Juan’s
or asp,
youtb,
Had sbe imagined sucli a tbing could rouse
And of tbe folly of all prudisb fears,
A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse.
Victorious vn-tue, and domèstic trutb,
And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years:
I ivisb tbese last liad not occurr’d, in sootb,
Because that number rarely mucb endears,
And tbrough all dimes, tbe snowy and tbe
sunny,
Sounds ill in love, wbate’er it may in money.

CVHI.

CXII.
I caunot knoiv ívliat Juan tbougbt of tbis,
But ívliat be did, is mucb ivbat you ívould
do;
His young lip tbank’d it ivitb a grateful kiss,
And then, abash’d at its own joy, ívitbdreiv
In deep despah-, lest be bad done amiss,—
Love is so very timid wben ’t is neiv:
Sbe blusb’d, and froivn’d not, but sbe strove
to speak,
And lield ber tongue, ber voice ivas grown so
iveak.

Wbenpeople say, “ I'v e told youyí/iy times,”
Tbey mean to scold, and very ofteu do;
Wbeu poets say, “ I ’ve ivritten fifty rliymes,”
Tbcy malee you dread tbat tkey’ll recite
tbem too;
In gangs oififty, tbieves commit tbeir crimes;
CXIH.
At fifty love for love is rare, ’tis true,
Tbe sun set, and up rose tbe yelloiv moon :
But tlien, no doubt, it equally as true is,
Tbe devil ’s in tbe moon for mischief; tbey
A good deal may be bought for fifty Louis.
Wlio call’d ber c h a s t e , metliinks, began too
soon
Tbeir nomenclature; tliere is not a day,
CIX.
Tbe lougest, not tlie twenty-first of June,
Julia liad konour, virtue, trutb, and love
Sees lialf tbe busmess in a wicked ivay,
For Don Alfonso ; and sbe inly swore,
On wbicb tliree smgle bours of moonsbine
By all tbe vows bcloiv to poivers above,
smile—
Sbe never ívould disgrace tbe ring she And then sbe looks so modest all tbe ívliile.
wore,
Ñor leave a ivisb ívhich wisdom migbt reCXIV.
prove;
And ivbile sbe ponder’d this, besides mucli Tliere is a dangerous silence ill tbat liour,
more,
j A stillness, wbicb leaves room for tbe full
One band on Juan’s carelessly ivas tbroivn, i
soul
JJuite by mistake—she tbougbt it ivas ber i To open all itself, ivithout tbe power
oivn;
Of calling wbolly back its seft-control;
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Tbe silver ligbt ivbicb, hallowing tree and But somebow, tbis my vestal vow takes
toiver,
wing,
Sbeds beauty and deep softness o’er tbe
Yet still, I trust, it may be kept tkroughivbole,
out:
Breathes also to tbe beart, and o’er it tbrows I ’m very sorry, very mucb ashamed,
A loving languor, wkieli is not repose.
And mean, next winter, to be quite reclaim'd.
CXV.
And Julia sato ivitli Juan, half embraced
And balf retiring from tbe gloiving arm,
Wbicb treinbled like tbe bosom wbere ’t was
placed;
Yet still sbe must bave tbougbt tbere was
110 karm,
Or else ’t ivere easy to ívitbdraiv ber ivaist;
But then tbe situation bad its ckarm,
And then---- God knoivs wbat next—I can’t
go 011;
I ’m alinost sorry tbat I e'er begun.
CXVI.
Ob Plato 1 Plato! you bave paved tbe ivay,
Witb your confounded fantasies, to more
Immoral conduct by tbe fancied sivay
Your system feigns o’er tbe eontrolless
core
Of human bearts, tban all the long array
Of poets and romancers:—You ’re a bore,
A charlatán, a coxcomb—and bave been,
At best, 110 better tban a go-betiveen.
CXYII.
And Julia’s voice was lost, except in sigbs,
Unlil too late for useful conversation;
Tbe tears were gusbing from ber gentle eyes,
I ivisb, indeed, tbey bad not bad occasion;
But ivlio, alas! can love, and then be ivise?
Not tbat remorse did not oppose temptation;
A little still sbe strove, and mucb repented,
And ivliispering “ I ivill ne’er consent”—
consented.
CXVHI.
’T is said tbat Xerxes offer’d a reward
To tliose ivlio could invent kim a new
pleasure
Metliinks the requisition ’s ratber kard,
And must bave cost bis majesty a treasure:
For my part, I ’m a moderate-minded bard,
Fond of a little love (ivbicb I cali leisure);
I care not for new pleasures, as tbe oíd
Are quite cnougli for me, so tbey but liold.
CXIX.
Ob Pleasure ! you 're indeed a pleasant tbing,
Altbougb one must be damu’d for vou, no
doubt:
I make a resolution every spring
Of reformation, ere tbe year ruu out,

CXX.
Ilere my cbaste Muse a liberty must take—
Start not! still ckaster reader—sbe '11 be
nice lienceForward, and tbere is 110 great cause to
quake;
Tbis liberty is a poetic licence,
Wbicb some irregularity may make
I 11 tbe design, and as I bave a liigk sense
Of Aristotle and tbe Bules, ’t is fit
To beg bis pardon wlien I err a bit.
CXXI.
Tbis Hcence is to liope tbe reader will
Suppose from June tbe sixth (tbe fatal day
Witbout wliose epocb my poetic skill
For want of faets would all be tbroivn
aivay),
But keeping Julia and Don Juan still
In sigbt, tbat several montks bave pass'd;
we’ll say
’Twas in November, but I ’m not so sure
About the day—tbe era ’s more obscure.
CXXII.
We ’ll talk of tbat anón.—’Tis sweet to kear
At midnigbt on tbe blue and moonlit deep
Tbe song and oar of Adria’s gondolier,
By distance mellow’d, o’er tbe waters
sweep;
’T is sweet to see tbe evening star appear;
’T is sweet to listen as tbe nigkt-wmds
crecp
From leaf to leaf; ’tis sweet to view on
bigb
Tbe rainbow, based on ocean, span tbe sky.
CXXI1I.
’Tis sweet to kear tbe watcb-dog’s honest
bark
Bay deep-moutb’d welcome as we draw
near lióme;
’T is sweet to k u o w tbere is a n eyc will mark
Our C orn in g, a n d look brigbter wben we
come;
’T is sweet to be awaken’d by tbe lark,
Or lull’d by falling waters; sweet tbe hum
Of bees, tbe voice of girls, tbe song of birds,
Tbe lisp of cliildren, and then earliest words.
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CXXIY.
Sweet is tlie vintage, when tlie showeriug
grapea
In Bacchanal profusión reel to earth,
Purple and gushing ¡ sweet are our escapes
From civic revelry to rural mirth;
Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps,
Sweet to the father ia hia first-born’s birth,
Sweet is revenge—especially to women,
Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen.

cxxv.

This is the age of odditiea let loose,
Where different talents find their different
marts;
You ’d best begin witli truth, and wheu
you ’■
ve lost your
Labour, there ’s a sure market for imposture.
CXXIX.
Wliat opposite discoveriea we have seen !
(Signa of true genius, and of empty
pockets.)
One makes new noses, one a guillotine,
One breaks your bones, one sets tliem in
their sockets;
But vaccination certainly haa been
A kind antithesis to Congreve’s rockets,
With which the Doctor paid off an old pox,
By borrowing a new one from an ox.

Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet
The unexpected death of some oíd lady
Or gentleman of seventy years complete,
W ho’ve made “ us youth” wait too—too
long already
For an estáte, or cash, or country seat,
Stili hreaking, but witk stamina so steady
cxxx.
That all the Israelites are fit to mob ita
Next owner for their double-damn’d post- Bread has been made (indifferent) from
obits.
potatoes;
And galvanism has set some corpses grin.
CXXVL
ning,
’Tis sweet to win, no matter how, one’s But has not answer’d like the apparatus
Of the Humane Society's beginning,
laureis,
By blood or ink; ’t is sweet to put an end By which men are unsuffocated gratis:
What
wondrous new machines have late
To strife; ’tis sometimes sweet to have our
been spinning!
quarrels,
I said the small pox has gone out of late;
Particularly witli a tiresome friend:
Perhaps it may be follow’d by the gi'eat.
Sweet is oíd wine in bottles, ale in barréis;
Dear is the helpless creature we defend
Against the world; and dear the schoolboy
CXXXI.
spot
We ne’er forget, thougli there we are forgot. ’T is said the great carne from America;
Perhaps it may set out ou its return,—
The population there so spreads, they say
cxxvn.
’Tis grown liigh time to tliin it in its
But sweeter still than tilia, than these,
turn,
than all,
With war, or plague, or famine, any way,
Is first and passionate love—it stands
So that civilisation they may learn;
And which in ravage the more loathsome
alone,
Like Adam’s recollection of bis fa ll;
evil is—
The tree of kuowledge has been pluck’d— Their real lues, or our pseudo-syphilis ?
all’s known—
And life yields nothing further to recall
cxxxii.
Worthy of this ambrosial sin, so shown,
No doubt in fable, as the unforgiven
This is the patent age of new inventions
Fire which Prometheus filck’d for us from
For killing bodies, and for saving souls,
heaven.
All propagated -with the best intentions;
Sir Humpliry Davy’s lantern, by which
cxxYin.
coals
Man’s a strange anhnal, and makes strange Are safely mined for in the mode he meutions,
use
Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Poles,
Of his own nature, and tlie various arts,
Are ways to benefit mankind, as true,
And likes particularly to produce
Perhaps, as shooting tlieni at Waterloo.
Some new experiment to show his parts;
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Do pray mido the bolt a little faster—
CXXXIH.
They're 011 the stair just now, and in a
crack
Man 's a phenomenon, one knows not what,
And wonderful beyond all wondrous mea- Will all be here; perhaps he yet may fly—
sure;
Surely the window ’s not so very high! ”
’T is pity though, in this sublime world, that
Pleasure ’s a sin, and sometimes sin ’s a
CXXXVIII.
pleasure;
Few mortals know what end they would By this time Don Alfonso was arrived,
With torches, friends, and servants in
be at,
great number;
But whether glory, power, or love, or
The major part of thern had long been wived,
treasure,
And therefore paused not to disturb the
The path is through perplexing ways, and
slumber
when
Of
any wicked woman, who contrived
The goal is gain’d, we die, you know—and
By
stealtli
her husband’s temples to en*
then---cumber:
Examples of this kind are so contagious,
CXXXIV.
What then?—I do not know, no more do Were one not punish’d, all would be outrageous.
you—
And so good niglit.—Keturn we to our
CXXXIX.
story:
’T was in November, when fine days are few, I can’t teli how, or why, or what suspicion
Could enter into Don Alfonso’s head;
And the far mountains wax a little hoary,
And clap a white cape on their mantles blue; But for a cavalier of his condition
It surely was exceedingly ill-bred,
And the sea daslies round the promontory,
And the loud breaker boils against the rock,
Without a word of previous admonition,
To hold a levee round his lady’s bed,
And sober suns must set at five o’clock.
And summon lackeys, arm’d with fire and
cxxxv.
sword,
’T was, as the watchmen say, a eloudy niglit; To prove himself the thing he most abliorr’d.
No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud
By gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was
CXL.
bright
With the piled wood, round which the Poor Donna Julia! starting as from sleep
(Mind—that I do not say—she had not
family crowd;
slept),
There’s something cheerful in that sort of
Began
at once to scream, and yawn, and
liglit,
weep;
Even as a summer sky’s without a cloud:
Her maid, Antonia, who was an adept,
I ’m fond of fire, and crickets, and all that,
Contrived to fling the bed-clothes in a lieap,
A lobster salad, and champagne, and chat.
As if she had just now from out thern
crept:
CXXXVI.
I can’t teli why she should taire all this
’T was midnight—Donna Julia was in bed,
trouble
Sleeping, most probably,—when at her door
To prove her mistress had been sleeping
Aróse a clatter miglit awalte the dead,
double.
I f they had never been awoke before,
And that they have been so we all have read,
CXLI.
And are to be so, at the least, once more;—
The door was fasten’d, but with voice and fist But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid,
Appear’d like two poor harmless women,
First knocks were heard, then “ Madam—
who
Madam—hist!
Of goblins, but still more of men afraid,
CXXXVII.
Had thought one man might be deterr’d by
two,
“ For God’s sake, Madam—Madam—here’s
And
therefore side by side were geutly laid,
my master,
Until the hours of absence should run
With more than half the city at his back—
through,
Was ever heard of sucli a curst disaster!
’Tis not my fault—I kept good watch— And truant husband should return, and say,
“ My dear, I was the first who carne away.”
Alack!
Y
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CXLH.

CXLVL

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried,
“ In heaven’s ñame, Don Alfonso, wliat
d ’ye mean ?
Has madness seized you ? would that I liad
died
Ere sucli a monster's victim I liad been!
What may tliis midniglit violence betide,
A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen ?
Daré you suspect me, whom the tliougbt
would kill ?
Searcli, then, the room!”—Alfonso said, “ I
will.”

“ Yes, Don Alfonso 1 liusband now no more,
I f ever you indeed deserved the ñame,
Is ’t wortliy of your years ?—you have tlireescore—
Fifty, or sixty, it is all tlie same—
I s ’t wise or fitting, causeless to explore
For facts against a virtuous woman’s fame ?
Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso,
How daré you think your lady would go on
so?

CXLIII.

CXLVII.
“ Is it for tbis I have disdain'd to hold
The common privileges of my sex ?
That I have cliosen a confessor so oíd
And deaf, that any other it would vex,
And never once he has had cause to scold,
But found my very innocence perplex
So much, he always doubted I was married—
How sorry you will be when I ’ve miscarried!

He searcb’d, they searcb’d, and rummaged
everywhere,
Closet and clothes-press, cliest and windowseat,
And found much linen, lace, and several pair
Of stockings, slippers, bruslies, combs,
complete,
CXLYm .
With otlier articles of ladies fair,
To keep tbem beautiful, or leave tbem “ Was it for this that no Cortejo e’er
neat:
I yet have chosen from out the youth of
Arras tliey prick’d and curtains with tlieir
Seville ?
swords,
Is it for this I scaree went anywhere,
And wounded several shuWers, and some
Except to bull-fights, mass, play, rout, and
boards.
revel ?
Is it for this, whate’er my suitors were,
I favour’d none—nay, was almost uncivil ?
CXLIV.
Is it for this that General Count O’Iíeilly,
Under the bed they seareh'd, and tbere they Who took Algiers, declares I used him vilely ?
found—
No matter wbat—it ivas not that tliey
CXLIX.
sought;
They o p en ’d W indow s, g a z in g if tlie grou n d
“ Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani
Had signs or footmarks, but tlie eartb said
Sing at my lieart six montlis at least in
nougbt;
vain ?
And then they stared each otlier’s faces Did not his countryman, Count Corniani,
round:
Cali me the only virtuous wife in Spain ?
’Tis odd, not one of all these seekers Were tliere not also Bussians,Euglish, many ?
thougbt,
The Count Strongstroganoff I put in pain,
And seems to me almost a sort of blunder,
And Lord Mount Coffeehouse, the Irish peer,
Of looking in tlie bed as well as under.
Who kill’d himself for love (with wiue) last
year.
CXLV.

CL.

During tbis inquisition Julia’s tongue
Was not asleep—“ Yes, searcbandsearcb,”
sbe cried,
“ Insult on insult keap, and wrong on wrong!
It was for tliis that I became a bride !
For this in sileiice I liave suffer’d long
A kusbaud like Alfonso at my side;
But now I ’ll bear 110 more, ñor liere remain,
I f tbere be law or lawyers in all Spain.

“ Have I not liad two bishops at my feet ?
The Duke of Ichar, and Don Fernán Nunez ?
And is it tbus a faitliful wife you treat ?
I wonder in what quarter now the moon is:
I praise your vast forbearance not to beat
Me also, since the time so opportune is—
Oh, valiaut man! with sword drawn and
cock’d trigger,
Now, tell me, don’t you cut a pretty figure?
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CLI.
CLV.
“ Was it for this you took your sudden “ At least, perliaps, he has not sixty years,
At that age he would be too oíd for
journey,
slaughter,
Under pretence of business indispensable,
Or for so young a husband’s jealous fears—
With that sublime of rascáis your attorney,
(Antonia! let me have a glass of water.)
Whom I see standing there, and looking
I am ashamed of liaving shed these tears,
sensible
They are unworthy of my father’s daughOf having play’d the fool? though both I
ter;
spurn, he
My
mother dream’d not in my natal liour,
Deserves tlie worst, his conduct’s less
That
I
should fall into a monster’s power.
defensible,
Because, no doubt, ’twas for his dirty fee,
And not from any love to you ñor me.
CLVI.
“ Perliaps ’tis of Antonia you are jealous,
You saw that she was sleeping by my side,
When you broke in upon us with your fel“ If he comes here to take a deposition,
lows;
By all means let the gentleman proceed;
Look wliere you please—we’ve notbing,
You’ve made the apartment in a fit eonsir, to bidé;
Only anotlier time, I trust, you ’ll tell us,
dition:—
There’s pen and ink for you, sir, when you
Or for the salce of decency abide
A moment at the door, that we may be
need—
Let everything be noted with precisión,
Drest to receive so much good company.
I would not you for notbing should be
fee’d—
CLVII.
But as my maid’s undrest, pray turn your
“ And now, sir, I have done, and say no
spies out.”
more;
“ O h!” sobb’d Antonia, “ I could tear tlieir
The little I have said may serve to show
eyes out.”
The guileless lieart in silence may grieve o’er
The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow:—
CLHI.
I leave you to your conscience as before,
’T will one day ask you, why you used me
“ Tbere is the closet, there the toilet, there
so ?
The antechamber—searcb them under, over;
God
grant you feel not then the bitterest
There is the sofá, there the great arm-ehair,
grief!
The chimney—which would really hold a
Antonia! wliere ’s my pocket-handkerchief ? ”
lover.
I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care
And make no further noise, till you discover
CLVIII.
The secret cavern of tbis lurking treasure—
She ceased, and turn’d upon her pillow ; palé
And when ’tis found, let me, too, have that
She lay, her dark eyes flashing through
pleasure.
tlieir tears,
Like skies that rain and lighten ; as a veil,
Waved and o’ershading her wan clieek,
CLIV.
appears
“ And now, Hidalgo! now that you have
Her streaming hair; the black curls strive,
thrown
but fail,
Doubt upon me, confusión over all,
To bidé the glossy shoulder, which uprears
Pray have the courtesy to make it lmown
Its sh o w through a ll;—her soft lips lie apart,
iy'ho is the man you searcb for? how And louder tlian her breathing beats her
d’ ye cali
heart.
Him? what’s bis lineage? let him but be
shown—
CLIX.
I liope he ’s young and handsome—is lie
The Senlior Don Alfonso stood confused;
tall?
Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room,
Tell me—and be assured, that since you
And, turning up her lióse, with looks abused
stain
Her master, and his myrmidons, of whom
Mine honour tbus, it shall not be in vain.
CLH.
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Not one, except the attorney, was amused ;
He, like Achates, faithful to the toinh,
So there were quarrels, cared not for the
cause,
Enowing they must be settled by the laivs.

At thismost strange and unexplain’d “ hiatus ”
In Don Alfonso’s facts, which just now
wore
An awkward look; as lie revolved the case,
The door was fasten’d in liis legal face.

CLX.
With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, be
stood,
Following Antonia’s motions here and there,
"With much suspicion in liis attitude ;
For reputations he liad little care;
So that a suit or action were made good,
Small pity liad he for the young and fair,
And ne’er believed in negatives, till these
Were proved by competent false witnesses.

CLXV.
No sooner was it bolted, than—Oh shame !
Oh sin ! Oh sorrow! and Oh womankind !
How can you do such things and keep your
fame,
Unless this world, and t ’other too, be blind ?
Nothing so dear as an unfilcli’d good líame!
But to proceed—for there is more beliind:
With much heartfelt reluctance be it said,
Young Juan slipp’d, half-smother’d, froni the
bed.

CLXI.
CLXYI.
But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks,
And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure; He had been hid—I don’t pretend to say
How, ñor can I indeed describe the wkere—
When, after searcliing in five hundred nooks,
And treating a young wife with so much Young, slender, and pack’d easily, be lay,
No doubt, in little compass, round or
rigonr,
square;
He gain’d no point, except some self-rebukes,
But pity him I neither must ñor may
Added to those bis lady with such vigour
His
suffocation
by that pretty pair;
Had pour’d upon him for the last lialf hour,
Quick, thick, and heavy—as a thunder-shower. ’T were better, sure, to die so, than be sliut
With maudlin Clarcnce in his Malmsey butt.

c'Lxn.
At first he tried to hammer an excuse,
To which the solé reply was tears and sobs,
And indications of hysterica, wbose
Prologue is always certain throes, and
throbs,
Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose:
Alfonso saw bis ivife, and tkought of Job’s ;
He saw too, in perspective, lier relations,
Aud then he tried to muster all bis patience.

CLXYH.
And, secondly, I pity not, beeause
He had no business to commit a sin,
Forbid by heavenly, fined by human laws,
At least ’t was rather early to begiu ;
But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws
So much as when we cali our oíd debts in
At sixty years, and draw the accompts of evil,
And fiud a deuced balance with the devil.

CLXVHI.
CLXIH.
He stood in act to speak, or rather stammer, Of his position I can give no notion:
’Tis written in the Hebrew Clironicle,
But sage Antonia cut him short before
The anvil of bis speech received the liammer, How the physicians, leaving pill and potion,
Preseribed, by way of blister, a young belle,
With “ Pray, sir, leave the room, and say
When oíd King David’s blood grew dull in
no more,
motion,
Or madam dies.”—Alfonso mutter’d, “ D—n
And that the medicine answer’d very well;
her.”
But nothing else, the time of words was Perhaps ’t was in a different way applied,
For David lived, but Juan nearly died.
o’e r;
He cast a rueful look or two, and did,
CLXIX.
lie knew not wherefore, that which lie was
Wliat’s to be done ? Alfonso will be baclc
bid.
The moment he has sent his fools away.
CLXTV.
Antonia’s skill was put upon the rack,
With him retired his “ posse comitatus,"
But no device could be brought into play—
The attorney last, who linger’d near the And how to parry the renew’d attack ?
door
Besides, it wanted but few hours of day :
Eeluctautly, still tarrying there as late as
Antonia puzzled: Julia did not speak,
Antonia let him—not a little sore
But press’d her bloodless lip to Juan’s cheek.
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But there were ampie reasons for it, none
CLXX.
Of which he specified in this his pleading:
His speech was a fine sample, on the whole,
He turn’d bis lip to liers, and with bis hand
Of
rhetoric, which the learn’d cali “ rigmarole.”
Call’d back the tangles of her wandering
liair;
CLXXV.
Even then their love they could not all command,
Julia said nought; thougk all the while there
And half forgot their danger and despair:
rose
Antonia’s patience now was at a stand—
A ready answer, which at once enables
“ Come, come, ’tis no time now for fooling A matron, who her liusband’s foible knows,
there,”
By a few timely words to turn the tables,
She whisper’d, in great wrath—“ I must Which, if it does not silence, still must pose,—
deposit
Even if it should comprise a pack of fables;
This pretty gentleman within che closet:
’Tis to retort with firmness, and when he
Suspects with one, do you reproach with three.
CLXXI.
CLXXYI.
“ Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier
Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds,—
night—■
Alfonso’s loves with Diez were well known;
Who can have put my master iu this mood ?
Wliat will become on ’t—I ’m in such a fright, But whether ’twas that one’s own guilt conThe devil’s in the urchin, and no good—
fouuds—
But that can’t be, as lias been often shown,
Is this a time for giggling ? this a plight ?
Why, don’t you know that it may end in A lady with apologies abounds
It miglit be that her silence sprang alone
blood?
You ’ll lose your life, and I sliall lose my place, From delicacy to Don Juan’s ear,
To whom she knew his mother’s fame was
My mistress all, for that lialf-girlish face.
dear.
CLXXII.
CLXXVII.
“ Had it but been for a stout cavalier
There
might
be
one
more motive, which makes
Of twenty-five or thirty—(come, make
two,
baste)
Alfonso ne’er to Juan had alluded,—
But for a child, what piece of work is here !
Mentioned his jealousy, but never who
I really, madam, wonder at your taste—
Had been the liappy lover, lie concluded,
(Come, sir, get in)—my master must be near:
There, for the present, at the least, he’s Conceal’d amongst his premises; ’tis true,
His mind the more o’er this its mystery
fast,
brooded
And if we can but till the morning keep
Our counsel—Juan, mind, you must not To speak of Inez now were, one may say,
Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way.
sleep).”
CLXXYHI.
cLxxin.
A liint, in tender cases, is euougli;
Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone,
Silence is best: besides there is a tact—
Closed the oratiou of the trusty maid:
(That modern plirase appears to me sad stuff,
She loiter’d, and he told her to be gone,
But it will serve to keep my verse comAn order somewhat sullenly obey’d ;
pact)—
However, present remedy was none,
Which
lceeps, when pusli’d by qüestions rather
And no great good seem’d answer’d if she
rough,
staid;
A lady always distant from the fact:
Kegarding both with slow and sidelong view,
She snuff’d the candle, curtsied, and with- The charming creatures lie with such a grace,
There’s nothing so becoming to the face.
drew.
CLXXIX.
CLXXIV.
They blusli, and we believe them, at least I
Alfonso paused a minute—then begun
Have always done so; ’tis of no great use,
Some strange excuses for his late proI 11 any case, attempting a reply,
ceeding:
For then their eloquence grows quite
He would not justify what he had done,
profuse;
To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding;
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And ivlien at lengtli they’re out of breatli,
CLXXXIV.
they sigli,
And cast their lànguid eyes down, and let Dh'e ivas the scuffle, and out went the light; .
loose
Antonia cried out “ B ape!” and Julia
A tear or two, and tlien we make it up;
“ F ire ! ”
And tlien—and tlien—and tlien—sit down and But not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight.
sup.
Alfonso, pommell’d to his heart’s desire,
Swore lustily he ’d be revenged this night;
CLXXX.
And Juan, too, blasphemed an octave,
higher;
Alfonso closed liis speecli, and begg’d lier
His blood was up: though young, he was a
pardon,
Tartar,
Whick Julia lialf withheld, and then balf
And not at all disposed to prove a martyr.
granted,
And laid conditions, he thouglit very hard,
CLXXXV.
on,
Alfonso’s sword had dropp’d ere he could
Denyiug several little tliings he ivanted:
draw it,
He stood like Adam lingering near his garden,
And they continued battling liand to hand,
With useless penitence perplex’d and
For Juan very luckily ne’er saw it ;
haunted,
His temper not being under great command,
Beseeching she no further would refuse,
I f at that moment he had chanced to claw it,
When, lo ! he stumbled o’er a pair of shoes.
Alfonso’s days had not been in the land
Much longer.—Think of husbands’, lovers’
CLXXXI.
lives!
A pair of shoes !—what then ? not much, if And how ye may be doubly widows—wives !
they
CLXXXVI.
Are sucli as fit with ladies’ feet, but these
Alfonso grappled to detain tlie foe,
(No one can teli how much I grieve to say)
And Juan throttled him to get away,
Were masculine; to see them, and to seize,
And blood (’t was from the nose) began to flow;
Was but a moment’s act.—Ah ! well-a-day !
At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay,
My teetli begin to chatter, my veins freeze—
Juan contrived to give an awkward blow,
Alfonso first examined well their fashion,
And then his only garment quite gave -way;
And then flew out into another passion.
He fled, like Josepli, leavingit; but there,
I doubt, all likeness ends between the pair.

CLxxxn.

CLXXXVH.
He left the room for his relinquisk’d sword,
Lights came at length, and men, and maids,
And Julia instant to the closet flew.
who found
“ Fly, Juan, f ly ! for heaven’s sake—not a
An awkward spectacle their eyes before ;
word—
The door is open—you may yet slip through Antonia in hysterics, Julia swoon’d,
Alfonso leaning, breatliless, by the door;
The passage you so often liave explored—
Here is the garden-key—Fly—fly—Adieu ! Some lialf-torn drapery scatter’d on the
ground,
Haste—haste! I hear Alfonso’s hurrying
Some blood, and several footsteps, but no
feet—
more:
Day has not broke— there ’s no one in the
Juan the gate gain’d, turn’d the key about,
Street.”
And liking not the inside, lock’d the out.
CLXXXHI.
CLXXXYHI.
None can say that this was not good advice,
Here ends this canto.—Need I sing, or say,
The only mischief was, it carne too late ;
How Juan, naked, favour’d by tlie night,
Of all experience ’tis the usual price,
Who favours what she should not, found his
A sort of income-tax laid on by fate:
way,
Juan had reach’d the room-door in a trice,
And reach’d his home in an unseemly plight ?
And might liave done so by the garden- The pleasant scandal which aróse next day,
gate,
The nine days’ wonder which was brought
But met Alfonso in his dressing-gown,
to light,
Who threaten’d death—so Juan knock’d him And how Alfonso sued for a divorce,
down.
Were in the Euglish newspapers, of course.
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CLXXXIX.
If you would like to see the wliole proceedings,
The depositions and the cause at full,
The ñames of all the witnesses, the pleadings
Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul,
There’s more than one edition, and the
readings
Are various, but they none of them are dull;
The best is that in skort-liand ta’en by Gumey,
Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey.
CXC.
But Donna Inez, to divert the train
Of one of the most circulating scandals
That had for centuries been known in Spain,
At least since the retirement of the Vandals,
First vow’d (and never had she vow’d in vain)
To Virgin Mary several pounds of càndies;
And then, by the adrice of some old ladies,
She sent ker son to be shipp’d off from Cádiz.
CXCI.
She had resolved that he should travel through
All European climes, by land or sea,
To mend his former morals, and get new,
Especially in France and Italy
(At least this is the thing most people do).
Julia was sent into a convent: she
Grieved, but, perhaps, her feelings may be
better
Shown in the following copy of her Letter :—

Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his lieart,
And few there are whom these cannot
estrange;
Men have alt these resources, we but one,
To love again, and be again undone,
CXCV.
“ You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride,.
Beloved and loving many; all is o’er
For me on earth, except some years to hide
My shame and sorrow deep in my heart’a
core:
These I could bear, but cannot cast aside
The passion which still rages as before,—
And so farewell—forgive me, love me—No,
That word is idle now—but let it go.
CXCVI.
‘‘ My breast has been all weakuess, is so yet i
But still I think I can collect my mind;
My blood still ruslies wliere my spirit’s set,
As roll the waves before the settled windj!
My lieart is feminine, nor can forget—
To all, except one image, madly bhnd;
So sliakes the needle, and so stands the pole,
As vibrates my fond heart to my fix’d soul.

CXCVII.
“ I have no more to say, but linger still,
And dare not set my seal upon this slieet,
And yet I may as well the task fulfil,
CXCII.
My misery can scarce be more complete:
“ They teli me ’tis decided you depart:
I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill;
’Tis wise—’tis well, but not the less a pam ;
Death skuns the wretcli who fain the blow
I liave no further claim on your young lieart,
would meet,
Mine is the victim, and would be again:
And I must even survive this last adieu,
To love too much has been the only art
And bear with life to love and pray for
I used;—I write in haste, and if a stain
you 1 ”
Be on this sheet, ’tis not what it appears;
CXCVIII.
My eyeballs burn and throb, but have no tears.
This note was written upon gilt-edged paper
CXCHI.
With a neat little crow-quill, slight and
“ I loved, I love you, for this love have lost
new;
State, station, heaven, mankiud’s, my own Her small white hand could kardly reach tha
esteem,
taper,
And yet canuot regret what it hatli cost,
It trembled as magnètic needles do,
So dear is still the memory of that dream; And yet she did not let one tear escape her;
Yet, if I name my guilt, ’tis not to boast,
The seal a sun-flower; “ Elie vous suit
None can deem liarsklier of me than I deem:
partout,”
I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest—
The motto, cut upon a white cornelian;
I ’ve nothing to reproach or to request.
The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion..

cxcrv.

cxcrx.

“ Man’s love is of man’s Ufe a thing apart,
’T is woman’s whole existence; man may This was Don Juan’s earliest scrape; but
whether
range
I shall proceed with his adventures is
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the
Dependent on the públic altogetlier;
mart;
W e ’ll see, however, what they say to this,
Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange
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Their favour in an author’s cap’s a feather,
And no great mischief’s done by their
caprice;
And if tbeir approbation we experience,
Perhaps tbey’ll bave somemore about a year
bence.
CC.
My poem’s epic, and is meant to be
Divided in twelve books; each bool: containing,
With love, and war, a beavy gale at sea,
A list of sbips, and captains, and ícings
reigning,
New characters ; the episodes are tbree:
A panoramic view of hell’s in training,
After the style of Virgil and of Homer,
So that my ñame of Epic ’s no misnomer.

My text witb many tbings tbat no one knows,
And carry precept to tbe bigbest pitcb:
I ’ll cali tbe work “ Longinus o’er a Bottle,
Or, Every Poet bis own Aristotle.”
CCV.
Tliou sbalt believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope;
Tbou sbalt not set up Wordsworth, Coleridge,
Sontbey;
Because tbe first is crazed beyond all bope,
Tbe second drunk, the third so quaint and
moutby:
Witb Crabbe it may be difficult to cope,
And Campbell’s Hippocrene is somewbat
drouthy:
Tbou sbalt not steal from Samuel Bogers, ñor
Commit—flirtation witb the muse of Moore.

CCVI.
CCI.
Tbou sbalt not covet Mr. Sotbeby’s Muse,
All tliese tliings will be specified in time,
His Pegasus, nor any tbing tbat ’s bis;
With strict regard to Aristotle’s rules,
Tbou sbalt not bear false witness like “ tbe
Tbe Vade Mecurn of tbe true sublime,
Blues”—
Wbicli makes so many poets, and some
(Tbere’s one, at least, is very fond of tbis) ;
fools:
Tbou
sbalt
not write, in short, but wbat I
Prose poets like blank-verse, I'm fond of
clioose;
í'liyme,
Tbis is true criticism, and you may kiss—
Good workmen never quarrel witb tbeir
Exactly as you please, or not,—tbe rod;
tools;
But if you don’t, I ’ll lay it on, by G—d !
I ’ve got new mytbological macbinery,
And very bandsome supernatural scenery.
CCVII.

ccn.
Tbere ’s only one sligbt difference between
Me and my epic brethren gone before,
And bere tbe advantage is my own, I ween
(Not tbat I bave not several merits more,
But tbis will more peculiarly be seen);
They so embellisb, tbat ’tis quite a bore
Tbeir labyrintli of fables to thread throngh,
Whereas tbis story’s actually true.

ccin.

If any person sbould presume to assert
Tbis story is not moral, first, I pray,
Tbat they will not cry out before they’re
hurt,
Then tbat tbey’ll read it o’er again, and
say
(But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert),
Tbat tbis is not a moral tale, thougb gay;
Besides, in Canto Twelfth, I mean to show
Tbe very place wliere wicked people go.

ccvm.
I f any person doubt it, I appeal
To bistory, tradition, and to facts,
If, after all, tbere sbould be some so blind
To newspapers, wliose trutb all know and
To tbeir own good tbis warning to despise,
feel,
Let by some tortuosity of mind,
To plays in five, and operas in tbree acts;
Not to believe my verse and their own eyes,
All tbese confirm my statement a good deal,
And cry tbat they “ tbe moral canuot find,”
But tliat wbicb more completely faitb
I tell him, if a clergyman, be lies;
exacts
Sbould captains tbe remark, or critics, make,
Is, tbat myself, and several now in Seville,
They also lie too—under a mistake.
Nato Juan’s last elopement witb tbe devil.
CCIX.
CCIV.
Tbe public approbation I expect,
I f ever I sbould condescend to prose,
And beg tbey’ll take my word about tbe
I ’ll write poetical commandments, wbicb
moral,
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those
Wbicb I with tbeir amusement will connect
Tbat went before; in tbese I sball enricb
(So cliildren cutting teetli receive a coral);
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Meantime they’ll doubtless please to recol- Hived in our bosoms like tbe bag o’ tbe bee.
Tbink’st tbou tbe boney witb those objeets
lect
My epical pretensions to tbe laurel:
grew?
Alas
! ’twas not in them, but in tby power
For fear some prudisb readers sbould grow
To double even tbe sweetness of a flower.
skittisb,
I ’ve bribed my grandmotber’s review—tbe
British.
CCXY.
CCX.
No more—no more—Oh! never more, my
I sent it in a letter to tbe Editor,
lieart,
Wbo thank’d me duly by return of post—
Cansí thou be my sole world, my universe!
I ’m for a bandsome article bis creditor;
Once all in all, but now a tbing apart,
Yet, if my gentle Muse be please to roast,
Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse:
And break a promise after baving made it Tbe illusion’s gone for ever, and tbou art
her,
Insensible, I trust, but none tbe worse,
Denying tbe receipt of wbat it cost,
And in tby stead I ’ve got a deal of judgment,
And smear bis page witb gall instead of Thougb beaven knows bow it ever found a
honey,
lodgment.
All I can say is—tbat be bad tbe money.
CCXVI.
CCXI.
I tbink tbat witb tbis lioly new alliance
I may ensure tbe public, and defy
All other magazines of art or Science,
Daily, or monthly, or tbree montbly; I
Have not essay’d to multiply their clients,
Because they tell me ’twere in vain to try,
And tbat tbe Edinburgb Keview and Quarterly
Treat a dissenting author very martyrly.
CCXII.
“ Non ego hoc ferrem calida juventa
Consule Planeo," Horaee said, and so
Say I ; by wbicb quotation tbere is meant a
Hint tbat some six or seven good years ago
(Long ere I dreamt of dating from tbe Brenta)
I was most ready to return a blow,
And would not brook at all tbis sort of tbing
In my hot youtb—wben George tbe Tbird
was King.

My days of love are over; me no more
Tbe cliarms of maid, wife, and still less of
widow,
Can make tbe fool of wbicb they made be
fore,—
In sliort, I must not lead the life I did do;
Tbe credulous bope of mutual rninds is o’er,
Tbe copious use of claret is forbid too,
So for a good old-gentlemanly vice,
I tbink I must take up witb avarice.
CCXYII.
Ambition was my idol, wbicb was broken
Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure;
And tbe two last bave left me many a token
O’er wbicb refiection may be made at leisure;
Now, like Friar Bacon’s brazen bead, I ’ve
spoken,
“ Time is, Time was, Time’s past:”—a
chymic treasure
Is glittering youtb, wbicb I bave spent betimes—
My beart in passion, and my bead on rhymes.

CCXIÏI.
But nowr at tbirty years my lian' is gray—
(I wonder wbat it will be like at forty ?
I tbougbt of a peruke the other day—)
My beart is not much greener; and, in
short, I
Have squander’d my wbole summer while
ccxvni.
’twas May,
Wbat is tbe end of fame ? ’tis but to fill
And feel no more the spirit to retort; I
A certain portion of uneertain paper:
Have spent my life, botli interest and prin
Some liken it to climbing up a bilí,
cipal,
Wbose summit, like all bilis, is lost in
And deem not, wbat I deem’d, my soul invapour;
vineible.
For tbis men write, speak, preach, and heroes
CCXIV.
kill,
And bards burn wbat they cali tbeir “ midNo more—no more—Oh ! never more on me
nigbt taper,’’
Tbe freshness of tbe beart can fall like dew,
To bave, wben tbe original is dust,
Wbicb out of all tbe lovely tbings we see
A ñame, a wretched picture, and worse bust.
Extracts emotions beautiful and new;
Y 3
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CCXIX.

[Canto II.
Canto the Second.*

What are tlie hopes of man? Oíd Egypt’s
King
I.
Cheops erected the first pyramid
Oh ye! who teach the ingenuous youth of
And largest, tliinking it was just the thing
nations,
To keep his memory wliole, and mummy
Holland, France, England, Germany, or
hid:
Spain,
But somebody or other rnmmaging,
I pray ye flog them upon all occasions,
Burglariously broke his coffin’s lid
It mends their morals, never mind the
Let not a monument give you or me hopes,
pain:
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops. The best of mothers and of educations
In Juan’s case were but employ’d in vain,
Since, in a way that ’s rather of the oddest, he
CCXX.
Became divested of his native modesty.
But I, being fond of true philosophy,
n.
Say very often to myself, “ Alas !
All things that have been born were born to Had he but been placed at a public school,
In the third form, or even in the fourth,
die,
And ilesli (which Death mows down to hay) His daily task had kept his fancy cool,
At
least, had he been nurtured in the north
is grass;
You Ve pass’d your youth not so unpleasantly, Spain may prove an exception to the rule,
Butthenexceptionsalwaysproveitsworth—
And if you liad it o’er again—’t would
A lad of sixteen causing a divorce
pass—
So thank your stars that matters are no Puzzled his tutors very much, of course.
worse,
in.
And read your Bible, sir, and mind your
I can’t say that it puzzles me at all,
purse.”
I f all things be consider’d ; first, there was
His lady-mother, mathematical,
A ---- never mind;—his tutor, an oíd ass;
CCXXI.
A pretty woman—(tliat’s quite natural,
But for the present, gentle reader ! and
Or else the thing had hardly come to pass)
Still gentler purchaser ! the bard—that's A liusband rather oíd, not much in unity
With his young wife—a time, and opportuMust, with permission, shake you by the
nity.
hand,
IV.
And so your humble servant, and goodWell—well; the world must turn upon its
bye!
axis,
We meet again, if we shonld understand
And all' mankind turn with it, heads or
Each other; and if not, I shall not try
tails,
Your patience further than by this short
And live and die, make love and pay our
sample—
taxes,
’Twere well if others follow’d my example.
And as the veering wind shifts, shift our
sails;
The king commands ns, and the doctor
CCXXII.
quacks us,
“ Go, little book, from this my solitude !
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales,
I cast thee on the waters—go thy ways 1
A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame,
And if, as I believe, thy vein be good,
Fighting, devotion, dust,—perlmps a ñame.
The world will find thee after many
V.
days.”
When Southey’s read, and Wordsworth un- I said, that Juan had been sent to Cádiz—
derstood,
A pretty town, I recollect it well—
I can’t help putting in my claim to praise— ’Tis there the mart of the colonial trade is,
The four first rhymes are Southey’s, every
(Or was, before Perú learn’d to rebel,)
line:
Eor God's sake, reader! take them not for
* [“ Begun at Venice, December 13,1818,—finished
mine 1
January 20,1819.” —B.J
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And such sweet giris—I mean, sucli graceful
X.
ladies,
Their very walk would make your bosom In the mean time, to pass her hours away,
Brave Inez now set up a Sunday school
swell;
For naughty children, who would rather play
I can’t describe it, though so much it strike,
(Like truant rogues) the devil, or the fool;
Ñor liken it—I never saw the like:
Infants of three years oíd were taught that
day,
VI.
Dunces were whipt, or set upon a stool:
The great success of Juan’s education
An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb
Spurr’d her to teach another generation.
New broke, a cameleopard, a gazelle,
No—none of these will do;—and then their
garb,
XI.
Their veil and petticoat—Alas! to dwell
Juan embark’d—the ship got under way,
Upon such things would very near absorb
The wind was fair, the water passing
A canto—then their feet and ankles,—well,
rough;
Thank Heaven I ’ve got no metaplior quite
A devil of a sea rolls in that bay,
ready,
As
I,
who’ve cross’d it oft, know well
(And so, my sober Muse—come, let’s be
enough;
steady—
And, standing upon deck, the dashing spray
Flies in one’s face, and malees it weatherVII.
tough:
Chaste Muse!—well, if you must, you must) And there he stood to take, and take again,
—the veil
His first—perhaps his last—farewell of Spain.
Thrown back a moment with the glancing
hand,
X II.
While the o’erpowering eye, that turns you
I can’t but say it is an awkward siglit
palé,
To see one’s native land receding through
Flashes into the heart:—All sunny land
Tlie growing waters; it unmans one quite,
Of love! when I forget you, may I fail
Especially when life is rather new:
T o---- say my prayers—but never was there
I recollect Great Britain’s coast looks white,
plann’d
But almost every other country’s blue,
A dress tlirough which the eyes give such a
When gazing on them, mystified by distance,
volley,
We
enter on our nautical existence.
Excepting the Venetian Fazzioli.
VIH.
But to our tale: the Donna Inez sent
Her son to Cádiz only to embark;
To stay there had not answer’d her intent,
But why?—we leave the reader in the
dark—
’Twas for a voyage the young man was
meant,
As if a Spanish ship were Noah’s ark,
To wean him from the wickedness of earth.
And send him like a dove of promise forth.

xm .
So Juan stood, bewilder’d on the deck:
The wind sung, eordage strain’d, and sailors swore,
And the ship creak’d, the town became a
speck,
From which away so fair and fast they
bore.
The best of remedies is a beef-steak
Against sea-sickness: try it, sir, before
You sneer, and I assure you this is true,
For I have found it answer—so may you.

XIV.
IX.
Don Juan stood, and, gazing from the stern,
Don Juan hade his valet pack his things
Beheld his native Spain receding far:
According to direction, then received
A lecture and some money: for four springs First partings form a lesson hard to learn,
Even nations feel this when they go to
He was to travel; and though Inez grieved
war;
(As every kind of parting has its stings),
She hoped he would improve—perhaps There is a sort of unexprest concern,
A kind of shock that sets one’s heart ajar:
believed:
At leaving even the most unpleasant people
A letter, too, she gave (he never read it)
And places, one keeps lookiug at the steeple.
Of good advice—and two or three of credit.
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xv.
XX.
Eut Juan liad got many tkings to leave,
“ Sooner shall lieaven kiss earth— (here ha
His motlier, and a mistress, and no wife,
fell sicker)
So that he had much better cause to grieve
Oh, Julia! what is every other woe ?—
Than many persons more advanced in life ; (For God’s sake let me have a glass of liquor;
And if we now and then a sigk must heave
Pedro, Battista, help me down below'.)
At quitting even those we quit in strife,
Julia, my love—(you rascal, Pedro, quicker)—•
No doubt we weep for those the keart enOh, Julia !—(this curst vessel pitckes so)—
dears—
Beloved Julia, hear me still beseecking! ”
That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears.
(Here he grew inarticulate with retching.)
XVI.
So Juan wept, as wept the captive Jews
By Babel’s wàters, still remembering Sion:
I ’d weep,—but mine is not a weeping Muse,
And such ligkt griefs are not a tking to
die on;
Xoung men should travel, if but to amuse
Themselves; and the next time their servants tie on
Beliind their carriages their new portmanteau,
Perhaps it may be lined with this my canto.

XXI.
He felt that chilling keaviness of heart,
Or ratker stomach, which, alas! attends,
Beyond the best apothecary’s art,
The loss of love, the treachery of friends,
Or death of those we dote on, when a part
Of us dies with them as each fond hope
ends:
No doubt he would have been much more
pathetic,
But the sea acted as a strong emetic.

X VII.
And Juan wept, and much he sigh’d and
thought,
While his salt tears dropp’d into the saltsea,
“ Sweets to the sweet; ” (I like so much to
quote;
Xou must excuse this extraet,—’tis wkere
she,
The Queen of Denmark, for Opkelia brought
Flowers to the grave;) and, sobbing often,
he
Keflected on his present situation,
And seriously resolved on reformation.

Love’s a capricious power: l ’ve knowm it
hold
Out tkrougk a fever caused by its own heat,
But be much puzzled by a cough and cold,
And find a quinsy very hard to treat;
Against all noble maladies he’s bold,
But vulgar illnesses don’t like to meet,
Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh,
Nor inflammations redden his blínd eye.

xvm.
“ Farewell, my Spain! a long farewell! ” he
cried,
“ Perhaps I may revisit thee no more,
But die, as many an exiled heart hath died,
Of its own tkirst to see again thy shore :
Farewell, where Guadalquivir’s wàters glide!
Farewell, mymotker! and, since all is o’er,
Farewell, too, dearest Julia 1—(here he drew
Her letter out again, and read it tkrougk.)
XIX.
And oh! if e’er I shonld forget, I swear—
But that ’s impossible, and cannot be—
Sooner skall this blue ocean melt to ah-,
Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea,
Than I resign thine image, oh, my fa ir!
Or think of anything, excepting thee;
A mind diseased no remedy can pkysic—
(Here the ship gave a lurck, and he grew
sea-sick.)

xxn.

■ xxra.
But worst of all is nausea, or a pain
About the lower región of the bowels;
Love, who keroieally breathes a vein,
Skrinks from the application of hot towels,
And purgatives are dangerous to his reign,
Sea-sickness death: his love was perfect,
how else
Could Juan’s passion, while the billows roar,
Kesist his stomach, ne’er at sea before ?
XXIV.
The ship, eall’d the most holy “ Trinidada,”
Was steering duly for the port Leghorn;
For there the Spanish family Moneada
Were settled long ere Juan’s sire was born:
They were relations, and for them he had a
Letter of introduction, which the morn
Of his departure had been sent kim by
His Spanish friends for those in Italy.
XXV.
His suite consisted of tliree servants and
A tutor, the licentiate Pedrillo,
Who several languages did understand,
But now lay sickand speeckless onliispillow,
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And, rocking in his hammock, long’d for land,
His lieadache being increased by every billow;
And the waves oozing tkrougk the port-hole
made
His berth a little damp, and him afraid.
XXVI.
’Twas not without some reason, for the wind
Increased at night, until it blew a gale;
And though ’twas not much to a naval mind,
Some landsmen would have look’d a little
pale,
For sailors are, in fact, a different kind:
At sunset they began to take in sail,
For the sky sliow’d it would come on to blow,
And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so.
XXVII.
At one o’clock the wind with sudden sliift
Threw the ship right into the trough of
the sea,
Which struck her aft, and made an awkward
rift,
Started the stern-post, also sliatter’d the
Whole of her stern-frame, and, ere she could
lift
Herself from out her present jeopardy,
The rudder tore away: ’twas time to sound
The pumps, and there were four feet water
found.
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XXX.
As day advanced the rveather seem’d to
abate,
And then the leak they reckon’d to reduce,
And keep the ship afloat, though three feet
yet
Kept two hand and one ckain-pump still
in use.
The wind blew fresh again: as it grew late
A squall carne on, and while some guns
broke loose,
A gust—which all descriptive power transcends—■
Laid with one blast the ship on her beam
ends.
XXXI.
There she lay, motionless, and seem’d upset;
The water left the hold, and wash’d the
decks,
And made a seene men do not soon forget;
For they remember battles, fires, and
wrecks,
Or any other thing that brings regret,
Or breaks their hopes, or liearts, or heads,
or necks;
Thus drownings are much tallc’d of by the
divers,
And swimmers, who may chance to be survivors.

XXXII.
XXVHI.
Immediately
the
masts
were cut away,
One gang of people instantly was put
Both main and mizen: first the mizen
Upon the pumps, and the remainder set
went,
To get up part of the cargo, and what not;
But they could not come at the leak as The main-mast follow’d; but the ship still
lay
yet;
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent.
At last they did get at it really, but
Foremast
and bowsprit were cut down, and
Still their salvation was an even bet:
they
The water rush’d througk in a -way quite
Eased her at last (althougk we never
puzzling,
meant
While they tkrust sheets, shirts, jackets,
To part with all till every hope was bliglited),
bales of muslin,
And then with violence the old ship righted.
XXIX.
xxxm.
Into the opening; but all such ingredients
Would have been vain, and they must It may be easily supposed, while this
Was going on, some people were unquiet,
have gone dowTn,
That passengers would find it much amiss
Despite of all their efforts and expedients,
To lose their lives, as well as spoil their
But for the pumps: I ’m glad to make them
diet;
known
To all the brotker tars who may have need That even the able seaman, deeming his
Days nearly o’er, might be disposed to
henee,
riot,
For fifty tons of water were upthrown
By them per hour, and they all had been As upon such occasions tars will ask
For grog, and sometimes drink rum from the
undone,
cask.
But for the maker, Mr. Mann, of London.
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They tried the pumps again, and though before
Their desperate efforts seem’d all useless
grown,
A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to
bale—
The stronger pump’d, the weaker thrumm’d
a saü.

There’s nought, no doubt, so much the spirit
calms
As mm and trae religión: thus it was,
Some plunder’d, some drank spirits, somé
sung psalms,
The high wind inade the treble, and as
XXXIX.
bass
The hoarse harsh waves kept time; fright Under the vessel’s keel the sail ivas pass’d,
And for the moment it liad some effect;
cured the qualms
Of all the luckless landsmen’s sea-sick But with a leak, and not a stick of mast,
Ñor rag of canvas, what could they expect?
maws:
Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy, de- But still ’tis best to struggle to the last,
’T is never too late to be wdiolly wreck’d :
votion,
And though ’tis true that man can ouly die
Clamour’d in chorus to the roaring ocean.
once,
’T is not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons.
XXXV.
Perhaps more mischief liad been done, but for
XX.
Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his
There winds and waves had hurl’d them,
years,
and from thence,
Got to the spirit-room, and stood before
Without their will, they carried them
It with a pair of pistols; and tiieir fears,
away;
As if Death were more dreadful by his door
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears, For they were forced witli steering to dis
pense,
Kept still aloof the crew, wko, ere tliey sunk,
And never had as yet a quiet day
Thought it would be becoming to die drunk.
On which they iniglit repose, or even comXXXVI.
mence
A jurymast or rudder, or could say
“ Give us more grog,” they cried, “ for it
The ship would swim an hour, which, by
will be
good luck,
All one an hour henee.” Juan answer’d,
Still swam—though not exactly like a duck.
“ No!
'T is true tliat death awaits botli you and me,
XLI.
But let us die like men, not sink beloiv
Like brutes: ”—and thus his dangerous post The wind, in fact, perhaps, was rather less,
kept he,
But the ship labour’d so, they scarce could
And none liked to anticipate the blow;
hope
And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor,
To weather out much longer; the distress
Was for some ruin a disappointed suitor.
Was also great with which they had to
cope
xxxvn .
For want of water, and their solid mess
Was scant enough: in vain the telescope
The good oíd gentleman was quite aghast,
And made a loud and pious lamentation;
Was used—ñor sail ñor shore appear’d in
Eepented all his sins, and inade a last
siglit,
Irrevocable vow of reformation;
Nought but the heavy sea, and coming night.
Nothing should tempt hün more (tliis peril
xxn.
past)
To quit his acadèmic occupation,
Again the weather threaten’d,—again blew
In cloisters of the elassie Salamanca,
A gale, and in the fore and after hold
To follow' Juan’s wake, like Sancho Panca.
Water appear’d; yet, though the people
knew
XXXVIII.
All this, the most were patient, and some
But now tliere carne a flash of hope once
bold,
more;
Until the cliains and leathers were worn
Day broke, and the wind lull’Ü: the masts
through
were gone;
Of all our pumps:—a wreck complete she
The leak increased; shoals round her, but no
roll’d,
shore,
At merey of the waves, w'hose mercies are
The vessel swam, yet still she held her own. Like human beings during civil war.
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XXIII.
Then carne the carpenter, at last, with tears
In his rougli eyes, and told the captain, he
Could do no more: he was a man in years,
And long had voyaged through many a
stormy sea,
And if he wept at lengtli, they were not fears
That made his eyeüds as a ívoman’s be,
But he, poor fellow, had a wife and children,
Two things for dying people quite bewildering.
XLIV.
The ship was evidently settling now
Fast by the head; and, all distinction
gone,
Some went to prayers again, and made a
vow
Of candles to their saints—but tliere were
none
To pay them with; and some look’d o’er the
bow;
Some hoisted out the boats; and there was
one
That begg’d Pedrillo for an absolution,
Who told him to be damn’d—in liis con
fusión.
XLV.
Some lash’d them ni their hammocks; some
put on
Their best clothes, as if going to a fair;
Some cursed the day on which they saw the
sun,
And gnash’d their teeth, and howling, tore
their hair;
And others went on as they had begun,
Getting the boats out, being well aware
That a tight boat will live in a rougli sea,
Unless with breakers cióse beneath her lee.
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A portion of their beef up from below,
And with a piece of pork, moreover, met,
But scarce enough to serve them for a
luncheon—
Then there was rum, eight gallons in a
puncheon.
XX V III.
The other boats, the yawl and pinnace, liad
Been stove in tile beginning of the gale;
And the long-boat’s condition was but bad,
As there were but two blankets for a sail,
And one oar for a mast, ivhich a young lad
Tlirew in by good luck over the ship’s rail;
And two boats could not hold, far less be
stored,
To save one half the people then on board.
XLIX.
’Twas twiliglit, and the sunless day went
down
Over the waste of waters; like a veil,
Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the
frown
Of one whose bate is mask’d but to assail.
Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was
shown,
And grimly darkled o’er the faces palé,
And the dim desolate deep: twelve days had
Fear
Been their familiar, and now Death was
here.
L.
Some trial had been making at a raft,
With little hope in such a rolling sea,
A sort of thing at which one would have
laugh’d,
I f any lauglíter at sueli times could be,
Unless witli people who too much have
quaff’d,
And liave a kind of wild and liorrid glee,
Half epileptical, and half hysterical :—
Their preservación would have been a mi
racle.

XLVI.
The worst of all was, that in their condition,
Having been several days in great distress,
’T was difíicult to get out such provisión
LI.
As now might render their long suffering
At half-past eight o’clock, booms, hencoops,
less:
Men, even when dying, dislike inanition;
spars,
And all things, for a chance, had been cast
Their stock was damaged by the weather’s
loose
stress:
That still could keep afloat the struggling
Two caslts of biscuit, and a keg of butter,
tars,
Were all that could be thrown into the cutter.
For yet they strove, although of no great
X LVII.
use:
There was no light in lieaven but a few stars,
But in the long-boat they contrived te stow
The
boats put off o’ererowded rvitli their
Some pounds of bread, though injured by
crews;
the wet;
She gave a lieel, and then a lurch to port, _ •
Water, a twenty-gallon cask or so;
Six flasks of wine: and they contrived to And, going down head foremost—sunk, ju
short.
get
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Which courage gives, while poor Pedrillo’s
LII.
pair
Then rose from sea to sky tile wild farewell—
Of eyes were crying for tlieir owner’s case:
Tlien shriek’d tile timid, and stood still tile
Battista, though (a ñame eall’d shortly Tita),
brave—
Then some leap’d overboard with dreadful Was lost by getting at some aqua-vita.
yell,
As eager to anticípate tbeir grave;
LVII.
And the sea yawn’d around her like a liell,
And down she suck’d ivith her the whbling Pedro, his valet, too, he tried to save,
But the same cause, conducive to his loss,
wave,
Left him so drunk, he jump’d into the ivave,
Like one who grapples ivith his enemy,
As o’er the cutter’s edge he tried to cross,
And strives to strangle liini before he die.
And so he found a ivine-and-watery grave;
They could not rescue him although so
m i.
cióse,
And first one universal shriek there rush’d,
Because the sea ran liigher every minute,
Louder than tlie loud ocean, like a crash
the boat—the crew kept croivding
Of echoing thunder; and then all ivas And for
in it.
hush’d,
Save the wild wind and the remorseless
Lvm .
dash
A small oíd spaniel—whicli had been Don
Of billows; bnt at intervals there gusli’d,
Jóse’s,
Accompanied ivith a convulsive splasli,
A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry
His fatlier’s, whom he loved, as ye may
tliink, .
Of some strong swimmer in his agony.
For on such things the memory reposes
LIV.
With tenderness—stood howling on the
The boats, as stated, liad got off before,
brink,
And in them croivded several of the crew; Knowing, (dogs have such intellectual noses!)
And yet tlieir present hope ivas liardly more
No doubt, the vessel ivas about to sink;
Than ívliat it liad been, for so strong it And Juan caught him up, and ere he stepp’d
bleiv
Off tlireiv him in, then after him he leap’d.
There ivas shght chance of reacliing any
shore;
LIX.
And then they were too many, though so
He also stuff’d his money where he could
feiv—
About his person, and Pedrillo’s too,
Nine in the cutter, thirty in the boat,
Who let him do, in fact, whate’er he would,
Were counted in them ívlien they got afloat.
Not knoiving what himself to say, or do,
LV.
As every rising wave his dread renew’d ;
But Juan, trusting they might still get
All the rest perish’d; near two hnndred
througli,
souls
And
deeming there were remedies for any ¡11,
Had left tlieir bodies; and ívhat ’s worse,
Thus re-embark’d his tutor and his spaniel.
alas!
When over Catholics the ocean rolls,
They must ivait several iveeks before a
LX.
mass
’T was a rough night, and bleiv so stiffly yet,
Takes off one peck of purgatorial coals,
That the sail was becalm’d between the
Because, till people knoiv ívhat ’s come to
seas,
pass,
Though
on the ívave’s high top too much to
They ívon’t lay out tlieir money on the
set,
dead—
They dared not take it in for all the
It costs three francs for every mass that ’s
breeze:
said.
Each sea curl’d o’er the stern, and kept
LVI.
them ivet,
Juan got into the long-boat, and there
And made them bale without a moment’s
Contrived to lielp Pedrillo to a place;
ease,
It seem’d as if they had exclianged timb So that tliemselves as ivell as hopes were
eare,
damp’d,
For Juan wore the magisterial face
And the poor íittle cutter quickly swamp’d.
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LXI.
Nine souls more went in her: the long-boat
still
Kept above water, with an oar for mast,
Two blankets stitch’d together, answering ill
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast:
Though every wave roll’d menacing to fill,
And present perii all before surpass’d,
They grieved for those who perish’d with the
cutter,
And also for the biscuit-casks and butter.

Lxn.

657

Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is,
And that ’s theb mode of furnishing supply:
In my young days they lent me cash that
way,
Which I found very troublesome to pay.
LXVI.
’T is tlius witli people in an open boat,
They live upon the love of life, and bear
More than can be believed, or even thought,
And stand like rocks the tempest’s wear
and tear;
And hardship still has been the sailor’s lot,
Since Noah’s ark went cruising here and
there;
She had a curious crew as well as cargo,
Like the first oíd Greek privateer, the Argo.

The sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign
Of the continuance of the gale: to run
Before the sea until it should groiv fine,
Was all that for the present could be done:
LXVH.
A feiv tea-spoonfuls of tlieb rum and wine
Were served out to the people, who begun But man is a carnivorous produetion,
To faint, and damaged bread wet through
And must have meáis, at least one meal a
the bags,
day;
And most of them had Íittle clothes but rags. He cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction,
But, like the shark and tiger, must have
LXHI.
prey;
_
Although his anatomical construction
They counted thirty, crowded in a space
Bears vegetables, in a grumbling way,
Which left scarce room for motion or
Your labouring people think beyond all
exertion;
question
They did tlieir best to modify tlieir case,
One half sate up, though numb’d with the Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestión.
immersion,
L x v in .
While t’ other half were laid down in tlieir
place,
And thus it was with this our hapless crew;
At watch and watch; thus, shivering like
For on the thbd day there carne on a
the tertian
calm,
Agüe in its coid fit, they fill’d tlieir boat,
And though at first their strength it might
With nothing but the sky for a great coat.
renew,
And lying on their weariness like balm,
Lull'd them like turtles sleeping on the blue
LXTV.
Of ocean, when they woke they felt a
’Tis very certain the desbe of life
qualm,
Prolonga i t : this is obvious to physicians,
When patients, neither plagued with friends And fell all ravenously on theb provisión,
Instead of hoarding it with due precisión.
ñor wife,
Survive through very desperate couditions,
LXXX.
Because they still can hope, ñor shines the
knife
The consequence -was easily foreseen—
Ñor sliears of Atropos before their visions:
They ate up all they had, and drank their
Despair of all recovery spoils longevity,
wine,
And makes men’s miseries of alarming I 11 spite of all remonstrances, and then
brevity.
On what, in fact, next day were they to
diñe ?
LXV.
They hoped the wind would rise, these foolish
men!
’T is said that persons living on annnities
And carry them to shore; these hopes
Are longer lived than others,—God lmows
were fine,
why,
Unless to plague the grantors,—yet so true But as they had but one oar, and that brittle,
It would have been more wise to save theb
it is,
victual.
That some, I really tliink, do never die;
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The fourth day carne, but not a breath o£ air,
And Ocean slumber’d like an umvean’d
cliild:
The fifth day, and their hoat lay floating
there,
The sea and sky were blue, and clear, and
mild—
With their one oar (X wish they had liad a
pair)
What could they do? and hunger’s rage
grew wild:
So Juan’s spaniel, spite of his entreating,
Was kill'd, and portion’d out for present
eating.

LXXI.
On tlie sixtk day they fed upon bis bidé,
And Juan, who had still refused, because
The creature was his father’s dog tliat died,
Now feeling ali the vulture in his jaws,
With some remorse received (though first
denied)
As a great favour one of tlie fore-paws,
Which he divided with Pedrillo, who
Devour’d it, longing for the other too.

At length the lots were toril up, and pre
pared,
But of materials that must shock the
Muse—
Having no paper, for the want of better,
They took by forcé froin Juan Julia’s letter.
LXXV.
Then lots were made, and mark’d, and mix’d,
and handed
In silent horror, and their distribution
Lull’d even the savage hunger which deinauded,
Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution;
None in particular had souglit or plann’d it,
’Twas nature gnaw’d them to this resolution,
By which none were permitted to be neuter—
And the lot fell on Juau’s luckless tutor.
LXXVI.

He but requested to be bled to death:
The surgeon had his instruments, and bled
Pedrillo, and so gently ebb’d his breath,
Tou liardly could pereeive when he was
LXXII.
dead.
The seventh day, and no wind—the burning He died as born, a Catholic in faith,
sun
Like most in the belief in which they Te
Blister’d and scorch’d, and, stagnant on
bred,
the sea,
And first a little crucifix he kiss’d,
They lay like carcasses; and hope was none, And then held out his jugular and wrist.
Save in the breeze that carne not: savagely
They glared upon each other—all was done,
LXXVII.
Water, and wine, and food,—and you
miglit see
The surgeon, as there was no other fee,
The longiugs of the cannibal arise
Had his first choice of morsels fór his
(Although they spoke not) in their wolfish eyes.
pains;
But being thirstiest at the moment, he
LXXIII.
Preferr’d a draught from the fast-flowing
At length one whisper’d his companion, who
veins:
Whisper’d another, and thus it went round, Part was divided, part tlmojvn in the sea,
And then into a hoarser murmur grew,
And such thmgs as the entrails and the
An ominous, and wild, and desperate sound;
brains
And when his comrade’s thought each Begaled two sharks, who follow’d o’er the
sufferer lmew,
billow—
’T was but his own, suppress’d till now, he The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo.
found:
And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood,
LX X VH I.
And who should die to be his fellow’s food.
The sailors ate him, all save three or four,
Lxxrv.
Who were not quite so fond of animal food;
But ere they carne to tliis, they that day shared To these was added Juan, who, before
Some leathem caps, and what remain’d.of
Eefusing his own spaniel, hardly could
Feel now his appetite increased much more;
shoes;
’T was not to be expected that he should,
And then they look’d around them, and
Even in extremity of their disaster,
despair’d,
And none to be the sacrifice would choose; Diñe with them on his pastor and his master.
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LXXIX.
'T was better that he did not; for, in fact,
The consequence was awful in the extreme;
For they, who were most ravenous in the
act,
Went raging mad—Lord! liow they did
blaspheme!
And foam, and roll, with strange convulsions
rack’d,
Drinking salt-water like a mountainstream;
Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching,
sweai'ing,
And, with hysena-laughter, died despairing.
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His tale: if foes be food in hell, at sea
’Tis surely fair to diñe upon our friends,
When shipwreck’s sliort allowance grows too
scanty,
With out being much more horrible than Dante.

LXXXIV.
And the same night there fell a shower of
rain,
For which them mouths gaped, like the
cracks of earth
When dried to summer dust; till taught by
pain,
Men really know' not what good water’s
worth;
I f you had been in Turkey or in Spain,
LXXX.
Or with a famish’d boat’s-crew had your
berth,
Their numbers were much thinn’d by this
Or
in the desert heard the camel’s Dell,
infliction,
You’d
wish yourself where Truth is—in
And all the rest were tilín enougli, Heaveh
a well.
knows;
And some of them had lost their recollection,
LXXXV.
Happier tlian they who still perceived their
It pour’d down torrents, but they were no
woes;
But others ponder’d on a new dissection,
richer,
Until they found a ragged piece of sheet,
As if not warn’d sufticiently by those
Which served them as a sort of spongy
Who had already perish’d, suffering madly,
pitcher,
For having used their appetites so sadly.
And when they deem’d its moisture was
complete,
LXXXI.
They wrung it out, and though a thirsty
And next they thought upon the master’s
ditcher
mate,
Might not have thought the scanty draught
As fattest; but he saved himself, because,
so sweet
Besides being much averse from such a fate, As a full pot of porter, to their thinking
There were some other reasons: the first They ne’er till now had known the joys of
was,
drinking.
He had heen rather indisposed of late;
And that which chiefly proved his saving
LX X X VI.
clause,
And their baked lips, with many a bloody
Was a small present made to him at Cádiz,
crack,
By general subscription of the ladies.
Suck’d in the moisture, which like nectar
stream’d ;
LXXXII.
Their throats were ovens, their swoln tongues
Of poor Pedrillo something still remain’d,
were black
As the rich man’s in hell, who vainly
But was used sparingly,—some were afraid,
scream’d
And others still their appetites constrain’d,
To beg the beggar, who could not rain back
Or but át times a little supper made;
A drop of dew, when every drop had
All except Juan, who througliout abstain’d,
Chewing a piece of bamboo, and some lead:
seem’d
At length they caught two boobies, and a To taste of heaven—I f this be true, indeed,
Some Christians have a comfortable creed.
■noddy,
And then they left off eating the dead body.
LXXX VII.
There were two fathers in this ghastly crew,
LXXXIH.
And with them them two sons, of whom
And if Pedrillo’s fate should shocking be,
the one
Remember TJgolino condescends
Was
more robust and hardy to the view,
To eat the liead of his arch-enemy
But
he died early; and when he was gone,
The moment after he politely ends
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His nearest messmate told his sire, wlio
xcn.
threw
One glance at him, and said, “ Heaven’s It changed, of course; a heavenly chameleon,
will be done!
The airy child of vapour and the sun,
I can do notliing,” and he saw him thrown
Brought forth in purple, cradled in vermilion,
Into the deep without a tear or groan.
Baptized in molten gold, and swathed in
dun,
l x x x v h i.
Glittering like crescents o’er a Turk’s pavilion,
And blending every colour hito one,
The other father liad a weaklier child,
Just like a black eye in a recent scuffle
Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate;
(For
sometimes we must box without the
But the hoy bore up long, and with a mild
mufile).
And patient spirit held aloof his fate;
Little he said, and now and then he smiled,
XCIH.
As if to win a part from off the weight
Our shipwreck’d seamen thought it a good
He saw increasing on his father’s heart,
ornen—With the deep deadly thought, tliat they
It is as well to tliink so, now and then;
must part.
’Twas an oíd custom of the Greek and
Boman,
LXXXIX.
And may become of great advantage when
And o’er him bent bis sire, and neyer raised
His eyes from off his face, but wiped the Folks are discouraged; and most surely no
men
foam
Had greater need to nerve themselves again
From his palé lips, and ever on him gazed,
Than
these,
and so this rainbow look’d like
And when the wish’d-for shower at length
hope—
was come,
And the boy’s eyes, whick the dull film lialf Quite a celestial kaleidoscope.
glazed,
xcrv.
Brighten’d, and for a moment seem’d to
roam,
About this time a beautiful white bird,
He squeezed from out a rag some drops of
Web-footed, not unlike a dove in-size
rain
And plumage (probably it miglit have err’d
Into his dying child’s mouth—but in vain.
Upon its course), pass’d oft before their
eyes,
XC.
And tried to perch, although it saw and
heard
The boy expired—the father held the clay,
And look’d upon it long, and when at last
The men witliin the boat, and in this guise
Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay It carne and went, and flutter’d round them
till
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were
past,
Night fe ll:—this seem’d a better ornen still.
He watcli’d it wistfully, until away
’Twas borne by the rude wave wherein
xcv.
’t was cast;
But in this case I also must remark,
Then lie liimself sunk down all dumb and
’Twas well this bird of'promise did not
sliivering,
perch, •
And gave no sign of life, save his limbs
Because
tlie tackle of our shatter’d bark
quivering.
Was not so safe for roosting as a cliurch;
And had it been the dove from Noali’s ark,
XCI.
Beturning there from lier successful search,
Now overliead a rainbow, bursting througli
The scattering clouds, slione, spanning the Wliich in their way that moment chanced to
fall,
dark sea,
líesting its bright base on the quivering They would have eat her, olive-branch and all.
blue;
XCVI.
And all within its arch appear’d to be
Clearer than tliat without, and its wide liue
With twiliglit it again carne on to blow,
Wax’dbroad and waving.like a bannerfree,
But not with violence; the stars slione out,
Then changed like to a bow that ’s bent, and The boat made way; yet now they were so
then
low,
Forsook the dim eyes of these shipwreck’d
They knew not where ñor what they were
men.
about;
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Some fancied they saw land, and some said
CI.
“ N o !”
The freqüent fog-banks gave them cause to Meantime the current, with a rising gale,
doubt—
Still set them onwards to the welcome
Some swore that they heard breakers, others
shore,
guns,
Like Charon’s bark of spectres, dull and
And all mistook about the latter once.
palé:
Their living freight was now reduced to
XCVH.
four,
As morning broke, the light wind died away, And three dead, whorn their strength could
When he who liad the watch snng out and
not avail
swore,
To heavé into the deep with tliose before,
I f ’t was not land that rose with the sun’s ray, Though the two sharks still follow’d them,
He wisli’d that land he never might see
and dash’d
more:
The spray into their faces as they splash’d.
And the rest rubb’d their eyes, and saw
a bay,
en.
Or thought they saw, and shaped their
course for shore;
Famine, despair, coid, thirst, and heat, had
For shore it was, and gradually grew
done
Distinet, and liigh, and palpable to view.
Their work on them by turas, and thinn’d
them to
XCVHI.
Such things a mother had not known her son
And then of these some part burst into tears,
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew;
And others, looking witli a stupid stare,
By night chill’d, by day scorch’d, thus one by
Could not yet separate then- hopes from fears,
one
And seem’d as if they had no further care;
They perish’d, until wither’d to these few,
While a few pray’d—(the first time for some But chiefly by a species of self-slaughter,
years)—In wasking down Pedrillo with salt water.
And at the bottom of the boat three were
Asleep: they shook them by the liand and
cm .
head,
And tried to awaken them, but found them
As they drew nigh the land, which now was
dead.
seen
XCIX.
Unequal in its aspect here and there,
They felt the freshness of its growüig greén,
The day before, fast sleeping on the water,
That waved in forest-tops, and smooth’d
They found a turtle of the hawk’s-bill kind,
the air,
And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught
And
fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen
her,
From glistening waves, and skies so hot
Which yielded a day’s life, and to their
and bare—
mind
Lovely seem’d any object that should sweep
Proved even still a more nutritious matter,
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep.
Because it left encouragement bekind:
They thought that in sueh perils, more than
chance
crv.
Had sent them this for their deliverance.
The shore look’d wild, without a trace of
C.
And girt by formidable waves; but they
The land appear’d a high and rocky coast,
And higher grew the mountains as they Were mad for land, and thus tlieir course
they ran,
drew,
Though right ahead the roaring breakers
Set by a current, toward i t : they were lost
lay:
In various conjectures, for none knew
To what part of the earth they had been tost, A reef between them also now began
To
show
its boiling surf and bounding
So changeable had been the winds that
spray,
blew;
Some thought it was Hount ¿Etna, some the But finding no place for their landing better,
They ran the boat for shore,—and overset
highlands
her.
Of Candía, Cyprus, Kliodes, or other islands.
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But none of them appear’d to share his woes,
CV.
Save one, a corpse, from out the famish’d
But in his native stream, tlie Guadalquivir,
three,
Juan to lave bis youtkful limbs was wont; Who died two days before, and now had
And having learnt to swim in tliat sweet
found
river,
An unknown barren beach for burial-ground.
Had often tnrn’d tire art to some acconnt:
A better swinrmer yon could scarce see ever,
CX.
He could, perhaps, liave pass’d the Hellespont,
And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast,
As once (a feat on which ourselves we prided)
And down he sunk; and as he sunk, the
Leander, Mr. Ekenkead, and I did.
sand
Swam round and round, and all his seuses
CVI.
pass’d:
So liere, tliougb faiut, emaciated, and stark,
He feli upon his side, and his stretch’d
He buoy’d bis boyisb limbs, and strove to
hand
Droop’d dripping on the oar (their jury_
piy
With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was
mast),
dark,
And, like a wither’d lily, on the land
The beach wbich lay before kim, bigh and His slender frame aud pallid aspect lay,
dry:
As fair a thing as e’er was form’d of clay.
The greatest danger here was from a skark,
That carried off bis neigkbour by the
CXI.
thigh;
How long in his damp trance young Juan lay
As for the other two, they could not swim,
He knew not, for the earth was gone for
So nobody arrived on sliore but him.
him,
CYH.
And time liad nothing more of night ñor day
For his congealing blood, and senses dim;
Ñor yet had he arrived but for the oar,
Wbich, providentially for him, was wash’d And how this heavy faintness pass’d away
He knew not, till each painful pulse and
Just as bis feeble arms could strike no more,
limb,
And the kard wave o’erwkelm’d him as
And
tingling vein, seem’d throbbing back to
’t was dash’d
life,
Witliin bis grasp; he clung to it, and sore
The wàters beat while he thereto was For Death, though vanquisk’d, still retired
with strife.
lash’d ;
At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling,
he
CXH.
Koll’d on the beach, half senseless, from the His eyes he open’d, shnt, again unclosed,
sea:
For all was doubt and dizziness; he thought
He still was in the boat, and had but dozed,
ovni.
And felt again with his despair o’erwrought,
There, breathless, with bis digging nails he And wish’d it death in which he had reposed,
clung
And then once more his feelings back were
Fast to the sand, lest the returning wave,
brought,
From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung, And slowly by his swimming eyes was seen
Skould suck him back to ker insatiate A lovely female face of seventeen.
grave:
And there he lay, full length, where he was
cxm .
flung,
Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave,
’Twas bending cióse o’er his, and the small
With just enough of life to feel its pain,
mouth
And deem that it was saved, perhaps in vain.
Seem’d almost prying into his for breath;
And chafing him, the soft warm hand of youth
CIX.
Becall’d his answering spirits back from
With slow and staggering effort he aróse,
death;
But sunk again upon his bleeding knee
And, bathing his chill temples, tried to soothe
And quivering hand; and then he look’d for
Each pulse to animation, till beneath
those
Its gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh
Who long had been his mates upon the sea ; To these kind efforts made a low reply.
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exvm .

Then was the cordial pour’d, and mantle flung
Around his scarce-clad limbs ; and the fair
arm
Baised higher the faint head which o’er it
hung;
And her transparent cheek, all puré and
warm,
Pillow’d his death-like forehead; then she
wrung
His dewy curls, long drench’d by every
storm;
And watch’d with eagerness each throb that
drew
A sigh from his heaved bosom—and hers, too.

Her brow was white and low, her cheek's puré
dye
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun;
Short upper lip—sweet lips ! that malee us
sigh
Ever to have seen such ; for she was one
Fit for the model of a statuary
(A race of mere impostors, when all ’s done—
I ’ ve seen much finer women, ripe and real,
Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal). ..

cxrx.

I ’ll tell yon why I say so, for ’t is just
One should not rail without a decent cause:
There wras an Irisli lady, to whose bust
I ne’er saw justice done, and yet she was
A freqüent model; and if e’er she must
cxv.
Yieldto sternTime and Nature’s wrinkling
And lifting him with care into the cave,
laws,
The gentle girl, and her attendant,—one
They will destroy a face which mortal thought
Young, yet her eider, and of brow less
Ne’er compass’d, ñor less mortal chisel
grave,
wrought.
And more robust of figure—then begun
CXX.
To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave
Light to the rocks that roof’d them, which And such was she, the lady of the cave :
the sun
Her dress was very different from the
Had never seen, the maid, or wliatsoe'er
Spanish,
She was, appear’d distinet, and tall, and fair. Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave;
For, as you know, the Spanish women
banish
CXVI.
Bright liues when out of doors, and yet, while
Her brow was overhung wuth coins of gold,
wave
That sparkled o’er the auburn of her han-,
Around them (what I hope will never vanish)
Her clustering han’, whose longer locks were The basquina and the mantilla, they
roll’d
Seem at the same time mystical and gay.
In braids behind; and though her stature
CXXI.
were
Even of the highest for a female mould,
But with our damsel this -was not the case:
They nearly reach’d her heel; and in her
Her dress was many-colour’d, finely spun;
air
Her locks eurl’d negligently round her face,
There was a something which bespolte comBut through them gold and gems profusely
mand,
shone:
As one who was a lady in the laúd.
Her girdle sparkled, and the ricliest lace
Flow’d in her veil, aud many a precious stone
Flask’d on her little hand; but, what was
CXVII.
shocking,
Her hair, I said, was auburn ; but her eyes
Her small snow feet had slippers, but no
Were black as death, their lashes the same
stocking.
hue,
CXXII.
Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow
The other female’s dress was not unlike,
lies
But of inferior materials: she
Deepest attraction; for when to the view
Forth from its raven friuge the full glance Had not so many ornaments to strike,
Her hair had silver only, bound to he
flies,
Ne’er with snclr forcé the swiftest arrow Her dowry; and her veil, in form alike,
Was eoarser; and her air, though firm, less
flew;
free;
’T is as the snake late coil’d, who pours his
Her hair was thicker, but less long; her eyes
length,
And hurls at once his venom and his strength. As black, but quicker, and of smaller size.
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CXXIII.
And tliese two tended him, and cheer’d him
botli
With food and raiment, and those soft
attentions,
Which are—(as I must own)—oí female
growth,
And liave ten tliousand delicate inventions :
They made a most superior mess of broth,
A thing which poesy but seldom mentions,
But the best dish that e’er was cook’d since
Homer’s
Achilles order'd dinner for new comers.

cxxvni.
He had an only daughter, call’d Haidée,
The greatest lieiress of the Eastern Isles;
Besides, so very beautiful was she,
Her dowry was as nothing to lier smiles:
Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree
She grew to womanhood, and between
whiles
Bejected several suitors, just to learu
How to accept a better in his turn.

CXXIX.
And walking out upon the beach, below'
The cliff,—towards sunset, on that day she
cxxrv.
found,
I ’ll tell yon who they were, this female pair, Insensible,—not dead, but nearly so,—
Best they should seem princesses in disguise;
Don Juan, almost famish’d, and half
Besides, I hate all mystery, and that air
drown’d ;
Of clap-trap, which your recent poets prize; But being naked, she was shock’d, you know,
And so, in short, the girls they really were
Yet deem’d lierself in common pity bound,
They shall appear before your curious eyes, As far as in her lay, “ to take him in,
Mistréss andmaid ¡ thefirstwas only daughter A stranger ” dying, with so white a skin.
Of an oíd man, who lived upon the water.
CXXV.
A fisherman he had been in bis youth,
And still a sort of fisherman was h e ;
But other speculations were, in sooth,
Added to his connexion with the sea,
Perhaps not so respectable, in truth:
A little smuggling, and some piracy,
Left him, at last, the solé of many masters
Of an ill-gotten million of piastres.
CXXVI.
A fisher.therefore, was he,—though of men,
Like Peter the Apostle,—and he fish’d
Por wandering merchant vessels, now and
then,
And sometimes caught as many as he
wish’d ;
The cargoes he confiscated, and gain
He souglit in the slave-market too, and
dish’d
Pulí many a morsel for that Turkish trade,
By which, no doubt, a good deal may be made.

cxxx.
But taking him into her father’s house
Was not exactly the best way to save,
But like conveying to the cat the mouse,
Or people in a trance into their grave ;
Because the good oíd man had so much
“ VOVÇ,”

Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave,
He would have hospitably cured the stranger
And sold him instantly when out of danger.
CXXXI.
And therefore, with her maid, she thought it
best
(A Virgin a[ways on her maid relies)
To place him in the cave for present rest:
And when, at last, he open’d his black eyes,
Their charity increased about their guest;
And their compassion grew to such a size,
It open’d half the turnpike gates to heaven—
(St. Paul says, ’tis the toll which must be
given).

CXXXII.
CXXVII.
They made a fire,—but such a tire as they
He was a Greek, and on his isle had built
Upon the moment could contrive with such
(One of the wild and smaller Cyclades)
Materials as were cast up round the bay,—
A very handsome house from out his guilt,
Some broken planks, and oars, that to the
And there he lived exceedingly at ease :
touch
Heaven knows what cash he got, or blood he Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay
spilt,
A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch;
A sad oíd fellow was he, if you please;
But, by God’s grace, here wrecks were in such
But this I know, it was a spacious building,
plenty,
Pulí of barbarie carving, paint, and gilding. I That there was fuel to have furnish’d twenty.
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CXXXYHI.
cxxxm.
Not so Haidée: she sadly toss’d andtumbled,
He liad a bed of furs, and a pelisse,
And started from her sleep, and, turning o’er,
Por Haidée stripp’d her sables off to malee
His coucli; and, tliathe miglit be more at ease. Dream’d of a tliousand wrecks, o’er which she
stumbled,
And warm, in case by chance he should
And handsome corpses strew’d upon the
awalte,
sliore;
They also gave a petticoat apiece,
She and her maid,—and promised by day- And woke her maid so early that she grumbled,
And call’d her father’s oíd slaves up, who
break
swore
To pay him a fresli visit, with a dish
For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, and fisli. In several oatlis—Armenian, Turk, and
Greek—
CXXXIV.
They knew not what to tliink of such a freak.
And thus they left him to his lone repose:
CXXXIX.
Juan slept like a top, or like the dead,
Who sleep at last, perhaps (God only knows), But up she got, and up she made them get,
Just for the present; and in his lull’d head
With some pretence about the sun, that
Not even a visión of his former woes
makes
Tlirobb’d in accursed dreams, which some Sweet skies just when he rises, or is set;
times spread
And ’tis, no doubt, a sight to see when
Unwelcome visions of our former years,
breáis
Till the eye, cheated, opens thick with tears. Bright Phoebus, while the mountains still are
wet
cxxxv.
With mist, and every bird with him awakes,
Yonng Juan slept all dreamless:—but the And night is flung off like a mourning suit
Worn for a husband,—or some other brute.
maid,
Who smooth’d his pillow, as she left the
CXL.
den
Look’d back upon him, and a moment staid,
I say, the sun is a most glorious sight:
And turn’d, believing that he call’d again.
I ’ve seen him rise full oft, indeed of late
He slumber’d ; yet she thought, at least she I have sat up on purpose all the night,
Which hastens, as physicians say, one’s
said
(The heart will slip, even as the tongue and
fate;
pen),
And so all ye, who would be in the right
In health and purse, begin your day to date
He had pronounced her ñame—butslieforgot
From daybreak, and -when coffin’d at fourThat at this moment Juan knew it not.
score
CXXXVI.
Engrave upon the píate, you rose at four.
And pensive to her father’s house slie went,
CXLI.
Enjoining silence strietto Zoé, who
Better than her knew what, in fact, she meant, And Haidée met the morning face to face;
Her own was fresliest, though a feverisli
She being wiser by a year or two :
flush
A year or two’s an age when rightly spent,
Had dyed it with the headlong blood, whose
And Zoé spent liers, as most women do,
In gaining aÜ that useful sort of knowledge
race
Prom heai-t to clieek is curb’d into a blush,
Which is acquired inNature’s good oíd college.
Like to a torrent which a mountain’s base,
cxxxvn.
That overpowers some Alpine river’s rush,
The morn broke, and found Juan slumbering Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles
spread;
still
Fast in his cave, and nothing elasli’d upon Or the Bed Sea—but the sea is not red.
His rest: the rushing of the neiglibouring rill,
CXLII.
And the young beams of the excluded sun,
Troubled him not, and he might sleep his fill; And down the cliff the island virgin carne,
And near the cave her quiek liglit footsteps
And need he had of slumber yet, for none
drew,
Had suffer’d more—his hardships were com
While the sun smiled on her with his first
parative
fíame,
To those related in my grand-dad’s “ NarraAnd young Aurora kiss’d her lips with dew,
tive.”
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Taking ber for a sister; just tke same
CXLVH.
Mistake you would kave made on seeing
tke two,
For still ke lay, and on kis tkin ivorn ckeek
Altkough tke mortal, quite as fresk and fan-,
A purple hectic play’d like dying day
Had all tke advantage, too, of not being ah-,
On tke snoiv-tops of distant kills; tke streak
Of sufferance yet upon kis forekead lay,
Wkere tke blue veins look’d skadoivy, skrunk,
CXLIII.
and iveak;
And wken into tke cavem Haidée stepp’d
And kis klack curis were deivy witk tke
All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw
spray,
That like an infant Juan sweetly slept;
And tken she stopp’d, and stood as if in aive Wkicli íveigk’d upon tkem yet, all damp and
salt,
(For sleep is awful), and on tiptoe crept
And wrapt liim closer, lest tke air, too raw, Mix’d witk tke stony vapours of tke vault.
Skould reack kis blood, tken o’er kim still as
CXLVIII.
deatk
Bent, witk kush’d lips, tkat drank liis scarce- And slie bent o’er kim, and ke lay beneatk,
Hush’d as tke babe upon its motker’s breast,
drawn kreatk.
Droop’d as tke willow wken no winds can
breatlie,
CXLIV.
Lull’d like tke deptk of ocean wken at rest,
And tkus like to an ángel o’er tke dying
Fair as the crowning rose of tke wbole wreatk,
Wko die in righteousness, ske lean’d; and
Soft as tke calloiv cygnet in its nest;
tkere
In skort, ke ivas a very pretty fellow,
All tranquilly tke skipwreck’d boy ivas lying, Altkough kis ivoes kad turn’d him ratker
As o’er kim lay tke calm and stirless air:
yellow.
But Zoe tke meantime some eggs ivas frying,
CXLIX.
Siuce, after all, no doubt tke youtkful pair
Must breakfast, and betimes—lest tkey should He woke and gazed, and would kave slept
again,
ask it,
But tke fair face wkich met kis eyes forbade
Ske drew out ker provisión from tke basket.
Tkose eyes to close, tkougk ívearmess and
pain
CXLV.
Had furtber sleep a furtker pleasure made;
Ske knew tkat tke kest feelings must kave For ivoman’s face ivas never form’d in vain
victual,
For Juan, so tkat even wken ke pray’d
And tkat a skipwreck’d youth would hungry He turn’d from grisly saiuts, and martyrs
ke;
baii'y,
Besides, being less in love, she yawn’d a To tke sweet portraits of tke Virgin Mary.
little,
And felt ker veins cliill’d by tke neigkCL.
bouring sea;
And tkus upon bis elbow be aróse,
And so, ske cook’d íkeir breakfast to a tittle;
And look’d upon tke lady, in ívkose ckeek
I can’t say tkat ske gave tkem any tea,
Tke palé contended witk tke purple rose,
But tkere were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fisk,
As witk an effort ske began to speak;
boney,
Her eyes were eloqüent, ker ivords would
Witk Scio ívine,—and all for love, not money.
pose,
Altkough ske told kim, in good modern
CXLVL
Greek,
And Zoe, wken tke eggs ivere ready, and
Witk an Ionian accent, low and sweet,
Tke coffee made, ivould faiu kave waken’d Tkat ke ivas faint, and must not talk, but eat.
Juan;
CLI.
But Haidée stopp’d ker witk ker quiclc small
kand,
Now Juan could not understand a word,
And witkout word, a sign ker finger drew on
Being no Grecian; but ke kad an ear,
Her lip, wkich Zoe needs must understand;
And ker voice was tke ivarbie of a bird,
And, tke first breakfast spoilt, prepared a
So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear,
neiv one,
Tkat finer, simpler music ne’er was keard;
Because ker mistress would not let her break
The sort of sound we echo witk a tear,
Tkat sleep wliick seem’d as it ivould ne’er Witkout knowing wky—an overpoivering tone,
awake.
Wkence melody deseends as from a throne.
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CLH.
And Juan gazed as one wko is aivoke
By a distant organ, doubting if ke be
Not yet a dreamer, till tke spell is broke
By tke watchman, or some such reality,
Or by one’s early valet’s cursed knock;
At least it is a lieavy sound to me,
Wko like a morning slumber—for tke nigbt
Shows stars and ivomen in a better liglit.
CLIH.
And Juan, too, was lielp’d out from kis dream,
Or sleep, or wkatsoe’er it was, by feeling
A most prodigious appetite; tbe steam
Of Zoe’s cookery no doubt was stealing
Upon kis senses, and tke kiudling beam
Of tke neiv fire, wbick Zoe kept up, kneeling,
To stir her viands, made kim quite awake
And long for food, but ckiefly a beef-steak.
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Tkree or four tkings, for wkich tke Lord ke
praised,
And, feeling still tke famish’d vulture gnaw,
He fell upon whate’ér ivas offer’d, like
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike.
CLVIH.
He ate, and ke ivas well supplied; and she,
Wko ivatck’d kim like a motker, would kave
fed
Him past all bóunds, because she smiled to see
Such appetite in one ske had deem’d dead:
But Zoe, being older tkan Haidée,
Knew (by tradition, for she ne’er liad read)
Tkat famisk’d people must be slowly nurst,
And fed by spoonfuls, else tbey alivays burst.

CLIX.
And so ske took tbe liberty to state,
Batker by deeds tkan words, because tke
case
CLTV.
Was
urgent, tkat the gentleman, whose fate
But beef is rare witliin tliese oxless isles;
Had made ker mistress quit ker bed to trace
Goat's flesk tkere is, no doubt, and kid, and
Tke sea-sliore at tkisliour,mustleavekis píate,
rnutton,
Unless be ivisk'd to die upon tbe place—
And, wben a koliday upon them smiles,
She snatck’d it, and refused anotker morsel,
A joint upon tlieir barbarous spits tkey
Saying, ke kad gorged enougk to make a
put on:
korse ill.
But tbis oecurs but seldom, betiveen ivhiles,
For some of tkese are rocks ívitk scarce a
CLX.
kut on;
Next tkey—ke being naked, save a tatter’d
Otliers are fair and fertile, among ívkick
Pair of scarce decent trowsers—went to
Tkis, tkough not large, was one of tke most
Work,
rick.
And in the tire bis recent rags tkey scatter’d,
CLV.
And dress’d kim, for tbe present, like a Turlc,
I say that beef is rare, and can’t help thinking Or Greek—tkat is, altkough it not muck
matter’d,
Tliat tke old fable of tke Minotanr—
Omitting turban, slippers, pistols, dirk,—
From wkich our modern morals, rigktly
Tkey furuisli’d kim, entire, except some
skrinking,
stitches,
Condemn the royal lady’s taste wko ivore
A coiv’s shape for a mask—was only (sinking Witk a clean shirt, and very spacious breeckes.
Tke allegory) a mere type, no more,
CLXI.
Tkat Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle,
And tken fair Haidée tried ker tongue at
To make tke Cretans bloodier in battle.
speaking,
CLVI.
But not a ivord could Juan comprehend,
Although he listen’d so tkat tke young Greek in
For we all knoiv tkat English people are
Her earnestness ivould ne’er llave made an
Fed upon beef—I won’t say mucb of beer,
end;
Because ’tis liquor only, and being far
From tkis my subject, has no business liere; And, as ke interrupted not, went eking
Her
speeck out to her protege and friend,
We knoiv, too, tbey are very foud of ivar,
A pleasure—like all pleasures—ratker dear; Till'pausing at tke last ker breatk to take,
Ske saw ke did not understand Bomaic.
So ivere tke Cretans—from wkick I infer
Tkat beef and battles botk were owing to ker.
CLXII.
CLVH.
And tken she kad reeourse to nods, and signs,
And smiles, and sparkles of tke speaking
But to resume. Tke languid Juan raised
eye,
His kead upon kis elbow, and ke saw
And
read (tbe only book ske could) tke lines
A siglit on wkick ke kad not lately gazed,
Of kis fair face, and found, by sympatky,
As all kis latter meáis kad been quite raw,
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The answer eloqüent, where the soul sliines
CLXVH.
And darts in one quick glanee a long reply;
And tlius in every look slie saw exprest
Eeturn we to Don Juan. He begun
A world of words, and tkings at wliieh she
To hear new words, and to repeat them;
guess’d.
but
Some feelings, universal as tlie sun,
Were such as could not in his breast be
CLxm.
shut
And now, hy dint of fingers and of eyes,
More than within the bosom of a nuil:
And words repeated after lier, he took
He was in love,—as you would be, no
A lesson in her tongue; hut by snrmise,
doubt,
No douht, less of her langnage than her
With a young benefactress,—so was she,
look:
Just in the way we very often see.
As he who studies fervently the skies
Turas oftener to the stars than to his book,
CLxvrn.
Thus Juan learn’d his alpha beta better
From Haidée’s glanee than any graven letter. And every day by daybreak—ratlier early
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest—
She carne into the cave, but it was merely
CLXTV.
To see her bird reposing in his nest;
T i s pleasing to be school’d in a strange And slie would softly stir his loeks so curly,
tongue
Witliout disturbing her yet slumbering
By female lips and eyes—that is, I mean,
guest,
When both the teacher and the tauglit are Breathing all gently o’er his clieek andmouth,
young,
As o’er a bed of roses the sweet south.
As was the case, at least, where I llave been;
They smile so when one’s right, and when
CLXIX.
one ’s wrong
And every mora his colour freslilier carne,
They smile stili more, and then there inter
And every day help’don his convalescence;
vene
’T was well, because health in the human
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste
frame
kiss;—
Is pleasant, besides being true love’s
I learn’d the little that I know by this:
essence,

CLXV.

For liealth and idleness to passion’s fíame
Are oil and gunpowder; and some good
lessons
Are also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus,
Without whom Venus wül not long attack us.

That is, some words of Spanish, Turk, and
Greek,
Italian not at all, liaving no teachers ;
Much English I cannot pretend to speak,
CLXX.
Learning that language cliiefly from its
While Venus filis the lieart (without lieart
preachers,
really
Barrow, South, Tillotson, whom every week
Love, though good always, is not quite so
I study, also Blair, the highest reachers
good),
Of eloquence in piety and prose—
Ceres presents ampíate of vermicelli,—
I líate your poets, so read none of those.
For love must be sustain’d like flesh and
blood,
CLXYI.
While Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a
As for the ladies, I have nouglit to say,
jelly:
A wanderer from the British world of
Eggs, oysters, too, are amatory food;
fashion,
But who is their purveyor from above
Where I, like other “ dogs, have liad my day,” Heaven knows,—it may be Neptune, Pan, or
Like other men, too, may have had my
Jove.
passion—
CLXXI.
But tliat, like other things, has pass’d away,
And aíl her fools whom I could lay the lasli When Juan woke he found some good things
on:
ready,
Toes, friends, men, women, now are nouglit
A batli, a breakfast, and the finest eyes
to me
That ever made a youthful lieart less steady,
But dreams of what has been, no more to be.
Besides her maid’s, as pretty for their size;
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But I have spoken of all this already—
And repetition’s tiresome and uinvise,—
Well—Juan, after bathing in the sea,
Carne always back to coffee and Haidée.
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On which, like a young flower snapp’d from
the stalk,
Drooping and dewy on the beacli he lay,—
And thus they walk’d out in the afternoon,
And saw the sun set opposite the moon.

CLXXH.
CLXXVH.
Both were so young, and one so innocent,
That bathing pass’d for nothing; Juan It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast,
seem’d
With cliffs above, and a broad sandy sliore,
To her, as ’t were, the kind of being sent,
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by an host,
Of whom tliese two years she had nightly
With liere and there a creek, ívhose aspect
dream’d,
ivore
A something to be loved, a creature meant
A better welcome to the tempest-tost;
To be her happiness, and whom she
And rarely ceased the haughty billoiv’s roar,
deem’d
Save on the dead long summer days, which
To render happy: all who joy would wüi
make
Must share it,—Happiness was born a twin.
The outstretch’d ocean glitter like a lake.
C LX X IH .
CLXXVIH.
It ivas such pleasure to beliold him, such
And the small ripple spilt upon the beach
Enlargement of existence to partake
Scarcely o’erpass’d the cream of your
Nature with him, to tlirill beneath his touch,
champagne,
To watch him slumbering, and to see him
When o’er the brhn the sparkling bumpers
wake;
reacli,
To live with him for ever were too much ;
That spring-dew of the spirit! the lieart’s
But then the thought of parting made her
ram!
qualce:
Feiv things surpass oíd ivine ; and they may
He was her own, her ocean-treasure, cast
preach
Like a rich wreck—her first love, and her last.
Who please,—the more because they preach
in vain,—
CLXXXV.
Let us have wine and women, mirth and
laughter,
And thus a moon roll’d 011, and fair Haidce
Sermons and soda-water the day after.
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took
Such plentiful precautions, that still he
Bemain’d unknown within his craggy nook;
CLXXIX
At last her father’s proivs put out to sea,
Man, being reasonable, must get drunk;
For certain mercliantmen upon the look,
The best of life is but intoxication:
Not as of yore to carry of an lo,
Glory, the grape, love, gold, in tliese are sunk
But three'Bagusan vessels hound for Scio.
The liopes of all men, and of every nation;
W’ithout their sap, how branchless were the
CLXXV.
trunlc
Of life’s strange tree, so fruitful on occasion!
Then carne her freedom, for she had no
But to return,—Get very drunk ; and when
mother,
You ivake with headache, you shall see what
So that, her father being at sea, she was
Free as a married ivoman, or such other
then.
Female, as where she likes may freely pass,
Without even the encumbrance of a brother,
CLXXX.
The freest she that ever gazed 011 glass:
Eing
for
your
valet—bid
him quickly bring
I speak of Christian lands intliis comparison,
Some hock and soda-ivater, then you’ll
Where ivives, at least, are seldom kept in
know
garrison.
A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king;
CLXXVI.
For not the blest slierbet, sublimed with
snow,
Now she prolong’d her visits and her talk
(For they must talk), and he had learnt to Ñor the first sparkle of the desert spring,
Ñor
Burgundy in all its sunset gloiv,
say
After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter,
So much as to propose to take a walk,—
Vie ivith that draught of hock and soda-waterFor little had he wander’d since the day
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CLXXXI.
Tile coast—I tliink it was tke coast tliat I
Was just describing—Yes, it was tlie coast—
Lay at tliis period quiet as tiie sky,'
The sands untumbled, tile blue waves untost,
And all was stiliness, save the sea-bird’s cry,
And dolpbin’s leap, and little billow crost
By some low rock or shelve, tliat made itfret
Against the boundary it scarcely wet.

[Canto II.

CLXXXVI.
A long, long kiss, a kiss of youtli, and love,
And beauty, all concentrating like rays
Into one focus, kindled from above;
Sucli kisses as belong to early days,
Where lieart, and soul, and sense, in concert
move,
And the blood's lava, and the pulse
a blaze,
Each kiss a heart-quake,—f or a kiss’s strengtli,
I think it must be reckon’d by its length.

CLXXXII.
And forth they wander’d, her sire being gone,
CLXXXVH.
As I llave said, upon an expedition ;
And mother, brother, guardián, she liad none, By length I mean duration; theirs endured
Save Zoé, who, although with due precisión
Heaven knows how long—nodoubt they
She waited 011 her lady with the sun,
never reckon’d ;
Thought daily Service was her only mission, And if they had, they could not have secured
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long
The sum of their sensations to a second :
tresses,
They liad not spoken; but they felt allured,
And asking now and then for cast-oíí dresses.
As if their soulsand lips each other beckon’d,
Which, being join’d, like swarming bees they
clung—
c l x x x ih .
Itwas the cooling hour, just when the rounded Their hearts the flowers from whence the
honey sprung.
Red sun sinks down behind the azure MU,
Which then seems as if the whole earth it
bounded,
CLxxxvin.
Circlingall nature, husli’d, anddim, and still, They were alone, but not alone as they
With the far mountain-crescent lialf surWho sliut in cliambers think it loneliness;
rounded
The silent ocean, aud the starlight bay,
On one side, and the deep sea ealm and chill,
The twilight glow, which momently grew
Upon the other, and the rosy sky,
less,
With one star sparkling through it like an eye. The voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that
lay
CLXXXIV.
Around them, made them to each other
press,
And thus they wander’d forth, and kand in
As if there were no life beneatli the sky
liand,
Save theirs, and that their life could never
Over the shining pebbles and the sliells,
die.
Glided along the smooth aud barden’d sand,
And in the worn and wild receptacles
CLXXXIX.
Work’d by the storms, yet work’d as it were
They fear’d no eyes ñor ears 011 that lone
plann’d,
beach,
In liollow lialls, with sparry roofs and cells,
They felt no terrors from the niglit; they
They turn'd to rest; and, each clasp’d by an
were
arm,
All in all to each other; thougli their speech
Yielded to the deep twilight’s purple charm.
Was broken words, they thought a language
there,—
CLXXXV.
And all the burning tongues the passions teach
They look’d up to the sky, wliose floating glow
Found inone sigh the best interpreter
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright ; Of nature’s oracle—first love,—that all
They gazed upon the glittering sea below,
Which Eve has left her daughters since her
Whence the broad moon rose circling into
siglit;
They heard the waves splash, and the wind
cxc.
so low,
Haidée spoke not of scruples, ask’d no vows,
And saw each other’s dark eyes darting Iight
Ñor offer’d any; she had never heard
luto each other—and, beholding this,
Of plight and promises to be a spouse,
Then- lips drew near, and clung into a kiss;
Or perils by a loving maid incurrid;

Canto II.]

©on Juan.

She was all which puré ignoranee allows,
And flew to her young mate like a young
bird,
And never having dreamt of falsehood, she
Had not one Word to say of constancy.
CXCI.
She loved, and was beloved— she adored,
And she was worshipp’d ; after nature’s
fashion,
Their intense souls, into each other pour’d,
If souls could die, had perish’d in that
passion,—
But by degrees their senses were restored,
Again tobe o’ercome, again to dash 011;
And, beatiug ’gainst his bosom, Haidée’s
heart
Felt as if never more to beat apart.
CXCII.
Alas! they were so young, so beautiful,
So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour
Was that in which the heart is always fnll,
And, having o'er itself no further power,
Prompts deeds eternity cannot annul,
But pays off moments in an endless shower
Of hell-fire—all prepared for people giving
Pleasure or pain to one aqother íiving.
CXCHI.
Alas! for Juan and Haidée! they were
So loving and so lovely—till then never,
Excepting our first parents, such a pair
Had run the risk of being damn’d for ever;
And Haidée, being devout as well as fair,
Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian
river,
And liell and purgatory— but forgot
Just in the very crisis she should not.

671

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast,
And then on the palé cheek her breast now
warms,
Pillow’d on her o'erflowing heart, which
pants
With all it granted, and with all it grants.

CXCVI.
An infant when it gazes on a light,
A child the moment when it drains the
breast,
A devotee when soars the Host in sight,
An Arab with a stranger for a guest,
A sailor when the prize has struek in iight,
A miser filling his most hoarded chest,
Feel raptare; but not such true joy are
reaping
As they who watch o'er what they love while
sleeping.
CXCVH.
For there it lies so tranquil, so beloved,
All that it hath of life with ns is Iiving;
So gentle, stirless, helpless, and unmoved,
And all unconscious of the joy ’tis giving ;
All it hath felt, inflicted, pass’d, and proved,
Hush’d into depths beyond the watcher’s
diving;
There lies the thing we love with all its
errors
And all its charms, like death without its
terrors.

cxcvm.

The lady watch’d her lover—and that hour
Of Love’s, and Night’s, and Ocean’s
solitude,
O’erflow’d her soul with their United power ;
Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude
CXCIV.
She and her wave-worn love had made their
They look upon each other, and then- eyes
bower,
Gleam in the moonlight; and her white
Where nouglit upon their passion could
arm clasps
intrude,
Round Juan’s head, and his around her lies
And all the stars that crowded the blue
Half buried in the tresses which it grasps;
space
She sits upon his knee, and drinks his siglis, Saw nothing happier than her glowing face.
He hers, until they end in broken gasps;
And thus they form a group that’s quite
CXCIX.
antique,
Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek.
Alas! the love of women! it is known
To be a lovely and a fearful thing;
CXCV.
For all of theirs upon that die is thrown,
And when those deep and burning moments
And if ’tis lost, life hath no more to bring
pass’d,
To them but mockeries of the past alone,
And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring,
And Juan sunk to sleep within her arms,
Deadly, and quick, and crushing; yet, as
She slept not, but all tenderly, though fast,
real
Sustain’d his head upon her bosom’s
Torture is theirs, w'hat they inflict they feel.
charms;
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They are riglit; for man, to man so oft And noiv ’tivas done—on the lone shore
were plighted
unjust,
Their hearts; the stars, their nuptial
Is alivays so to women; one solé bond
torches, shed
Awaits tliem, treachery is all their trnst;
Taught to conceal, tlieir bursting hearts Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted:
Ocean their ivitness, and the cave their bed,
despond
By their oivn feelings hallow’d and United,
Over their idol, till some wealthier Inst
Theirpriest ivas Solitude, and they were wed:
Buys them in marriage—and what rests
And they were liappy, for to their young eyes
beyond ?
Each ivas an ángel, and earth paradise.
A thauldess husband, next a faithless lover,
Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all’s
CCV.
over.
Oh, L ove! of ívhom great Ctesar ivas the
CCI.
suitor,
Titus the master, Antony the slave,
Some take a lover, some take drarns or
Horaee, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor,
prayers,
Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in ivhose
Some mind their household, others dissigrave
pation,
All
those may leap ívho rather would be
Some run aivay, and but exchange their
neuter—
cares,
(Leucadia’s rock still overlooks the ivave)—
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station;
Oh, Love 1 tliou art the very god of evil,
Feiv changes e’er can better tlieir affairs,
For, after all, we eannot cali thee devil.
Theirs being an unnatural sitnation,
l ’rom the dull palace to the dirty hovel:
CCVI.
Some play the devil, and then write a novel.
Thou mak’st th% chaste connubial state
precarious.
ccn.
And jestest ivith the broivs of mightiest
men:
Haidée ivas Nature’s bride, and knew not
Cíesar and Pompey, Mahomet, Belisarius,
this:
Have much enijiloy’d the muse of history’s
Haidée ivas Passion’s child, born wliere
pen:
the san
Showers triple light, and scorches even the Their lives and fortunes were extremely
various,
kiss
Such ívorthies Time ivill never see agaiu;
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters; she ivas
Yet to these four in three things the same
one
luck holds,
Hade but to love, to feel tliat she ivas his
AVho ivas her chosen: ívhat ivas said or They all ivere heroes, conquerors, and
cuckolds.
done
Elsewhere ivas notliing. She had nought to
CCVII.
fear,
Thou mak’st philosophers ; there’s Epicurus
Hope, care, nor love beyond,—her heart beat
And Aristippus, a material creiv 1
Itere.
AAHio to immoral courses would allure us
By theories quite practicable too ;
cera.
I f only from the devil they would insure us,
And oh! that quickening of the heart, that
How pleasant were the maxim (not nuite
neiv),
beat!
Hoiv much it costs us ! yet each rising “ Eat, drink, and love; what can the rest
throb
avail us ? ”
Is in its cause as its effect so siveet,
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus.
That AVisdom, ever on the ivatch to rob
covni.
Joy of its alchemy, and to repeat
Fine trutlis; even Conscience, too, has But Juan! had he quite forgotten Julia ?
a tougli joh
And should he have forgotten her so soon?
To make us understand each good oíd maxim, I can’t but say it seems to me most truly a
So good—I ívonder Castlereagh don't tax
Perplexing question; but, 110 doubt, the
’em.
moon
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Does tliese things for us, and whenever
neivly a
Strong palpitation rises, ’tis her boon,
Else hoiv the devil is it that fresh features
Have such a eliarm for us poor human
creatures ?
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’T ívould save us many a heart-ache, many
a shilling
(For we inust get them any how, or grieve),
AVhereas, if one solé lady pleased for ever,
How pleasant for the heart, as well as liver!

CCXIV.
CCIX.
The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven,
I hate inconstancy—I loathe, detest,
But changes night and day, too, like the
Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made
sky;
Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast
Now o’er it clouds and thunder must be
No permanent foundation can be laid;
driven,
Love, constant love, has been my constant
And darkness and destruction as on high :
guest,
But
when
it hath been scorch’d, and pierced,
And yet last night, being at a masquerade,
and riven,
I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milán,
Its storms expire in water-drops; the eye
AATiich gave me some sensations like a
Pours forth at last, the heart’s blood turn’d
villain.
to tears,
ccx.
AVliich make the English climate of our
years.
But soon Philosophy carne to my aid,
And whisper’d, “ Think of every sacred
eexv.
tie 1 ”
The liver is the lazaret of bile,
“ I ivill, my dear Philosophy ! ” I said,
But very rarely executes its function,
“ But then her teeth, and then, oh, Heaven!
For the first passion stays there such a while,
her eye 1
That all the rest creep in and form a
I ’ll just inquire if she be ivife or maid,
junction,
Or neither—out of curiosity.”
“ Stop 1", cried Philosophy, with air so Like lmots of vipers on a dunghill’s soil,
Kage,
fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, comGrecian
punction,
(Though she ivas masqued then as a fair
So that all mischiefs spring up from this
Venetian);
entrail,
CCXI.
Like earthquakes from the hidden fire call’d
“ central.”
“ Stop! ” so I stopp’d.—But to return: that
wkich
CCXVI.
Men cali inconstancy is nothing more
Than admiration due ívhere nature’s rich
In the mean time, ivithout proceeding more
Profusión ivith young beauty covers o’er
In this anatomy, I ’ve finish’d now
Some favour’d object; and as in the niche
Tivo hundred and odd stanzas as before,
A lovely statue we alrnost adore,
That being about the number I ’ll alloiv
This sort of adoration of the real
Each canto of the tivelve, or twenty-four;
Is but a heightening of the “ beau ideal.”
And, laying down my pen, I make my boiv,
Leaving Don Juan and Haidée to plead
eexn.
For them and theirs with all who deign to
read.
’T is the perception of the beautiful,
A fine extensión of the faculties,
Platònic, universal, ívonderful,
Drawn from the stars, and filter’d through
the skies,
Canto the Third.
AVithout which life would be extremely dull;
I 11 short, it is the use of our oivn eyes,
I.
AAYth one or tivo small senses added, just
H a i l , Muse 1 et ccetera.— AYe left Juan
To hint that flesk is form’d of fiery dust
sleeping,
CCXIH.
Pilloiv’d upon a fair and happy breast,
And
watch’d
by eyes that never yet knew
Yet ’tis a pahiful feeling, and nnwilling,
iveeping,
For surely if we always could perceive
And loved by a young heart, too deeply
In the same object graces quite as killing
blest
As when she rose upon us like an Eve,
Z
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íeel tlie poison througk her spirit
VI.
creeping,
Or know who reste! there, a foe to rest,
There’s sometking of antipathy, as ’twere,
Had soil’d the current of her sinless years,
Between their present and their future
And turn’d her puré keart’s purest blood to
state;
tears!
A kind of flattery that ’s hardly fair
Is used until the truth arrives too late—
Yet wliat can people do, except despair ?
II.
The same things change their ñames at
Olí, Love! wliat is it in tliis world of ours
such a rate;
Which maltes it fatal to be loved ? Ali wky For instauce—passion in a lover ’s glorious,
Witli cypress branches hast thou wreathed
But in a liusband is jironounced uxorious.
thy bowers,
And made thy best interpreter a siglr ?
VII.
As those wbo dote ou odours pluck the
Men grow ashamed of being so very fond;
flowers,
They somethnes also get a little tired
And place them on their breast—but place
(But that, of course, is rare), and theu deto die—
spond:
Thus the frail beings we rfould fondly cherish
The same things cannot always be admire!,
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish.
Yet ’tis “ so nominated in the bond,”
That both are tied till one sliall have ex
ni.
pire!.
Sad
tliought! to lose the spouse that ivas
In lier first passion woman loves her lover,
adorning
In all the others all she loves is love,
Our days, and put one’s servants into mournWhich grows a habit she can ne’er get over
ing.
And fits her loosely—like an easy glove,
As yon may find, whene’er you like to prove
vm .
her:
One man alone at first her lreart can There’s doubtless sometking in domèstic
doings
move;
Which forms, in fact, true love’s antitheShe theu prefers hhn in the plural nuniber,
sis;
Not finding that the additious muela enBomances paint at full length people’s woocumber.
ings,
But only give a bust of marriages;
IV.
For no one cares for matrimonial cooings,
I know not if the fault be men’s or theirs;
There’ s nothing wrong in a connubial kiss:
But one thing’s pretty sure; a woman Think you, if Laura had been Petrarcli’s ivife,
planted
He ívould have ivritten sonnets all his life ?
(Unless at once she plunge for life in
prayers)—
IX.
After a decent time must be gallante!;
All tragedies are finisk’d by a deatli,
Althouglr, no doubt, lier first of love affairs
All comedies are ended by a marriage;
Is that to ivhich her lieart is wholly
The future States of both are left to faith,
granted;
For autliors fear description might disYet there are some, they say, ívho have had
parage
none,
But those who have ne'er end with only one. The ívorlds to come of both, or fall beneath,
And theu both ívorlds ívould punish their
miscarriage;
So leaving each their priest and prayer-book
V.
ready,
’T is nielanclioly, and a fearful sign
They say no more of Deatli or of the Lady.
Of human frailty, folly, also crime,
That love and marriage rarely can combine,
X.
Although they both are born in the same
The only two that in my recollection
clime;
Have sung of heaven and liell, or marriage,
Marriage from love, like vinegar from wine—
are
A sad, sour, sober beverage—by time
Dante and Milton, and of both the affection
Is skarpen’d from its liigh celestial flavour,
Was hapless in theh- nuptials, for some bar
Down to a very homely household savour.
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Of fault or temper ruin’d the connexion
XV.
(Such things, in fact, it don’t ask mucli to
The good oíd gentleman had been detain’d
mar);
By winds and waves, and some important
But Dante’s Beatrice and Milton’s Eve
captures;
Were not drawn from their spouses, you conAnd, in the hope of more, at sea remain’d,
ceive.
Although a squali or two had damp’d his
raptores,
XI.
By sivamping one of the prizes; he had
Some persons say that Dante meant tkeology
chain’d
By Beatrice, and not a mistress—I,
His prisoners, dividing them like ckapters
Although my opinión may require apology,
In number’d lots; they all had euffs and col
Deem this a commentator’s phantasy,
lars,
Unless indeed it ivas from his oivn kuowledge And averaged each from ten to a hundred
he
dollars,
Decided thus, and skoiv’d good reason
XVI.
ívhy;
Some he disposed of off Cape Matapan,
I think that Dante’s more abstruse ecstatics
Meant to personify the matkematics.
Among his friends the Mainots; some he
sold
To his Tunis eorrespondents, save one man
X II.
Toss’d overboard unsaleable (being oíd):
Haidée and Juan were not married, but
The rest—save here and there some riclier
The fault ivas theirs, not mine; it is not
one,
Beserved for future ransom—in the hold,
fair,
Were link’d alike, as.for the common people
Chaste reader, then, in any way to put
he
The blame on me, unless you ivish they
were;
Had a large order from the Dey of Trípoli.
Then if you’d have them ivedded, please to
XVII.
shut
The book which treats of this erroneous The merchandise was served in the same way,
pair,
Pieced out for different marts in the Le
Before the consequences grow too aivful;
vant,
’Tis daugerous to read of loves unlaivful.
Except some certain portions of the prey,
Light clàssic articles of female want,
French stuffs, lace, tweezers, toothpicks, teaXTTT
pot, tray,
Guitars and castanets from Alicant,
Yet they were liappy,—happy in the illicit
All which selected from the spoil he gathers,
Indulgence of their innocent desires;
But more imprudent grown ívitli every visit, Eobb’d for his daugkter by the best of fatkers.
Haidée forgot the island was her sire’s :
XV III.
Wken we llave what we like, ’tis liar! to
A monkey, a Dutch mastiff, a mackaw,
miss it,
Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens,
At least in the beginning, ere one tires;
He chose from several animals he saw—
Tlius she carne often, not a moment losing,
A terrier, too, which once had been a BriWkilst her piratical papa was cruising.
ton’s,
Wlio dying on the coast of Ithaca,
XIV.
The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a
pittance.
Let not his mode of raising cash seem
These to secure in this strong bloiving weastrange,
ther,
Although he fleeced the flags of every naHe caged in one kuge hamper all together.
tion,
For into a prime minister but change
XIX.
His title, and ’t is nothing but taxation;
But he, more modest, took an liumbler rauge Then having settled his marine affairs,
Of life, and in an honester vocation
Despatching single cruisers here and there,
Pursued o’er the kigli seas his watery jour- His vessel having need of some repairs,
ney,
He sliaped his course to where his daughAnd merely practiséd as a sea-attorney.
ter fair
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Continued still her liospitable cares;
XXIV.
But tbat part o£ tbe coast being sboal and
I f single, probably bis pligbted fair
bare,
And rougb witb reefs wbicb ran out many
Has in bis absence wedded some rich
miser;
a mile,
His port lay on tbe otber side o’ tbe isle.
But all tbe better, for tbe liappy pair
May quarrel, and tbe lady growing wiser,
XX.
He may resume his amatory care
And tbere be went ashore witliout delay,
As cavalier servente, or despise her;
Having no custora-bouse nor quarantine
And tbat bis sorrow may not be a dumb one,
To ask bim awkward qüestions on tbe way,
Write odes on tbe Inconstancy of Woman.
About tbe time and place where be bad
been:
XXV.
He left bis sbip to be hove down next day,
And ob ! ye geutlemen wbo bave already
Witb orders to tbe people to careen;
Some chaste liaison of tbe kind—I mean
So tbat all bands were busy beyond measure,
In getting out goods, ballast, guns, and trea- An honest friendship witb a married lady— ,
Tbe only thing of this sort ever seen
sure.
To last—of all connexions tbe most steady,
XXI.
And tbe true Hymen, (tbe first’s but a
Arriving at tbe summit of a liill
sereen)—
Wbicb overlook’d tbe white walls of bis Yet for all tbat keep not too long away;
home,
I ’ve known tbe absent wrong’d four times a
He stopp’d.—Wbat singular emotions fill
day.
Tbeir bosoms wbo bave been induced to
roam!
XXVI.
Witb fluttering doubts if all be well or ill—•
Lambro, our sea-solicitor, wbo bad
Witb love for many, and witb fears for
Mucb less experience of dry land tban
some;
ocean,
All feelings wbicb o’erleap tbe years long
On seeing bis own chimney-smoke, felt glad;
lost,
But not knowing metaphysics, bad no noAnd bring our bearts back to tbeir startingtion
post.
Of tbe true reason of bis not bemg sad,
XXII.
Or tbat of any otber strong emotion;
Tbe approach of bome to busbands and to He loved bis child, and would bave wept tbe
loss of her,
snes,
But knew .tbe cause no more tban a philoAfter long travelling by land or water,
sopber.
Most naturally some small doubt inspires—
A female family ’s a serious matter;
XXVII.
(None trusts tbe sex more, or so much ad
mires—•
He saw bis white walls shiuhig in tbe sun,
But tbey bate flattery, so I never flatter;)
His garden trees all sbadowy and green;
Wives in tben' busbands’ absences grow sub- He heard bis rivulet’s ligbt bubbling run,
tler,
Tbe distant dog-bark; and perceived between
And daugbters sometimes run off witb tbe
butler.
Tbe umbrage of tbe wood so cool and dun,
Tbe
moving figures, and tbe sparkling
X X III.
sbeen
An honest gentleman at bis return
Of arms (in tbe East all arm)—and various
May not bave tbe good fortune of Ulysses;
dyes
Not all lone matrons for tbeir busbands Of colour’d garbs, as brigbt as butterflies.
mourn,
Or show tbe same dislike to suitors’ kisses;
X X VIII.
Tbe odds are tbat be finds a handsome urn
To bis memory—and two or three young And as tbe spot where tbey appear he nears,
misses
Surprised at tbese unwonted signs of
idling,
Born to some friend, wbo holds bis wife and
riches;—
He hears—alas ! no music of tbe spberes,
And tbat his Argus bites bim by — tbe
But an unliallow’d, .eartbly sound of
fiddling!
breeehes.
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A melody wbicb made bim doubt his ears,
Tbe cause being past bis guessing or unriddling;
A pipe, too, and a drum, and shortly after,
A most unoriental roar of laugbter.

xxrx.
And still more nearly to tbe place advaneing,
Desceiuling rather quickly tbe declivity,
Tbrougb tbe waved brancbes, o’er tbe greensward glancing,
’Midst otber indications of festivity,
Seeing a troop of bis domèstics dancing
Like dervises, wbo turn as on a pivot, be
Perceived it was tbe Pyrrhic dance so martial,
To wbicb tbe Levantines are very partial.
XXX.
And further on a group of Grecian giris,
Tbe first and tallest ber white kerchief
waving,
Were strung togetber like a row of pearls,
Link’d band in band, and dancüig: eacli
too baving
Down ber white neck long floating auburn
curis—
(Tbe least of wbicb would set ten poets
raving);
Tbeir leader sang—and bounded to ber song,
Witb elioral step and voice, tbe virgin tbrong.
XXXI.
And here, assembled cross-legg’d round tbeir
trays,
Small social parties just begun to dine;
Pilaus and meats of all sorts met tbe gaze,
And flasks of Samian and of Chian wine,
And sberbet cooling in tbe porous vase;
Above them tbeir dessert grew on its
vine,
Tbe orange and pomegranate nodding o’er
Dropp’d in tbeir laps, scarce pluck’d, tbeir
mellow store.
XXXII.
A band of children, round a snow-wbite ram,
Tbere wreatbe bis venerable borns witb
flowers;
Wliile peaceful as if still an unwean’d lamb,
Tbe patr'iarcb of tbe flock all gently cowers
His sober bead, majestically tame,
Or eats from out tbe palm, or playful
lowers
His brow, as if in act to butt, and tben
Yielding to tbeir small bands, draws back
again.
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xxxni.
Tbeir elassical profiles, and glittering dresses,
Tben- large black eyes, and soft seraphic
cbeeks,
Crimson as cleft pomegranates, tbeir long
tresses,
Tbe gesture wbicb encbants, tbe eye tbat
speaks,
Tbe innocence wbicb liappy cbildbood blesses,
Made quite a picture of tbese little Greeks;
So tbat tbe philosophieal beholder
Sigb’d for tbeir sakes—tbat tbey should e'er
grow older.

xxxrv.
Afar, a dwarf buffoon stood telling tales
To a sedate grey circle of oíd smokers,
Of secret treasures found in hidden vales,
Of wonderful replies from Arab jokers,
Of cbarms to make good gold and cure bad
ails,
Of rocks bewitch’d tbat open to tbe
knockers,
Of magic ladies wbo, by one solé act,
Transform’d tbeir lords to beasts (but that’s
a fact).
XXXV.
Here was no lack of innocent diversión
For tbe imagination or tbe senses,
Song, dance, wine, musie, stories from tbe
Persian,
All pretty pastimes in wbicb no offence is ;
But Lambro saw all tbese tliings witb aver
sión,
Perceiving in bis absence sucb expenses,
Dreading tbat climax of all human üls
Tbe inflammation of bis weekly bilis.
XXXVI.
A li! wbat is man ? wbat perils still environ
Tbe bappiest mortals even after dinner!
A day of gold from out an age of iron
Is all tbat life allows tbe luckiest sinner;
Pleasure (whene’er sbe sings, at least) ’s a
siren,
Tbat lures, to flay alive, tbe young beginner;
Lambro’s reception at bis people's banquet
Was sucb as tire accords to a wet blanket.
XXXVII.
He—being a man wbo seldoin used a word
Too mucb, and wisbing gladly to surprise
(In general líe surprised men witli tbe sword)
His daughter—bad not sent before to
advise
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Of his arrival, so tliat 110 one stirr’d ;
And long lie paused to reilssure liis eyes,
In faet mueli more astonisk’d than deliglited,
To find so much good company invited.

x x x v rn .
He did not know (alas! how men will lie!)
Tliat a report (especially the Greeks)
Avouck’d liis deatli (sueh people never die),
And put liis liouse in monrning several
weeks,—
But now tlieir eyes and also lips were dry;
The liloom, too, liad returu’d to Haidée’s
cheeks.
Her tears, too, being retnm’d into tbeir fonnt,
Slie now kept liouse upon her own account.
XXXIX.
Henee all tliis rice, meat, dancing, wine, and
fiddling,
Which tum’d the isle into a place of pleasure;
The servants all were getting drunk or idling,
A life which inade tliem happy beyontl
measure.
Her father’s hospitality seem’d middling,
Compared with what Haidée did with his
treasure;
’Twas wonderful how things rvent on improving,
While she had not one hour to spare from
loving.

[Canto III.

He asked the meaning of this holiday;
The vinous Greek to whom he had address’d
His question, much too merry to divine
The questioner, fill’d up a glass of wine,

XLm.
And without turning his facetious head,
Over his shoulder, with a Baccliant air,
Presented the o’erflowing cup, and said,
“ Talking’s dry work, I have no time to
spare.”
A second hiccup’d, “ Our oíd master ’s dead,
You ’d better ask our mistress ívho ’s his
heir.”
“ Our mistress! ” quoth a third: “ Our mistress!—pooli—
You mean our master—not the oíd, but new.”
XLIV.
These rascáis, being new comers, ltnew not
whom
They thus address’d—and Lambro's visage
fell—
And o’er his eye a momentary gloom
Pass’d, but he strove quite courteously to
quell
The expression, and endeavouring to resume
His smile, requested one of them to tell
The líame and quality of his new patrón,
Wlio seem’d to have turn’d Haidée into a
matron.

XL.
X IV .
Perhaps yon tliink, in stumbling 011 tliis
“ I know not,” quoth the fellow, “ who or
feast,
what
He flew into a passion, and in fact
He is, ñor whence he carne—and little
There was 110 mighty reason to be pleased;
care;
Perhaps yon prophesy some sudden act,
But this I know, that this roast capón ’s fat,
The whip, the rack, or dungeon at the least,
And
that good wine ne’er wrash’d down
To teach his people to be more exact,
better fare;
And that, proceeding at a very liigh rate,
And if you are not satisfied with that,
He show’d the royal penchants oí a pirate.
Direct your qüestions to my neiglibour
there;
X II.
He ’ll answer all for better or for worse,
Yon ’re wrong.—He was the mildest manner’d
Por none likes more to liear himself con
man
verse.”
That ever scuttled ship or cnt a throat,
X IV I.
With such true breeding of a gentleman,
You never could divine his real thought,
I said that Lambro was a man of patience,
No courtier could, and scarcely woman can
And certainly he show’d the best of
Gird more deceit within a petticoat;
breeding,
Pity he loved adventurous life’s variety,
Which scarce even France, the paragon of
He was so great a loss to good society.
nations,
E ’er saw her most polite of sons exceeding;
XLH.
He bore these sneers against his near reAdvancing to the nearest dinner tray,
lations,
Tapping the shoulder of the nighest guest,
His own anxiety, his heart, too, bleeding,
With a peculiar smile, which, by the way,
The insults, too, of every servile glutton,
Boded no good, whatever it express’d,
Who all the time was eating up his mutton.
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XLVH.
Now in a person used to much command—
To bid men come, and go, and come
again—
To see his orders done, too, out of hand—
Whether the word was death, or but the
chain—
It may seem strange to find his manners
bland;
Yet such things are, which I cannot explaiíi,
Tliough doubtless he who can commawl
himself
Is good to govern—almost as a Guelf.

U I.
He enter'd in the house—his horne 110 more,
For without hearts there is no home;—and
felt
The solitude of passing his own door
Without a welcome: there he long had
dwelt,
There his few peaceful days Time had swept
o’er,
There his warm bosom and keen eye would
melt
Over the innocence of that sweet ehild,
His only shrine of feelings undefiled.

xLvin.

He was a man of a strange temperament,
Of mild demeanour tliough of savage mood,
Moderate in all his hàbits, and content
With temperance in pleasure, as in food,
Quick to perceive, and strong to bear, and
meant
For sometliing better, if not wkolly good;
His country's wrongs and his despair to
save her
Had stung him from a slave to an enslaver.

Not that he was not sometimes rash or so,
But never in his real and serious mood;
Then calm, concentrated, and still, and slow,
He lay coil’d like the boa in the wood;
With him it never was a word and blow,
His angry word once o’er, he shed no blood,
But in his silence there was much to rué,
And his one blow left little work for tico.
XLIX.
He ask’d no furtker qüestions, and proceeded
On to the house, but by a private way,
So that the few who met him hardly heeded,
So little they expected him that day;
If love paternal in his bosom pleaded
For Haidée’s sake, is more than I can say,
But certainly to one deem’d dead returning,
This revel seem’d a curious mode of mourning.
L.
I f all the dead could now return to life,
(Which God forbid!) or some, or a great
many,
For instance, if a husband or his wife
(Nuptial examples are as good as any),
No doubt whate’er might be tlieir former
strife,
The present weather would be much more
rainy—
Tears shed into the grave of the connexion
Would sliare most probably its resurrection.
LI.
He enter’d in the house 110 more his horne,
A thing to human feelings the most trying,
And harder for the heart to overeóme,
Perhaps, than even the mental pangs of
dying;
To find our heartlistone turn’d into a tomb,
And round its once warm precincts palely
lying
The asiles of our liopes, is a deep grief,
Beyond a single gentleman’s belief.

Bin.

LIV.
The love of power, and rapid gain of gold,
The hardness by long habitude produced,
The dangerous life in which he liad grown oíd,
The merey he had granted oft abused,
The sights he was accustom’d to behold,
The wild seas, and wild men with whom
he cruised,
Had cost his enemies a long repentance,
And made him a good friend, but bad acquaintance.
LV.
But something of the spirit of oíd Greece
Flash’d o’er his soul a few heroic rays,
Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleeee
His predecessors in the Colchian days;
’T is true he had no ardent love for peace—
Alas! his country show’d no path to
praise:
Hate to the World and war with every nation
He waged, in vengeance of her degradation.
LVI.
Still o’er his mind the influence of the clime
Shed its Ionian elegance, which show’d
Its power unconsciously full many a time,—
A taste seen in the choice of liis abode,
A love of music and of scenes sublime,
A pleasure in the gentle stream that flow’d
Past him in crystal, and a joy in flowers,
Bedew’d his spirit in his caliner hours.
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Lxn .

But wkatsoe’er he had of love reposed
On tliat beloved daugliter; she had been
The ouly thing which kept his heart unclosed
Amidst the sayage deeds he had done and
seen,
A lonely puré affection nnopposed:
There wanted but the loss of this to wean
"His feelings from all milk of human kindness,
And turn him like the Cyclops mad with
blindness.

The dinner made about a kundred dishes;
Lamb and pistachio nuts—in short, all
meats,
And saffron soups, and sweetbreads; and the
fiskes
Were of the finest that e'er flounced in nets,
Drest to a Sybarite’s most pamper’d wishes;
The heverage was various sherbets
Of raisin, orange, and pomegranate juice,
Squeezed through the rind, which makes it
best; for use.

iv m .
The cubless tigress in lier jungle raging
Is dreadful to the shepherd and the dock;
The ocean wken its yeasty war is waging
Is awful to the vessel near tlie rock;
But violent things will sooner bear assuaging,
Their fury being spent hy its own shock,
Tlian the stern, single, deep, and wordless me
Of a strong human heart, and in a sire.

These were ranged round, each in its crystal
ewer,
And fruits, and date-bread loaves closed
the repast,
And Moclia’s berry, from Arabia puré,
In small fine China cups, carne in at last;
Gold cups of filigree made to secure
The liand from buming underneath them
placed,
Clores, cinnamon, and saffron too were hoil’d
Up with the coffee, which (I think) they
spoil’d.

LIX.
It is a liard although a common case
To find our children running restire—they
In wkorn our briglitest days we would re
trace,
Our little selves re-formed in finer clay,
Just as oíd age is creeping on apace,
And clouds come o’er the sunset of our
day,
They kindly leave us, though not quite
alone,
But in good company—the gout or stone.

Lxm .

LXIV.
The hangings of the room were tapestry, made
Of velvet panels, each of different hue,
And thick with damask flowers of silk inlaid;
And round them ran a yellow border too;
The upper border, rickly wrougkt, display’d,
Embroider’d delicately o’er with blue,
Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters,
From poets, or the moralista their betters.

LXV.
LX.
These Oriental writings on the wall,
Yet a fine family is a fine thing
Quite common in those countries, are a
(Provided they don’t come in after dinner);
kind
’T is beautiful to see a matron bring
Her children np (if nursing them don’t Of monitors adapted to recali,
Like skulls at Memphian banquets, to the
thin her);
muid
Like ckerubs round an altar-piece they cling
To the fire-side (a sight to touch a sinner). The words which shook Belshazzar in his
hall,
A lady with her daughters or her nieces
And took his kingdom from him: You will
Shine like a guinea and seven-skilling pieces.
find,
Though sages may pour out their wisdom’s
LXI.
treasure,
Oíd Lamhro pass’d unseen a private gate,
There is no sterner moralist than Pleasure.
And stood witkin his hall at eventide ;
Meantime the lady and her lover sate
LXVI.
At wassail in them heauty and them pride:
An ivory inlaid table spread with state
A heauty at the season’s cióse grown hectic,
Before them, and fair slaves on every side; j A genius who has drunk kimself to deatli,
Gems, gold, and silver, form’d the Service A rake turn’d methodistic, or Eclèctic—
mostly,
(For that’s the ñame they like to pray
Mother of pearl and coral the less costly.
|
beneatk)—
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But most, an alderman struck apoplectic,
Are things that really take away the
breatil,—
And show that late kours, wine, and love are
able
To do not muck less damage than the table.

L x vn .
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LXXI.
One large gold bracelet clasp’d each lovely
arm,
Lockless—so pliable from the puré gold
That the hand stretck’d and shut it without
karm,
The limb which it adorn’d its only mould;
So beautiful—its very shape would ckarm,
And clinging as if loath to lose its hold,
The purest ore enclosed the whitest skin
That e’er hy precious metal wras held in.

Haidée and Juan carpeted their feet
On crimson satín, border’d with palé blue;
Their sofá occupied tlmee parts complete
Of the apartment—and appear'd quite new;
The velvet cuskions (for a throne more meet)
LX X II.
Were scarlet, from whose glowing centre
Around, as princess of her father’s laúd,
grew
A like gold bar above her instep roll’d
A sun emboss’d in gold, whose rays of tissue,
Announced her rank; twelve rings were on
Meridiap-like, were seen all liglit to issue.
her hand;
Her liair was starr’d with gems; her veil’s
Lxvm .
fine fold
Crystal and marble, píate and porcelain,
Below her breast was fasteu’d with a hand
Had done their work of splendour; Indian
Of lavisk pearls, -whose worth could scarce
be told;
mats
And Persian carpets, which the heart bled to Her orange silk full Turkisli trousers furl’d
stain,
About the prettiest ankle in the world.
Over the fioors were spread; gazelles and
LXXIII.
cats,
And dwarfs and blacks, and such like things Her hair’s long auburn waves down to her lieel
Flow’d like an Alpine torrent which the sun
that gain
Their bread as ministers and favourites— Dyes with his morning light,—and would
(that ’s
conceal
Her person if allow’d at large to run,
To say, by degradation)—miugled there
As plentiful as in a court or fair.
And still they seem’d resentfully to feel
The silken fillet’s curb, and souglit to shun
Their bonds wkene’er some Zephyr caught
LXIX.
began
Tliere ivas no want of lofty mirrors, and
To offer his young pinion as her fan.
The tables, most of ebony inlaid
With mother of pearl or ivory, stood at hand,
LXXIV.
Or were of tortoise-shell or rare woods
Bound her she made an atmosphere of life,
made,
The very air seem’d ligkter from her eyes,
Fretted with gold or silver:—by command,
They were so soft and beautiful, and rife
The greater part of these were ready spread
With all we can imagine of the sides,
With viands and sherbets in ice—and wine—
And pure as Psyche ere she grew a wife—
Kept for all comers at all kours to diñe.
Too puré even for the purest human ties;
Her overpowering presence made you feel
LXX.
It would not be idolatry to kneel.
Of all the dresses I select Haidée’s :
LXXV.
She wore two jelicks—one was of palé
Her eyelaslies, though darle as niglit, were
yellow;
Of azure, pink, and white was her ehemise—
tinged
’Neatli whicli her hreast heaved like a little
(It is the country’s custom), but in vain;
For those large black eyes were so blackly
billow,
fringed,
With buttons form’d of pearls as large as peas,
The glossy rebels mock’d the jetty stain,
All gold and crimson shone her jelick’s
And in their native heauty stood avenged:
fellow,
Her nails were toucli’d wdth henna; but
And the striped white gauze baracan that
again
bound her,
Like fleecy clouds about the moon, flow’d The power of art was turn’d to nothing, for
They
could
not look more rosy than before.
round her.
Z3
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LXXYI.
The henna sliould be deeply dyed to make
The skin relieved appear more fairly fa ir;
She liad no need of this, day ne’er will break
On mountain-tops more heavenly white
than lier;
The eye might doubt if it were well awake,
She ivas so like a visión; I might err,
But Shakspeare also says, ’tis very silly
“ To gild refined gold, or paint the lily.”
LXXVH.
Juan had on a shawl of blaek and gold,
But a white baracan, and so transparent
The sparkling gems beneath you might behold,
Like small stars through the milky way
apparent;
His turban furl’d in many a graeeful fold,
An emerald aigrette with Haidée’s hair in ’t
Surmounted, as its clasp, a glowing crescent,
Whose rays shone ever trembling, but in
cessant.
LX X V III.
And non- they were diverted by their suite,
Dwarfs, dancing-girls, black eunuchs, and
a poet,
Which made their new establishment com
plete ;
The last was of great fame, and liked to
show i t ;
His verses rarely wanted their due feet—
And for his theme—he seldom sung belowit,
He being paid to satirise or flatter,
As the psahn says, “ inditing a good matter.”
LXXIX.
He praised the preSent, and abused the past,
Beversing the good custom of old days,
An Eastern anti-jacobin at last
He turn’d, preferring pudding to no praise—
For some few years his lot had been o’ercast
By his seeming independent in his lays,
But now he sung the Sultán and the Pacha
With truth like Southey, and with verse like
Crashaw.

[Canto III.

LXXXI.
But he had genius,—when a turncoat has it,
The “ Vates irritabilis ” takes care
That without notice few full moons shall
pass i t ;
Eveu good men like to make the public
stare:—
But to my subject—let me see—what was
it ?—
Oh !—the third canto—and the pretty pair—
Their loves, and feasts, and house, and dress,
and mode
Of living in their insular abode.
LXXXII.
Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less
In company a very pleasant fellow,
Had been the favourite of full many a mess
Of men, and made them speeches when
half mellow;
And though his meaning they could rarely
guess,
Yet stili they deign’d to liiccup or to bellow
The glorious meed of popular applause,
Of which the first ne’er knows the second
cause.
LXXXHI.
But now being lifted into higli society,
And having pick’d up several odds and ends
Of free thoughts in his travels, for variety,
He deem’d, being in a Ione isle, among
friends,
That without any danger of a riot, he
Might for long lying make himself amends;
And singing as he suug in his warm youth,
Agree to a short armistice with truth.

LXXXIV.
He had travell’d ’mongst the Arabs, Turks,
and Franks,
And knew the self-loves of the different
nations;
And having lived with people of ali ranks,
Had something ready upon most occasions—
Which got liim a few presents and some
LXXX.
thanks.
He varied with some skill his adulations;
He was a man who had seen many changes,
And always changed as true as any needle; To “ do at Borne as Eomans do,” a piece
His polar star being one which rather ranges, Of conduct was which he observed in Greece.
And not the fix’d—he kuew the way to
LXXXV.
wheedle:
So vile he ’scaped the doom which of t avenges; Thus, usually, when he was asked to sing,
And being fluent (save indeed when fee’d
He gave the different nations something
national;
M ),
He lied with such a ferwour of intention—
'Twas all the same to him—“ God save the
There was no doubt he earn’d his laureate
king,’’
pensión.
Or “ Ca ira," according to the fashion a ll:

© o it Juan.
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His muse made increment of anything,
From the high lyric dowu to the low
rational:
If Pindar sang horse-races, what should
hinder
Himself from being as pliable as Pindar ?
LXXXVI.
In France, for instance, he would write a
chanson;
In England a six canto quarto tale;
In Spain he ’d make a hallad or romance on
The last war—much the same in Portugal;
In Ciermany, the Pegasus lie ’d prance on
Would be old Goethe’s—(see what says De
Stael);
In Italy he’d ape the “ Trecentisti; ”
In Greece, he’d sing some sort of hymn like
this t’ y e :
1.
The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece !
Where burning Sappho loved and sung,
Where grew the arts of war and peace,
Where Delos rose, and Phcebus sprung !
Eternal summer gilds them yet,
But all, except their sun, is set.

2

.

The Scian and the Teian muse,
The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute,
llave found the fame your shores refuse:
Their place of birth alone is mute
To sounds which echo further west
Than your sires’ “ Islands of the Blest.”
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’Tis something, in the dearth of fame,
Though link’d among a fetter’d race,
To feel at least a patriofs shame,
Even as I sing, suffuse my face;
For what is left the poet here ?
For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear.
7.
Must we but weep o’er days more blest ?
Must ice but blush ?—Our fathers bled.
Earth ! render back from out thy breast
A remnant of our Spartan dead!
Of the three hundred grant but three,
To make a new Thermopylae!
8.
What, silent stili ? and silent all ?
Ah ! no;—the voices of the dead
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall,
And answer, “ Let one living head,
But one arise,—we come, we come ! ”
’T is but the living who are dumb.
9.
In vain—in vain: strike other chords;
Fill high the cup wúth Samian wine [
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,
And shed the blood of Scio’s vine !
Hark! rising to the ignoble cali—
How answers each bold Bacchanal!
10

.

3.
The mountains look on Marathon—
And Marathon looks on the sea;
And musing there an hour alone,
I dream’d that Greece might stili be free;
For standing on the Persians’ grave,
I could not deem myself a slave.

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet ;
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone ?
Of two such lessons, wThy forget
The nobler and the manlier one ?
You have the letters Cadmus gave—
Think ye he meant them for a slave ?

4.
A king sate on the rocky brow
Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis;
And ships, by thousands, lay below,
And men in nations;—all were his!
He counted them at break of day—•
And when the sun set where were they ?

Fili high the bowl with Samian wine!
We will not think of themes like these !
It made Anacreon’s song divine:
He served—but served Polycrates—
A tyrant; but our masters then
Were stili, at least, our countrymen.

5.
And where are they ? and where art thou,
My country ? On thy voiceless shore
The heroic lay is tuneless now—
The heroic bosom beats no more!
And must thy lyre, so long divine,
Degenerate into hands like mine ?

11.

.

12

The tyrant of the Chersonese
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend;
That tyrant was Miltiades !
Oh ! that the present hour would lend
Another despot of the kind !
Such chains as his were sure to bind.
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13.
Fill liigli tlie bowl with Samian wine!
On Suli's rock, and Parga’s shore,
Exista the remnant of a line
Sucli as tlie Doric inotliers bore;
And tkere, perhaps, some seed is sown,
The Heracleidan blood miglit oto .
11.
Trust not for freedom to the Franks—
Tliey bave a king wbo buys and sells;
In native sivords, and native ranks,
Tile only liope of courage dwells :
But Tui'kish forcé, and Latín fraud,
Would break your sbield, however broad.

15.
Fill bigli tlie bowl with Samian wine !
Our virgins dance beneath the shade—
I see tlieir glorious black eyes shine;
But gazing on each glowing maid,
My own the burning tear-drop laves,
To think such breasts must suckle slaves.
16.
Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep,
Where notliing, save the waves and I,
May liear our mutual murmure sweep;
There, swan-like, let me sing and die:
A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine—
Dasli down yon cup of Samian wine !

[Canto III,

LXXXIX.
And when his bones are dust, his grave a
blank,
His station, generation, even his nation,
Become a thing, or notliing, save to rank
In clironological commemoration,
Some dull MS. oblivion long has sank,
Or graven stone found in a barrack’s
station
In digging the foundation of a closet,
May turn his líame up, as a rare deposit.
XC.
And glory long has made the sages smile;
’Tis something, nothmg, ivords, illusion,
wind—
Depending more upon the liistorian’s style
Than on the ñame a person leaves behind:
Troy owes to Homer what whist owes to
Hoyle:
The present century was growing blindTo the great Marlborough’s skill in giving
knocks,
Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe.
XCI.
Milton’s the prince of poets—so we say;
A_ little heavy, but no less divine:
An independent being in liis day—
Learn’d, pious, temperate in love and wine;
But his life falling into Johnson’s way,
We ’re told this great liigh priest of all the
Nine
Was whipt at college—a harsh sire—odd
spouse,
For the first Mrs. Milton left his house.

LXXXVII.
Thus sung, or would, or could, or should
llave sung,
The modern Greek, in tolerable verse;
XCH.
I f not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was
All these are, certes, entertaining faets,
young,
Like Shakspeare’s stealing deer, Lord
Yet in these times he might have done
Bacon’s bribes;
mncli worse:
Like
Titus’ youtli, and Caisar’s earliest acts;
His strain display’d some feeling—right or
Like Burns (whom Doctor Currie well
wrong;
describes);
And feeling, in a poet, is the source
Like Cromwell’s pranks;—but although truth
Of otliers’ feeling; but they are such liars,
exaets
And take all colours—like the liands of dyers.
These amiable descriptions from the scribes,
As most essential to tlieir hero’s story,
L x x x v in .
They do not mucli contribute to his glory.
But words are things, and a small drop of ink,
Falling like dew, upon a thouglit, produces
XCIH.
Tliat which malees thousands, perhaps mil- All are not moralists, like Southey, yrhen
lions, think;
He prated to the world of “ Pantisocrasy; ”
’Tis strange, tlie shortest letter which Or Wordsworth unexcised, unhired, who then
man uses
Season’d his pedlar poems with democracy;
ínstead of speech, may form a lasting link
Or Coleridge, long before his fliglity pen
Of ages; to what straits oíd Time reduces
Let to the Morning Post its aristocracy ■
l ’rail man, wdien paper—even a rag like this, When heand Southey, following the same path,
Survives knnself, his tomb, and all that ’s his ! Espoused two partners (milliners of Bath).
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XCIV.
Such ñames at present cut a convict figui-e,
The verv Botany Bay in moral geograpliy;
Their loyal treason, renegado rigour,
Are good manure for their more haré
biograpliy,
Wordsworth’s last quarto, by the way, is
bigger
Than any since the birthday of typography;
A drowsy fr.owzy poem, cañ’d the “ Excur
sión,”
Writ in a manner which is my aversión.

XCV.
He there builds up a formidable dyke
Between his own and otliers' intellect:
But Wordsworth’s poem, and his followers,
like
Joanna Soutlicote’s Shiloh, and lier sect,
Are things which in this century do n’t strike
The public mind,—so few are the elect;
And the neiv births of both their stale
virginities
Have proved but dropsies, taken for divinities.

XCYI.
But let me to my story: I must own,
I f I have any fault, it is digression,
Leaving my people to proceed alone,
While I soliloquize beyond expression:
But these are my addresses from the throne,
Which put olí business to the ensuing
session:
Forgetting each omission is a loss to
The world, not quite so great as Ariosto.
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He wishes for “ a boat ” to sail the deeps—
Of ocean ?—No, of air; and then he makes
Another outcry for “ a little boat,”
And di-ivels seas to set it ivell afloat.
XCIX.
I f he must fain sweep o’er the ethereal plain,
And Pegasus runs restive in his “ Waggon,”
Could he not beg the loan of Charles’s Wain ?
Or pray Medea for a single dragón ?
Or if, too elassie for his vulgar brain,
He fear’d his neck to venture such a nag on,
And he must needs mount nearer to the moon,
Could not the blockhead ask for a balloon ?
C.
“ Pedlars,” and “ Boats,” and “ Waggons!”
Oh! ye shades
Of Pope and Dryden, are íve come to this ?
That trash of such sort not alone evades
Contempt, but from the bathos’ vast abyss
Floats seumlike uppermost, and these Jack
Cades
Of sense and song above your graves may
liiss—
The “ little boatman ” and his “ Peter Bell ”
Can sneer at him who drew “ Achitophel 1”
CI.
T ’ our tale.—The feast ivas over, the slaves
gone,
The dwarfs and dancing girls had all
retired;
The Arab lore and poet’s song were done,
And every sound of revelry expired;
The lady and lier lover, left alone,
The rosy flood of twilight’s slcy admired;—
Ave Maria ! o’er the eartli and sea,
That heavenliest hour of Heaven is worthiest
thee!

XCVH.
know that what our neighbours cali
“ longueurs,"
(W e’ve not so good a word, but have the
en.
thing,
Ave Maria ! blessed be the hour!
In that complete perfection which insures
The time, the clirne, the spot, where I so
An epic from Bob Southey everj Spring—)
oft
Form not the true temptation which allures
Have felt that moment in its fullest power
The reader; but ’t would not be hard to
Sink o’er the eartli so beautiful and soft,
briug
Y/liile swung the deep bell in the distant
Some fine examples of the epopée,
tower,
To prove its grand ingredient is ennui.
Or the faüit dying day-hymn stole aloft,^
And not a breath crept througli the rosy air,
xcvm.
And yet the forest leaves seem’d stirr’d with
prayer.
We learn from Horace, “ Homer sometimes
sleeps; ”
cnx
We feel without him, Wordsworth some
Ave Maria! ’tis the hour of prayer !
times wakes,—
Ave Maria ! ’tis the hour of love !
To show with what complaceney he creeps,
With his dear “ Waggoners," around his Ave Maria ! may our spirits daré
Look up to thine and to tliy Son’s above !
lakes.

I
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Ave Maria! oh that face so fair!
Those downcast eyes beneath the Almighty
dove—
What though ’tis but a pictured ¡mage strike,
Tbat painting is no idol,—’tis too libe.
CIV.
Borne kinder casuists are pleased to say,
In nameless print—tbat I bave no devotion;
But set tbose persons down with me to pray,
And you sliall see who has tbe properest
notion
Of getting into heaven tbe shortest way;
My altars are tbe mountains and the ocean,
Eartb, air, stars,—all tbat springs from the
great Whole,
Who batli produced, and will receive tbe
soul.

[Canto III.

CVIII.
Soft hour ! which wakes tbe wisb and melts
the heart
Of tbose who sail the seas, on tbe first day
Wlien tliey from tbeir sweet friends are torn
apart;
Or filis with love tbe pilgrim on his way
As tbe far bell of vesper makes him start,
Seeming to weep tbe dying day’s decay;
Is tbis a fancy which our reason scorns ?
A h ! surely notbing dies but something
mourns 1
CIX.
When Ñero perisb'd by tbe justest doom
Which ever the destróyer yet destroy’d,
Amidst tbe roar of liberated Borne,
Of nations freed, and tbe world overjoy’d,
Some bands unseen strew’d fiowers upon bis
tomb:
Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void
Of feeling for some kindness done, when
power
Had left tbe wretcb an uncorrupted hour.

CV.
Sweet hour of twilight!—in the solitude
Of tbe pine forest, and tbe silent shore
Which bounds Bavenna’s immemorial wood,
Eooted wbere once tbe Adrián wave flow’d
o’er,
CX.
To wbere tbe last Csesarean fortress stood,
But I ’m digressing; what on eartb has Ñero,
Evergreen forest! which Boccaccio’s lore
Or any such like sovereign buffoons,
And Dryden’s lay made baunted ground to To do with the transactions of my hero,
me,
More than such madmen’s fellow man—
How bave I loved tbe twilight hour and tbee!
tbe moon’s ?
Sure my invention must be down at zero,
And I grown one of many “ wooden spoons ”
CVI.
Of verse (tbe ñame with which we Cantabs
The shrill cicalas, people of tbe pine,
please
Making tbeir summer lives one ceaseless
To dub tbe last of bonours in degrees).
song,
Were tbe solé ecboes, save my steed’s and
CXI.
mine,
And vesper bell’s tbat rose tbe boughs I feel tbis tediousness will never do—
’T is being too epic, and I must cut down
along;
(In copying) tbis long canto into two ;
Tbe spectre huntsman of Onesti’s line,
They ’ll never find it out, unless I own
His liell-dogs, and their cbase, and tbe fair
Tbe fact, excepting some experienced fe w ;
throng
And
then as an improvement ’twill be
Which learn’d from tliis example not to fly
shovvn:
Erom a true lover,—sbadow’d my mind’s eye.
I ’ll prove tbat such the opinión of tbe critic
is
cvn.
Erom Aristatle passim.—See iloojTi/nJç.
Oh, Hesperus! thoubringest allgood tbings—
Home to tbe weary, to tbe bungry clieer,
To tbe young bird tbe parent’s brooding
Canto the Fourth.
wings,
Tbe welcome stall to tbe o’erlabour’d steer;
I.
Whate’ er of peace about our beartbstone clings,
Wbate’er our bousehold gods protect of N othing so difiieult as a beginning
dear,
In poesy, unless perhaps tbe end ;
Are gatber’d round us by thy look of rest;
Eor oftentimes when Pegasus seems wnining
Tbou bring’st tbe cbild, too, to the mother’s
Tbe race, he sprains a wing, and down we
breast.
tend,

Canto IV.]
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Like Lucifer when burl’d from heaven for And revell’d in the fáncies of the time,
True kniglits, cliaste dames, liuge giant
sinning;
kings despòtic:
Our sin tbe same, and bard as bis to mend,
Being pride, which leads tbe mind to soar But all tliese, save the last, being obsolete,
I
cbose
a modern subject as more meet.
too far,
Till our own íveakness shows us what we are.
V II.

II.
But time, which brings all beings to their
level,
And sharp Adversity, will teach at last
Man,—and, as we would liope,—perhaps the
devil,
Tbat neither of tbeir intellects are vast:
Wliile youth’s bot wisbes in our red veins
revel,
We know not tbis—tbe blood flows on too
fast:
But as the torrent widens towards the ocean,
We ponder deeply on eacb past emotion.

How I bave treated it, I do not know;
Perhaps no better than they bave treated
me,
Wlio bave imputed such designs as show
Not wliat they saw, but what they wish’d
to see;
But if it gives tbem pleasure, be it so,
Tbis is a liberal age, and thoughts are
free:
Meantime Apollo plucks me by tbe ear,
And tells me to resume my story here.

III.
As boy, I thought myself a clever fellow,
And wish'd tbat others held tbe same
opinión;
They took it up ívben my days grew more
mellow,
And otber minds acknowledged my domi
nión :
Now my sere fancy “ falls into the yellow^
Leaf,” and Imagination droops her pinion,
And tbe sad trutb which bovers o’er my desk
Turas what was once romàntic to burlesque.

Young Juan and bis lady-love were left
To their own bearts’ most sweet society;
Even Time tbe pitiless in sorrow cleft
With bis rude scytbe sucli gentle bosoms;
he
Sigb'd to behold tbem of tbeir hours bereft,
Tbougb foe to love; and yet tliey could
not be
Meant to grow oíd, but die in liappy spring,
Before one charm or bope liad taken wing.

V III.

IX.
IV.
Their faces were not made for wrinkles, tbeir
And if I laugli at any mortal tliing,
Puré blood to stagnate, tbeir great bearts
’Tis tbat I may not weep; and if I weep,
to fa il;
'Tis tbat our nature cannot always bring
The blank grey was not made to blast tbeir
Itself to apatby, for we must steep
hair,
Our bearts first in tbe deptbs of Lethe’s
But like tbe dimes tbat know ñor snow
spring,
ñor bail,
Ere what we least wisb to behold will sleep :
They were all summer; lightning migbt
Thetis baptized her mortal son in Styx ;
assail
A mortal motber would on Letbe fix.
And slfiver tbem to asbes, but to trail
V.
A long and snake-like life of dnll decay
Was not for tbem—they liad too little clay.
Some bave accused me of a strange design
Against tile creed and morals of tbe land,
And trace it in this poem every line;
X.
I don’t pretend tbat I quite understand
They
were
alone
once
more ; for tbem to be
My own meaning when I would be ver y fine ;
Tbus was another Edén; they were never
But tbe fact is tbat I bave notbing plann’d,
Weary, unless wlien separate: tbe tree
Unless it were to be a moment merry,
Cut from its forest root of years—tbe river
A novel word in my vocabulary.
Damm’d from its fountain—tbe cbild from
VI.
tbe knee
And breast maternal wean’d at once for
To tbe kind reader of our sober clime
ever,—•
Tbis way of writing will appear exotic;
Would witber less than tliese two torn apart;
Pulci was sire of the half-serious rliyme,
Who sang when chivalry was more Quixotic, Alas! tbere is no instmet like tbe heart—
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The heart—which may be broten: bappy
tbey!
Tbrice fortunate! who of tbat fragile
mould,
The precious porcelain of human clay,
Break with tbe first fall: tbey can ne’er
bebold
The long year liuk’d with keavy day on day,
And all which must be borne, and never
told;
While life’s strange principie will often lie
Deepest in those who long the most to die.
XII.

[Canto IV.

XV.
All these were theirs, for they were children
stiil,
And children stiil they should liave ever
been;
They were not made in the real world to fill
A busy character in the dull scene,
But lilee two beings born from out a rill,
A nymph and her beloved, all unseen
To pass their lives in fountains and on
flowers,
And never lenow the weight of human hours.
XVI.
Moons changing had roll’d on, and changeless found
Those their bright rise had lighted to such
joys
As rarely they beheld throughout their round;
And these were not of the vain leind which
cloys,
For theirs were buoyant spirits, never bound
By the mere senses; and that which destroys
Most love, possession, unto them appear’d
A thing which each endearment more endear’d.

“ Wkom the gods love die young ” was said
of yore,
And many deaths do they escape by tliis :
The death of friends, and tliat which slays
even more—
The death of friendship, love, youth, all
that is,
Except mere breath; and since the silent
shore
Awaits at last even those who longest miss
The oíd archer’s shafts, perhaps the early
xvn.
grave
Which men weep over may be meant to save. Oh beautiful! and rare as beautiful!
But theirs was love in which the mind
delights
xin.
To lose itself, wlien the oíd world grows dull,
And we are sick of its hack sounds and
Haidée and Juan thought not of the dead.
sights,
The heavens, and eartk, and air, seem’d
Intrigues, adventures of the conamon school,
made for them:
Its petty passions, marriages, and flights,
They found no fault with Time, save that he
Where Hymen’s torch but brands one strrnnfled;
pet more,
They saw not in themselves aught to conWhose husband only knows her not a wh—re.
demn;
Each was the otlier’s mirror, and but read
xvni.
Joy sparkling in their darle eyes lilee a gem,
And knew such brightness was but the re- Hard words; harsh truth; a truth which
flection
many know.
Of their exchanging glances of affection.
Enough.—The faithful and the fairy pair,
Who never found a single hour too slow,
What was it made them thus exempt from
XIV.
care ?
The gentle pressure, and the thrilling touch, Young innate feelings all liave felt below,
The least glance better understood than
Which perisli in the rest, but in them were
words,
Inherent; what we mortals call romàntic,
Which stiil said all, and ne’er could say too And always envy, though we deem it frantic.
much;
XIX.
„A language, too, but lilee to that of birds,
Known but to them, at least appearing such
This is in others a factitious state,
As but to lovers a true sense affords;
An opium dream of too much youth and
Sweet playful phrases, which would seem
reading,
absurd
But was in them their nature or their fate:
To those who liave ceased to hear such, or
No novéis e’er had set their young hearts
ne’er heard.
bleeding,

Canto IV.]

©On

For Haidée’s knowledge was by no means
great,
And Juan was a boy of saintly breeding;
So that there was no reason for their loves
More than for those of nightingales or doves.
XX.
They gazed upon the sunset; ’tis an hour
Dear unto all, but dearest to t h e ir eyes,
For it had made them what they were: the
power
Of love had first o’erwhelm’d them from
such skies,
When happiness had been them only dower,
And twilight saw them link’d in passion’s
ties;
Charm’d with each other, all things charm’d
that brought
The past stiil welcome as the present thought.

Juan.
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And no doubt of all methods ’tis the best:
Some people prefer wine—’tis not amiss;
I have tried both ; so those who would a part
take
May choose between the keadache and the
lieartacke.
XXV.
One of the two aecording to your choice,
Woman or wine, you’ll kave to undergo;
Both maladies are taxes on our joys :
But which to choose, Ireally hardly know;
And if I had to give a casting voice,
For both sides I could many reasons show,
And then decide, without great wrong to
either,
It were mucli better to have both than ueitlier.

XXVI.
XXI.
Juan and Haidée gazed upon each other
I know not why, but in that hour to-night,
With swimming looks of speechless tenderEven as they gazed, a sudden tremor carne,
ness,
And swept, as ’twere, across their hearts’ Which mix’d all feelings, friend, child, lover,
delight,
brother;
Like the wind o’er a harp-string, or a llame,
All that the best can mingle and expresa
When one is shook in sound, and one in When two puré hearts are pour’d in one
sight:
another,
And thus some boding flash’d through either
And love too much, and yet cannot love
frame,
less;
And call’d from Juan’s breast a fnint loiv sigh, But almost sanctify the sweet excess
While one new tear aróse in Haidée’s eye.
By the immortal wish and power to bless.
XXH.
That large hlack prophet eye seem’d to dilate
And follow far the disappearing sun,
As if their last day of a liappy date
With his broad, bright, and dropping orb
were gone.
Juan gazed on her as to ask his fate—
He felt a grief, but knowing cause for none,
His glance inquired of hers for some excuse
For feelings causeless, or at least abstruse.

xxvn.

Mix’d in each otker’s arms, and heart in
heart,
Why did they not then die ?—they had
lived too long
Should an hour come to bid them breatke
apart;
Years could but bring them cruel things or
wrong;
The world was not for them,, ñor the world’s
XXIH.
art
She tnrn’d to liim, and smiled, but in that sort
For beings passionate as Sappho’s song;
Which makes not others smile ; then turn’d Love was born w ith them, in them, so intense,
aside:
It was their very spirit—not a sense.
Whatever feeling shook her, it seem’d short,
And master’d by her wisdom or her pride;
XXVIII.
When Juan spoke, too—it might be in sport—
They skouldkave lived together deepin woods,
Of this their mutual feeling, she replied—
Unseen as sings the nigktingale; they were
“ If it should be so,—but—it cannot be—
Unfit to mix in these tkick solitudes
Or I at least shall not survive to see.”
Call’d social, kaunts of Hate, and Tice, and
xxrv.
Care;
Juan would question furtker, but she press’d How lonely every freebom creature broods!
The sweetest song-birds nestle in a pan;
His lips to hers, and silenced kim with this,
And then dismiss’d the ornen from-her breast, The eagle soars alone; the gull and crow
Flock o’er their carrion, just like men below.
Defying augury with that fond kiss;
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XXIX.
Now pillow’d cheek to cheek, in loving sleep,
Haidée and Juan their siesta took,
A gentle slumber, but it was not deep,
For ever and anón a something sbook
Juan, and shuddering o’er bis frame would
creep;
And Haidée’s sweet lips murmur’d like a
brook
A wordless music, and her face so fair
Stirr’d with ber dream, as rose-leaves witb
tbe air;
XXX.
Or as tbe stirring of a deep clear stream
Witbin an Alpine bollow, wben tbe wind
Walks o’er it, was she sbaken by tbe dream,
Tbe mystical usurper of tbe mind—
Oer’powering us to be wbate’er may seem
Good to tbe soul wbicb we no more can bind:
Strauge state of being! (for ’tis still to be),
Senseless to feel, and with seal’d eyes to see.

[Canto IV.

Her lian- was dripping, and tbe very balls
Of ber black eyes seem’d turn’d to tears, and
mirk
The sharp rocks look’d below eacb drop tbey
cauglit,
Which froze tomarble as it fell,—sbe tbought.
XXXIV.
And wet, and coid, and lifeless at her feet,
Palé as tbe foam tbat froth’d on bis dead
brow,
Which sbe essay’d in vain to clear, (bow
sweet
Were once ber cares, bow idle seem’d tbey
now!)
Lay Juan, ñor could augbt renew tbe beat
Of bis quench’d heart; and tbe sea dirges
low
Rang in ber sad ears like a mermaid’s song,
And tbat brief dream appear’d a life too long.

XXXV.
And gazing on tlie dead, sbe tbought bis face
XXXI.
Faded, or alter’d into something new—
Sbe dream’d of being alone on tbe sea-shore, Like to ber fatber’s features, till eacb trace
Cham’d to a rock; sbe knew not bow, but
More like and like to Lambro’s aspect
stir
grew—
She could not from tbe spot, and tbe loud Witb all bis keen worn look and Grecian
roar
grace;
Grew, and eacb wave rose roughly, threatAnd starting,she awoke, and wbat to view ?
ening ber ¡
Ob! Powers of Heaven! wbat dark eye meets
And o’er ber upper lip tbey seem’d to pour,
sbe there ?
Until sbe sobb’d for breatb, and soon tbey ’Tis—’tis ber fatber’s—fix’d upon tbe pan-!
were
Foaming o’er ber lone bead, so fierce and
XXXVI.
bigb—•
Tben
shrieking,
sbe
aróse, and shrieking fell,
Eacb broke to drown ber, yet sbe could not
Witb joy and sorrow, liope and fear, to see
die.
Him wbom sbe deem’d a habitant wbere dwell
XXXII.
Tbe ocean-buried, risen from death, to be
Anón—sbe was released, and tben sbe stray’d Perchance tbe death of one sbe loved too
well:
O’er tbe sharp sbingles witb ber bleeding
Dear as her fatlier liad been to Haidée,
feet,
It was a moment of tbat awful kind----And stumbled almost every step sbe made;
And something roll’d before ber in a sbeet, I bave seen sucb—but must not cali to mind.
Wbicb sbe must still pursue bowe’er afraid:
’Twas white and indistinct, ñor stopp’d to
XXXVH.
meet .
Up Juan sprang to Haidée’s bitter shriek,
Her glance ñor grasp, for still sbe gazed and
And caught ber falling, and from off tbe
grasp’d,
wall
And ran, but it escaped ber as she clasp’d.
Snatcb’d down bis sabre, in hot baste to
wreak
XXXIII.
Vengeance on him wbo was tbe cause of
The dream changed:—in a cave sbe stood, its
all:
walls
Tben Lambro,wlio till now forebore to speak,
Were huug witb marble icicles; tbe work
Smiled scornfully, and said, “ Witbin my
Of ages on its water-fretted balls,
cali,
Wbere waves might wash, and seáis migbt A thousand scimitars await tbe word;
breed and lurk ;
Put up, young man, put up your silly sword.’
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XXXVIII.
And Haidée clung around bim; “ Juan, ’t is—
’Tis Lambro— ’tis my father ! Kneel witb
me—
He will forgive us—yes—it must be—yes.
Ob ! dearest fatlier, in tbis agony
Of pleasure and of pain—even wliile I kiss
Thy garment’s hem witb transport, can it
be
That doubt should mingle with my filial joy ?
Deal with me as thou wilt, but spare tbis
boy.”
XXXIX.
Higb and inscrutable tbe oíd man stood,
Calm in bis voice, and calm witbin bis
eye—
Notalways signs witb bim of calmest piood:
He look’d upon ber, but gave no reply;
Tben turn’d to Juan, in whose cheek tbe
blood
Oft carne and went, as there resolved to
die;
In arms, at least, be stood, in act to spring
On tbe first foe wbom Lambro’s cali might
bring.
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Descend—tbe fault is mine; tbis fatal sliore
He found—but sought not. I have pledged
my faith;
I love bim—I will die with him: I knew
Your nature’s firmness—know your daughter’s too.”
XLHI.
A minute past, and sbe bad been all tears,
And tenderness, and infancy; but now
She stood as one wbo champion’d human
fears—
Palé, statue-like, and stern, sbe woo’d tbe
blow;
And tall beyond ber sex, and their compeers,
Sbe drew up to ber lieight, as if to show
A fairer mark ; and witb a fix’d eye scann’d
Her fatber’s face—but never stopp’d bis
band.
XLIV.

He gazed on ber, and she on him; ’twas
strange
How like tliey look’d ! tbe expression was
tbe same;
Serenely savage, witb a little change
In tbe large dark eye’s mutual-darted fíame;
XL.
For she, too, was as one wbo could avenge,
“ Young man, your sword; ” so Lambro once
If cause should be—a lioness, tliough tame ;
more said:
Her father’s blood before ber fatber’s face
Juan replied, “Not wbile tbis arm is free.” Boil’d up, and proved her truly of bis race.
Tbe oíd man’s cheek grew palé, but not witb
dread,
XLV.
And drawing from bis belt a pistol, be
Replied, “ Your blood be tben on your own I said tbey were alike, their features and
bead.”
Their stature, differing but in sex and
Tben look’d cióse at tbe flint, as if to see
years:
’Twas fresb— for be bad lately used tbe Even to tbe delicacy of their band
lock—
There was resemblance, sucb as true blood
And next proceeded quietly to cock.
wears;
And now to see them, tbus divided, stand
In fix’d ferocity, wben joyous tears,
XLI.
And sweet sensations, should bave welcomed
It has a strange quick jar upon tbe ear,
botb,
Tbat cocking of a pistol, wben you know
Show wbat tbe passions are in their full
A moment more will bring tbe sigbt to bear
growth.
Upon your person, twelve yards off, or so ;
A gentlemanly distance, not too near,
XLYI.
If you bave got a former friend for foe ;
Tbe father paused a moment, tben witbdrew
But after being fired at once or twice,
His weapon, and replaced it ; but stood
Tbe ear becomes more Irisb, and less nice.
still,
And looking on ber, as to look ber through,
XLH.
“ Not
be said, “ bave sought tbis
stranger’s ill;
Lambro presented, and one instant more
Had stopp’d tbis Canto, and Don Juan’s Not I bave made tbis desolation: few
Would bear sucb outrage, and forbear to
breatb,
kill;
Wben Haidée threw herself ber boy before;
Stern as her sire: “ On me,” sbe cried, “ let But I must do my duty—bow tbou bast
Done thine, tbe present voucbes for tbe past.
death
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LH.

“ Let liiin disarm; or, by my fatber’s bead,
His oto shall roll before you like a ball! ”
He raised bis whistle as tbe word be said,
And blew; anotber answer’d to tbe cali,
And rusking in disorderly, tbougb led,
And arm’d from boot to turban, one and all,
Some twenty of bis train carne, rank on rank;
He gave tbe word, “ Arrest or slay tbe
Frank. ”

Here I musí leave bim, for I grow patbetic,
Moved by tbe Chínese nyrnpb of tears,
green tea!
Than wbom Cassandra was not more prophetic;
For if my puré libations exceed tbree,
I feel my lieart become so sympathetic,
Tbat I must have recourse to black Bobea:
’Tis pity wine sbould be so deleterious,
For tea and coffee leave us much more serious,

XLYIH.
Tben, witk a sudden movement, be witlidrew
His daughter ¡ tvbile compress’d witbin bis
clasp,
’Twixt ber and Juan interposed tbe crew;
In vain sbe struggled in ber father’s grasp—
His arms were like a serpent’s coil: tben ilew
Upon tbeir prey, as darts an angry asp,
Tbe file of pirates: sare tbe foremost, wlío
Had fallen, witb bis rigbt sboulder balf cut
througk.

LIH.
Unless when qualified witb tbee, Cogniac!
Sweet Naíad of tbe Pblegetbontic ríll!
A b ! wby tbe liver wilt tbou tbus attaek,
And make, like otber nymphs, tby lovers ill ?
I would take refuge in weak punch, but ráele
(In eacb sense of the word), whene’er I íill
My mild and midnight beakers to the brim,
Wakes me next morning witb its synonym.

LIV.

XLIX.
I leave Don Juan for tbe present, safe—
Tbe second bad bis cheek laid open; but
Not sound, poor fellow, but severely wound
The third, a wary, cool oíd sworder, took
ed ;
Tbe blows upon bis cutlass, and tben put
Yet could bis corporal pangs amount to balf
His oto well in; so well, ere you could
Of tbose witb wbicb bis Haidée’s bosom,
look,
bounded!
His man was floor’d, and helpless at bis foot, Sbe was not one to weep, and rave, and chafe,
Witb tbe blood running like a litóle brook
And tben give way, subdued because surFrom two smart sabre gasbes, deep and red—
rounded;
One on tbe arm, tbe otber on the bead.
Her motber was a Moorish maid from Fez,
Wbere all is Edén, or a wilderness.
L.
IV .
And tben they bound bim wbere he fell, and
There tbe large olive rains its amber store
bore
In marble fonts; tbere grain, and flour,
Juan from tbe apartment: witb a sign
and fruit,
Oíd Lambro bade tbem take bim to the shore,
Wbere lay some sbips wbicb were to sail Gusb from tbe eartb until tile land runs o’er;
at nine.
But tbere, too, many a poison-tree has root,
And midnight listens to tbe lion’s roar,
They laid bim in a boat, and plied tbe oar
And long, long deserts scorcb tbe camela
Until they reack’d some galliots, placed in
foot,
line;
On board of one of tbese, and under hatehes, Or heaving wbelm tbe helpless caravan;
They stowr’d hnn, witb striet orders to tbe And as tbe soil is, so tbe lieart of man.
watches.
LI.
Tbe world is full of strange vicissitudes,
And here was one exceedingly unpleasant:
A gentleman so ricli in tbe world’s goods,
Handsome and young, enjoying all tbe
present,
Just at tbe very time wheu he least broods
On sucli a tbing, is suddenly to sea sent,
Wounded and cbain’d, so tbat he cannot
move,
And all because a lady fell in love.

LVI.

Afric is all tbe sun's, and as ber eartb
Her human clay is kindled; full of power
For good or evil, burning from its birth,
Tbe Moorish blood partakes the planet’s
hour,
And like tbe soil beneatb it will bring fortb:
Beauty and love were Haidée’s motker’s
dower ;
But ber large dark eye sliow’d deep Passion’s
forcé,
Tbougb sleeping like a lion near a source.
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O’er the Laocoon’s all eternal tliroes,
LVH.
And ever-dying Gladiator’s air,
Tbeir energy like life forms all tbeir fame,
Her daughter, temper’d witb a milder ray,
Like summer clouds all silvery, smootb, Yet looks not life, for they are still tbe same.
and fair,
Till slowly charged witb tbunder they display
LXH.
Terror to eartb, and tempest to tbe air,
Sbe woke at lengtli, but not as sleepers wake,
Had beld till now ber soft and milky way;
Bather tbe dead, for life seem’d somethmg
But overwrought witb passion and despair,
new,
Tbe fire burst fortb from ber Numidian veins,
E ven as tbe Simoom sweeps tbe blasted plains. A strange sensation wbicb she must partake
Perforce, since whatsoever met ber view
Struck not on memory, tbougb a beavy acbe
LVIH.
Lay at ber beart, wbose earliest beat still
Tbe last sigbt wbicb sbe saw was Juan’s
true
gore,
Brought back the sense of pain witliout tbe
And be liimself o’ermaster’d and cut down;
cause,
His blood was running on the very floor
For, for a while, tbe fuñes made a pause.
Where late he trod, ber beautifm, her oto ;
Tbus mucb she view’d an instant and no
T jXTTT.
more,—
Her struggles ceased witb one convulsive She look’d on many a face witb vacant eye,
groan;
On many a token witbout knowing what;
On ber sire’s arm, wbicb until now scarce Sbe saw tliem watcb her witbout asking
beld
wby,
Her writhing, fell she Hke a cedar fell’d.
And reck’d not who around ber pillow
sat;
Lrx.
Not speecbless, tbougb sbe spoke not; not a
sigb
A vein had burst, and ber sweet lips’ puré
Believed ber tbougbts; dull silence and
dyes
quick chat
Were dabbled witb tbe deep blood wbicb
Were tried in vain by tbose wbo served; sbe
ran o’er;
gave
And ber bead droop’d, as when the lily lies
O’ercharged witb rain; ber summon’d No sign, save breatb, of having left tbe grave.
handmaids bore
Tbeir lady to ber coueb witb gushing eyes;
LXIV.
Of herbs and cordials they produeed tbeir Her handmaids tended, but she lieeded not;
store,
Her father watch’d, sbe turn’d ber eyes
But she defied all means they could employ,
away;
Like one life could not bold, ñor death de- She recognised no being, and no spot,
stroy.
However dear or cherisli’d in tbeir day;
They changed from room to room, but all
LX.
forgot,
Days lay sbe in tbat state uncbanged, tbougb
Gentle, but witbout memory she lay;
chill—
Witb notbing livid, still ber lips were red; At lengtb tbose eyes, wbicb they would fain
be weaning
Sbe bad no pulse, but deatb seem’d absent
Back to oíd tbougbts, wax'd full of fearful
still;
meaning.
N o hidetíus sign proclaim'd ber surely dead;
Corruption carne not in eacb mind to kill
LXV.
All hope; to look upon ber sweet face bred
New thoughts of life, for it seem’d full of And tben a slave bethouglit ber of a harp;
Tbe liarper carne, and tuned bis instru
soul—
ment;
Sbe had so mucb, eartb could not claim tbe
At the first notes, irregular and sharp,
whole.
On bim ber flashing eyes a moment bent,
LXI.
Tben to the wall she turn’d as if to warp
Her tbougbts from sorrow through ber
Tbe ruKng passion, sucb as marble shows
lieart re-sent;
Wlien exquisitely chisell’d, still lay tbere,
But fix’d as marble’s uncbanged aspect tbrows And he began a long low island song
Of ancient days, ere tyranny grew strong.
O’er tbe fair Venus, but for ever fair;
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LXVI.
Anon ker tkin wan fingers beat the wall
In time to llis oíd tune; ke ckanged the
tkeme,
And sung of love; tke fierce name struek
tkrougk all
Her recollection; on ker flask’d the dream
Of wkat ske was, and is, if ye eould call
To be so being; in a gusliing stream
Tke tears rusk’d fortk from ker o’erclouded
brain,
Lite mountain mists at leugtk dissolved in
rain.

And went down to tke grave unborn, wkerein
Blossom and bougk lie witker’d witk one
bligkt;
In vain tke dews of Heaven descend above
Tke bleedmg flower and blasted fruit of love.

LXXI.
Tkus lived—tkus died ske; never more on
her
Skall sorrow ligkt, or skame. Ske was not
made
Tkrougk years or moons tke inner weigkt to
bear,
Wkick colder kearts endure till tkey are laid
By age in eartk: ker days and pleasures were
LXVII.
Brief, but deligktful—suck as kad not staid
Skort solace, vain relief!—tkougkt carne too
Long witk ker destiny; but ske sleeps well
quick,
By
tke sea-skore, wkereon ske loved to dwell.
And whirí’d ker brain to madness; ske
aróse
Lxxn.
As one wko ne’er had dwelt among tke sick,
Tkat isle is now all desolate and bare,
And flew at all ske met, as 011 ker foes;
Its dwellings down, its tenants pass’d
But no one ever keard ker speak or shriek,
away;
Altkougli ker paroxysm drew towards its
None but her own and fatker’s grave is tkere,
close;—
And notking outward telis of human clay;
Hers was a pkrensy wkick disdain’d to rave,
Even wken tkey smote ker, in tke liope to Ye eould not know wkere lies a tking so fan-,
No stone is tkere to skow, no tongue to say,
save.
Wkat was; no dirge, except tke hollow sea’s,
Lxvni.
Mourns o’er tke beauty of tke Cyclades.
Yet ske betray'd at times a gleam of sense;
LXXIII.
Notking eould rnake ker meet ker fatker’s
face,
But many a Greek maid in a loving song
Tkougk 011 all otker tkings witk looks intense
Siglis o’er ker name; and many an islander
Ske gazed, but none ske ever eould retrace; Witk ker sire’s story makes tke nigkt less
Food ske refused, and raiment; no prelong;
tence
Valour was kis, and beauty dwelt witk her;
Avail’d for eitker; neitker ckange of place, If ske loved raslily, ker life paid for wrong—
Nor time, nor skill, nor remedy, eould give
A lieavy price must all pay wko tkus err,
ker
In some skape; let none tkink to fly tke
Senses to sleep—tke power seem’d gone for
danger,
ever.
For soon or late Love is kis own avenger.

LXIX.
Twelve days and nigkts ske witker’d tkus;
at last,
Witkout a groan, or sigk, or glance, to skow
A partnig pang, tke spirit from ker passed:
And tkey wko watck’d ker nearest eould
not know
Tke very instant, üll tke ckange tkat cast
Her sweet face into skadow, dull and slow,
Glazed o’er ker eyes—tke beautiful, tke
black—
Ok 1 to possess suck lustre—and tken lack 1

LXX.
Ske died, but not alone; ske keld witkin
A second principie of life, wkick migkt
Have dawn’d a fair and siníess ckild of siu;
But closed its little being witkout ligkt,

Lxxrv.
But let me ckange tkis tkeme, wkick grows
too sad,
And lay tkis skeet of sorrows on tke skelf;
I do n’t much like describing people mad,
For fear of seeming rather touck’d myself—
Besides, I ’ve no more on tkis kead to add;
And as my Muse is a capricious elf,
W e’ll put about, and try another tack
Witk Juan, left íialf-kül’d some stanzas back.
LXXV.
Wounded and fetter’d, “ cabin’d, cribb’d, confined,”
Some days and nigkts elapsed before
tkat ke
Could altogetker call tke past to mind;
And wken ke did, ke found kimself at sea,
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Sailing six knots an kour before tke wind ;
LXXX.
Tke skores of Ilion lay beneath their lee—
Another time ke migkt kave liked to see ’em, He saw some fellow-captives, wko appear’d
To be Italians, as tkey were in fact;
But now was not muck pleased witk Cape
From tkem, at least, th e ir destiny ke lleard,
Sigseum.
Wkick was an odd one; a troop going
LXXVI.
to act
Tkere, on- tke green and village-cotted kill, is I11 Sieily—all singers, duly rear’d
In tkeir vocation; kad not been attack’d
(Flank’d by the Hellespont, and by tke sea)
Entomb’d tke bravest of tke brave, Achilles; In sailing from Livorno by the pirate,
But
sold by tke impresario at no kigk rate.
Tkey say so—(Bryant says tke contrary):
And furtker downward, tall and towering
LXXXI.
still, is
Tke tumulus—of wkom ? Heaven knows; By one of tkese, tke buffo of tke party,
Juan was told about tkeir curious case;
’tmay be
For althougli destined to tke Turkisk mart, ke
Patroclus, Ajax, or Protesilaus;
Still kept llis sph-its up—at least kis face;
All heroes, wko if living still would slay us.
Tke little fellow really look’d quite kearty,
And bore kim witk some gaiety and grace,
LXXVH.
Showing a muck more reconeiled demeanour,
Higk barrows, witkout marble, or a name,
Tkan did tke prima-donna and tke tenor.
A vast, untill’d, and mountain-skk'ted
LXXXTT.
plain,
And Ida in tke distance, still tke same,
In a few werds ke told tkeir kapless story,
And old Scamander (if ’tis ke), remain;
Saying, “ Our Mackiavelian impresario,
Tke situation seems still form’d for fame—
Mailing a signal off some promontory,
A liundred tkousand meu migkt figkt
Hail’d a strange brig; Corpo di Caio
again,
Mario!
Witk ease; but wkere I sougkt for Ilion’s We were transferr’d on board ker in a kurry,
walls,
Witkout a single scudo of salario;
Tke quiet skeep feeds, and tke tortoise But if tke Sultán lias a taste for song,
crawls;
We will revive our fortunes before long.
LXXVIII.
Troops of untended horses; kere and tkere,
Some little kamlets, witk new ñames uncoutli;
Some skepkerds (unlike Paris), led to stare
A moment at tke European yontli
Wkom to tke spot tkeir sckool-boy feelings
bear;
A Turk, witk beads in kand, and pipe in
moutk,
Extremely taken witk kis own religión,
Are wkat I found tkere—but tke devil a
Pkrygian.

LXXXHI.
“ Tke prima-donna, tkougk a little old,
And kaggard witk a dissipated life,
And subject, vdien tke kouse is tlirn, to cold,
Has some good notes; and tken the tenor’s
wife,
Witk 110great voice, is pleasing to bekold;
Last carnival ske made a deal of strife,
By carrying off Count Cesare Cicogna
From au old Boman princess at Bologna.

LXXXIV.
“ And tken tkere are tke dancers; tkere’s
tke Niui,
LXXIX.
Witk more tkan one profession gains
by all ;•
Don Juan, kere permitted to emerge
From kis dull cabin, found kimself a Tken tkere ’s tkat laugking slut tke Pele
grini,
slave;
Ske, too, was fortunate last carnival,
Forlorn, and gazing on tke deep blue surge,
O’erskadow’d tkere by many a kero’s And made at least five kundred good zecckini,
grave;
But spends so fast, ske kas not now' a
Weak still witk loss of blood, ke scarce could
paul;
urge
A few brief qüestions; and tko answers And tken tkere ’s tke Grotesca—suck a
dancer!
gave
Wkere men kave souls or bodies ske must
No very satisfactory information
answer.
About kis past or present situation.
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LXXXV.
“ As for tlie figuranti, tliey are like
Tlie rest of all tliat tribe; witli here and
there
A pretty person, which perliaps may strike,
The rest are liardly fitted for a fair;
There’s one, thougli tall and stiífer tlian a
pike,
Yet has a sentimental ldnd of air
Whieh might go far, but she do n’t dance with
vigour;
The more ’s the pity, with her face and
figure.

[Canto IV.

H e always is complaining of bis lot,
Forsooth, scarce fit fo r ballads in
Street;

the

In lovers’ parts bis passion more to breathe,
Having 110 heart to show, he shows his
teeth.’’
XC.
Here Eaucocanti’s eloqüent recital
Was interrupted by the pírate crew,
Wlio carne at stated moments to invite all
The captives back to their sad berths; each
tlirew
A rueful glance upon the waves, (which bright
all
From the blue skies derived a double blue,
Dancing all free and liappy in the sun,)
And then went down the hatchway one by one.

LXXXVI.
“ As for the men, tliey are a middling set;
The musico is but a crack’d oíd basin,
But being qualified in one way yet,
May the seraglio do to set bis face in,
XCI.
And as a servant sonie preferment get;
His singing I no further trust can place in : They lieard next day—that in the Dardanelles,
From all the Pope makes yearly ’t would
Waiting for his Sublimity’s firman,
perplex
The most imperative of sovereign spells,
To find three perfect pipes of the t h ir d sex.
Which everybody does without who can,
More to secure thern in their naval cells,
lxxxvh.
Lady to lady, well as man to man,
Were to be chain’d and lotted out per couple,
“ The tenor’s voice is spoilt by affectation,
For
the slave-market of Constantinople.
And for the bass, the beast can only
bellow;
In fact, he had 110 singing education,
xcn.
An ignorant, noteless, timeless, tuneless It seems when tliis allotment was made out,
fellow;
There chanced to be an odd male, and odd
Bnt being the prima-donna’s near relation,
female,
Who swore his voice ivas very rich and Who (after some discussion and some doubt,
mellow,
If the soprano might be deem’d to be male,
They hired him, tliough to hear him you ’d They placed him o’er the woman as a scout)
believe
Were link’d together, and it happen’d the
An ass was practising recitative.
male

ixxxvin.

Was Juan, who,—an awkward tliing athis age,
Pair’d off with a Baccliante blooming visage.

“ ’T would not become myself to dwell upon
My own merits, and tliough young—I see,
XCHI.
sir—you
With Baucocanti lucklessly was chain’d
Have got a travéll’d air, which speaks you
The tenor; tliese two hated with a líate
one
Found only 011the stage, and each more pain’d
To wliom the opera is by no means new:
With this his tuneful neighbour than his
Yon’ve lieard of Baucocanti ?—I ’m the man:
fate;
The time may come wlien you may hear
Sad strife aróse, for they were so cross-grain’d,
me too;
Instead of bearing up without debate,
You was not last year at the fair of Lugo,
That each pulid different ways with many
But next, when I ’m engaged to sing there—
an oath,
do go.
“ Arcades ambo,” i d est—blackguards both.
LXXXIX.
XCIV.
“ Our baritoue I almost had forgot,
A pretty lad, but bursting with conceit;
Juan’s companion was a Eomagnole,
W ith graceful action, Science not a jot,
But bred within the March of oíd Ancona,
A voice of no great compass, and not With eyes that look’d into the very soul
sweet,
(And other chief points of a “ bella donna ”),
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Bright—and as black and burning as a coal; While the right hand which wrote it still is
able,
And tlirougli her clear brunette complexión
Or of some centuries to take a lease;
slione a
Great wish to please—a most attractive The grass upon my grave will grow as long,
And sigli to midniglit winds, but not to soug.
dower,
Especially when added to the power.
C.
XCV.
But all that power was wasted upon him,
For sorrow o’er each sense held stern
command;
Her eye might flash 011his, but found it dim:
And tliough thus chain’d, as natural herhand
Touch’d his, ñor that—ñor any handsome limb
(And she had some not easy to withstand)
Could stir his pulse, or make his faith feel
brittle;
Perliaps his recent wounds might help a little.

Of poets who come down to us through
distance
Of time and tongues, the foster-babes of
Fame,
Life seems the smallest portion of existence;
Where twenty ages gather o’er a ñame,
’T is as a snow-ball which derives assistance
From every flake, and yet rolls on the
same,
Even till an iceberg it may chance to grow;
But, after all, ’tis nothing but coid snow.

XCVI.
No matter; we should ne’er too much inquire,
CI.
But facts are facts: no kniglit could be
And so great ñames are nothing more than
more true,
nominal,
And firmer faith 110 ladye-love desire;
And love of glory ’s but an airy lust,
We will omit the proofs, save one or two:
Too often in its fury overcoming all
’Tis said no one in liand “ can liold a fire
Who would as ’twere identify their dust
By tliought of frosty Caucasus; ” but few,
From out the wide destruction, which, enI really think; yet Juan’s then ordeal
tombing all,
Was more triumphant, and not muchless real.
Leaves nothing till “ the coming of the
just
XCVH.
Save change: I ve stood upon Achilles’ tomb,
Here I might enter on a chaste description,
Having withstood temptation in my youth, And lieard Troy doubted; time will doubt of
Borne.
But hear that several people take exception
At the first two books having too much
en.
truth;
Therefore I ’H make Don Juan leave the ship The very generations of the dead
soon,
Are swept away, and tomb inherits tomb,
Because the publisher declares, in sootli,
Until the memory of an age is fled,
Through needles’ eyes it easier for the camel is
And, buried, sinks beneath its offspring’s
To pass, than tliose two cantos into families.
doom:
Where are the epitaphs our fathers read ?
XCVIII.
Save a few glean’d from the sepulcliral
gloom
’T is all the same to me; I ’m fond of yielding,
And therefore leave them to the purer page Which once-named myriads nameless lie
beneath,
Of Smollett, Prior, Ariosto, Fielding,
Who say strauge things for so corred an And lose their own in universal death.
age;
I once had great alacrity in wieldhig
cni.
My pen, and liked poetic war to wage,
I
canter
by
the
spot
each afternoou
And recollect the time ivhen all this cant
Where perish’d in his fame the hero-boy,
Would have provoked remarks which now it
Who lived too long for men, but died too
shan’t.
soon
XCIX.
For human vanity, the young De Foix 1
As boys love rows, my boyhood liked a A broken pillar, not uncouthly liewn,
But which neglect is liastening to destroy,
squabble;
Becords Bavenna’s carnage on its face,
But at this hour I wish to part in peace,
While weeds and ordure rankle round the
Leaving such to the literary rabble,
Whethermy verse’sfame be doom’d to cease
base.
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What! must I go to the oblivious cooks,
Those Cornish plunderers of Parnassian
I pass each day where Dante’s bones are
wrecks ?
lairl:
Ah! must I tlien the only minstrel be,
A little cupola, more neat tlian solemn,
Proscribed from tasting your Castalian tea ?
Protects liis dust, but reverence liere is paiil
CIX.
To tlie bard’s tomb, and not the warrior’s
colnmn:
What! can I prove “ a lion ” tlien no more ?
The time must come, when both alike decay’d,
A ball-room bard, a foolscap, hot-press
The chieftain’s tropliy, and the poet’s
darling ?
volume,
To bear the compliments of many a bore,
Will sink where lie the songs and wars of
And sigli, “ I can’t get out,” like Yorick’s
eartli,
starling;
Before Pelides’ death, or Homer’s birth.
Why then I ’ll swear, as poet Wordy swore
(Because the world won’t read hím, always
snarling),
CV.
Witli human blood tliat column was cemented, That taste is goue, that fame is but a lottery,
Drawn by the blue-coat misses of a coterie.
With human filtli tliat column is defiled,

civ.

As if tlie peasant’s coarse contempt were
CX.
vented
To show bis loathing of the spot lie soil’d : Oh! “ darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,”
As some one somewhere sings about the
Thus is the tropliy used, and tlius lamented
sky,
Should ever be those blood-hounds, from
And I, ye learned ladies, say of yon;
whose wild
They say your stockings are so—(Heaven
Instinct of gore and glory eartli has known
knows why,
Those sufferings Dante saw in heli alone.
I have examined few pair of that hue);
Blue as the garters which serenely lie
CVI.
Round the patrician left-legs, which adorn
Tet there will still be bards: though fame is The festal midnight, and the levée morn.
smoke,
CXI.
Its fumes are frankincense to human
thought;
Yet some of you are most seraphic creatures—
And the unquiet feelings, which first woke
But times are alter’d since, a rhyming
Song in the world, will seek what tlien
lover,
they sought:
You read my stanzas, and I read your
As on the beacli the waves at last are broke,
features:
Tlius to their extreme verge the passions
And—but no matter, all those things are
brought
over;
Dasli into poetry, which is hut passion,
Still I have no dislike to learned natures,
Or at least was so ere it grew a fashion.
Por sometimes such a world of virtues
cover;
I knew one woman of that purple school,
cni.
The loveliest, chastest, hest, but—quite a fool.
If in the course of such a life as was
At once adventurous and contemplative,
cxn.
Men who partake all passions as they pass,
Humboldt, “ the first of travellers,” but not
Acquire the deep and bitter power to give
The last, if late accounts be accurate,
Their images again as in a glass,
And in such colours that they seem to Invented, by some ñame I have forgot,
As
well as the sublime discovery’s date,
live;
Tou may do right forhidding them to show An airy instrument, with which he sought
To ascertain the atmospheric state,
’em,
By measuring “ the in t e m it y o f b l t i e : ”
But spoil (I think) a very pretty poem.
Oh, Lady Daphne! let me measure you !
CTIH.
cxni.
Oh ! ye, who make the fortunes of all books ! But to the narrativo :—The vessel bound
Benign Ceruleans of the second sex!
With slaves to sell off in the capital,
Who advertise new poems by your looks,
After the usual process, miglit be found
Your “ imprimatur ” will ye not annex ?
At anchor under the seraglio wall;
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Her cargo, from the plague being safe and
Canto the Fifth.
sound,
Were landed in the market, one and all,
l.
And there with Georgians, Russians, and
Circassians,
W h e n amatory poets sing their loves
Bought up for different purposes and pas
In liquid lines mellifluously bland,
sions.
And pair their rhymes as Venus yokes her
doves,
CXIV.
They little think what mischief is in hand;
Some went off dearly; fifteen hundred dollars The greater their success the worse it proves,
As Ovid’s verse may give to understand;
For one Circassian, a sweet giri, were
Even Petrareh’s self, if judged with due
given,
severity,
Warranted Virgin; beauty’s briglitest colours
Had deck’d her out in all the hues of Is the Platònic pimp of all posterity.
heaven:
II.
Her sale sent home some disappointed
I therefore do denounce all amorous writing,
bawlers,
Except in such a way as not to attract;
Who bade on till the hundreds reached
Plain—simple—short, and by no means
eleven;
inviting,
But when the offer went beyond, they knew
But with a moral to each error tack’d,
'T was for the Sultán, and at once withdrew.
Form’d rather for instriícting than delighting,
And with all passions in their turn attack’d ;
CXV.
Now, if my Pegasus should not be shod ill,
Twelve negresses from Nubia brought a price This poem will hecome a moral model.
Which the West Indian market scarce
m.
could bring,
Though Wilberforce, at last, has made it The European with the Asian shore
twice
Sprinkled with palaces; the Ocean strearn
Here and there studded with a seventy-four;
What ’t was ere Abolition; and the thing
Sophia’s cupola with golden gleam;
Need not seem very wonderful, for vice
Is always much more splendid than a king: The cypress groves; Olympus higli and hoar;
The twelve isles, and the more than I could
The virtues, even the most exalted, Charity,
dream,
Are saving—vice spares nothing for a rarity.
Far less describe, present the very view
Which charm’d the charming Mary Montagu.
CXVI.
TV.
But for the destiny of this young troop,
How some were bought by pachas, some I have a passion for the name of “ Mary,”
by Jews,
For once it was a magic sound to me;
How some to burdens were obliged to stoop, And still it half calls up the realms of fairy,
And others rose to the command of crews
Where I beheld what never was to be;
As renegadoes; while in hapless group,
All feelings changed, but this was last to
Hoping no very old vizier might clioose,
vary,
The females stood, as one by one they
A spell from which even yet I am not
pick’d ’em,
quite free:
To make a mistress, or fourth wife, or But I grow sad—and let a tale grow cold,
victim:
Which must not be pathetically told.
V.
cxvn.
The wind swept down the Euxine, and the
All this must be reserved for further song;
wave
Also our hero’s lot, howe’er unpleasant
Broke foaming o’er the blue Symplegades;
(Because this Canto has become too longi,
Must be postponed discreetly for the ’T is a grand sight from off “ the Giant’s Grave ”
To watch the progress of those rolling seas
present;
Between the Bosphorus, as they lash and lave
I ’m sensible redundancy is wrong,
Europe and Asia, you being quite at ease:
But could not for the muse of me put less
There’s not a sea the passenger e’er pukes in,
in ’t:
Turns up more dangerous breakers than the
And now delay the progress of Don Juan,
Euxine.
Till what is call’d in Ossian the fifth Duan.
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’Twas a raw day of Autumn’s bleak beginning,
When nights are equal, but not so the
days:
The Párese then cnt short the furtker
spinning
Of seamen’s fates, and the loud tempests
raise
The wàters, and repentance for past sinning
In all, who o’er the great deep take their
ways:
They vow to amend their Uves, and yet they
don’t ;
Because if drown’d, they can’t—if spared,
they won’t.
VIL
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X.
Like a backganrmon board the place was
dotted
With whites and blacks, in groups on show
for sale,
Though rather more irregularly spotted:
Some bought the jet, while others chose
the palé.
It chanced amongst the other people lotted,
A man of thirty, rather stout and hale,
With resolution in his dark grey eye,
Next Juan stood, till some might choose to
buy.
XI.
He liad an English look; tliat is, was square
In make, of a complexión white and ruddy,
Good teetli, with curling rather dark brown
hair,
And, it might be from thought, or toil, or
study,
An open brow a little mark’d with care:
One arm liad on a bandage rather bloody;
And there lie stood with such sang fr o id ,
tbat greater
Could scarce be sliown even by a mere
spectator.

A crowd of shivering slaves of every nation,
And age, and sex, were m the market
ranged;
Each bevy with the merehant in his station:
Poor creatures! their good looks were
sadiy changed.
All save the blacks seem’d jaded with
vexation,
xn.
From friends, and home, and freedom far
But seeing at his elbow a mere lad,
estranged;
Of a liigh spirit evidently, though
The negroes more philosopliy display’d,—
Used to it, no doubt, as eels are to be flay’d. At present weigh’d down by a doom which
liad
O’erthrown even men, he soon began to
show
VIII.
A kind of blunt compassion for the sad
Juan was juvenile, and thus was full,
Lot of so young a partner in the woe,
As most at his age are, of hope, and Which for liimself he seem’d to deem no worse
health;
Than any other scrape, a thing of course.
Vet I must own, he look’d a little dull,
And now and then a tear stole down by
XIII.
stealth;
“ My boy!”—said he, “ amidst this motley
Perhaps his recent loss of blood might puU
crew
His spirit down; and then the loss of
Of Georgians, Russians, Nubians, and
wealtli,
what not,
A mistress, and sucli comfortable quarters,
All ragamuffins differing but in liue,
To be put up for auction amongst Tartars,IX
.
With whom it is our luck to cast our lot,
The only gentlemen seem I and you;
So let us be acquainted, as we ought:
IX.
If I could yield you any consolation,
Were things to shake a stoic; ne’ertheless,
’T would give me pleasure.—Pray, what is
Upon the whole his carriage was serene:
your nation ?”
His figure, and the splendour of his dress,
XIV.
Of which some gilded remuants stiü were
seen,
When Juan answer’d—“ Spanish ! ” he reDrew all eyes on him, giving them to guess
plied,
He was above the vulgar by his míen;
“ I thought, in fact, you could not be a
And then, though palé, he was so very
Greek;
handsome;
Those servile dogs are not so proudly eyed:
And then—they calculated on his ransom.
Fortune has play’d you here a pretty freak,
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But that ’s her way with all men, till they ’re
tried;
But never mind,—she’U turn, perhaps,
next week;
She has served me also much the same as
you,
Except that I have found it nothing new.”
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XIX.
“ On the rough deep. But this last blow— ”
and here
He stopp’d again, and turn’d away his face.
“ Ay,” quoth his friend, “ I thought it would
appear
That there liad been a lady in the case;
XV.
And these are things which ask a tender tear,
Such as I, too, would slied if in your place:
“ Pray, sir,” said Juan, “ if I may presume,
W h a t brouglit you here? ’’—“ Oh! nothing I cried upon my first wife’s dyiug day,
And also when my second ran away:
very rare—
Six Tartars and a drag-chain---- ”—“ To this
doom
XX.
But what conducted, if the question’s fair,
“ Mythird---- ”— “ Yourtliird!” quoth Juan,
Is that which I would learn.”—“ I served for
turning round;
some
“ You searcely can be thirty: have you
Months with the Russian army here and
three ?”
there;
“ No—only two at present above ground:
And taking lately, by Suwarrow’s bidding,
Surely, ’t is nothing wonderful to see
A town, was ta’en myself instead of Widdin.”
One person thrice in lioly wedlock bound ! ”
“ WeR, then, your third,” said Juan; “ what
XVI.
did she ?
“ Have you no friends?"—“ I liad—but, by
She did not run away, too,—did she, sir? ”
God’s blessing,
“ No, faith.”— “ What tlien?”—“ I ran away
Have not been troubled with them lately.
from her.”
Now
I have answer’d all your qüestions without
XXI.
pressing,
“ You take things coolly, sir,” said Juan.
And you an equal courtesy should show.”
“ Why,”
“ Alas!" said Juan, “ ’twere a tale disReplied the other, “ what can a man do ?
tressing,
And long besides.”—“ Oh! if ’tis really so, There still are many rainbows in your sky,
But mine have vanish’d. All, when life is
You’re right on both accounts to hold your
new,
tongue;
Commence with feelings rvarm, and prospects
A sad tale saddens doubly when ’tis long.
higli;
But tune strips our illusions of their hue,
XVH.
And one by one in turn, some grand mistake
“ But droop not: Fortune at your time of life,
Casts off its bright skin yearly like the snake.
Altliough a female moderately fickle,
Wül hardly leave you (as she ’s not your wife)
XXII.
For any length of days in such a piekle.
To strive, too, with our fate were such a strife ‘ ’Tis true, it gets another briglit and fresh,
As if the corn-sheaf should oppose the
Or fresher, brighter; but tile year gone
sickle:
through,
Men are the sport of circumstances, when
This skin must go the way, too, of all flesh,
The circumstances seem the sport of men.”
Or sometimes only wear a week or two;—
Love ’s the first net which spreads its deadly
XVIII.
mesh;
“ ’Tis not,” said Juan, “ for my present doom
Ambition, Avarice, Vengeance, Glory, glue
I mourn, but for the past;—I loved a Tlie glittering lime-twigs of our latter days,
maid: ”—
Where still we flutter on for pence or praise.”
He paused, and his dark eye grew full of
gloom;
xxm .
A single tear upon his eyelash staid
A moment, and then dropp’d ; “ but to re “ All this is very fine, and may be true,”
Said Juan, “ but I really don’t see how
sume,
It betters present times with me or you.”
’T is not my present lot, as I have said,
“ No?” quoth the other; “ yet you will
Which I deplore so much; for I have borne
allow
Hardships which have the hardiest overworn,
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By setting tkings in their rigkt point of view,
xxvni.
Knowledge, at least, is gain’d; for inTke eunuck, kaving eyed tkem o’er witk
stance, now,
care,
We know wkat slavery is, and our disasters
Turn’d to tke merckant, and began to bid
May teack us ketter to bekave wken masters.’’
First but for one, and after for tke pair;
Tkey kaggled, wrangled, swore, too—so
XXIV.
tkey did!
As tkougk tkey were in a mere Ckristian fair,
“ Would we were masters now, if but to try
Ckeapening an ox, an ass, a lamb, or kid;
Tkeir present lessons on our Pagan friends
So tkat tkeir bargain sounded like a battle
kere,"
Said Juan—swallowing a keart-burning sigk: For tkis superior yoke of kuman cattle.
“ Heaven kelp tke sckolar, wkom lns for
tune sends kere ! ”
XXIX.
“ Perkaps we skall be one day, by and by,”
Bejoin’d tke otker, “ wken our bad luek At last they settled into simple grumbling,
And pulling out reluctant purses, and
mends kere;
Turning eack piece of silver o’er, and tumMeantime (yon oíd black eunuck seems to
bling
eye us)
Some down, and weigking otkers in tkeir
I wisk to G—d tkat somebody would buy us!
kand,
And by mistake sequins witk paras jumbling,
Until tke sum was accurately scann’d,
XXV.
And tken tke merckant giving ckauge, and
“ But after all, wkat is our present state ?
signing
’T is bad, and may be better—all men’s lot:
Most men are slaves, none more so tkan tke Keceipts in full, began to tkink of dining.
great,
XXX.
To tken- own wkims and passions, and
wkat not;
I wonder if kis appetite was good ?
Society itself, wkick skould create
Or, if it were, if also kis digestión ?
Kiudness, destroys wkat little we kad got: Hetliinks at meáis some odd tkougkts migkt
To feel for none is tke true social art
intrude,
Of tke world’s stoics—men witkout a keart.”
And conscience ask a curious sort of question,
About tke rigkt divine kow far we skould
XXVI.
Sell flesk and blood. Wken dinner kas
Just now a black oíd neutral personage
opprest one,
Of tke tkird sex stept up, and peering over I tkink it is perkaps tke gloomiest kour
Tke captives, seem’d to mark tkek- looks and Wkick turns up out of tke sad twenty-four.
age,
And capabilities, as to discover
XXXI.
If tkey were fitted for tke purposed cage:
Voltaire says “ N o ;” ke tells you tkat
No lady e’er is ogled by a lover,
Candide
Horse by a blackleg, broadclotk by a tailor,
Found life most tolerable after meáis;
Pee by a counsel, felón by a jailor,
He ’s wrong—unless man were a pig, indeed,
Bepletion ratker adds to wkat ke feels,
Unless ke’s drunk, and tken no doubt ke’s
XXVII.
freed
As is a slave by kis intended bidder.
From kis own brain’s oppression wkile it
’Tis pleasant purckasing our fellow-creareels.
tures;
Of food I tkink witk Pkilip’s son, or ratker
And all are to be sold, if you consider
Tkeir passions, and are dext’rous; some Ammon’s (ill pleased witk one world and one
fatker);
by features
Are bougkt up, otkers by a warlike leader,
xxxn.
Some by a place—as tend tkeir years or
I tkink witk Alexander, tkat tke act
natures;
Of eating, witk anotker act or two,
Tke most by ready cask—but all kave prices,
Proin crowns to kicks, according to tkeir Makes us feel our mortality in fact
vices.
lledoubled; wken a roast and a ragout,
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And fisk, and soup, by some side diskes
XXXVH.
back’d,
Can give us eitker pain or pleasure, wko
And tkey wko waited once and worskipp’d—
Would pique kimself on intellects, wkose use
tkey
Depends so muck upon tke gastric juice ?
Witli their rougk faces tkrong’d about tke
bed
To gaze once more on tke commauding clay
xxxin.
Wkick for tke last, tkougk not tke first,
Tke otker evening (’t was on Friday last)—
time bled;
Tkis is a fact, and no poetic fable—■
And suck an end! tkat ke wlio many a day
Just as my great coat was about me cast,
Had faced Napoleon’s foes until tkey
My kat and gloves still lying on tke table,
fled,—
I keard a skot—’twas eigkt o’clock scarce
Tke
foremos t in the ckarge or in tke sally,
past—
Skould now be butcker’d in a civic alley.
And, running out as fast as I was able,
I found tke military commandant
Stretck’d in tke Street, and able scarce to
pant.

XXXVHI.

Tke scars of kis oíd wounds were near kis
new,
XXXIV.
Tkose lionourable scars wkick brougkt kim
Poor fellow ! for some reason, surely bad,
fame;
Tkey kad slam kim witk five slugs; and
And korrid was tke contrast to tke view----left kim tkere
But let me quit tke tkeme; as suck tkings
To perisk on tke pavement: so I kad
claim
Him borne into tke kouse and up tke stair,
And stripp’d, and look’d to,—But wky skould Perkaps even more attention tkan is due
From me: I gazed (as oft I kave gazed tkeI add
same)
More cn-cumstances? vain was every care;
To
try if I could wrenck augkt out of deatk
Tke man was gone: in some Italian quarrel
Kill’d by five bullets from an oíd gun-barrel. Wkick skould confirm, or skake, or make a
faitk;
XXXV.
XXXIX.
I gazed upon kim, for I knew kim well;
And tkougk I kave seen mauy corpses, But it was all a mystery. Here we are,
And tkere we go :—but where t five bits of
never
lead,
Saw one, wkom suck an accident befeli,
Or
tkree, or two, or one, send very far !
So calm; tkougk pierced tkrougk stomacli,
And
is tkis blood, tken, form’d but to be
keart, and liver,
sked ?
He seem’d to sleep,—for you could scarcely
Can every element our elements mar ?
tell
And air—eartk—water—fire live—and we
(As ke bled inwardly, no kideous river
dead?
Of gore divulged tke cause) tkat ke was dead:
We, wkose minds comprekend all tkings.
So as I gazed on kim, I tkougkt or said—
No more;
But let us to tke story as before.
XXXVI.
“ Can tkis be deatk? tken wkat is life or
XL.
deatli ?
Speak! ” but ke spoke not: “ wake ! ” but Tke purckaser of Juan and acquaintance
Bore off kis bargains to a gilded boat,
still ke slept:—
“ But yesterday, and wko kad migktier Embark’d kimself and tkem, and off tkey
breatk ?
went thence
As fast as oars could pulí and water float;
A tkousand warriors by kis word were kept
Tkey look’d like persous being led to senIn awe: ke said, as tke centurión saitli,
1Go,’ and ke goetk; *come,’ and fortk ke
tence,
Wond’ring wkat next, till tke caique was
stepp’d.
brougkt
Tke trump and bugle till ke spake were
Up in a little creek below a wall
dumb—
And now nougkt left kim but tke mufiled O’ertopp’d witk cypresses, dark-green and
tall.
druin."
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X II.
Here tkeir conductor tapping at tlie wicket
Of a small iron door, ’twas open’d, and
He led tliem onward, first tbrougb a low
tkicket
Flank’d by large groves, wbicb tower’d on
eitber band:
They almost lost tbeir way, and bad to pick
it—
For nigbt was closing ere tbey eame to
land.
Tbe eunuch made a sign to tbose on board,
Wbo row’d off, leaving tbem witbout a word.
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A single cry would bring tbem all abroad:
’Tis better tberefore looking before leaping—
And tbere, you see, tbis turn lms brougbt us
tbrougb,
By Jove, a noble palace!—ligbted too-”

XLVI.
It tvas indeed a wide extensive building
Wbicb open’d on tbeir view, and o’er tbe
front
There seem’d to be besprent a deal of gilding
And various bues, as is tbe Turkish wont,—
A gaudy taste, for tbey are little skill’d in
Tbe arts of wbicb tbese lands were once
XLII.
tbe font:
As tbey were plodding on their winding way Eacb villa on tbe Bospkorus looks a screen
Tbrougb orange bowers, and jasmine, and New painted, or a pretty opera-scene.
so fortb:
xivn.
(Of wbicb I migbt bave a good deal to say,
Tbere being no sucb profusión in tbe Nortk And nearer as they came, a genial savour
Of oriental plants, “ et cetera,”
Of certain stews, and roast-meats, and
But tbat of late your scribblers tbink itwortb
pilaus,
Tbeir wbile to rear wbole botbeds in th e ir Tbings wbicb in liungry mortals’ eyes find
works,
favour,
Because one poet travell’d ’mongst tbe Turks:)
Made Juan in bis harsli intentions pause,
And put himself upon bis good behaviour:
XLIII.
His friend, too, adding a new saving clause,
As tbey were tbreading on theb way, tbere Said, “ In Heavcn’s name let’s get some
came
supper now,
Into Don Juan’s bead a tbougbt, wbicb be And tben I ’m witb you, if you ’re for a row.”
Whisper’d to bis companion:—’twas tbe same
xLvni.
Wbicb migbt bave tben occurr’d to you or
Some talk of an appeal unto some passion,
me.
Some to men’s feelings, otbers to tbeir
“ Metbinks,”—said be,—“ it would be no
reason;
great sbame
If we sbould strike a stroke to set us free; The last of these was never mucli tbe fashion,
For reason tbinks all reasoning out of
Let ’s knock tbat old black fellow on tbe bead,
season:
And march away—’twere easier done tban
Some speakers wbine, and otbers lay tbe
said.”
lasb on,
XLIV.
But more or less continue stili to tease on,
“ Yes,” said tbe otker, “ and wben done, Witb arguments according to tbeir “ forte; ”
wbat tben ?
But no one ever dreams of being sbort.—
H o w g e t out ? bow tbe devil got we in ?
XLIX.
And wben we once were fairly out, and wben
Fi'om Saint Bartkolomew we bave saved But I digress: of all appeals,—altliougb
our skin,
I grant tbe power of patbos, and of gold,
To-morrow’d see us in some otber den,
Of beauty, flattery, tkreats, a sbilling,—no
And worse off tban we liitkerto bave been;
Metkod’s more sure at moments to take
Besides, I ’m kungry, and just now would
bokl
talce,
Of tbe best feelings of mankind, wbicb grow
Like Esau, for my birtbrigbt a beef-steak.
More tender, as we every day bebold,
Than tbat all-softening, overpowering knell,
XLV.
Tbe tocsin of tbe soul—tbe dinner-bell.
“ We must be near some place of man’s
L.
abode;—
For tbe old negro’s confidence in creeping, Turkey contains no bells, and yet men dine;
Witb bis two captives, by so queer a road,
And Juan and bis friend, albeit tbey keard
Sbows that be tbinks bis friends bave not No Cliristian knoll to table, saw no line
been sleeping;
Of lackeys usber to tbe feast prepared,
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Yet smelt roast-meat, bebeld a buge fire
LV.
shine,
And cooks in motion witb theb- clean arms He leads tbem tbrougb tbe ball, and, witbout
stopping,
bared,
On througb a farther range of goodly
And gazed around tbem to tbe left and right,
rooms,
Witb tbe propbetic eye of appetite.
Splendid but silent, save in m e , wbere, drop,
LI.
Ping>
A marble fountain eeboes tbrougb the
And giving up all notions of resistance,
glooms
Tbey follow’d close beliind tbeir sable guide,
Wbo little tbougbt tbat bis own crack’d exis- Of night, wbicb robe tbe ckamber, or wbere
popping
tence
Some female bead most curiously presumes
Was on tlie point of being set aside:
To
tlirust
its black eyes tbrougb the door or
He motion’d tbem to stop at some small dis
lattice,
tarme,
And knocking at the gate, ’twas open’d As wondering wbat tbe devil noise tbat is.
wide,
And a magnificent large ball display’d
The Asian pomp of Ottoman parade.

LH

LYI,
Some faint lamps gleaming from tbe lofty walls
Gave ligbt enougli to bint tbeir farther way,
But not enough to show tbe imperial balls
In all tbe flasking of tbeir full array;
Perkaps tbere’s notbing—l ’li not say appals,
But saddens more by nigbt as weÜ as day,
Tban an enormous room witbout a soul
To break tbe lifeless splendour of tbe wbole.

I won’t describe; description is my forte,
But every fool describes in tbese brigkt
days
His wondrous journey to some foreign eourt,
And spawns bis quarto, and demands your
LVH.
praise—
Deatb to bis publisker, to bim ’tis sport;
Two or tbree seem so little, one seems no
Wbile Nature, tortured twenty thousand
tbing :
ways,
In deserts, forests, crowds, or by tbe skore,
Kesigns herself witb exemplary patience
Tbere solitude, we know, bas ber full growtk
To guide-books, rbymes, tours, sketches, illus
in
trations.
Tbe spots wbicb were ber realms for evermore;
Lrn.
But in a mighty ball or gallery, both in
Along tbis ball, and up and down, some,
More modern buildings and tbose built of
squatted
yore,
Upon tbeir bams, were occupied at ebess; A kind of deatb comes o’er us all alone,
Otbers in monosyllable talk cbatted,
Seeing wbat ’s meant for many witb but one.
And some seem’d mucb in love witb tbeir
LVIII.
own dress;
And divers smoked superb pipes, decorated
A neat, snug study on a winter’s nigbt,
Witb amber moutbs of greater price or
A book, friend, single lady, or a glass
less;
Of claret, sandwich, and an appetite,
And several strutted, otbers slept, and some
Are tbings wbicb make an English evening
Prepared for supper witb a glass of rum.
pass;
Tkough certes by no means so grand a sigbt
LIV.
As is a theatre lit up by gas.
I pass my evenings in long galleries solelv,
As the black eunucb enter’d witb hrs brace
Of purebased Infidels, some raised their eyes And that ’s the reason I ’m so melanckoly.
A moment, witbout slackening from tbeir
LIX.
pace;
But tbose wbo sate, ne’er stirr’d in any Alas 1 man makes tbat great wbicb makes
bim little:
wise:
I grant you in a ckureh ’tis very well:
One or two stared tbe captives in tbe face,
Just as one views a borse to guess bis Wbat speaks of keaven sbould by no means
be brittle,
price;
But strong and lasting, till no tongue can
Some nodded to the negro from tbeir station,
teli
But no one troubled bim witb conversation.
Aa
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Tbeir ñames wbo rear’d it; bat buge houses
LXIV.
fitill—
And huge tombs worse—mankmd, since At last tbey reack'd a quarter most retired-,
Wbere echo tvoke as if from a long slumAdam fell:
ber;
Tdetbinks the story of tbe tower of Babel
Tbougb
full of all tbings wbich could be
Hight teach tbem this much better tban I ’m
desbed,
able.
One wouder’d wbat to do with sucb a
LX.
number
Of articles wliicb nobody required;
Babel was Nimrod’s bunting-box, and tlien
A town of gardens, walls, and wealtb a- ' Here wealtb bad done its utmost to encumber
raazing,
Witb furniture an exquisite apartment,
Wbere Nebucliadonosor, king of men,
líeign’dj tül one summer’s day be took to Wbicb puzzled Nature much to know tvbat
Art meant.
grazing,
And Daniel tamed tbe lions in their den,
LXV.
Tbe people’s awe and admiration raising:
It seem’d, kowever, but to op'en on
’Twas famous, too, for Tbisbe and for Pyra
A range or suite of further cbambers, wbicb
mus,
Migbt lead to heaven knows wbere; but in
And tbe calumniated queen Semiramis.—
tbis one
Tbe moveables were prodigally ricb:
LXI.
Sofas ’twas half a sin to sit upon,
So costly were tbey; carpets every stitch
Tbat injured Queen, by chroniclers so coarse,
Has been accused (I doubt not by conspi- Of workmanship so rare, tbey made you wúsb
You could gbde o’er tbem like a golden fisb.
racy)
Of an improper friendsbip for her horse
LXVI.
(Love, like religión, sometimes runs to
beresy):
Tbe black, however, witbout hardly deigning
Tbis monstrous tale bad probably its source
A glance at tbat wbicb wrapt tbe slaves
(For sucb exaggerations here and tbere I
in wonder,
see)
Trampled wbat tbey scarce trod for fear of
In writing “ Courser ” by mistake for “ Coustaining,
rier; ”
As if tbe milky vay tbeir feet was under
I wish tbe case would come before a jury Witb all its stars; and witb a stretch attainbere.
ing
A certain press or cupboard nicbed in yonLXII.
der,
But to resume,—should tbere be (what may In tbat remote recess wbicb you may see—
not
Or if you don’t tbe fault is not in me,—
Be in tbese days ?) some infidels, wbo do n't,
Because tbey can’t, find out tbe very spot
Lxvn,
Of tbat same Babel, or because tbey won’t
I
wish
to
be
perspicuous;
and tbe black,
(Tbougb Claudius Kich, Esquire, some bricks
I say, unlocking tbe recess, pull’d fortli
bas got,
A quantity of clotbes fit for tbe back
And written lately two memob's upon ’t,)
Of any Mussulinan, wbate’er his w-ortb;
Believe tbe Jews, tbose unbelievers, wbo
And of variety tbere was no lack—•
Must be believed, tbougb tbey believe not
And
yet, tbougb I bave said tbere was no
you,
deartli,—■
LX3 H.
He cbose himself to point out wbat he
tkouglit
Yet let tbem tbink tbat Horace has exprest
Most proper for tbe Cliristians be bad bougkf.
Shortly and sweetly tbe masonic folly
Of tbose, forgetting tbe great place of rest,
LXVIH.
Wbo give themselves to arcbitecture wbolly;
We know wbere tbings and men must end The suit he tkouglit most suitable to eaeh
Was, for tbe eider and tbe stouter, first
at best:
A Candióte cloak, rvkick to tbe knee migbt
A moral (like all morals) melancholy,
reach,
And “ Et sepulcbri immemor struis domos”
And trousers not so tigbt tbat tbey would
Shows tbat we build when we should but
I
burst,
entomb us.
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As not being in a masquerading mood,
But sucb as fit an Asiàtic breecb;
Gave it a sbght kick witb bis Cliristian
A skaw'l, wkose folds in Caskmire bad been
foot;
nurst,
And wben tbe oíd negro told bim to “ Get
Slippers of saffron, dagger ricb and handy;
ready,”
I11 sbort, all tbings wbicb form a Turkisb
Beplied, “ Old gentleman, I ’m not a lady.”
dandy.
LXIX.
Wbile he was dressing, Baba, tbeir black
friend,
Hinted tbe vast advantages whiclr tbey
Migbt probably obtain both in tbe end,
If tbey would but pursue the proper way
Wbicb Fortune plainly seem’d to recommend;
And tlien be added, tbat be needs must say,
“ ’T would greatly tend to better tbeir condition,
If tbey w'ould condescend to circumcision.
LXX.
“ For bis own part, be really should rejoice
To see tliem true believers, but 110less
Would leave bis proposition to tbeir choice.”
The otker, tbanking him for tbis excess
Of goodness, in thus leaving tbem a voice
In sueb a trifle, scarcely could express
“ Sufliciently ” (be said) “ bis approbation
Of all tbe customs of tlíis pobsb’d nation.

LXXIV.
“ Wbat you may be, I neitber know nor
care,”
Said Baba; “ but pray do as I desire:
I bave 110 more time nor many words tospare.”
“ At least,” said Juan, “ sure I may inquire
Tbe cause of tbis odd travesty ? “ Forbear,”
Said Baba, “ to be curious; ’t will transpire,
No doubt, in proper place, and time, and
season:
I bave 110 autliority to teli tbe reason.”
LXXY.
“ Tken if I do,” said Juan, “ l ’li be----- ”—
“ Hold! ”
Eejoin’d tbe negi-o, “ pray be not provoking;
Tbis spirit’s well, but it may wax too bold,
And you will find us not too fond of joking.”
“ Wbat, sir,” said Juan, “ shall it e’er be told
Tbat I unsex’d my dress ?” But Baba,
stroking
Tbe tbings down, said, “ Incense me, and I
call
Tbose wbo will leave you of no sex at all.

LXXI.
bis own sbare—be saw but small objection
To so respectable an ancient rite ¡
And, after swallownig down a sligbt refection,
LXXVI,
For wbicb be own’d a present appetite,
“ I offer you a liandsome suit of clothes:
He doubted not a few bours of reflection
A woman’s, true; but then there is a cause
Would reeoucile bim to tbe business quite.” Why you should wear tbem.”—“ Wbat,
“ Will it?” said Juan, skarply: “ Strike me
tbougb my soul loatlies
dead,
Tbe effeminate garb?”— tbus, after a sbort
But tbey as soon sbàll circumcise my liead!
pause,
Sigli’d Juan, muttering also some sligbt oaths,
‘•‘ Wbat tbe devil shall I do witb all tbis
LXXII.
gauze ?”
“ Cnt off a tbousand lieads, before——”—
Tlius be profanely term’d the finest lace
“ Now, pray,"
Wbicb e’er set off a marriage-morning face.
Beplied tbe otber, “ do not interrupti
You put me out in what I bad to say.
LXXVII.
Sir!—as I said, as soon as I liave supt,
And tlien be swore; and, sighing, on be
I shall perpend if your proposal may
slipp’d
Be sucli as I can properly accept;
A pair of trousers of flesb-colour’d silk;
Provided always your great goodness still
Next witb a virgin zone bo was equipp’d,
Kemits tbe matter to our own free-will.”
Wbicb girt a sligbt ckemise as wbite as
milk;
LXXIII.
But tugging on bis petticoat, be tripp’d,
Wbicb—as
we say—or as tbe Scotcli say,
Baba eyed Juan, and said, “ Be so goòd
whilk,
As dress yourself—” and pointed out a suit
III wbicb a Princesa witb great pleasure would íThe rliyme obliges me to tbis; sometimes
Array ber limbs; but Juan standing mute, Monarclis are less imperative tban rhymes)—

II For

7 o8

QjJpron’e Q39or6e.

[Canto V.

I yield thus far; but soon will break the
LXXVIII.
charm,
Wkilk, ivkich (or what you please), ivas
If any take me for that which I seem:
So that I trust for everybody’s sake,
oiving to
His garment’s novelty, and liis being awk- That this disguise may lead to no mistake.”
ivard:
LXXX 1II.
And yet at last he managed to get through
His toilet, tkougli no donbt a little back- “ Blockliead! come on, and see,” quoth
ward:
Baba; while
Don Juan, turning to his comrade, ivho
The negro Baba help’d a little too,
When some untoward part of raiment Though somewliat grieved, could scarce forbear a smile
stuck hard;
And, wrestling botli his arms into a gown,
Upon the metamorphosis in view,—
He patisèd, and took a survey up and down.
“Farewell!” they mutually exclaim’d; “ this
soil
LXXIX.
Seems fertile in adventures strange and
neiv;
One difficulty still remain’d—his hair
Was hardly long enough; but Baba found One’s turn’d half Mussulman, and one a
maid,
So raany false long tresses all to spare,
That soon his head ivas most completely By this old black enchanter’s nnsought aid.”
crown’d,
LXXXJV.
After the manner then in fashion there;
And this addition ivith such gems ivas bound “ Farewell! ” said Juan; “ should we meet
no more,
As suited the ensemble of his toilet,
I wish you a good appetite.”— “ Farewell!”
While Baba made liim comb his head and
Bepliedtheother; “ thoughitgrievesmesore:
oil it.
When we next meet, we’ll llave a tale to
LXXX.
teli:
And now being femininely all array’d,
We needs must folloiv when Fate puts from
With some small aid from seissors, paint,
shore.
and tiveezers,
Keep your good name; though Eve herself
He look’d in almost all respects a maid,
once fell.”
And Baba smilingly exclaim’d, “ You see, “ Nay,” quoth the maid, “ the Sultan’s self
sirs,
shan’t carry me,
A perfect transformation here display’d ;
TJnless his highness promises to marry me.”
And noiv, then, you must come along with
LXXXV.
me, sirs,
That is—the Lady: ” elapping his hands And thus they parted, each by separate doors;
tivice,
Baba led Juan onward room.by room
Four blacks ivere at his elboiv in a trice.
Through glittering galleries, and o’er marble
floors,
LXXXI.
Till a gigantic portal through the gloom,
Haughty and huge, along the distance lowers;
“ l'ou, sir,” said Baba, nodding to the one,
And ivafted far aróse a rich perfume:
“ Will please to aecompany those gentleIt seem'd as though they came upon a
men
To supper; but you, worthy Christian nun,
shrine,
WiU folloiv me: no trifling, sir; for ivhen For all was vast, still, fragrant, and divine.
I say a thing, it must at once be done.
LXXXVI.
What fear you? think you this a lion’s
The giant door ivas broad, and bright, and
den ?
Why, ’tis a palace; where the truly ivise
high,
Of gilded bronze, and carved in curious
Anticipate the Prophet’s paradise.
guise;
LXXXII.
Warriors tliereon were battlingfurionsly;
Here stalks the victor, there the vanquish’d
“ You fool! I teli you no one means you
lies;
liarm.”
“ So much the better,” Juan said, “ for There captives led in triumph droop the eye,
And in perspective many a squadron tiies:
them;
Else they skall feel the iveight of this my arm, It seems the work of times before the line
!
Of
Home transplanted fell with Constantine.
Which is not quite so light as you may deem. ,
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This massy portal stood at the wide close
Of a huge hall, and on its either side
Two little dwarfs, the least you could suppose,
Were sate, like ugly imps, as if allied
In mockery to the enormous gate which rose
O’er them in almost pyramidic pride:
The gate so splendid was in all its fe a tu re s ,
You never thought about those little creatures,
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’Tivould be as well, and—(though there’s
not much in ’t),
To swing a little less from side to side,
Which has at times an aspect of the oddest:—
And also could you look a little modest,
XCII.
“ ’T would be convenient; for these mutes
have eyes
Like needles, which may pierce those
petticoats;
And if they should discover your disguise,
You knoiv how near us the deep Bosphorus
floats;
And you and I may chance, ere morning rise,
To find our way to Marmora without boats,
Stitch’d up in sacks—a mode of navigation
A good deal practised here upon occasion.”

Until you nearly trod on them, and then
You started back in horror to survey
The wondrous hideousness of those small
men,
Wliose colour was not black, nor white,
ñor grey,
But an extraneous mixture, ivhicli no pen
Can trace, altkougk perhaps the pencil
XCIII.
may;
With this eneouragement, he led the way
They were mis-shapen pigmies, deaf and
Into a room still nobler tlian the last;
dumb,—
A rich confusión form’d a disarray
Mousters, wlio cost a no less monstrous sum.
In such sort, that the eye along it cast
Could hardly carry anything aivay,
Object 011 object fiask’d so bright and fast;
LXXXIX.
Their duty ivas—for they were strong, and A dazzling mass of gems, and gold, and
glitter,
though
They look’d so little, did strong things at Magnificently mingled in a litter.
times—
To ope this door, which they could really do,
xcrv.
The hinges being as smooth as llogers’
Wealth had done wonders—taste not much;
rhymes;
such things
And now and then, with tougli strings of the
Occur in Orient palaces, and even
bow,
In the more chasten’d domes of Western
As is the custom of those Eastern climes,
kings
To give some rebel Pacha a cravat;
(Of which I have also seen some six or
For mutes are generally used for that.
seven),
Where I can’t say or gold or diamond flings
XC.
Great lustre, there is much to be forgiven;
They spoke by signs—that is, not spoke at all; Groups of bad statues, tables, ckairs, and
pictures,
And looking like tivo incubi, they glared
On which I cannot pause to make my
As Baba with his fingers made them fall
strictures.
To keaving back the portal folds: it scared
Juan a moment, as this pair so small,
With shrinking serpent òptics on lrim
xcv.
stared;
In this imperial hall, at distance lay
It ivas as if their little looks could poison
Under a canopy, and there reclined
Or fascinate whome’er they fix’d their eyes on.
Quite in a confidential queenly way,
A lady; Baba stopp’d, and kneeling sign'd
XCI.
To Juan, who, though not much used to pray,
Knelt
down by instinct, ivondering in his
Before they enter’d, Baba paused to kint
mind
To Juan some sliglit lessons as his guide :
“ If you could just contrive,” he said, “ to What all this meant: while Baba bow’d and
hended
stint
His head, until the ceremony ended.
That somewhat manly majesty of stride,
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Tliis strange saloon, much fittedforinspiring
Marvel and praise; for both or none things
win;
And I must say, I ne’er could see the very
Great happiness of the “ Nil Admirari.”

To use all fit and proper eourtesies,
Adding, that this was commonest and best,
For through the South, the custom still
commands
The gentleman to kiss the lady's hands.

CI.
“ Not to admire is all the art I know
(Plain truth, dear Murray, needs few
flowers of speech)
To make men happy, or to keep them so;
(So take it in the very words of Creech).”
Thus Horace wrote we all know long ago;
And thus Pope quotes the precept to reteach
XCYII.
From his translation; but had none a d m ire d ,
Her presence was as lofty as her state;
Would Pope have sung, or Horace been
Her beauty of that overpowering kind,
inspired ?
Wliose forcé description only would abate:
CII.
l ’d ratber leave it much to your own mind,
Than lessen it by what I could relate
Baba, when all the damsels were withdrawn,
Of forms and features: it would strike you
Motion’d to Juan to approach, and tlien
blind
A second time desired him to kneel down,
Could I do justice to the full detail;
And kiss the lady’s foot; which maxim when
So, luckily for both, my phrases fail.
He heard repeated, Juan with a frown
Drewr himself up to his full height again,
And said, “ It grieved him, but he could not
xcvni.
stoop
Thus much however I may add,—her years
Were ripe, they might make six-and-twenty To any shoe, unless it shod the Pope.”
springs,
CHI.
But theré are forms which Time to touch
Baba, indignant at tliis ill-timed pride,
forbears,
Made fierce remonstranees, and then a
And tui'ns aside his scythe to vulgar
threat
things:
He
mutter’d (but the last was given aside)
Such as was Mary’s Queen of Scots; true—
About
a bow-string—quite in vain; not yet
tears
And love destroy; and sapping sorrow Would Juan bend, though ’twere to Mahomet’s
bride:
wi'ings
There’s nothing in the World like e tiq u e tte
Oharms from the charmer, yet some never
In kingly chambers or imperial halls,
grow
As also at the race and county balls.
Ugly ¡ for instance—Ninon de l’Enclos.

CVI.
And he advanced, though with but a bad grace,
Though on more thorionujh-bred or fairer
fingers
No lips e’er left their transitory trace:
On such as these the lip too fondly lingers,
And for one kiss -would fain imprint a brace,
As you will see, if she you love shall bring
hers
In contact; and sometimes even a fair
stranger’s
An almost twelvemonth’s constancy endangers.

XCV1.
Tlie lady rising up with such an air
As Venus rose with from the wave, on
them
Bent like an antelope a Paphian pair
Of eyes, which put out eacli surrounding
gem;
And raising up an ,arm as moonliglit fair,
She sign’d to Baba, who first kiss’d the
hem
Of lier deep purple robe, and spealdng low,
Pointed to Juan, who remain’d below.

CIV.
He stood like Atlas, with a World of words
She spake some words to her attendants, who
About his ears, and nathless would not
Composed a choir of giris, ten or a dozen,
bend;
And were all ciad alike; like Juan, too,
The blood of all his line’s Castilian lords
Who wore their uniform, by Baba chosen:
Boil’d in his veins, and ratlier than descend
They form’d a very nympli-like íooking crew, To stain his pedigree, a thousand swords
Which might have called Diana’s chorus
A thousand times of him had made an end;
“ cousin,”
At length perceiving the “f o o t ” could not
As far as outward show may correspond;
stand,
1 won’t be bail for anything beyond.
Baba proposed that he should kiss the hand.

xeix.

C.
CV.
They how’d obeisance and witlidrew, retiring, Here was an honourable compromise,
But not by the same door through which
A half-way house of diplomàtic rest,
came in
Where they might meet in much more peaceBaba and Juan, which last stood admiring,
ful guise;
At some small distance, all he saw within
And Juan now his willingness exprest
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Something imperial, or imperious, threw
A chain o’er all she did; that is, a chain
Was thrown as ’twere about the neck of
you,—
And rapture’s self will seem almost a pain
With aught which looks like despotism in
view;
Our souls at least are free, and ’tis in vain
We would against them make the flesh
obey—
The spirit in the end will have its way.

CXI.

Her very smile was liaughty, though so
sweet;
Her very nod was not an inclination:
There -was a self-will even in her small feet,
C V II.
As though they were quite conscious of
her station—•
The lady eyed him o’er and o'er, and bade
They
trod as upon necks; and to complete
Baba retire, which he ohey’d in style,
Her state (it is the custom of her nation),
As if well used to the retreating trade ;
And taking hints in good part all the A poniard deck’d her girdle, as the sign
She was a sultan’s bride (thank Heaven, not
while,
mine!)
He whisper’d Juan not to be afraid,
And Íooking on him with a sort of smile,
cxn.
Took leave, with such a face of satisfaction,
“ To hear and to obey ” had been from birth
As good men wear who have done a virtuous
The law of all around her ; to fulfil
action.
All phantasies which yielded joy or mirtli,
CVIH.
Had been her slaves’ chief pleàsure, as her
When he was gone, there was a sudden
will;
change:
Her blood was higli, her beauty scarce of
I know not what might be the lady’s
earth:
thought,
Judge, then, if her caprices e’er stood
But o’er her bright brow flash’d a tumult
still;
strange,
Had she but been a Christian, l ’ve a notion
And into her clear cheek the blood was We should have found out the “ perpetual
bronght,
motion.”
Blood-red as sunset summer clouds which
CXHI.
range
The verge of Heaven; and in her large eyes Whate’er she saw and coveted was brought;
Wliate’er she did not see, if she supposed
wrought,
It might be seen, with diligence was sought,
A mixture of sensations might be scann'd,
And when ’twms found straightway the
Of half-voluptuousness and lialf-command.
bargain closed:
There was no end unto the things she
crx.
bought,
I-Ier form had all the softness of her sex,
Nor to the trouble which her fancies
Her features all the sweetness of the devil,
caused;
When he put on the cherub to perplex
Eve, and paved (God knows how) the road Vet even her tyranny had sucli a grace,
The women pardon’d all except her face.
to evil;
The sun himself was scarce more free from
CXIV.
specks
Than she from aught at which the eye Juan, the latest of her whims, had caught
Her eye in passing ou his way to sale;
could cavil;
Vet, somehow, there was something some- She order’d him directly to be bought,
And Baba, who had ne’er been known to
where wanting,
fail
As if she rather o r d e r 'd than was g ra n tin g .—
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In any kind of misckief to be wrougbt,
At all sucli auctions knew bow to prevail:
Sbe bad no prudence, but he bad; and tbis
Explains tbe garb wliick Juan took amiss.

GXIX.

And sbe would bave consoled, but knew not
bow:
Having no equals, notbing wbicb bad e’er
CXV.
Infected ber witb sympatby till now,
And never having dreamt wbat ’twas to
His youtli and features favour’d tbe disguise.
bear
And sliould you ask bow sbe, a sultan’s
Augbt of a serious, sorrowing kind, altbougb
bride,
Tbere might arise some pouting petty care
Could risk or compass sucb strange
To cross ber brow, sbe wonder’d bow so near
pbantasies,
Her
eyes another’s eye could sbed a tear.
Tbis I must leave sultanas to decide:
Emperors are only busbands in wives’ eyes,
cxx.
And kiugs and consorts oft are mystified,
As we may ascertain witb due precisión,
But nature teacbes more tban power can
Some by experience, otbers by tradition.
spoil,
And, wben a stron g altbougb a strange
CXVI.
sensation
But to tbe main point, wbere we bave been Moves—female bearts are sucb a genial soil
For kinder feelings, wbatsoe’er tbeir nation,
tending:—
Tliey naturally pour tbe “ wine and oil,”
Sbe now eonceived all difficulties past,
Samaritans in every situation;
And deem’d berself extremely condescendiug
And tbus Gulbeyaz, tbougb sbe knew not
Wlien, being made her property at last,
why,
Witkont more preface, in ber blue eyes
Felt au odd glistening moisture in ber eye.
blendiug
Passion and power, a glance on bim sbe
CXXI.
cast,
And merely saying, “ Cbristian, canst tbou But tears must stop like all tkings else; and
love ?”
soon
Juan, wbo for an instant bad been moved
Conceived tbat phrase was quite enougb to
move.
To suclí a sorrow by tbe intrusive tone
Of oue wbo dared to ask if “ be h a d
CXVII.
loved,”
And so it was, in joroper time and place ;
Call’d baelc tbe stoic to bis eyes, wbicb
skone
But Juan, wbo bad still bis miud o’erflowiug
Briglit witb tbe very weakness be reproved;
■Witb Haidée’s isle and soft Ionian face,
Felt tbe warm blood, wbicb in bis face was And altbougb sensitive to beauty, be
glowing,
Felt most indignant still at not being free.
Bnsb back upon bis beart, wbicb fill’d apace,
cxxn.
And left bis elieeks as pale as snow-drops
blowing:
Gulbeyaz, for tbe first time in ber days,
Tbese words went tbrougb bis soul like Arab
Was much embarrass’d, never having met
spears,
In all ber life witb augbt save prayers and
So tbat be spoke not, but burst into tears.
praise;
And as sbe also risk’d ber life to get
CXVIII.
Him whom sbe meant to tutor in love’s
ways,
Sbe was a good deal sbock’d; not sbock’d at
Into a comfortable tète-à-tète,
tears,
For women sbed and use tbem at tbeb- To lose tbe kour would make ber quite a
martyr,
liking;
But tbere is sometbing wben man’s eye And tbey bad wasted now almost a quarter.
appears
cxxni.
Wet, still more disagreeable and striking:
A woman's tear-drop melts, a man’s balf I also would suggest tbe fitting time,
sears,
To gentlemen in any sucb like case,
Like molten lead, as if you tbrust a pike in Tbat is to say—in a meridian cbme,
His beart to forcé it out, for (to be sborter)
Witb us tbere is more law given to tbe
To tbem ’t is a relief, to us a torture.
chase,
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But here a small delay forms a great crime:
So recollect tbat tbe extremest grace
Is just two minutes for your declaration—
A moment more would liurt your reputation.
CXXIV.
Juan’s was good; and might bave been still
better,
But be bad got Haidce into bis head:
However strange, he could not yet forget
her,
Wbicb made bim seem exceedingly ill-bred.
Gulbeyaz, wbo look’d on bim as ber debtor
For having bad bim to ber palace led,
Began to blusb up to tbe eyes, and tken
Grow deadly pale, and tken blusb back
again.
CXXV.
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cxxvin.
Tbis was a trutk to us extremely trite;
Not so to ber, wbo ne’er bad keard sucb
tkings:
Sbe deem’d her least connnand must yield
deliglit,
Eartli being only made for queens and kings.
If bearts lay on tbe left side or tbe rigkt
Sbe liardly knew, to sucb perfection brings
Legitimacy its born votaries, when
Aware of tbeir due royal rigbts o’er men.
CXXIX.
Besides, as bas been said, sbe was so fair
As even in a mucb liumbler lot had made
A kingdom or confusión anywbere,
And also, as may be presumed, sbe laid
Some stress on charms, wbicb seldom are, if
e’er,
By their possessors thrown into tbe sbade:
Sbe tbougbt bers gave a double “ rigkt di
vine ; ”
And balf of tbat opinión ’s also mine.

At lengtk, in an imperial way, sbe laid
Her band on bis, and bending on bim eyes,
Wbicb needed not an empire to persuade,
Look’d into bis for love, wbere none replies:
CXXX.
Her brow grew black, but sbe would not
upbraid,
Bemember, or (if you cannot) imagine,
Tbat being tbe last tbing a proud woman
Ye! wbo bave kept your chastity wben
tries;
young,
Sbe rose, and pausing one cliaste moment, Wkile some more desperate dowager has been
threw
waging
-Herself upon bis breast, and tbere sbe grew.
Love witb you, and been in tbe dog-days
stung
By your refusal, recollect her raging!
CXXVI.
Or recollect all tbat was said or sung
Tbis was an awkward test, as Juan found,
On suclí a subject; tken suppose tbe face
But be was steel’d by sorrow, wratb, and Of a yonng downrigbt beauty in tbis case.
pride:
CXXXI.
Witb gentle forcé ber wbite arms be unwound,
Suppose,—but you ab-eady bave supposed,
And seated ber all drooping by bis side,
Tbe spouse of Potipkar, tbe Lady Booby,
Tlien rising hauglitily be glanced around,
Pbíedra, and all wbicb story bas disclosed
And looking coldly in ber face, be cried,
Of good examples; pity tbat so few by
“ Tbe prison’d eagle will not pair, nor I
Poets and private tutors are exposed,
Serve a sultana’s sensual pbantasy.
To educate—ye youtli of Europe—you b y !
But when you have snpposed tbe few we
know,
CXXVII.
You can’t suppose Gulbeyaz’ angry brow.
“ Tbou ask’st, if I can love ? be tbis tbe proof
CXXXII.
How mucb I have loved—tbat I love not
A tigress robb’d of young, a lioness,
thee !
Or any interesting beast of prey,
In tbis vile garb, tbe distaff, web, and woof,
Are similes at band for tbe distress
Were fitter for me: Love is for tbe free!
I am not dazzled by tbis splendid roof;
Of ladies wbo cannot bave tbeir own way;
Whate’er tby power, and great it seems to But tbougb my turn will not be served witb
less,
be,
Tbese don’t express one balf wbat I sliould
Heads bow, knees bend, eyes watcb around
say:
a throne,
And kands obey—our bearts are still our For wliat is stealing young ones, few or many,
own.”
To cutting skort tbeir bopes of liaving any i
Aa3
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The love of oiïspring ’s nature’s general law,
Froïn tigresses and cubs to ducks and
ducfíings;
There’s nothing whets the beak, or arnis the
claw,
Like an invasión of tkeir babes and sucklings;
And all who have seen a human nursery, saw
Hoiv mothers love theh1children’s squalis
and cliucklings:
This strong extreme effect (to tire no longer
Your patience) shows the cause must still be
stronger.
CXXXIV.
If I said fire flasli’d from Gulbeyaz' eyes,
’Twere notliing—for her eyes ñash’d always fire;
Or said her cheeks assumed the deepest dyes,
I should but bring disgrace upon the dyer,
So supernatural was her passion’s rise;
For ne’er till now she knew a check’d
desire:
Even ye who know what a check’d woman is
(Enougli, God knows!) would much fall short
of this.

cxxxv.

[Canto V.

But now it flow’d in natural and fast,
As water through an unexpected leak;
For she felt humbled—and liumiliation
Is sometimes good for people in her station.
CXXXVIH.
It teaches them th'at they are flesh and blood,
It also gently liints to them that others,
Althougli of clay, are yet not quite of nrad;
Tliat urns and jápkins are but fragüe brothers,
And works of the same pottery, bad or good,
Though not all born of the same sires and
mothers;
It teaches—Heaveu knows only what it
teaches,
But sometimes it may mend, and often
reaches.
CXXXIX.
Her first thought w-as to cut off Juan’s head;
Her second, to cut only his—acquaintance;
Her third, to ask llim ívhere he had been
bred;
Her fourth, to rally him into repentance;
Her fifth, to call her maids and go to bed;
Her sixth, to stab herself; her seventh, to
sentence
The lash to Baba:—but her grand resource
Was to sit down again, and cry of course.

Her rage was but a minute’s, and ’t was well—
CXL.
A moment’s more had slain her; but the
while
She thought to stab herself, but then she had
It lasted ’t was like a short glimpse of heli:
The dagger close at hand, ivliich made it
Nought’s more sublime than energetic hile,
awkward;
Though horrible to see, yet grand to teli,
For Eastern stays are little made to pad,
Like ocean ’warring ’gainst a rocky isle;
So that a poniard iiierces if ’tis stuck liard:
And the deep passions flasliing through her She thought of killing Juan—but, poor lad!
form
Though he deserved it well for being so
Made her a beautiful embodied storm.
backward,
The cutting off his head was not the art
CXXXVL
Most likely to attain her aim—his heart.
A vulgar tempest ’twere to a typhoon
CXLI.
To match a commou fury witli her rage,
And yet she did not want to reach the moon, Juan was moved: he had made up his mind
To be impaled, or quarter’d as a dish
Like moderate Hotspur on the immortal
For dogs, or to be slain with paugs refined,
page;
Or tlirown to lions, or made baits for fish,
Her anger pitch’d into a lower tune,
Perhaps the fault of her soft sex and age— And tlius heroically stood resign’d,
Bather
than süi—except to his own wish:
Her wish was but to “ kill, kill, kill,” like
But all his great preparativos for dyhig
Lear’s,
And tlien her thirst of blood was quench’d Dissolved like snow before a woman crying.
in tears.
CXLII.
cxxxvn.
As through his pahns Bob Acres’ valour
A storm it raged, and like the stonn it pass’d,
oozed,
So Juan’s virtue ebb’d, I know not liow;
Pass’d without words—in fact she could
not speak;
And first he wonder’d why he had refused ;
And tlien her sex’s shame broke in at last,
And then, if matters could be made up
A sentiment till tlien in her but wreak,
now;
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And next his savage virtue he accused,
Just as a friar may accuse his vow,
Or as a dame repents her of her oatli,
Which mostly ends in some small breach of
both.
CXLIII.
So he began to stammer some excuses;
But words are not enough in such a matter,
Althougli you borrow’d all that e’er the muses
Have sung, or even a Dandy’s dandiest
chatter,
Or all the figures Castlereagh abuses;
Just as a lànguid smile began to flatter
His peace ivas making, but before he ventured
Further, old Baba rather briskly enter’d.
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CXL VII.
His Highness was a man of solemn port,
Shawl’d to the nose, and bearded to the
eyes,
Snatch’d from a prison to preside at court,
His lately bowstrung brother caused his
rise;
He was as good a sovereign of the sort
As any mentioned in the histories
Of Cantemir, or Knòllés, where few shine
Save Solyman, the glory of their line.

CXLVIII.

He went to mosque in state, and said his
prayers
With more than “ Oriental scrupulosity; ”
He left to his vizicr all state afïairs,
And show’d but little royal curiosity:
I know not if he had domèstic cares—
CXLIV.
No process proved connubial animosity;
“ Bride of the Sun ! and Sister of the Moon! ”
Four wives and twice five hundred maids,
(’Twas thus he spake,) “ and Eiiqn-ess of
unseen,
the Earth!
Were ruled as calmly as a Christian queen.
Whose frown would put the spheres all out
of tune,
CXLIX.
Whose smile makes all the planets dance
If now and then tliere happen’d a slight slip,
with mirth,
Little was heard of criminal or crime;
Your slave brings tidings—he hopes not too
The story scarcely pass’d a single lip—
soon—
The sack and sea had settled all in time,
Which your sublime attention may be
From which the secret nobody could rip:
worth:
The públic knew no more than does this
The Sun himself has sent me like a ray,
rhyme;
To hint that he is C o rn in g up this way.”
No scandals made the daily press a curse—
Morals were better, and the fish no worse.
CXLV.
CL.
“ Is it,” exclaim’d Gulbeyaz, “ as you say ?
I wish to heaven he would not shine till He sawwith his own eyes the moon was round,
Was also certain that the earth was square,
morning!
Because he had journey’d fifty miles, and
But bid my ivomen fonn the Milky-way.
found
Henee, my old comet! give the stnrs due
No sign that it wascircular anywhere:
warning—
His
empire
also was without a bound:
And, Christiani mingle with them as you
’Tis true, a little troubled here and there,
may,
And as you’d have me pardon your past By rebel pachas, and eneroacliing giaours,
But then they never carne to “ the Seven
scorning
Towers; ”
Here they were interrupted by a humming
Sound, and then by a cry, “ The Sultán’s
CLI.
coming! ”
Except in sliape of envoys, who were sent
CXLVI.
To lodge there wlien a war broke out,
according
First carne her damsels, a decorous file,
And then his Highness’ eunuchs, blaek To the true law of nations, which ne’er meant
Those scoundrels, who have never had a
and white;
sword in
The tram miglit reach a quarter of a mile:
Their dirty diplomàtic hands, to vent
H(s majesty was always so polite
Their
spleen in making strife, and safely
As to announce his visits a long ívhile
wording
Before lie carne, especially at night;
Their lies, yclept despatches, without risk or
For being the last ívife of the Emperour,
The singeing of a single inky whiskérj
She was of course the favourite of the four.
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Sucb notice of a giaour, ivliile scarce to one
CLII.
Of tbem bis lips imperial ever spake!
He liad fifty daughters and four dozen sons,
Tkere ivas a general ivbisper, toss, and
Of whom all such as carne of age were
ívriggle,
stow’d,
But etiquette forbade tbem all to giggle.
The former in a palaee, wliere like nnns
CLVII.
Tliey lived till some Bashaw ivas sent
abroad,
Tbe Turks do ivell to sbut—at least, some
When she, whose turn it ivas, ivas ived at
times—
once,
The ivomen up—because, in sad reality,
Sometimes at six years oíd—tliougli tliis Their chastity in tbese unbappy dimes
seems odd,
Is not a tliing of tbat astringent quality
’Tis true; the reason is, tliat the Basliaiv
Whicb in tbe north prevenís precocious
Must make a present to bis sire in law.
crimes,
And maltes our snoiv less puré tban our
CLm.
morality;
His sons were kept in prison, till tliey grew
Tbe sun, ívliicb yearly melts tbe polar ice,
Of years to fili a bowstring or tbe throne,
Has quite tbe contrary effect 011 vice.
One or tbe other, but ivhicb of the tivo
CLvni.
Could yet be known unto tbe fates alone;
Meantime tbe education tliey ívent througli
Tbus in the East tbey are extremely strict,
Was princely, as tbe proofs bave alivays
And ivedlock and a padlock mean tbe same:
sboivn;
Excepting only ivben tbe former ’s pick’d
So tbat the heir-apparent still ivas found
It ne’er can be replaced in proper frame;
No less deserving to be hang’d tban croivn’d. Spoilt, as a pipe of claret is when prick’d :
But tben tbeir own polygamy ’s to blame;
CLIV.
Why don’t tbey knead tivo virtuous souls
His Majesty saluted bis fourth spouse
for Life
Witli all tbe ceremonies of bis rank,
luto tbat moral centaur, man and ivife ?
Who clear’d ber sparkling eyes and smootb’d
lier broivs,
CLIX.
As suits a matron wbo lias play’d a prank; Tbus far our clironicle; and noiv we pause,
Tliese must seem doubly mindful of tbeir
Though not for ivant of matter; but ’tis
vows,
time,
To save tbe credit of tbeir breaking bank: According to tbe ancient epic laivs,
To 110 men are sucb cordial greetings given
To slacken sail, and anchor ivith our
As tbose wbose ivives bave made them fit
rhyme.
for beaven.
Let tbis fiftli canto meet ivitb due applause,
Tbe sixtli sball bave a touch of tbe sub
CLV.
lime ;
His Higbness cast around his great black
Meanwhile, as Homer sometimes sleeps,
eyes,
perhaps
And looking, as he alivays look’d, perceived
Tou’ll pardon to my Muse a few short naps.
Juan amongst tbe damsels in disguise,
At ívliicb lie seem’d 110 ívliit surprised ñor
grieved,
But just remark’d ívitli air sedate and ivise,
Wliile still a fluttering sigb Gulbeyaz
PREFACE TO
heaved,
CANTOS VI. VII. AND VIII.
“ I see you’ve bouglit anotber girl; ’tis pity
T he details of tbe siege of Ismail in two of the
Tbat a mere Christian should be half so
following cantos (í. e. the seventh and eighth) are
pretty.”

CLVI.

taken from a French IVork, entitled “ Histoire de
la Nouvelle Russie.” Some of the incidents at-

Tliis compliment, ívhick dreiv all eyes upon
tributed to Don Juan really occurred, particularly
Tbe new-bougbt virgiii, made ber blush the circumstance of his saving the infant, which
and sbake.
ivas the actual case of the late Due de Riclielieu,
Her comrades, also, thougkt tbemselves un- then a young voluntecr in the Russian Service, and
done:
aftenvard the founder and benefactor of Odessa,
O b ! Mabomet! tbat his Majesty should ivhere his ñame and memory can never cease to be
take
regarded ivith reverencc.
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In the course of tbese cantos, a stanza or two
will be found relative to the late Marquis of Londonderry, but written some time before his decease.
Had that person’s oligarchy died with him, they
would have been suppressed; as it is, I am aware
of nothing in the manner of his death or of his
life to prevent the free expression of the opinions
of all whom his wholc existence was consumed in
endeavouring to enslave. That he was an amiable
man in private life, may or may not be true: but
with tliis the public have nothing to do; and as
to lamenting his death, it will be time enougli
when Ireland has ceased to mourn for his birth.
As a minister, I, for one of millions, looked upon
him as the most despòtic in intention, and the
weakest in intellect, that ever tyrannised over a
country. It is the first time indeed since the Nor
mans that England has been insulted by a minister
(at least) who could not speak English, and that
parliament permitted itself to be dictated to in the
language of Mrs. Malaprop.
Of the manner of his death little need be said,
except that if a poor radical, such as Waddington
or Watson, had cut his throat, he would have been
buried in a cross-road, with the usual appurtenances of the stake and mallet. But the minister
was an elegant lunatic—a sentimental suicide—he
merely cut the “ carotid artery,” (blessings on their
learning!) and lo! the pageant, and the Abbey!
and “ the syllables of dolour yelled forth” by flie
newspapers—and the harangue of the Coroner in a
eulogy over the bleeding body of the deceased—(an
Anthony worthy o f such a Csesar)—and the nauseous and atrocious cant of a degraded crew of
conspirators against all that is sincere and lionourable. In his death he was necessarily one of
two things by the law*—a felón or a madman—
and in either case no great subject for panegyric.
In his life he was—what all the world knows, and
half of it will feel for years to come, unless his
death prove a “ moral lesson” to the survivingf
Sejani of Europe. It may at least serve as some
consolation to the nations, that their oppressors
are not happy, and in some instances judge so justly
of their own actions as to anticipate the sentence
of mankind.—Let us hear no more of this man;
and let Ireland remove the ashes of her Grattan
from .the sanctuary of Westminster. Sliall the
patriot of liumanity repose by the Werther of
politics!!!
With rcgard to the objections which have been
made on another score to the already published
* I say by the law of the land—the laws of humanity
judge more gently; but as the.legitimates have always
the law in their mouths, let them here make the most
of it.
t From this number must be excepted Canning. Canning is a genius, almost a universal one, an orator, a wit,
a poet, a statesman; and no man of talent can long
pursue the path of his late predecessor, Lord C. If ever
man saved his country, Canning can; but will he? I, for
one, feope so.
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cantos of this poem, I sliall content myself with
two quotations from Y o l t a i r e “ La pudeur s’est
enfuite des cceurs, et s’est refugiée sur les lévres.”
......... “ Plus les moeurs sont dépravés, plus les
expressions deviennent mesurées; on croit regagner
en langage ce qu’on a perdu en vertu.”
This is the real fact, as applicable to the degraded
and liypocritical mass which leavens the present
English generation, and is the only answer they
deserve. The hackneyed and lavished title of Blas
phemer—which, with Radical, Liberal, Jacobin,
Reformer, &c., are the clianges which the hirelings
are daily ringing in the ears of those who will
listen—should be welcome to all who recollect on
ivhom it was originally bestowed. Socrates and
Jesús Christ were put to death publicly as Nasphemers, and so have been and may be many who
daré to oppose the most notorious abuses of the
ñame of God and the mind of man. But persecution is not refutation, ñor even triumph: the
“ wretched infidel,” as he is called, is probably happier in his prison than the proudest of his assailants. With his opinions I have nothing to do—
they may be right or wrong—but he has suflered
for them, and that very suffering for conscience’
sake will make more proselytes to deism than the
example of heterodox prelates to Christianity,
suicide statesmen to oppression, or overpensioned
homicides to the impiou3 alliance which insults
the world with the ñame of “ H oly! ” I have no
wish to trample on the dishonoured or the dead;
but it would be well if the adherents to the classes
from whence those persons sprung should abate a
little of the cant which is the crying sin of this
double-dealing and false-speaking time of selfish
spoilers, and---- but enough for the present.
P isa, July, 1822.

Canto the Sixth.
I.
a tide in the affairs o f men,
Which, taken at tlie flo o d ,” — y o u know the

“ T h e r e is

re st,

And most of us have found it now and then:
At least we think so, though but few have
guess’d
The moment, till too late to come again.
But no doubt everything is for the hest—
Of which the surest sign is in the eud:
When things are at the worst they some
times mend.
II.
There is a tide in the affairs of women,
Which, taken at the flood, leads—God
knows where:
Those navigators must he ahle searnen
Whose charts lay down its current to a
hair,
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Not all the revenes of Jacob Belimen
VII.
With its strange whirls and eddies can
compare:
We left our hero and third heroine in
Men with their heads reflect on this and
A kind of state more awkward than unthat—
comrnon,
But women with their hearts on heaven For gentlemen must sometimes risk their skin
ltnows what!
For that sad tempter, a forbidden woman;
Sultans too much abhor this sort of sin,
III.
And don’t agree at all with the wise Boman,
And yet a headlong, headstrong, downright
she,
Heroic, stoic Cato, the sententious,
Young, beautiíul, and dai'ing—who would Who lent bis lady to his friend Hortensius.
risk
A throne, the world, the universe, to be
VIH.
Beloved in her own way, and rather whisk
The stars from out the sky, than not be free I know Gulbeyaz was extremely wrong;
As are the billows wlien the breeze is
I own it, I deplore it, I condemn it;
brisk—
But I detest all fiction even in song,
Tliough sucli a she’s a devil (if there be one),
And so must tell the truth, howe’er you
Yet she would make full many a Manichean.
blame it.
Her reason being weak, her passions sírong,
She thouglit that her lord’s heart (even
IV.
could she claim it)
Thrones, worlds, et cetera, are so oft upset
Was scarce enough; for lie had fifty-nine
By commonest ambition, that when passion Years, and a fifteen-hundredth concubine.
O’erthrows the same, we readily forget,
Or at the least forgive, the loving rash one.
IX.
If Anthony be well remember’d yet,
’Tis not bis conquests keep his ñame in I ftm not, like Cassio, “ an arithmetician,”
fashion,
But by the “ bookish theorie ” it appears.
But Actium, lost for Cleopatra’s eyes,
If ’tis summ’d up with feminine precisión,
Outbalances all Csesar’s victòries.
That, adding to the aceount his Highness’
years,
The fair Sultana erred from inanition;
V.
For, were the Sultán just to all his dears,
He died at fifty for a queen of forty;
She could but claim the fifteen-hundredth
I wish their years had been fifteen and
part
twénty,
Of what should be monopoly—the heart.
For then wealth, kingdoms, worlds are but a
sport—I
X.
Bemember when, though I had no great
plenty
It is observed that ladies are litigious
Of worlds to lose, yet stili, to pay my court, I
Upon all legal objeets of possession,
Gave what I had—a heart; as the world And not the least so when they are religious,
went, I
Which doubles what they think of the
Gave what was worth a world; for worlds
transgression:
fcould never
With suits and prosecutions they besiege us,
líestore me those puré feelings, gone for
As the tribunals show through many a
ever.
session,
When they suspeet that any one goes sliares
VI.
In that to which the law makes them solé
lieirs.
’Twas the boy’s “ mite,” and, like the
“ widow’s,” may
• XI.
Perhaps be weigh’d hereafter, if not now;
But whether such things do or do not weigh, Now, if this holds good in a Christian laúd,
All who have loved, or love, will still allow
The heathen also, though with lesser
Life has nought like it. God is love, they say,
latitude,
And Love ’s a god, or was before the brow Are apt to carry things with a higli liand,
Of earth was wrinkled by the sins and tears
And take, what kings cali “ an imposing
Of—but Chronology best knows the years.
attitude; ”
»
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And for their rights connubial make a stand,
When their liege husbands treat them with
ingratitude;
And as four wives must have quadruple
claims,
The Tigris liatli its jealousies like Thames.
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XVII.
That is, we cannot pardon their had taste,
For so it seems to lovers swift or slow,
Who fain -would have a mutual fíame confess’d,
And see a sentimental passion glow,
Even were St. Francis’ paramour their guest,
XII.
In his monàstic concubine of snow ;—
Gulbeyaz -was the fourth, and (as I said)
The favourite; but what’s favour amongst In short, the maxim for the amorous tribe is
Horatian,
“ Medio tu tutissimus ibis.”
four ?
Polygamy may well be held in dread,
XVHI.
Not only as a sin, but as a b o re :
Most wise men with one moderate woman The “ tu” ’s too much,—but let it stand,—the
wed,
verse
Will scarcely find philosophy for more;
Bequires it, that ’s to say, the English
And all (except Mahometans) forbear
rhyme,
To make the nnptial couch a “ Bed of Ware.” And not the pink of oíd hexameters;
But, after all, there’s neither tune ñor
XIII.
time
His Highness, the sublimest of mankind,—
In the last line, which cannot well be worse;
So styled according to the usual forms
And was thrust in to cióse the octave’s
Of every monarch, till they are consign’d
chime:
To those sad hungry Jacobins the worms,
I own no prosody can ever rate it
Who on the very loftiest kings have dined,— As a rule, but tru th may, if you transíate it.
His Highness gazed upon Gulbeyaz’charms,
Expecting all the welcome of a lover
XIX.
(A-“ Highland welcome” all the wide world
If fair Gulbeyaz overdid her part,
over).
I know not—it succeeded, and success
XIV.
Is much in most things, not less in the heart
Now here we sliould distinguisk; for howe’er
Than othe» articles of female dress.
Iíisses, sweet words, embraces, and all that, Self-love in man, too, beats all female art;
May look like what is—neither here ñor there,
They lie, we lie, all lie, but love no less:
They are put on as easily as. a hat,
And no one virtue yet, except starvation,_
Or rather bonnet, which the fair sex wear,
Could stop that worst of vices—propagation .
Trimm’d either heads or hearts to decorate,
Which form an ornament, but no more part
XX.
Of heads, than their careases of the heart.
We leave this royal couple to repose:
XV.
A bed is not a throne, and they may sleep,
A sliglit blush, a soft tremor, a calm kind
Whate’er their dreams be, if of joys or woes:
Of gentle feminine delight, and shown
Yet disappointed joys are woes as deep
More in the eyelids than the eyes, resign’d
As any man’s clay mixture undergoes.
Eather to hide what pleases most unknown,
Our least of sorrows are such as we weep;
Are the best tokens (to a modest mind)
’Tis the vile daily drop on drop which wears
Of love, when seated on his loveliest throne, The soul out (like the stone) with petty cares.
A sincere woman’s breast,—for over-warm
Or over-coM annihilates the charm.
XXI.
A scolding wife, a sullen son, a bilí
XVI.
To pay, unpaid, protested or discounted
For over-warmth, if false,is worse than truth;
At a per-centage; a cliild cross, dog ill,
If true, ’tis no great lease of its own fire;
A favourite horse fallen lame jnst as he ’&
For no one, save in very early youth,
mounted,
Would like (I think) to trust all to desire,
A
bad oíd woman m-aking a worse will,
Which is but a precarious bond, in sooth,
Which
leaves you minus of the cash you
And apt to be transferr’d to the first buyer
counted
At a sad discount: while your over-cliilly
Women, on t’other hand, seem somewhat As certainthese are paltry things, and yet
I ’ve rarely seen the man they did not fret. i
silly.
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XXII.
I ’m a philosopher; confound them all!
Bills, beasts, and men, and— no! not
womankind!
With one good liearty curse I vent my gall,
And tben my stoicism leaves nought behind
Which it can eitber pain or evil cali,
And I can give my whole soul up to mind;
Tbough what is soul, or mind, their birtli or
growth,
Is more than I know—the deuce take them
both!

xxin.

XXVII.
I love tlie sex, and sometimos would reverse
The tyrant’s wisli, “ that mankind only had
One neck, which he with one fell stroke
might pierce: ”
My wish is quite as wide, but not so bad,
And much more tender on the whole than
fierce;
It being (not now , but only while a lad)
That womankind had but one rosy mouth,
To kiss them all at once fi'om North to South.

xxvni.

So now all things are d—n’d one feels at ease, Oh, enviable Briareus! with thy liands
And lieads, if thou hadst all things multiAs after reading Athanasius’ curse,
plied
Which doth your true believer so much
In
such proportion!—But my Muse withplease:
stands
I doubt if any now could make it worse
The giant thought of being a Titau’s bride,
O’er liis worst enemy when at bis knees,
Or travelling in Patagonian lands ;
’Tis so sententious, positive, and terse,
So let us back to Lilliput, and guide
And decorates the book of Common Prayer,
Our hero through the labyrintli of love
As doth a rainbow the just clearing air.
In which we left him several Unes above.
XXIV.
XXIX.
Gulbeyaz and her lord were sleeping, or
At least one of them!—Oh, the heavy night, He went fortli with the lovely Odalisques,
At the given signa] join’d to their array:
When wicked wives, who love some bachelor,
And though he certainly ran many risks,
Lie down in dudgeon to sigh for the light
Yet he could not at times keep, by the way,
Of the grey morning, and look vainly for
Its twinkle through the lattice dusky (Although the consequences of such frisks
Are worse than the worst damages men pay
quite—
.
In moral England, where the thing's a tax,)
To toss, to tumble, doze, revive, and quake
Lest their too lawful bed-fellow should wake! Prora ogling all their charms from breasts
to backs.
XXV.
XXX.
These are beneath the canopy of heaven,
Still he forgot not his disguise:—along
Also beneath the canopy of beds
The galleries from room to room they
Pour-posted and silk-curtain’d, which are
walk’d,
given
A virgin-Uke and edifying tlirong,
Por rich men and their brides to lay their
By eunuchs flank’d; while at their head
lieads
there stalk’d
Upon, in slieets white as what bards cali A dame who kept up discipline among
“ driven
The female ranks, so that none stirr’d or
talk’d,
Snow.” Well! ’tis all hap-hazard when
one w-eds.
Witliout her sanction on their she-parades:
Gulbeyaz was an empress, but had been
Her title was “ the Mother of the Maids.”
Perhaps as wretclied if a p ea sa n t’s quean. .
XXXI.
XXVI.
Whether she was a “ mother,” I know not,
Don Juan in his feminine disguise,
Or whether they were “ maids ” who call’d
With all the dañaseis ni their long array,
her mother;
Had bow’d themselves before th’ imperial But this is her seragUo title, got
eyes,
I know not how, but good as any other;
And at the usual signal ta’en their way
So Cantemh can tell you, or De Tott:
Back to their cliambers, those long galleries
Her office was to keep aloof or smother
In the seraglio, where the ladies lay
All bad propensities in fifteen hundred
Theh- delicate limbs; a thousand bosoms there Young women, and correct them when they
Beating for love, as the caged bird’s for ah.
blunder’d.
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They wonder’d how Gulbeyaz, too, could be
So silly as to buy slaves who might sliare
(If that his Higlmess vearied of his bride)
Her throne and power, and everything beside.

A goodly sineeure, 110 doubt! but made
More easy by the absence of all men—
Except his majesty,—who, with her aid,
And guards,,and bolts, and walls, and now
xxxvn.
and then,
But what was strangest in this virgin crew,
A sliglit example, just to cast a shade
Although her beauty was enough to vex,
Along the rest, contrived to keep this den
After the first investigating view,
Of beauties cool as an Italian convent,
They all found out as few, or fewer, specks
Where all the passions have, alas! but one
In the fair form of their companion new,
veut.
Than is the custom of the gentle sex,
xxxm.
When they survey, with Christian eyes or
And what is that ? Devotion, doubtless—how
Heathen,
Could you ask such a question?—but we In a new face “ the ugliest creature breathwill
ing.”
Continue. As I said, this goodly row
XXXVIII.
Of ladies of all countries at the will
Of one good man, with stately march and And yet they had their little jealousies,
Like all the rest; but upon this occasion,
slow,
Whether there are such things as sympathies
Like w-ater-lilies floating dow-n a rill—
Witliout our knowledge or our approbation,
Or rather lake—for r ills do not run slow ly ,—
Although they could not see through his
Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy.
disguise,
All felt a soft kind of concatenation,
XXXIV.
Like magnetism, or devilism, or what
But when they reach’d their own apartments, You please—we will not quarrel about that:
there,
Like birds, or boys, or bedlamites broke
XXXIX.
loose,
But certain ’tis they all felt for theh- new
Waves at spring-tide, or women anywhere
Companion something newer still, as ’twere
AVhen freed from bonds (which are of no
Asentimentalfriendship through and through,
great use
Extremely puré, which made them all conAfter all), or like Irish at a fair,
cur
Their guards being gone, and as it were a
In wishing her theh sister, save a few
truce
Who wish’d they had a brother just like
Establish’d between them and bondage, they
her,
Began to sing, dance, chatter» smile, and play.
Whom, if they were at home in sweet Circassia,
XXXV.
They would prefer to Padisha or Pacha.
Their talk, of course, ran most on the new
comer;
XL.
Her sliape, her hair, her air, her everyOf those who had most genius for this sort
thing:
Of sentimental friendsliip, there were three,
Some thought her dress did not so much beLolah, Katinka, and Dudü; in sliort
come her,
(To save description), fair as fair can be
Or wonder’d at her ears witliout a ring;
Some said her years were getting nigh their Were they, according to the best report,
Though differing in stature and degree,
summer,
Others contended they were but in spring; And clime and time, and country and com
plexión ;
Some thought her rather masculine in height,
While others wish’d that she had been so They all alike admired theh- new connexion.
quite.
XLI.
XXXVI.
Lolah was dusk as India and as warm ;
But no one doubted on the w-hole, that she
Katinka was a Georgian, white and red,
Was what her dress bespoke, a damsel fair,
With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm,
And fresh, and “ beautiful exceedingly,”
And feet so small they scarce seem’d made
Who with the brightest Georgians might
to tread,
compare:
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But ratker skim tile earth; while Dudh’s
XLVI.
form
But kere tke Mother of tke Maids drew near,
Look’d more adapted to be put to bed,
Witk “ Ladies, it is time to go to rest:
Being somewhat large, and languisking, and
I ’m puzzled wkat to do witk you, my dear,"
lazy,
Ske added to Juanna, tkeir new guest:
Yet of a beauty that would drive you crazy.
“ Your coming has been uuexpected kere,
And every couck is occupied; you liad best
XLII.
Partake of mine; but by to-morrow early
We will kave all things settled for you fairly.”
A kind of sleepy Venns seem’d Dudii,
Yet very fit to “ murder sleep ” in tbose
XX V II.
Who gazed upon her cheek’s transcendent
Here Lolak interposed—“ Mamma, you know
hue,
You don’t sleep soundly, and I cannot bear
Her Attic forebead, and ker Pkidian nose :
Few angles were tkere in ker forra, ’tis Tkat anybody skould disturb you so;
I ’ll take Juanna; we’re a slenderer pair
trae,
Thinner ske migkt kave been, and yet Than you would make tke half of;—don’t
say no;
scarce lose:
And I of your young ckarge will take due
Yet, after all, ’twould puzzle to say wkere
care.”
It would not spoil some separate ckarni to
But kere Katinka interfered, and said,
p a re .
“ Ske also liad compassion and a bed.”
XLIII.
XLVIII.
Ske was not violently lively, but
Stole on your spirit like a May-day break- “ Besides, I bate to sleep alone,” quoth ske.
Tke matron frown’d : “ Wky so?”—“ For
ing;
fear of ghosts,”
Her eyes were not too sparkling, yet, kalfBeplied Katinka; “ I am sare I see
shut,
A pkantom upon eacli of tke four posts;
They put beholders in a tender taking;
And tken I kave tke worst dreams tkat can be,
Ske look’d (tkis simile’s quite new) just cut
Of Guebres, Giaours, and Ginns, and Gouls
From marble, like Pygmalion’s statue wakin liosts.”
ing,
Tke
dame replied, “ Between your dreams
The mortal and the marble still at strife,
and you,
And timidly expanding into life.
I fear Juamia’s dreams would be but few.
XLIV.
XLIX.
“ You, Lolak, must continue still to lie
Lolak demanded the new damsel’s ñame—
Alone, for reasons which don’t matter; you
“ Juanna,”—Well, a pretty ñame enougk.
Tke same, Katinka, until by and by:
Katinka ask’d lier also whence ske carne—
And I sliall place Juanna witk Dudii,
“ From Spain.”—“ But wkere i t Spain ?”—
Who ’s quiet, inoffensive, silent, shy,
“ Don’t ask such stuff,
And will not toss and ckatter tke nigkt
Ñor show your Georgian ignorance—for
througk.
shame!”
Wkat say you, cliild?
Dudh said notking,
Said Lolak, witk an accent ratker rougk,
as
To poor Katinka: “ Spain ’s an islaud near
Her talents were of tke more silent class;
Morocco, betwixt Egypt and Tangier.”
L.
But ske rose up, and kiss’d the matron’s brow
Dud'u said notking, but sat down beside
Between tke eyes, and Lolak on botk cheeks,
Juanna, playiug with ker veil or kair;
Katinka too; and witk a gentle bow
And looking at ker stedfastly, she sigk’d,
(Curt’sies are neitker used by.Turks ñor
As if ske pitied ker for being tkere,
Greeks)
A pretty stranger, without friend or guide,
Ske took Juanna by tke kand to show
And all abask’d, too, at tke general stare
Their place of rest, and left to botk tkeir
Wkick welcomes kapless strangers in all
piques,
places,
Tke otliers pouting at tke matron’s preference
Witk kind remarks upon tkeir mien and Of Dudii, tkougk tkey held tkeir tongues
faces.
from deference.
XLV.
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“ Lucus à non lucendo,” n o t wkat was,
LI.
But wkat was n o t ; a sort of style tkat’s
grown
It was a spacious ckamber (Oda is
Extremely
common in tkis age, whose metal
Tke Turkisk title), and ranged round tke
Tke
devil
may decompose, but never settle:
wall
Were couckes, toilets—and much more tkan
LVL
tkis
I migkt describe, as I kave seen it all,
I think it may be of “ Corintliian Brass,”
"Whicli was a mixture of all metáis, but
But it suffiees—little was amiss;
Twas on tke whole a nobly furnisk’d liall, Tke brazen uppermost). Kind reader ! pass
Tkis long parenthesis: I could not skut
Witk all things ladies want, save one or two,
And even tkose ivere nearer tkan tkey knew. It sooner for tke soul of me, and class
My faults even witk your own! wkick
meanetk, Put
LH.
A kind construction upon tkem and me:
Dudu, as has been said, was a sweet creature, But th a t you won’t—tken don’t—I am not
Not very dasking, but extremely winning,
less free.
Witk tke most regulated charms of feature,
Wkich painters cannot catck like faces sinLvn .
ning
’Tis time we skould return to plain narAgainst proportion—tke wild strokes of ñaration,
ture
And tkus my narrative proceeds:—Dudu,
Wkick tkey kit off at once in the beginning, Witk every kindness short of ostentation,
Full of expression, rigkt or wrong, tkat strike,
Skow’d Juan, or Juanna, througk and
And pleasing, or unpleasing, still are like.
through
Tkis labyrintk of females, and eaeli station
l u í.
Described—wkat’s strange—in words ex
tremely few:
But ske was a soft landscape of mild earth,
Wkere all was karmony, and calm, and I kave but one simile, and tkat ’s a blunder,
For
wordless
woman, wkick is s ile n t tkunder.
quiet,
Luxuriant, budding; ckeerful without mirtk,
LYTII.
Wkick, if not happiness, is muck more
And next she gave her (I say her, because
nigk it
Tke gender still was epicene, at least
Tkan are your migkty passions and so fortk,
Wkick some cali “ tke sublime: ” I wisk In outward show, wkick is a saving clause)
An outline of tke customs of tke East,
tkey ’d try it:
I ’ve seen your stormy seas and stormy Witk all tkeir ckaste integrity of laws,
By wkick tke more a harem is inereased,
women,
The stricter doubtless grow tke vestal duties
And pity lovers ratker more tkan seamen.
Of any supernumerary keauties.

LTV.

LIX.
But ske was pensive more tkan melancholy,
And serious more than pensive, and serene, And tken ske gave Juanna a ckaste kiss:
Dudii was fond of kissing—wkick I ’m sure
It may be, more tkan eitker—not unkoly
Her tkougkts, at least till now, appear to Tkat nokody can ever take amiss,
Because ’tis pleasant, so tkat it be puré,
kave been.
Tke strangest tking was, beauteous, ske was jLnd between females means no more tkan
tkis—
wkolly
Tkat tkey kave notking ketter near, or
Unconscious, albeit tum’d of quick sevennewer.
teen,
That ske was fair, or dark, or sliort, or tall; “ Kiss” rliymes to “ bliss ” in fact as well as
verse—
Ske never thought about herself at all.
I wisk it never led to something worse.

LV.
And tkerefore was ske kind and gentle as
Tke Age of Gold (wken gold was yet unknown,
By wkich its nomenclatura carne to pass;
Tkus most appropriately has been skown

LX.
In perfect innocence ske tken unmade
Her toilet, wkick cost little, for ske was
A ckild of Nature carelessly array’d :
If fond of a chance ogle at ker glass,
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ïw a s like the fawn, wkick, in tke lake disLXV.
play’d,
Bekolds lier own sky, skadowy image pass, Many and beautiful lay tkose around,
Wken first ske starts, and tken returns to
Like flowers of different kue, and clime,
peep,
and root,
Admiring tkis new native of tke deep.
In some exòtic garden sometimes found,
Witk cost, and care, and warmtk, induced
to skoot.
LXI.
One witk ker auburn tresses ligktly bound,
And one by one her articles of dress
And fan- brows gently drooping, as tke
Were laid aside; but not before ske offer’d
fruit
Her aid to fair Jnanna, wkose excess
Of modesty declined tke assistance prof- Nods from tke tree, was slumbering witk
soft breatk,
fer’d :
Wkick pass’d well off—as ske could do no And lips apart, wkick skow’d tke pearls
beneatk.
less;
Tkougk by tkis politesse she ratker suffer’d,
LXVI.
Pricking ker fingers witk tkose cursed pins,
Wkick surely were invented for our sins,—
One witk ker flusk’d ckeek laid on ker wkite
arm,
And raven ringlets gatker’d in dark crowd
LXII.
Above ker brow, lay dreaming soft and
Making a woman like a porcupine,
warm;
Not to be raskly touck’d. But still more
And smiling tkrougk ker dream, as tkrougk
dread,
a cloud
Ok, ye! wkose fate it is, as once ’twas Tke moon breaks, kalf unveil’d eack furtker
inme,
ckarm,
In early youtk, to turn a lady’s maid;—
As, sliglitly stirring in ker snowy skroud,
I did my very boyish best to slïine
Her beauties seized tke unconscious kour of
I11 tricking ker out for a masquerade:
nigkt
Tke pins were placed sufficiently, but not
All baskfully to struggle into ligkt.
Stuck all exactly in tke proper spot.
LXVTI,

LXIII.
But tkese are foolisk tkings to all tke wise,
And I love wisdom more tkan ske loves
me;
My tendency is to pkilosopkise
On most tkings, from a tyrant to a tree ;
But still tke spouseless vh-gin K n o w le d g e
flies.
Wkat are we ? and wkence carne we ? wkat
sliall be
Our u ltim a te existence? wkat’s our present ?
Are qüestions answerless, and yet incessant.

Tkis is 110bull, althougk it sounds so; for
’T was nigkt, but tkere were lamps, as
katk been said.
A third’s all pallid aspect offer’d more
Tke traits of sleeping sorrow, and betray’d
Tkrougk tke keaved breast tke dream of
some far skore
Beloved and deplored; wliile slowly stray'd
(As nigkt-dew, 011 a cypress glittering, tinges
Tke black bougk) tear-drops tkrougk ker
eyes’ dark frmges.

LXTV.
Tkere was deep silence üi tke ekamber: dim
And distant from eack otker burn’d tke
ligkts,
And slumber kover’d o'er eack lovely limb
Of tke fair occupants: if tkere be sprites,
Tkey skould liave walk’d tkere in tkehsprightliest trim,
By way of ckange from tkeir sepulckral
sites,
And skown tkemselves as gkosts of better
taste
Tkan kaunting some oíd ruin or wild Waste.

A fourtli as marble, statue-like and still,
Lay in a breatkless, kusk’d, and stony
sleep;
Wkite, coid, and puré, as looks a frozen
rill,
Or the snow minaret on an Alpine steep,
Or Lot’s wife done in salt,—or wkat you
will;—
My similes are gatker’d in a keap,
So pick and ckoose—perkaps you’ll be
content
Witk a carved lady on a monument.

LXVIH.

Canto VI.]

© on ¿Juan,

LXIX.
And lo 1 a fiftk appears;—and wkat is ske ?
A lady of a “ certain age,” which means
Certainly aged—wkat ker years miglit be
I know not, never counting past tkeir
teens;
But tkere ske slept, not quite so fair to see,
As ere that awful period intervenes
Whicli lays botk men and women on tke skelf,
To meditate upon tkek- sins and self.
LXX.
But all tkis time kow slept, or dream’d,
Dudu ?
Witk striet inquiry I could ne’er discover,
And scorn to add a syllable untrue;
But ere the middle watck was liardly over„
Just wken tke fading lamps waned dim and
blue,
And pkantoms kover’d, or migkt seem to
kover,
To those who like tkeir company, about
Tke apartment, on a sudden ske scream’d
out:
LXXI.
And tkat so loudly, tkat upstarted all
The Oda, in a general commotion:
Matron and maids, and tkose wkom you may
call
Neitker, carne crowding like tke waves of
ocean,
One on tke otker, tbrougkout tke whole hall,
All trembling, wondering, witkout tke least
notion
More tkan I kave myself of wkat could make
Tke calm Dudk so turbulently wake.
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Not all tke clamour broke ker kappy state
Of slumber, ere tkey shook ker,—so tkey
say
At least,—and tken ske, too, unclosed her
eyes,
And yawned a good deal witk discreet
surprise.

LXXIV.
And now commenced a strict investigation,
Wkick, as all spoke at once, and more
tkan once
Conjecturing, wondering, asking a narration,
Alike migkt puzzle eitlier writ or dunce
To answer in a very elear oration.
Dudii liad never pass’d for wanting sense,
But being “ no orator as Brutus is,”
Could not at first expound wkat was amiss.

LXXV.
At lengtk ske said, that in a slumber sound
Ske dream’d a dream, of walking in a
wood—
A “ wood obscure,” like tkat wkere Dante
found
Himself in at tke age wken all grow good;
Life’s half-way kouse, wkere dames witk
vk'tue crown’d
Bun mucli less risk of lovers turning rude;
And tkat tkis wood was full of pleasant
fruits,
And trees of goodly growth and spreading
roots;

L xxvr.

And in tke midst a golden apple grew,'—
A most prodigious pippin—but it liung
Batker too higli and distant; that ske threw
Her glances on it, and tlien, longing, flung
Stones and wkatever she could pick up, to
Bring down tke fruit, wkick still perversely
LXXII.
clung
But wide awake ske was, and round ker bed, To its own bougk, and dangled yet in sigkt,
Witk floating draperies and witk flying But always at a most provoking heigkt;—
kair,
LXXVII.
Witk eager eyes, and light but liurried tread,
And bosoms, arms, and ankles glancing Tkat on a sudden, wken ske least liad kope,
It fell down of its own accord before
bare,
Her feet; tkat ker first movement was to stoop
And briglit as any meteor ever bred
And pick it up, and bite it to tke core;
By tke Nortk Pole,—tkey sought ker cause
Tkat just as ker young lip began to ope
of care,
Upon tke golden fruit tke visión bore,
For she seem’d agitated, flusk’d, and frigktA bee flew out, and stung ker to tke keart,
en’d,
And so—ske woke witk a great seream and
Her eye dilated, and ker colour keigkten’d.
start.
LXXIII.
LXXYIH.
But wkat is strange—and a strong proof kow All tkis ske told witk some confusión and
Dismay, tke usual consequence of dreams
great
Of tke unpleasant kind, witk none at hand
A blessing is sound sleep—Juanna lay
To expound tkeir vain and visionary
As fast as ever kusband by bis mate
gleams.
In holy matrimony snores away.
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I ’ve known some odd ones which seem’d A fond hallucination, and a tlieme
really plann’d
For laughter—but she felt her spirits lowv
Prophetically, or that which one deems
And begg’d they would excuse her; she’d get
A “ strange coincidence,” to nse a plirase
over
By which sucli things are settled now-a-days. This weakness in a few hours, and recover.
LXXIX.
The damsels, who had thoughts of some
great harm,
Began, as is tlie consequence of fear,
To scold a little at the false alarm
That brohe for íiothing 011tlietr sleeping ear.
The matron, too, was wroth to leave her
warm
Bed for the dream she had been obliged to
liear,
And chafed at poor Dudu, who only sígh’d,
And said, that she was sorry she had cried.
LXXX.
“ I ’ve heard of stories of a cock and bull;
But visions of an apple and a bee,
To take us from our natural rest, and pull
The whole Oda from their beds at half-past
three,
Would make us tliink the moon is at its full.
You surely are unwell, ehild 1 ve must see,
To-morrow, what his Highness’s physician
Will say to this kysteric of a visión.
LXXXI.
“ And poor Juanna, too, the child’s first
night
Within these walls, to be broke in upon
With sueh a clamour—I had tliouglit it right
That the young stranger should not lie
alone,
And, as the quietest of all, she miglit
With yon, Dudu, a good night’s rest have
known:
But now I must transfer her to the cliarge
Of Lolah—though her coueh is not so large.”

Lxxxn.

LXXXTV.
And here Juanna kindly interposed,
And said she felt herself extremely well
Where she then was, as her sound sleep
disclosed,
When all around rang like a tocsin bell;
She did not find herself the least disposed
To quit her gentle partner, and to dwell
Apart from one who liad no sin to show,
Save that of dreaming once “ mal à-propos.”
LXXXV.
As thus Juanna spoke, Dudii turn’d round
Andhid her face witliin Juanna’s breast:
Her neck alone was seen, but that was found
The colour of a budding rose’s crest.
I can’t teli wky she blush’d, nor can expound
The mystery of this rupture of their rest;
All that I know is, that the facts I state
Are true as truth has ever been of late.
IiXXXVI.
And so good night to them—or, if you will,
Good morrow—for the cock had crown,
and liglit
Began to clothe each Asiatic hill,
And the mosque crescent struggled into
sight
Of the long caravan, which in the chill
Of dewy dawn wound slowly round each
keiglit
That stretches to the stony belt, which girds
Asia, where Kaff looks down upon the Kurds.

LXXXVII.
Lolah’s eyes sparkled at the proposition;
With the first ray, or rather grey of morn,
But poor Dudii, with large drops in her own,
Gulbeyaz rose from restlessness; and palé
Kesulting from the scolding or the visión,
As Passion rises, with its bosom worn,
Implored that present pardon might be
Array’d herself with mantle, gem, and veil.
shown
The nightingale that sings with the deep
For this first fault, and that on no condition
thorn,
(She added in a soft and piteous tone)
Which fable places in her breast of wail,
Juanna should be taken from her, and
Is ligkter far of keart and voice tlian those
Her future dreams should be all kept in kand. Wliose headlong passions form their proper
woes.
LXXXIII.
Lxxxvnx
She promised never more to have a dream,
At least to dream so loudly as just now;
And that’s the moral of this composition,
She wonder’d at herself how she could
If people wrould but see its real drift
scream~But th a t they will not do without suspicion,
’T ivas foolish, nervous, as she must allow,
Because all gentle readers have the gift
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Of closing ’gainst the light their orbs of I A dreadful impulse to each loud meander
Of murmuring Liberty’s vide waves, which
visión
blend
While gentle writers also love to lift
Their voices ’gainst each other, which is Their roar even with the Baltic’s—so you be
Your father’s son, ’t is quite enough for me.
natural,
The numbers are too great for them to
XCIV.
flatter all.
To cali men love-begotten, or proclaim
LXXXIX.
Their mothers as the antipodes of Timon,
That liater of mankind, would be a shame,
Bose the sultana from a bed of splendour,
A libel, or whate’er you please to rkyme on :
Softer than the soft Sybarite’s, who cried
But people’s ancestors are history’s game;
Aloud because his feelings were too tender
And if one lady’s slip could leave a crime
To brook a rufiled rose-leaf by his side,—
on
So beautiful that art could little mend her,
Though palé with conflicts between love All generations, I should like to know
What pedigree the best would have to show ?
and pride;
So agitated was she with her error,
XCV.
She did not even look into the mirror.
Had Catherine and the sultán understood
Their own true interests, which kings
XC.
rarely know,
Also aróse about the self-same time,
Until ’t is taught by lessons rather rude,
Perkaps a little later, her great lord,
There was a way to end their strife,
Master of tliirty kingdoms so sublime,
although
And of a wife by whom he was abhorr’d ;
Perkaps precarious, had they but thought
A thing of much less import in that clime—
good,
At least to those of incomes which afford
Without the aid of prince or plempo:
The filling up their -whole connubial cargo—
She to dismiss her guards and he his harem,
Than where two wives are under au embargo.
And for their other matters, meet and
skare ’em.
XCI.
XCVI.
He did not think much on the matter, nor
But as it was, his Highness had to hold
Indeed on any other: as a man
His daily council upon ways and means
He liked to have a handsome paramour
How to encounter wúth this martial scold,
At liand, as one may like to have a fan,
This modern Amazon and queen of queans;
And therefore of Circassians had good store,
And tlie perplexity could not be told
As an amusement after the Diván;
Of all the pillars of the state, which leans
Though an unusual fit of love, or duty,
Had made him lately bask in his bride’s Sometimes a little heavy on the backs
Of those who cannot lay on a new tax.
beauty.
XCH.
XCVH.
And now he rose; and after due ablutions
Meantime Gulbeyaz, when her king was
Exacted by the customs of the East,
gone,
And prayers and other pious evolutions,
Betired into her boudoir, a sweet place
He drank six cups of coffee at the least,
For love or breakfast; private, pleasing, lone,
And then withdrew to hear about the
And rick with all contrivances which grace
Bussians,
Those gay recesses:—many a precious stone
Whose victòries had recently increased
Sparkled along its roof, and many a vase
In Catherine’sreign,whomglory still adores, Of porcelain held in the fetter’d flowers
As greatest of all sovereigns and w-----s.
Those captive soothers of a captive’s hours.
XCHI.
But oh, tliou grand legitímate Alexander!
Her son’s son, let not this last pirrase
offend
Tkine ear, if it should reach—and now
rhymes wander
Almost as far as Petersburgh, and lend

xcvm.
Mother of pearl, and porphyry, and marble,
Vied with each other 011 this costly spot;
And singing birds without were heard to
warble;
And the stain’d glass which lighted this
fair grot
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Varied each ray;—but all descriptions garble
The true effect, and so we liad better not
Be too minute; an outline is the best,—
A lively reader’s fancy does tbe rest.

[Canto v i .

CIH.
The chief dame of the Oda, upon whom
The discipline of the whole harem bore,
As soon as they reSnter’d their own room,
XCIX.
For Baba’s function stopt short at the
door,
And liere sbe summon’d Baba, and required
Had settled all; ñor could he then presume
Don Juan at bis hands, and information
(The aforesaid Baba) just then to do more,
Of what liad pass’d since all tbe slaves reWithout exciting such suspicion as
tired,
And ivhether he had occupied tlieir station: Might make the matter still worse than it
was.
If matters liad been managed as desired,
And bis disguise witli due consideration
CIV.
Eept up; and above all, the wliere and bow
He had pass’d the night, was what she He hoped, indeed he thought, he could be
sure,
wish’d to know.
Juan had not betray’d himself; in fact
C.
’Twas certain that his conduct had been
puré,
Baba, with some embarrassment, replied
Because a foolish or imprudent act
To this long catechism of qüestions, ask’d
More easily than answer’d,—that he had Would not alone have made him insecure,
But ended in his being found out and
tried
sack'd,
His best to obey in wliat he had been
And
thrown into the sea.—Thus Baba spoké
task’d ;
But there seem’d sometliing that he wish’d Of all save Dudii’s dream, which was 110joke.
to bidé,
CV.
Which hesitation more betray’d than
mask’d ;
This he discreetly kept in the back ground,
He scratch’d his ear, the infallible resource
And talk’d away—and might have talk’d
till now,
To which embarrass’d people have recourse.
For any furtlier answer that he found,
CI.
So deep an anguish wrung Gulbeyaz
brow:
Gulbeyaz was 110model of true patienee,
Her
cheek turn’d asiles, ears rung, brain
Ñor much disposed to ivait in word or
whirl’d round,
deed;
As if she had received a sudden blow,
She liked quick answers in all eonversations;
And when she saw him stumbling like a And the heart’s dew of pain sprang fast and
cliilly
steed
In his replies, she puzzled him for fresli O'er her fair front, like Morning’s 011 a lily.
ones;
cvi.
And as his speech grew still more brokenkneed,
Altliough she was not of the fainting sort,
Her cheek began to flusli, her eyes to sparkle,
Baba thought she would faint, but there he
And her proud broiv’s blue veins to swell
err’d—
and darkle.
It was but a convulsión, which tliough short
Can
never be described; we all have
CH.
heard,
Wlien Baba saw these symptoms, which he
And some of us have felt tlius “ a l l a m o r t,"
knew
When tliings beyond the eommon have
To bode him no great good, he deprecated
occurr’d ;—
Her anger, and beseech’d slie ’d liear him
Gulbeyaz proved in that brief agony
through—
What she could ne’er express—then how
He could not help the thing which he reshould I?
lated:
Then out it carne at lengtli, that to Dudh
CVII.
Juan was given in charge, as hath been She stood a moment as a Pythoness
stated;
Stands on her tripod, agonised, and full
But not by Baba's fault, he said, and swore Of inspiration gather’d from distress,
on
When all the heart-strings like wild horses
The holy camel’s hump, besides the Koran.
pulí
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The heart asunder;—then, as more or less
Their speed abated or their strength grew
dull,
She suiik down 011her seat by slow degrees,
And bow’d her throbbing head o’er trembling
knees.
CVHI.
Her face declined and was unseen; her liair
Feli in long tresses like the weeping willow,
Sweeping the maride underneath her chair,
Or ratlier sofá (for it was all pillow,
A low, soft ottomau), and black despair
Stirr’d up and down her bosoin like a
billow,
Which ruslies to some shore whose sliingles
clieck
Its fartlier course, but must receive its wreck.
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CXII.
Gulbeyaz stopp’d and beckon’d Baba:—
“ Slave!
Bring the two slaves! ” she said in a low
tone,
But one which Baba did not like to brave,
And yet he shudder’d, and seem’d ratlier
prone
To prove reluctant, and begg'd leave to crave
(Tliough he well knew tne meaning) to be
shown
What slaves her highness wish’d to indicate,
For fear of any error, like the late.
CXHI.
“ The Georgian and her paramour,” replied
The imperial bride—and added, “ Let the
boat
Be ready by the secret portal's side:
You know the rest.” The words stuck in
her throat,
Despite her injured love and fiery pride;
And of this Baba willingly took note,
And begg’d by every han- of Maliomet’s beard,
She would revoke the order he had heard.

CIX.
Her head hung down, and her long hair in
stooping
Conceal’d her features better than a veil;
And one hand o’er the ottoman lay drooping,
Wliite, waxen, and as alabaster pale:
Would that I were a painter! to be grouping
CXIV.
All that a poet drags into detail!
“ To liear is to obey," he said; “ but still,
Oh that my words were colours! but their
Sultana, tliink upon the consequence:
tints
It is not that I sliall not all fulfil
May serve perhaps as outlines or slight hints.
Your orders, even in their severest sense;
But such precipitation may end ill,
Even at your own imperative expense:
CX.
I do not mean destruction and exposure,
Baba, wlio knew by experience when to talle In case of any premature disclosure;
And when to hold his tongue, now held it
CXV.
till
This passion might blow o’er, ñor dared to “ But your own feelings. Even should all
balk
the rest
Gulbeyaz’ taciturn or speaking will.
Be liidden by the rolling waves, which hide
At lengtli she rose up, and began to walk
Already many a once love-beaten breast
Slowly along the room, but silent still,
Deep in the caverns of the deadly tide—
And her brow clear’d, but not her troubled You love this boyisli, new, seraglio guest,
eye;
And if this violent remedy be tried—
The wind was down but still the sea ran Excuse my freedom, when I liere assure you,
liigh.
That killing him is not the way to cure you.”
CXI.
CXVI.
She stopp’d, and raised her head to speak— “ What dost tliou know of love or feeling !—
Wretch!
but paused,
Begone!” she cried, with kindling eyes—
And then moved on again with rapid pace;
“ and do
Then slacken’d it, which is the mareh most
My bidding I ” Baba vanisli’d, for to stretch
caused
His own remonstrance furtlier lie well knew
By deep emotion :—you may sometimes
Might end in acting as his own “ Jack Ketcli;”
trace
And thougli he wish’d extremely to get
A feeliug in each footstep, as disclosed
through
By Sallust in his Catiliue, who, chased
This awkward business without harm to
By all the demons of all passions, show’d
others,
Their work even by the way in which he
He still preferr’d his own neck to another’s.
trode.
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CXVII.
Away he went then upon his commission,
Growling antl grumbling in good Turkish
plirase
Against all women of whate’er condition,
Especially sultanas and their ways;
Their obstinacy, pride, and indecisión,
Their never knowing their own mind two
days,
The trouble that they gave, their immorality,
Which made him daily bless his own neu
trality.
CXVIII.
And then he call’d his brethren to his aid,
And sent one on a summons to the pair,
That they must instantly be well array’d,
And aboye all be eomb’d even to a han-,
And bronght before the empress, who had
nlade
Inquines after tliem witli kindest care :
At which Dudu look’d strange, and Juan
silly;
But go they must at once, and will I—nill I.

[Canto VII.

Chin, and chain’d to coid earth, we lift on
high
Our eyes in search of either lovely light;
A thousand and a thousand colours they
Assume, then leave us on our freezing way.
II.
And such as they are, such my present
tale is,
A nondescript and ever-varying rhyme,
A versified Aurora Borealis,
Which flashes o’er a waste and icy clime.
When we know what all are, we must
bewail us,
But ne’ertheless I hope it is no crime
To laugh at a ll things—for I wish to know
W h a t, after a ll, are a ll things—but a show ?
III.
They accuse me—M e —the present writer of
The present poem—of—I know not what—
A tendency to under-rate and scoff
At human power and virtue, and all that;
And this they say in language rather rough.
Good God! I wonder what they would
be at!
I say no more than hath been said in Dante’s
Verse, and by Solomon and by Cervantes;

CXIX.
And here I leave them at their preparation
For the imperial presence, whereiu whether
Gulbeyaz show’d them both eommiseration,
Or got rid of the parties altogether,
IV.
Like other angry ladies of her nation,—
Are things the turning of a hair or feather By Swift, by Machiavel, by Roehefoucault,
By Fénélon, by Luther, and by Plato;
May settle; but far be’t from me to antici
By Tillotson, and Wesley, and Rousseau,
pate
Who knew this life was not worth a potato.
In what way feminine caprice may dissipate.
’Tis not their fault, ñor mine, if this he so,—
CXX.
For my part, I pretend not to be Cato,
I leave them for the present witli good Nor even Diogenes.—We live and die,
But which is best, you know no more than I.
wishes,
Though doubts of their well doing, to
V.
arrange
Socrates said, our only knowledge was
Another part of history; for the dishes
“ To know that nothing could be known; ”
Of this our banquet we must sometimes
a pleasant
ehange;
Science
enough, which levels to an ass
And trusting Juan may escape the fishes,
Each man of wisdom, future, past, or
Although his situation now seems strange,
present.
And scarce secure, as such digressions are
fair,
Newton (that proverb of the mind), alas !
Declared, witli all his grand discoveries
The Muse will take a little touch at warfare.
recent,
That he. kimself felt only “ like a youth
Picking up shells by the great ocean—Truth.”

Canto the Seventh.

VI.
I.
Ecclesiastes said, “ that all is vanity ”—
O L o v e ! O Glory ! what are you who ily
Most modern preachers say the same, or
Around us eyer, rarely to alight ?
show it
There ’s not a meteor in the Polar sky
By their examples of true Christianity:
Of such transcendent and more fleeting
In short, all know, or very soon may know
flight.
it;
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And in tliis scene of all-confess’d inanity,
By saint, by sage, by preaeher, and by
poet,
Must I restrain me, through the fear of
strife,
From holding up the nothingness of life ?
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XI.
This circumstance may serve to give a notion
Of the high talents of this new Vauban:
But the town ditch below was deep as ocean,
The rampart higher than you’d wish to
hang:
But then there was a great want of precaution
VII.
(Prithee, excuse this engineering slang),
Dogs, or men 1—for I flatter you in saying
Ñor work advanced, ñor cover’d way was
That ye are dogs—your betters far—ye
there,
may
To hint at least “ Here is no thorouglifare.”
Read, or read not, what I am now essaying
XII.
To show ye what ye are in every way.
As little as the moon stops for the baying
But a stone bastión, witli a narrow gorge,
Of wolves, will the bright Muse withdraw
And walls as tliick as most skulls born as
one ray
yet;
_
From out her skies—then howl your idle Two batteries, cap-á-pie, as our St. George^
wrath!
Casemated one, and t’ other “ a barbette,
While she still silvers o'er your gloomy path. Of Danube’s bank took formidable cliarge;
While two-and-twenty cannon duly set
Rose over the town’s right side, in bristling
VIII.
tier,
“ Fierce loves and faitliless wars ' —I am not Forty feet high, upon a cavalier.
sure
XIII.
If this be the right reading—’tis no
But from the river the town ’s open quite,
matter;
The fact’s about the same, I am secure;
Because the Turks could never be per
I sing them both, and am about to batter
suaded
A town which did a famous siege endure,
A Russian vessel e’er would lieave in sight;
And was beleaguer’d both by land and
And such their creed was till they were
water
invaded,
By Souvaroff, or Anglicà Suwarrow,
When it grew rather late to set things right:
Who loved hlood as an alderman loves
But as the Danube could not well be
marrow.
waded,
They look’d upon the Muscovite flotilla,
IX.
And only shouted, “ Allah ! ” and “ Bis
Millah! ”
The fortress is call’d Ismail, and is placed
Upon the Danube’s left branch and left
XIV.
bank,
The Russians n o v r were ready to attack;
With buildings in the Oriental taste,
But oh, ye goddesses of war and glory!
But still a fortress of the foremost rank,
How shall I spell the ñame of each Cossacque
Or was at least, unless ’tis since defaced,
Who were immortal, could one tell their
Which with your conquerors is a common
story ?
prank:
Alas! what to their memory can lack ?
It stands some eiglity versts from the high
Achilles’ self was not more grim and gory
sea,
Than tliousands of this new and polisli’d
And measures round of toises tliousands
nation,
three.
Whose ñames want nothing but—pronunciation.
X.
XV.
Within the extent of this fortification
Still I I I record a few, if but to increase
A borough is comprised along the lieight
Our euphony: there was Strongenoíf, and
Upon the left, which from its loftier station
Strokonoif,
Commands the city, and upon its site
Meknop, Serge Low, Arsniew of modern
A Greek had raised around tliis elevation
Greece,
A quantity of palisades a p ríg h t,
And Tschitsshakoff, and Roguenofi, and
So placed as to im p ed e the fire of those
Chokenoff,
Who held the place, and to assist the foe’s.
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And others o£ twelve consonants apiece;
And more miglit be found out, if I could
poke enougli
Into gazettes; but Farne (capricious strumpet),
It seems, has got an ear as well as trumpet,

[Canto VII.

XX.
The rest were Jacks and Gills and Wills and
Bilis,
But wken l ’ve added that the eider Jack
Smith
Was born in Cumberland among the hills,
And that bis father was an honest blackXVI.
smitli,
And cannot tune tbose discords of narration,
l ’ve said all / know of a name that fills
Which may be ñames at Moscow, into
Three lines of the despatch in taking
rhyme;
“ Schmacksmitli,”
Yet tliere were several wortb commemoraA village of Moldavia’s waste, wherein
tion,
He fell, immortal in a bulletin.
As e’er was virgin of a nuptial chime;
Soft words, too, fitted for the peroration
XXI.
Of Londonderry drawling against time,
I wonder (although Mars no doubt’s a god I
Ending in “ ischskin,” “ ousckin,” “ iffskchy,”
Praise) if a man’s ñame in a b u lle tin
“ ouski,”
May make up for a b u llet i n his body ?
Of wliom we can insert but Kousamouski,
I hope this little question is no sin,
Because, though I am but a simple noddy,
XVII.
I think one Shakspeare puts the same
Scherematoff and Chrematoff, Koklophti,
thought in
Koclobski, Kourakin, and Mouskin Pouskin, The moutli of some one in his plays so doting,
All proper men of weapons, as e’er scoff’d Which many people pass for wits by quoting.
high
Against a foe, or ran a sabre through skin:
XXII.
Little cared tkey for Mahomet or Mufti,
Then there were Frenchmen, gallant, young,
Unless to make their kettle-drums a new
and gay;
skin
But I ’m too great a patriot to record
Out of their hides, if parchment had grown Their Gallic ñames upon a glorious day;
dear,
I ’d rather teli ten lles than say a word
And no more kandy substitute been near.
Of truth;—such truths are treason; they
betray
XVIII.
Their country; and as traitors are abTken there were foreigners of mucli renown,
horr’d,
Of rarious nations, and all volunteers ;
Who name the French in English, save to
Not fighting for their country or its crown,
show
But wishing to be one day brigadiers;
How Peace should make John Bull the
Also to kave the sacking of a town;
Frenchman’s foe.
A pleasant thing to young men at their
years.
xxm.
’Mongst them were several Engliskmen of The Bussians, having built two batteries on
pith,
An isle near Ismail, had two ends in view;
Sixteen call’d Thomson, and nineteen named The first was to bombard it, and knock down
Smith.
The públic buildings and the private too,
No matter what poor souls might be undone.
XIX.
The city’s shape suggested this, ’tis true;
Jack Thomson and Bill Thomson;—all the Form’d like an amphitheatre, each dwelling
rest
Presented a fine mark to throw a shell in.
Had been call’d “ Jemmy,” after the great
bard;
XXIV.
I don’t know whether tliey had arms or crest, The second object was to profit by
But such a godfather’s as good a card.
The moment of the general consternation,
Three of the Smitks were Peters; but the To attack the Turk’s flotilla, which lay nigh,
best
Extremely tranquil, anchor’d at its station:
Amongst them all, hard blows to inflict or But a third motive was as probably
ward,
To frighten them into capitulation:
Was he, since so renown’d “ in country A phantasy which sometimes seizes warriors,
quarters
Unless they are game as bull-dogs and foxAt Halifax;” but now he served the Tartars.
terriers.
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XXV.
A habit rather blameable, which is
That of despising tbose we combat with,
Common in many cases, was in this
The cause of killing Tchitchitzkoff and
Smith;
One of the valorous “ Smiths” whom we
shall miss
Out of those nineteen who late rhymed to
“ pith; ”
But ’tis a name so spread o’er “ Sir” and
“ Madam,”
That one would think the first who bore it
“ Adam.”
XXVI.
The Bussian batteries were incomplete,
Because they were constructed in a hurry;
Tlius the same cause which makes a verse
want feet,
And throws a cloud o’er Longman and
John Murray,
When the sale of new books is not so fleet
As they who print them think is necessary,
May likewise put off for a time what story
Sometimes calis “ murder,” and at others
“ glory.”
XXVII.
Whether it was their engineer’s stupidity,
Their haste, or waste, I neither know Bol
eare,
Or some contractor’s personal cupidity,
Saving his soul by cheating in the ware
Of homicide, but there was no solidity
In the new batteries ereeted there;
They either miss’d, or they were never miss’d,
And added greatly to the missing list-
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For six hours bore they without intermission
The Turkish fire, and, aided by their own
Land batteries, work’d their guns with great
precisión;
At length they found mere cannonade alone
By no means would produce the town’s submission,
And made a signal to retreat at one.
One bark blew up, a second near the works
Bunning aground, ivas taken by the Turks.
XXXI
The Moslem, too, had lost both ships and
men;
But when they saw the enemy retire,
Their Delhis manu’d some boats, and sail'd
again,
And gall’d the Bussians with a lieavy fire,
And tried to make a landing on the main;
But here the effect fell short of their desire:
Count Damas drove them back into the water
Pell-mell, and with a whole gazette of
slaughter.
XXXII.
“ I f ” (says the historian here) “ I could re
port
All that the Bussians did upon this day,
I think that several volumes would fall
short,
And I should still llave many things to
say;”
And so he says no more—but pays his_ court
To some distiuguish’d strangers in that
fray;
The Prince de Digne, and Langeron, and
Damas,
Ñames great as any that the roll of Fame lias.

XXVIII.
A sad miscalculation about distance
Made all their naval matters incorreet;
Three ftreships lost their amiable existence
X X X III.
Before they reacli’d a spot to take effect;
The match was lit too soon, and no assistance
This being the case, may show us what
Could remedy this lubberly defect;
Fame i s :
They blew up in the middle of the river,
For out of these three “ p re u x C h e v a lie rs ,”
Wkile, though ’twas dawn, the Turks slept
how
fast as ever.
Many of common readers give a guess
XXIX.
That such existed? (and they may live
now
At seven they rose, however, and survey’d
For
aught we know.) Benown’s all hit or
The Buss flotilla getting under way;
miss;
’Twas nine, when still advancingundismay’d,
There’s fortune even in fame, we must
Witbin a cable’s length their vessels lay
allow.
Off Ismail, and commenced a cannonade,
Which was return’d with interest, I may ’Tis true, the Memoirs of the Prince de
Ligue
say,
Have half withdrawn from h im oblivion’s
And by a fire of musketry and grape,
aereen.
And shells and shot of every size and shape.
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xxxrv.
But liere are men who fought in gallant
actions
As gallantly as ever heroes fought,
But buried iii the heap of such transaetions
Their ñames are rarely found, nor often
sought.
Thus even good fame may suffer sad contractions,
And is extinguish’d sooner tlian she ouglit:
Of all our modern battles, I will bet
You can’t repeat nine ñames from each
Gazette.
XXXV.
In short, this last attack, though ricií in glory,
Skow’d that som ew here, somehow, there was
a fault,
And Admiral Bibas (known in Bussian story)
Most strongly recommended an assault;
In which he was opposed by young and
hoary,
Which made a long debate; but I must
halt,
For if I wrote down every warrior’s speech,
I doubt few readers e’er would mount the
breach.

[Canto VII.

XXXIX.
But on the thirteenth, when already part
Of the troops were embark’d, the siege to
raise,
A courier on the spur inspired new heart
Into all panters for newspaper praise,
As well as dilettanti in war’s art,
By his despatches couch’d in pithy phrase;
Announcing the appointment of that íbver of
Battles to the command, Field-Marshal Souvaroff.
XL.
The letter of the prince to the same marshal
Was worthy of a Spartan, had the cause
Been one to which a good heart could be
partia!—
Defence of freedom, country, or of laws;
But as it was mere lust of power to o’er-arch
all
With its proud brow, it mèrits slight
applause,
Saye for its style, which said, all in a trice,
“ You will take Ismail at whatever price.”

XLI.
“ Let there be light! ” said God, “ and there
XXXVI.
was light! ”
“ Let there be bloodl” says man, and
There was a man, if that he was a man,
there’s
a sea!
Not that his manhood could be eall’d in
The fiat of this spoil’d child of the Night
question,
(For Day ne’er saw his mèrits) could decree
For had he not been Hercules, his span
Had been as short in youth as indigestión More evil in an liour, than thirty bright
Summèrs could renovate, though they
Made his lastillness, when, allworn and wan,
should be
He died beneath a tree, as mucli unblest on
The soil of the green province he had wasted, Lovely as those which ripen’d Eden’s fruit;
For war cuts up not only branch, but root.
As e’er was locust on the land it blasted.
XXXVH.
This was Potemkin—a great thing in days
When homicide and harlotry made great;
If stars and titles could entail long praise,
His glory might half equal his estáte.
This fellow, being six foot high, could raise
A kind of phantasy proportionate
In the then sovereigu of the Bussian people,
Who measured men as you would do a steeple.

x xxvm .
Wliile tliings were in abeyance, Eibas sent
A courier to the prince, and he succeeded
In ordering matters after his own bent ;
I cannot teli the way in which he pleaded,
But shortly he had cause to be content.
In the mean time the batteries proceeded,
And fourscore cannon on the Danube’s border
Were briskly fired and answer’d in due order.

XLH.
Our friends, the Turks, who with loud “ Allahs ” now
Began to signalise the Buss retreat,
Were damnably mistaken; few are slow
In thinking that theh* enemy is beat,
(Or heaten, if you insist on grammar, though
I never think about it in a heat,)
But here I say the Turks were rnuch mis
taken,
Who liating hogs, yet wish’d to save their
bacon.
XLIH.
For, on the sixteenth, at full galiop, drew
In siglit two horsemen, who were deem’d
Cossacques
For some time, till they carne in nearer
view.
They had but little baggage at their backs,
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For there were but three shirts between the
XLVHI.
two;
But on they rode upon two Ukraine hacks, ’Tis thus the spirit of a single mind
Till, in approaching, were at length descried
Makes that of multitudes take one direction,
In this plain pair, Suwarrow and his guide.
As roll the wàters to the breathing wind,
Or roams the herd beneath the bull’s protection;
XLIV.
Or as a little dog will lead the blind,
“ Great joy to London now i” says some
Or a bell-wether form the flock’s connexion
great fool,
By tinkling sounds, when they go forth to
When London had a grand illumination,
vietual;
Which to that bottle-conjuror, John Bull,
Such is the sway of your great men o’er little.
Is of all dreams the first haliueination;
So that the streets of colour’d lamps are full,
XLIX.
That sage (s a id John) surrenders at discretion
The whole camp rung with joy; you would
His purse, his soul, his sense, and even his
have thouglit
nonsense,
That they were going to a marriage feast
To gratify, like a huge moth, this one sense.
(This metaphor, I think, holds good as aught,
Since there is discord after both at least):
There was not now a luggage boy but sought
XLV.
Danger and spoil with ardour much increased;
’Tis strange that he should further “ Damn
And
why ? because a little—odd—oíd man,
his eyes,”
For they are damn’d ; that once all-famous Stript to his shirt, was come to lead the van.
oath
Is to the devil now no further prize,
L.
Since John has lately lost the use of both.
But so it was; and every preparation
Debt he calls wealth, and taxes Paradise;
Was made with all alacrity: the first
And Famine, with her gaunt and bony
Detachment of three columns took its station,
growth,
And waited but the signal’s voice to burst
Which stare him in the face, he won’t
Upon the foe: the second’s ordination
examine,
Was also in three columns, with a thirst
Or swears that Ceres hath begotten Famine.
For glory gaping o’er a sea of slaughter;
The third, in columns two, attack’d by water.
XLYÍ.
LI.
But to the t a l e gi'fiftt joy unto the camp !
To Bussian, Tàrtar, English, French, Cos- New batteries were ereeted, and washeld
A general eouncil, in which unanimity,
sacque,
O'er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas lamp, That stranger to most councils, liere prevail’d,.
Presaging a most luminous attack;
As sometimes kappens in a gi-eat extremity And every difficulty being dispell’d,
Or like a wisp along the marsh so damp,
Which leads beholders on a boggy walk,
Glory began to dawn with due sublimity,
While Souvaroff, determined to- obtain it,
He flitted to and fro a dancing light,
Which all who saw it follow’d, wrong or Was teaching his recruits to use the bayonet.
right.

xLvn.

LH.

It is an actual fact, that he, commander
But certes matters took a different face;
In chief, in proper person deign’d to drill
There was enthusiasm and muck applause,
The fleet and camp saluted with great grace, The awkward squad, and could afford to
squander
And all presaged good fortune to their
His time, a corporal’s duty to fulfil;
cause.
Just as you ’d break a sucking salamander
Within a cannon-shot length of the place
To swallow flame, and never take it ill:
They drew, constructed ladders, repair'd
He
show’d them how to mount a ladder
flaws
(which
In former works, made new, prepared fascines,
Was not like Jacob’s) or to cross a ditcli.
And all kinds of benevolent machines.
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Also he dress’d up, for the nonce, fascines
Like men with turbans, scimitars, and
dirks,
And made them cliarge witli bayonet these
machines,
By way of lesson against actual Turks ;
And when well practised in these mimic
scenes,
He judged them proper to assail the works;
At which your ivise men sneer’d in phrases
lvitty:
He made no answer; but he took the city.

[Canto VII.

LVH.
Whereon immediately at his request
They brought him and his comrades to
head-quarters;
Their dress was Moslem, but you might have
guess:d
That these ivere merely masquerading
Tartars,
And that beneath each Turkish-fashion'd vest
Lurk’d Christianity; ivhich sometimes
barters
Her inivard grace for outivard show, and makes
It diffieult to shun some strange mistakes.

LYIH.
Suwarrow, who was standing in his shirt
Before a company of Calmucks, drilling,
Most things ivere in this posture on the eve
Of the assault, and all the camp ivas in
Exclaiming, fooling, swearing at the inert,
And lecturing on the noble art of killing,—
A stern repose; which you woukl scarce
conceive;
For deeming human clay but common dirt,
This great philosopher ivas thus instilling
Yet men resolved to dash through thick
His maxims, which to martial comprehension
and thin
Are very silent when they once believe
Proved death in battle equal to a pensión;—
That all is settled:—there ivas little din,
LIX.
For some ivere thinking of their horne and
friends,
Suwarrow, when he saw this company
Of Cossacques and their prey, turn’d round
And others of tliemselves and latter ends.
and cast
Upon
themhis slow broiv and piercing eye: —
LV.
“ Wheuce come ye?”—“ From ConstantiSuwarrow chiefly ivas on the alert,
nople last,
Surveying, drilling, ordering, jesting, pon- Captives just now escaped,” was the reply.
dering,
“ Wliat are ye ?”—“ What you see us.”
For the man was, ive safely may assert,
Briefly pass’d
A thing to lvonder at beyond most won- This dialogue ; for he who ansiver’d kneiv
dering;
To whom he spoke, andmade his words but few.
Hero, buffoon, half-demon, and half-dirt,
LX.
Praying, instructing, desolating, plunder“ Your ñames
“ Mine ’s Johnson, and my
i»g;
Now Mars, noiv Momus ,■ and when bent to
comrade ’s Juan;
storm
The other tivo are women, and the third
A fortress, Harlequin in uniform.
Is neither man nor woman.’’ The chief
threiv on
The party a slight glance, then said, “ I
LVI.
have heard
The day before the assault, while upon drill— Y o u r name before, the second is a new one:
For this great conqueror play’d the cor
To bring the other three here was absurd :
poral—
But let that pass :—I think I have heard your
Some Cossacques, hovering like hawks round
name
a hili,
In the Nikolaiew regiment ?”—“ The same.”
Had met a party towards the twilight’s
fall,
LXI.
One of wliom spoke their tongue—or well “ You served at Widdin ? ”—“ Yes.”—“ You
or ili,
led the attack ?”
’Twas much that he was understood at all;
“ Idid.”—“ What next ?”—“ I really hardly
But whether from his voice, or speech, or
knoiv.”
manner,
“ You were the first i ’the breach ?”—“ I was
They found that he had fought beneath their
not slack
banner.
At least to follow those who might be so.”
LIV.
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“ What follow’d?”—“ A shot laid me on my
back,
And I became a prisoner to the foe.”
“ You shall have vengeance, for the town
surrounded
Is twice as strong as that where you ivere
ivounded.
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LXVI.
“ Bight! I was busy, and forgot. Why, you
Will join your former regiment, ivhich
should be
Now under arms. H o ! Katskoff, take him
to—
(Here lie call’d up a Polish orderly)
His post, I mean the regiment Nikolaiew:
The stranger stripling may remain with
me;
He’s a fine boy. The women may be sent
To the other baggage, or to the sick tent.”

LXH.
“ Where will you serve?”—“ Where’er you
please."—“ I know
You like to be the hope of the forlorn,
And doubtless would be foremost on the foe
After the hardships you ’ve already horne.
And this young felloiv—say what can he do ?
LXVII.
He with the beardless chin and garments But here a sort of scene began to ensue:
torn?”
The ladies,—who by no means had been
“ Why, general, if he hatli no greater fault
bred
In ivar than love, he had better lead the To be disposed of in a way so new,
assault.”
Altliough their harem education led
Doubtless to that of doctrines the most true,
Lxin.
Passive obedience,—now raised up the
head,
“He shall if that he dare.” Here Juan
With flashing eyes and starting tears, and
bow’d
Loiv as the compliment deserved. Su
flung,
warrow
Their arms, as heus their ivings about their
Continued: “ Your old regiment’s allow’d,
young,
By special providence, to lead to-morrow,
LXVIII.
Or it may be to-night, the assault: I have
0 ’er the promoted couple of brave men
voiv’d
Who were thus honour’d by the greatest
To several saints, that shortly plough or
chief
harrow
That
ever peopled hell ivith heroes slain,
Shall pass o’er what was Ismail, and its tusk
Or plunged a province or a realm in grief.
Be unimpeded by the proudest mosque.
Oh, foolish mortals ! Always taught in vain !
Oh, glorious laurei! since for one sole leaf
Of thine imaginary deathless tree,
LXIY.
“ So now, my lads, for gloryl”—Here he Of blood and tears must ilow the unebbing
sea.
turn’d
And drill’d away in the most elassic Bussiau,
Until each high, heroic bosom burn’d
For cash and conquest, as if from a cdshion
A preacher had held forth (ivlio nobly spurn’d
All earthly goods save tithes) and bade
them push on
To slay the Pagans who resisted, battering
The armies of the Christian Empress Cathe
rine.
LXV.
Johnson, who kneiv by this long colloquy
Himself a favourite, ventured to address
Suwarrow, though engaged with accents high
In his resumed amusement. “ I confess
My debt in being thus allow’d to die
Among the foremost; but if you ’d express
Explicitly our several posts, my friend
And self would know what duty to attend.”

LXIX.
Suwarrow, who had small regard for tears,
And not much sympathy for blood, survey’d
The women with their hair about their ears
And natural agonies, ivith a slight shade
Of feeling: for hoivever habit sears
Men’s hearts against whole millions, when
their trade
Is butchery, sometimes a single sorrow
Will touch even heroes—and such ivas
Suwarrow.
LXX.
He said,—and in the kindest Calmuck tone,—
“ Why, Johnson, what the devii' do you
mean
By bringing women here ? They shall be
shoivn
All the attention possible, and seen
B b
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In safety to tlie waggons, where alone
In fact they can be safe. You sliould have
been
Aware tbis kind of baggage never tbrives;
Save wed a year, I bate recruits with wives.”

[Canto VII.

LXXV.
John Johnson, seeing their extreme dismay,
Though little versed in feelings oriental,
Suggested some slight comfort in his way:
Bon Juan, who was much more senti
mental,
LXXI.
Swore they should see him by the dawn of
day,
“ May it please your excellency," tbus reOr that the Kussian anny should repent
plied
all:
Our Britisb friend, “ tbese are tbe wives of
And, strange to say, they found some consoothers,
lation
And not our own. I am too qualified
In this—for females like exaggeration.
By Service witli my military brotliers
To break the rules by bringing oue’s own
bride
LXXVL
luto a camp: I know that nougbt so
And
then
with
tears,
and sighs, and some
bothers
slight kisses,
The hearts of the heroic on a charge,
They parted for the present—these to
As leaving a small family at large.
await,
According to the artillery’s hits or misses,
What sages cali Chance, Providence, or
LXXII.
Fate—
“ But these are but two Turkish ladies, who
(Uncertainty is one of many blisses,
With their attendant aided our escape,
A mortgage on Humanity’s estáte)—
And afterwards accompanied us throngh
While their beloved friends began to arm,
A thousand perils in this dubious simpe
To burn a town which never did them liarm.
To me this kind of life is not so new;
To them, poor things, it is an awkward
Lxxvn.
scrape.
I therefore, if you wish me to fight freely,
Suwarrow,—who but saw things in the gross,
Bequest that they may both be used genBeing much too gross to see them in
teelly.”
detail,
Who calculated life as so much dross,
And as the wind a widow’d nation’s wail,
And cared as little for his army’s loss
Meantime these two poor girls, with swim(So that their efforts should at length
ming eyes,
prevail)
Look’d on as if in doubt if they could trust As wife and friends did for the boils of Job,—
Their own protectors; nor was their surprise What was ’t to him to liear two women solí ?
Less tlian their grief (and truly not less
just)
Lxxvm.
To see an oíd man, rather wild than wise
In aspect, plainly ciad, besmear’d with Nothing.—The work of glory still went on
dust,
In preparations for a cannonade
Stript to his waistcoat, and that not too As terrible as that of Ilion,
clean,
If Homer had found mortars ready made;
But now, instead of slaying Priam’s son,
More fear’d than all the sultans ever seen.
We only can but talk of escalade,
Bombs, drums, guns, bastions, batteries,
LXXIV.
bayonets, bullets;
Hard words, which stick in the soft Muses’
For everything seem’d resting on his nod,
gullets.
As they could read in all eyes. Now to
them,
LXXIX.
Who were accustom’d, as a sort of god,
Oh, thou eternal Homer ! who couldst charm
To see the sultán, ricli in many a gem,
All ears, though long ; all ages, though so
Like an imperial peacock stalk abroad
short,
(That royal bird, whose tail’s a diadem,)
By merely wielding with poetic arm
With all the pomp of power, it was a doubt
How power could condescend to do without.
Arras to which men will never more resort,

Lxxm.
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To women; there is scarce a crimson varlet
Unless gunpowder should be found to liarm
But deems himself the first in Glory’s van.
Much less than is the hope of every court,
Which now is leagued young Freedom to But Glory ’s glory; and if you would find
What that is—ask the pig who sees the
annoy;
wind!
But they will not find Liberty a Troy:—
LXXXV.
LXXX.
At least he fe e ls i t , and some say he sees,
Oh, thou eternal Homer! I have now
Because lie runs before it like a pig;
To paint a siege, wherein more men were Or, if that simple sentence should displease,
slain,
Say, that he scuds before it like a brig,
With deadlier engiues and a speedier blow,
A schooner, or—but it is time to cease
Than in thy Greek gazette of that camThis Canto, ere my Muse perceives fatigue.
paign;
The next shall ring a peal to shake all
And yet, like all men else, I must allow,
people,
To vie with thee would be about as vain
Like a bob-major from a village steeple.
As for a brook to cope with ocean’s flood;
LXXXVI.
But still we moderns equal you in blood;
Hark! throngh the silence of the coid, dull
LXXXI.
night,
The hum of armies gathermg rank on
If not in poetry, at least in fact;
And fact is truth, the grand desideratum 1
rank!
Of which, howe’er the Muse describes each L o ! dusky masses steal in dubious sight
Along the leaguer’d wall and bristling
act,
There should be ne’ertheless a slight sub
bank
Of the arm’d river, while with straggling
stratum.
But now the town is going to be attack’d ;
light
Great deeds are doing—how shall I relate
The stars peep througli the vapours dim
’em?
and dank,
Souls of immortal generals ! Phcebus watches ■Which curl in curious wreaths:—how soon
To colour up his rays from your despatches.
the smoke
Of Hell shall pall them in a deeper cloak!
LXXXII.
LXXXVII.
Oh, ye great bulletins of Bonaparte!
Oh, ye less grand long lists of kill’d and Here pause we for the present—as even then
That awful pause, dividing life from death,
wounded!
Struck for an instant on the hearts of men,
Shade of Leonidas, who fought so hearty,
Thousands of whom were drawing their
When my poor Greece was once, as now,
last breath!
surrounded!
Oh, Cíesar’s Commentaries ! now impart, ye A moment—and all will be life again !
The march! the charge! the shouts of
Shadows of glory! (lest I be confounded),
either faith,
A portiou of your fading twilight hues,
Hurrah! and Allah! and— one moment
So beautiful, so fleeting, to the Muse.
more—
The death-cry drowning in the battle’s roar.
LXXXIII.
When I cali “ fading ” martial innnortality,
I mean, that every age and every year,
And almost every day, in sad reality,
Some sucking hero is compell’d to rear,
Who, when we come to sum up the totality
Canto the Eighth.
Of deeds to human happiness most dear,
Turns out to be a butcher in great business,
I.
Afflieting young folks with a sort of dizziness.
Oh , blood and thunder! and oh, blood and
LXXXIV.
wounds!
These are but vulgar oaths, as you may
Medals, rank, ribands, lace, embroidery,
deem,
scarlet,
Too gentle reader! and most sliocking
Are things immortal to immortal man,
sounds:
As purple to the Babylonian harlot:
And so they are; yet thus is Glory’s dream
An uniform to boys is like a fan
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Unriddled, and as my true Muse expounds
At present such things, since they are her
theme,
So be they her ínspirers! Call them Mars,
Bellona, what you will—they mean but wars.
II.
All was prepared—the fire, the sword, the
men
To wield tliem in their terrible array.
The army, like a lion from bis den,
March’d forth with nerve and sinews bent
to slay,—
A human Hydra, issuiug from its fea
To breathe destruction on its winding way,
Whose heads were heroes, which cut oif in
vain,
Immediately in others grew again.
III.
Ilistory can only take things in the gross;
But could we know them in detail, perchance
In balancing the profit and the loss,
War’s merit it by no means might enhance,
To waste so much gold for a little dross,
As hath been done, mere conquest to
advance.
The drying up a single tear has more
Of honest fame, than shedding seas of gore.

[Canto VIH.

VI.
The niglit was dark, and the thick mist
allow’d
Noughtto be seen save the artillery’s fíame,
Which arch’d the horizon like a fiery cloud,
And in the Danube’s waters shone the
same—
A mirror’d hell! the volleying roar, and loud
Long booming of each peal on peal,
o’ercame
The ear far more than thunder; for Heaven’s
flashes
Spare, or smite rarely—man’s make millions
ashesI
VH.
The column order’d on the assault scaree
pass’d
Beyond the Russian batteries a few toises,
When up the bristling Moslem rose at last,
Answering the Christian thunders with like
voices:
Then one vast fire, air, earth, and stream
embraced,
Which rock’d as ’twere beneath the mighty
noises;
While the whole rampart blazed like Etna,
when
The restless Titan hiccups in his den;

VIII.
And one enormous shout of “ Allah I ” rose
In the same moment, loud as even the roar
IV.
Of war’s most mortal engines, to their foes
And why ?—because it brings self approHurling defiance : city, stream, and shore
bation;
Resounded “ AUah ! ” and the clouds which
Whereas the other, after all its glare,
cióse
Shouts, bridges, arches, jiensions from a
With thick’ning canopy the conflict o’er,
nation,
Vibrate to the Eternal líame. Hark! through
Which (it may be) has not much left to All sounds it pierceth, “ Allah! AUah ! H u ! ”
spare,
A higher title, or a loftier station,
LX.
Though they may make Corruption gape
The colümns were in movement one and all,
or stare,
But of the portion which attack’d by water,
Yet, in the end, except in freedom’s battles,
Thicker than leaves the Uves began to fall,
Are nothing but a clnld of Murder’s rattles.V
.
Though led by Arseniew, that great son of
slaughter,
V.
As brave as ever faced both bomb and hall.
“ Carnage, (so Wordsworth tells you) is
And such they are—and such they will be
God’s daughter: ”
found:
If he speak trutli, she is Christ’s sister, and
Not so Leonidas and Washington,
Just now behaved as in the Holy Land.
Whose every battle-field is holy ground,
Which breathes of nations saved, not
X.
worlds uudone.
How sweetly on the ear such echoes sound! The Prince de Ligne was wounded m the
While the mere victor’s may appal or
knee;
stun
Count Chapeau-Bras, too, had a bal!
The servile and the vain, such ñames will
between
be
His cap and head, which proves the head to be
A watchword till the future shall be free.
Aristocràtic as was ever seen,
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Because it then received no injury
More than the cap; in fact, the ball could
mean
No harm unto a right legitímate licad ;
“ Ashes to ashes ”—why not lead to lead?

XV.
The troops, already disembark’d, push’d on
To take a battery on the right: the others,
Who landed lower down, their landing done,
Had set to Work as briskly as their
brothers:
XI.
Being grenadiers, they mounted one by one,
Also the General Markow, Brigadier,
Cheerful as chüdren climb the breasts of
Insisting 011removal of the prim ee
mothers,
Amidst some groaning thousands dying O’er the intrenchment and the palisade,
near,—
Quite orderly, as if upon pai-ade.
AJI comrnon fellows, who might writlie and
wince,
XVI.
And sln-iek for water into a deaf ear,—
The General Markow, who could thus And this was admirable; for so hot
evince
The fire was, that were red Vesuvius
His sympathy for rauk, by the same token,
loaded,
To teacli him greater, had his own leg Besides its lava, with all sorts of shot
broken.
And shells or heUs, it could not more have
goaded.
XIL
Three hundred cannon threw up them emetic, Of officers a third fell on the spot,
A
thing
which victory by no means boded
And thirty tliousand muskets flung their
To gentlemen engaged in the assault:
piUs
Hounds, when the huntsman tumbles, are at
Like liail, to make a bloody diuretic.
fault.
MortaUty! tliou liast thy monthly bilis:
Tliy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet
XVII.
tick,
Like the death-watch, within our ears the But here I leave the general concern,
To track our hero on his patii of fame:
ills
Past, present, and to come;—but all may He must his laureis separately earn;
For
fifty tliousand heroes, ñame by ñame,
yield
Though all deserving equally to turn
To the true portrait of one battle-field;
A couplet, or an elegy to claim,
Would form a lengthy lexicón of glory,
XIII.
And what is worse stül, a much longer story:
There the stillvarying pangs, which multiply
Until their very number malees men hard
XVHI.
By the infinities of agony,
Which meet the gaze, whate’er it may And therefore we must give the greater
regard—
number
The groan, the roll in dust, the all-white eye
To the Gazette—which doubtless fairly
Turn’d back within its Socket,—these
dealt
reward
By the deceased, who lie in famous slumber
Your rank and file by thousands, while the
In ditches, fields, or wheresoe’er they felt
rest
Them clay for the last time them souls enMay win perhaps a riband at the breast!
cumber;—
Thrice happy he whose ñame has been
xrv.
well spelt
In the despatch: I knew a man whose loss
Yet I love glory;—glory ’s a great thing :—
Was printed G ra ve, although his ñame was
Tliink what it is to be in your oíd age
Grose.
Maintain’d at the expense of your good
king:
XIX.
A moderate pensión shakes full many a
Juan and Johnson join’d a certain corps,
sage,
And fought away with might and main,
And heroes are but made for bards to sing,
not knowing
Which is still better; thus in verse to wage
The way which they liad never trod before,
Y’our wars eternally, besides enjoying
And still less guessing where they might
Half-pay for life, make mankind wortli
be going;
destroying.
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But 011 tliey marek’d, dead bodies trampling
o’er,
Firing, and tlirusting, slasliing, sweating,
glowing,
But figkting thoughtlessly enougli to win,
To tlieir tico selves, one whole briglit bulletin.
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XXIV.
But Juan was quite “ a brotli of a boy,”
A thing of impulse and a child of song;
Now swimmmg in tbe sentiment of joy,
Or the sensation (if that phrase seem wrong),
And afterward, if lie must needs destroy,
In such good company as always tlirong
To battles, sieges, and that kind of pleasure,
No less delighted to employ bis leisure;

XX.
Tlius on they wallow’d in the bloody mire
Of dead and dying tbousands,—sometimes
gaining
A yard or two of gronnd, wbicb brought tbem
XXV.
nigber
But always witbout malice: if be warr’d
To some odd angle for wbicb all were
Or loved, it was witb wbat we cali “ tbe
straining;
best
At otber times, repulsed by tbe cióse fire,
Intentions,” wbicb form all mankind’s tru m p
Wbicb really pour’d as if all bell were
ca rd ,
raining
To be produced wben brought up to the
Xnstead of heaven, tbey stumbled backwards
test.
o’er
Tbe statesman, liero, barlot, lawyer—ward
A wounded comrade, sprawling in his gore.
Off eacb attack, when people are in quest
Of their designs, by saying tbey m ea nt w e l l ;
XXI.
’T is pity “ tbat such meaning sbould pave
Tbough ’t was Don Juan’s first of fields, and
bell.”
tbougb
XXVI.
The nightly muster and the silent niareh
In tbe cliill dark, when courage does not I almost lately llave begun to doubt
glow
Whether hell’s pavement — if it be so
So much as nnder a triumplial arcb,
paced—
Perhaps might make bim sbiver, yawn, or Must not llave latterly been quite worn out,
throw
Not by the numbers good intent hath saved,
A glance on the dull clouds (as thick as But by tbe mass wbo go below witbout
starch,
Tbose ancient good intentions, wbicb once
Wliicb stiffen’d lieaven) as if be wisb’d for
sbaved
day;—•
And smootb’d tbe brimstone of that Street of
Yet for all tbis be did not run away.
bell
Wbicb bears tbe greatest likeness to Pall
XXII.
Malí.
Indeed be could not. But wbat if be liad ?
• XXVII.
There lla ve been and are beroes wlio begun
Witb sometbing not mucb better, or as bad: Juan, by some strange chance, wbicb oft
divides
Frederick tbe Great from Molwitz deign’d
Warrior from warrior in tlieir grim career,
to run
Like chastest wives from constant busbands’
Por tbe first and last time; for, like a pad,
sides
Or bawk, or bride, most mortals after one
Just at tbe cióse of tbe first bridal year,
Warm bout are broken in to their new tricks,
By one of tbose odd turns of Fortune’s tides,
And figkt like fiends for pay or politics.
Was on a sudden rather puzzled bere,
Wben, after a good deal of beavy firing,
xxm.
He
found bimself alone, and friends retiring.
He was wbat Erin calis, in her sublime
Oíd Erse or Irisli, or it may be P u n ió ;—
XXVIII.
(Tbe antiquarians wbo can settle time,
Wbicb settles all tliings, Koman, Greek, or I don’t know bow tbe tbing occurr’d—it
Bunic,
might
Swear tbat Pat’s language sprung from tbe
Be tbat tbe greater part were kill’d or
same clime
wounded,
Witb Hannibal, and wears tbe Tyrian tunic And tbat tbe rest bad faced unto the rigbt
Of Dido’s alpbabet; and tbis is rational
About; a circumstance wbicb has conAs any otber notion, and not national;)—
fcunded
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And wbere tbe bottest fire was seen and heard,
CiBsar bimself, wbo, in tbe very sigbt
And tbe loud cannon peal’d bis koarsest
Of bis wbole army, wliicb so mucb abounded
strains,
In courage, was obliged to snatcb a sbield,
He rusb’d, while eartb and air were sadly
And rally back bis Komans to tbe field.
shaken
By tby humane discovery, Friar Bacon 1
XXIX.
Juan, wbo bad no sbield to snatcb, and ivas
XXXIV.
No CaBsar, but a fine young lad, wbo fougbt
And as he rusb’d along, it carne to pass be
He knew not why, arriving at tbis pass,
Fell in witb wbat was late the second
Stopp’d for a minute, as perbaps be ougbt
column,
For a mucb longer time; then, like an ass— Under tbe orders of tbe General Lascy,
(Start not, kind reader, since great Homer
But now reduced, as is a bulky volume
tkouglit
luto an elegant extract (mucb less massy)
This simile enougb for Ajax, Juan
Of lieroism, and took bis place witb solemn
Perbaps may find it better tban a new Air ’midst tbe rest, w h o kept their valiaut faces
one)
And levell’d weapons still against tbe glacis.
XXX.
XXXV.
Then, like an ass, be went upon bis way,
' And, wbat was stranger, never look’d be- Just at tbis crisis up carne Johnson too,
Wbo bad “ retreated,” as the phrase is wben
lin id ;
Men run away mucb rather tban go througk
But seeüig, flasbing forward, like tbe day
Destruction’s jaws into tbe devil's den;
Over tbe bilis, a fire enougb to blmd
But Johnson was a clever fellow, wbo
Tbose wbo dislike to look upon a fray,
Knew wben and bow “ to cut and come
He stumbled on, to try if he could find
again,”
A patli, to add bis own slight arm and forces
And never ran away, except when running
To corps, tbe greater part of wbicb were
Was notking but a valorous kind of cunning.
corses.
XXXVI.
XXXI.
And so, wben all bis corps were dead or dying,
Perceiving then no more the commandant
Except Don Juan, a mere novice, wliose
Of bis own corps, ñor even tbe corps,
More vn-gin valour never dreamt of flying,
wbicb bad
From ignorance of danger, wbicb indues
Quite disappear’d—tbe gods know bow! (I
Its votaries, like innocence relying
can’t
On its own strengtli, witb careless nerves
Account for everything wbicb may look bad
and tbews,—
In liistory; but we at least may graut
Johnson
retired a little, just to rally
It was not marvellous tbat a mere lad,
Tbose wbo catcb coid in “ sliadows of deatb’s
Iu searcb of glory, sbould look on before,
valley.”
Nor care a pinck of snuff about bis corps:)—
XXXVII.
XXXII.
And tbere, a little skelter’d from the sliot,
Wbicb rain’d from bastión, battery, parapet,
Perceiving ñor commander ñor commanded,
And left at large, like a young beir, to Bampart, wall, casement, liouse—for tbere
was not
make
In tbis extensive city, sore beset
His way to—wkere be knew not—singleBy Ckristian soldiery, a single spot
banded;
Wbicb did not combat like tbe devil, as
As travellers follow over bog and brake
yet,—
An “ ignis fatuus; ” or as sailors stranded
He found a number of Ckasseurs, all scatter’d
Unto the nearest but tliemselves betake;
By
tbe
resistance of tbe cbase tbey batter’d.
So Juan, following bonour and bis nose,
Kush’d where tbe tbickest fire announced
xxxvin.
most foes.
And tliese be call’d on; and, wiiat ’s strange,
xxxni.
tbey carne
Unto bis cali, unlike “ tbe spirits from
He new not wkere he was, ñor greatly cared,
Tbe vasty deep,” to wkom you may exclaim,
For be was dizzy, busy, and bis veins
Says Hotspur, long ere tbey will leave their
Fill’d as witb ligktning—for bis spirit sbared
home.
Tbe kour, as is tbe case witb lively brains;
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Their reasons were uncertainty, or sharne
At shrinking from a bullet or a bomb,
And that odd impulse, wliicb in wars or creeds
Makes men, like cattle, follow liim who leads.
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The Turkish batteries thrash’d them like a
Hail,
Or a good boxer,.into a sad pickle
Putting the very bravest, who were knock’d
Upon the head before their guns were cock’d.

XXXIX.
XLIV.
By Jove 1 be was a noble fellow, Johnson,
And tliough his name, tlian Ajax or Achilles, The Turks behind the traverses and flanks
Of the next bastión, fired away like devils,
Sounds less karmonious, underneath the sun
And swept, as gales sweep foam away, whole
soon
ranks:
We shall not see his likeness : he could kill
However, Heaven knows how, the Fate who
his
levels
Man quite as quietly as blows the monsoon
Her steady breath (which some months the Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolying
pranks,
same a till is):
So order’d it, amid these sulphury reveis,
Seldom he vai'ied feature, liue, or muscle,
That Johnson, and some few who had not
And could be very busy without bustle;
seamper’d,
Beach’d
the interior talus of the rampart.
XX.
And therefore, when he ran away, he did so
XLV.
Upon reflection, knowing that behind
First one or two, then live, six, and a dozen
He would find others who would fain be
Carne mounting quickly up, for it was now
rid so
All neck or nothing, as, like pitch or rosin,
Of idle apprehensions, which like wind
Fíame was shower’d forth above, as weÚ’s
Trouble heroic stomachs. Though their lids so
below,
Oft are soon closed, all heroes are not blind, So that you scarce could say who best had
But when they light upon immediate death,
chosen,
Ketire a little, merely to take breath.
The gentlemen that were the first to show
Their martial faces on the parapet,
XLI.
Or those who thought it brave to wait as yet.
But Johnson only ran off, to return
XLVI.
With many other warriors, as we said,
Unto that rather somewhat misty bourne,
But those who scaled found out that their
Which Hamlet telis us is a pass of dread.
advance
To Jack, howe’er, this gaye but slight con
Was favour’d by an accident or hlunder:
cern :
The Greek or Turkish Cohorn’s ignorance
His soul (like galvanism upon the dead)
Had palisado’d in a way you’d wonder
Acted upon the living as on wire,
To see in forts of Netherlands or France—
.And led them back into tbe heaviest fire.
(Tliough these to our Gibraltar must knock
under)—
XXII.
Bigkt in the middle of the parapet
Egad! they found the second time what they Just named, these palisades were primly set:
The first time thought quite terrible enough
XLVH.
To fly from, malgré all which people say
So that on either side some nine or ten
Of glory, and all that immortal stuff
Paces were left, whereon you could contrive
Which fills a regiment (besides their pay,
That daily sliilling which makes warriors To march; a great convenience to our men,
At least to all those who were left alive,
■ tough)—
They found on their return the self-same Who tlius could form a line and fight again ;
And that which further aided them to strive
welcome,
Which made some th in h , and others hnow, a Was, that they could kick down the palisades,
Which
scareely rose much higher than grass
h e li come.
blades.
XLIII.
XXVIII.
They fell as thick as harvests beneath hail,
Among the first—I will not say the fir s t,
Grass before scythes, or corn below the
For such precedence upon such occasions
sickle,
Will oftentimes make deadly quarrels burst
Proving that trite oldtruth, that life’s as frail
Out between friends as well as allied
As any other boon for which men stickle. I
nations:
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The Briton must be bold who really durst
XIII.
Put to such trial John Bull’s partial
And here he was—who upon woman’s breast,
patience,
Even from a child, felt like a child; howe’er
As say that Wellington at Waterloo
Was beaten,—though the Prussians say so The man in all the rest miglit be confest,
To him it was Elysium to be there;
too;—
And he could even withstand that awkward
XLIX.
test
Which Bousseau points out to the dubious
And that if Blucher, Bulow, Gneisenau,
fair,
And God knows who besides in “ au ” and
“ Observe your lover when he le m e s your
“ ow,”
arms; ”
Had not come up in time to cast an awe
Into the hearts of those who fouglit till now But Juan never left them while they had
charms,
As tigers combat with an empty craw,
The Duke of Wellington had ceased to show
His orders, also to receive his pensions;
Which are the heaviest that our history mentions.

XIV.
Unless compell’d by fate, or wave, or wind,
Or near relations, who are much the same.
But here he was¡—where each tie that can
bind
L.
Humanity must yield to Steel and flame:
But never m i n d “ God save the king! ” and And he whose very body was all mind,
kings !
Flung here by fate or circumstance, which
For if he don’t, I doubt if m en will longer—
tame
I think I hear a little bird, who sings
The loftiest, hurried by the time and place,
The people by and by will be the stronger: Dash’d on like a spurr’d blood-horse in a
The veriest jade will wince whose harness
race.
wrings
XV.
So much into the raw as quite to wrong her
Beyond the rules of posting,—and the mob
So was his hlood stirr’d while he found
At last fall sick of imitating Job.
resistance,
As is the hunter’s at the five-bar gate,
Or
double
post and rail, where the existence
XI.
Of Britain’s youth depends upon their
At first it grumbles, then it swears, and then,
weiglit,
Like David, flings smooth pebbles ’gainst The lightest being the safest: at a distance
a giant;
He liated cruelty, as all men bate
At last it takes to weapons such as men
Blood, until heated—and even then his own
Snatch when despair makes human hearts At tunes would curdle o’er some heavy
less pliant.
groan.
Then comes the “ tug of war; ”—’t will come
XVI.
again,
I rather doubt; and I would fain say “ fie The General Lascy, who had been hard
on ’t,”
press’d,
If I had not perceived that revolution
Seeing arrive an aid so opportune
Alone can save the earth from hell’s pollu- As were some hundred youngsters all abreast,
tion.
Who came as if just dropp’d down from the
moon,
LH.
To Juan, who was nearest him, address’d
His thaulis, and liopes to take the city
But to continue:—I say not the first,
But of the first, our little friend Don Juan,
soon,
Not reekoning him to be a “ base Bezonian ”
Walk’d o’er the walls of Ismail, as if nursed
Amidst such scenes—though this was quite (As Pistol calls it), but a young Livonian.
a new one
To him, and I should hope to m ost. The
XVII.
thirst
Of glory, which so pierces through and Juan, to whom he spoke in Germán, knew
As mueli of Germán as of Sanscrit, and
through one,
Pervaded him—altliough a generous creature, In answer made an inclination to
The general who held him in command;
As warm in heart as feminine in feature.
Bb3
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For seeing one with ribands, black and blue, Their choice than life, forgive them, as
Stars, medals, and a bloody sword in hand,
beguiled
Addressing him in tones wkick seem’d to
By habit to what their own hearts abhor—
tbauk,
In cities caged. The present case in point I
He recognised an officer of rank.
Cite is, that Boon lived hunting up to ninety;
LVIII.
Lxm .
Sbort speecbes pass between two inen who And what ’s still stranger, left behind a name
speak
For wliich men vainly decimate the throng,
No commou language; and besides, in time Not only famous, but of that g o o d fame
Of war and taking towns, when many a sbriek
Without whieh glory ’s but a tavern song—
Rings o’er tbe dialogue, and many a erime Simple, serene, the antípodes of shame,
Is perpetrated ere a word can break
Which hate ñor envy e’er could tinge with
Upon tlie ear, and sounds of horror chime
wrong;
In like churek-bells, witk sigh, howl, groan, An active hermit, even in age the child
yell, prayer,
Of Nature, or the Man of Ross run wild.
ïhere caunot be much conversation there.
LXIV.
LIX.
’Tis true he shrank from men even of his
And tkerefore all we have related in
nation,
Two long octaves, pass’d in a little minute;
When they built up unto his darling
But in the same small minute, every siu
trees,—
Contrived to get itself comprised witliin it.
He moved some hundred miles off, for a
The very camión, deafen’d by the diu,
station
Grew dumb, for you might almost hear a
Where there were fewer houses and more
linnet,
ease;
As soon as tkunder, ’midst the general noise
The inconvenienee of civilisation
Of human nature’s agonising voice !
Is, that you neither can be pleased nor
please;
LX.
But where he met the individual man,
The town was enter'd. Oh eternity!—
“ God made the country, and man made He show’d himself as kind as mortal can.
the town,”
LXV.
So Cowper says—and I begin to be
He was not all alone: around him grew
Of his opinión, wken I see cast down
A sylvan tribe of clnldren of the chase,
Rome, Babylon, Tyre, Cartkage, Nineveh,
All walls men know, and many never Whose young, unawaken’d world was ever
new,
known;
Nor sword nor sorrow yet had left a trace
And pondering on the present and the past,
On
her
unwrinkled brow, nor conld you view
To deem the woods shall be our home at
A frown on Nature’s or on human face;
last:—
The free-born forest found and kept them
LXI.
free,
And fresh as is a torrent or a tree.
Of all men, saving Sylla the man-slayer,
Who passes for in life and deatli most lucky,
LXVI.
Of the great ñames whieli in our faces stare,
The General Boon, back-woodsman of And tall, and strong, and swift of foot were
Kentucky,
they,
Was happiest amongst mortals anywhere ;
Beyond the dwarfing city’s pale abortions,
For killing nothing but a bear or buck, he Because their thoughts had never been the
Enjoy’d the lonely, vigorous, harmless days
prey
-Of his oíd age in wilds of deepest maze.
Of care or gain: the green woods were
their portions ;
L X II.
No sinking spirits told them they grew grey,
' Crime came not near him—she is not the child
No fashion made them apes of her dis
Of solitude; Health shrank not from him—
tortioris ;
for
Simple they were, not savage; and their
Her home is in the rarely trodden wild,
rifles,
Wkere if men seek her not, and death be Though very true, were not yet used for
more
trifles.
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But there his project reacli’d its utmost pitch
LXVII.
(’Mongst other deaths the General Ribaupierre’s
Motion was in their days, rest in their
Was much regretted), for the Moslem men
slumbers,
And cheerfulness the handmaid of their Threw them all down into the ditch again.
toil;
Nor yet too many nor too few their uumbers;
LXXII.
Corruption could not make their hearts her
And had it not been for some stray troops
soil;
landing
The lust which stings, the splendour which
They knew not where, being carried by the
encumbers,
stream
With the free foresters divide no spoil;
To some spot, where they lost their underSerene, not sullen, were the solitudes
staudiug,
Of this unsighing people of the woods.
And wander’d up and down as in a dream,
Lxvm .
Until they reach’d, as daybreak was expanding,
So much for N a t u r e by way of variety,
That which a portal to their eyes did
Now back to thy great joys, Civilisation!
seem,—
And the sweet consequence of large society,
The great and gay Koutousow might have
War, pestilence, the despot’s desolation,
lain
The kingly scourge, the lust of notoriety,
The millions slain by soldiers for their Where three parts of his column yet remain.
ration,
The scenes like Catherine’s boudoir at threeLXXIII.
score,
And serambling round the rampart, these
With Ismail’s storm to soften it the more.
same troops,
LXIX.
After the taking of tlie “ Cavalier,”
The town was enter’d : first one column made Just as Koutousow’s most “ forlorn ” of
“ hopes”
Its sanguinary way good—then another;
Took, like chameleons, some slight tinge
The reeking bayonet and the flashing blade
of fear,
Clash’d ’gainst the scimitar, and babe and
Open’d the gate call’d “ Kilia,” to the
motlier
groups
With distant shrieks were heard Heaven to
Of baffled heroes, who stood shyly near,
upbraid:—
Still closer sulphury clouds began to Sliding kuee-deep in lately frozen mud,
Now tliaw’d into a marsh of human blood.
smother
The breatli of morn and man. where foot by
foot
LXXIV.
The madden’d Tnrks their city still dispute.
The Kozacks, or, if so you please, CosLXX.
sacques—
(I don’t much pique myself upon orthoKoutousow, he who afterwards beat back
graphy,
(With some assistance from the frost and
So that I do not grossly err in facts,
snow)
Statistics,
tàctics, politics, and geography)—
Napoleón on his bold and bloody track,
It happen’d- was himself beat back just Having been used to serve on borses’ backs,
And no great dilettanti in topography
now:
Of fortresses, but fighting where it pleases
He was a jolly fellow, and could crack
Their chiefs to order,—were all cut to pieces.
His jest alike in face of friend or foe,
Though life, and death, and Vietory were at
stake;
LXXV.
But here it seem’d his jokes had ceased to
Their column, though the Turkisk batteries
take:
thunder’d
LXXT.
Upon them, ne’ertheless had reach’d the
rampart,
For having thrown himself into a ditch,
And naturally thought they could have
Follow’d in haste by various grenadiers,
plunder’d
Whose blood the puddle greatly did enrich,
The city, without being furtlier hamper’d ;
He climb’d to where the parapet appears ;
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But as it liappens to brave men, they
LXXX.
bhmder’d—
The Turks at first pretended to have Juan and Johnson, and some volunteers
scamper’d,
Among the foremost, offer’d him good
Only to draw them ’twixt two bastión
quarter,
còrners,
A word which little suits with Seraskiers,
From whence they sallied on those Christiau
Or at least suited not tliis valiant Tartar.
scorners.
He died, deserving well his country’s tears,
A savage sort of military martyr.
LXXVI.
An English naval officer, who wish’d
Tlien being taken by the tail—a takiug
To make him prisoner, was also dish’d :
Fatal to bishops as to soldiers—these
Cossaeques were ali cut off as day was
LXXXI.
breaking,
And found tlieir lives were let at a short For all the answer to his proposition
Was from a pistol-shot that laid him dead ;
lease—
O11 which the rest, without more intermisBut perish’d without sliivering or shaking,
sion,
Leaving as ladders tlieir keap’d carcasses,
Begau to lay about with steel and lead—
O’er which Lieutenant-Colonel Yesouskoi
March’d with the brave battalion o£ Po- The pious metáis most in requisitiou
On such occasions: not a single head
louzki
Was spared;— tliree thousand Moslems
Lxxvn.
perish’d liere,
This valiant man kill'd all the Turks he met, And sixteen bayonets pierced the Seraskier.
But could not eat them, being in his tnrn
Slain by some Mussulmans, who would not
L x x x ir.
yet,
The
city
’s
taken—only
part by part—
Without resistance, see tkeir city burn.
And death is drunk with gore : tliere ’s not
The walls were won, but ’t was an even bet
a Street
Which of the armies would have cause to
Wliere flghts not to the last some desperate
moum:
heart
’Twas blow for blow, disputing inch by inck,
For tliose for wiiom it soon shall cease to
For one would not retreat, nor t’ otker flinch.
beat.
Here War forgot his own destructive art
LXXVIII.
In more destroying Nature; and the heat
Anotlier column also suffer’d much:—
And liere we may remark with the his Of carnage, like the Nile’s sun-sodden slime,
Engender’d monstrous shapes of every crime.
torian,
You sliould but give few cartridges to such
LXXXIII.
Troops as are meant to march with greatest
glory on:
A Bussian officer, in martial tread
When matters must be carried by the touch
Over a heap of bodies, felt his heel
Of the bright bayouet, and they all should Seized fast, as if ’twere by the serpent’s
hurry on,
head
They somethnes, with a hanlcering for existWhose fangs Eve taught her human seed
ence,
to feel:
Keep merely firing at a foolish distauce.
In vain he kick’d, and swore," and writked,
and bled,
LXXIX.
And liowl’d for help as wolves do for a
A junction of the General Meknop’s men
meal—
(Witliout the General, who had fallen some The teeth still liept their gratifying hold,
time
As do the subtle snakes described of old.
Before, being badly seconded just then)
Was made at length with those who dared
LXXXIV.
to climb
The death-disgorging rampart once again;
A dying Moslem, who had felt the foot
And though the Turks’ resistance was sub
Of a foe o’er him, suatek’d at it, and bit
lime,
The very tendón which is most acute—
They took the bastión, which the Seraskier • (That which some ancient Muse or modern
Defended at a price extremely dear.
wit

Canto VIII.]

© on Jfuan.

Named after thee, Achilles) and quite
through ’t
He made the teeth meet, nor relinquish’d it
Even with his life—for (but they lie) ’t is said
To the live leg still clung the sever’d head.

749

Of melancholy merriment, to quote
Too much of one sort would be soporific;—
Without, or with, offence to friends or foes,
I sketch your world exactly as it goes.

XC.
LXXXV.
And one good action in the midst of crimes
However this may be, ’t is pretty sure
Is “ quite refreshing,” in the affected
The Bussian officer for líe was lamed,
phrase
For the Turk’s teeth stuck faster than a
Of
these ambrosial, Pharisaic times,
skewer,
With all their pretty milk-and-water ways,
And left him ’midst the invàlid and
And may serve therefore to bedew these
maim’d :
rhymes,
The regimental surgeon could not cure
A little scorch’d at present with the blaze
His patient, and perhaps was to be blamed
Of conquest and its consequenees, which
More than the head of the inveterate foe,
Which was cut off, and scarce even then let go. Make epic poesy so rare and rich.
LXXXVI.
But then the fact’s a fact—and ’t is thè part
Of a true poet to escape from fiction
W’hene’er he can; for tliere is little art
In leaving verse more free from the restrietion
Of truth than prose, unless to suit the mart
For what is sometimes call’d poètic diction
And that outrageous appetite for lies
Which Satan angles with for souls, like flies.

XCI.
Upon a taken bastión, wdiere there lay
Thousands of slaughter’d men, a yet warm
group
Of murder’d women, who had found their
way
To this vain refuge, made the good heart
droop
And shudder;—while, as beautiful as May,
A female cliild of ten years tried to stòop
And hide her little palpitating breast
Amidst the bodies lull’d in bloody rest.

LXXXVII.
The city ’s taken, but not render’d !—N o!
There’s not a Moslem that liath yielded
sword:
xcn.
The blood may gush out, as the Danube’s
Two
villainous
Cossacques
pursued the child
flow
With ffashing eyes and weapons : match’d
Bolls by the city wall; but deed nor word
with them,
Acknowledge aught of dread of death or foe:
The rudest brute that roams Siberia’s wild
I11 vain the yell of victory is roar’d
Has feelings puré and qiolish’d as a gem,—
By the advancing Muscovite—the groan
The bear is civilised, the wolf is mild:
Of the last foe is echoed by his own.
And whom for this at last must we condemn?
LXXXVHI.
Then- natures? or their sovereigns, who
The bayonet pierces and the sabre cleaves,
employ
And human lives are lavish’d everywhere,
All arts to teach them subjeets to destroy ?
As the year closing whirls the searlet leaves
When the stripp'd forest bows to the bleak
air,
xcm .
And groans; and thus the peopled city
Their sabres glitter’d o’er her little head,
grieves,
Whence her fan- liair rose twinmg with
Shorn of its best and loveliest, and left bare;
affright,
But still it falls in vast and awful splinters,
As oaks blown down with all their thousand Her hidden face was plunged amidst the
dead:
winters.
When Juan caught a glimpse of this sad
LXXXIX.
sight,
I shall not say exactly what he said,
It is an awful topic—but ’tis not
Because
it might not solace “ ears polite; ”
My cue for any time to be terrific :
But what he d id , was to lay on their backs,
For checker’d as is seen our human lot
With good, and bad, and worse, alike The readiest way of reasoning with Cos
sacques.
prolific
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xciv.

Of our artillery and his owrn : ’t is said
Our kill'd, already piled up to the chin,
One’s hip lie slasli'd, and split tlie other’s
Lie round the battery; but still it batters,
slioulder,
And drove tliem with their brutal yells to And grape in volleys, like a vineyard, scatters.
seek
If tbere miglit be chirurgeons who could
solder
The wounds tliey riclily merited, and
sliriek
Their baffled rage and pain; wliile waxing
colder
As he turn’d o’er each palé and gory cheek,
Don Juan raised his little captive froin
The heap a moment more had made her
tomb.
XCV.
And she was chill as they, and on her face
A slender streak of blood announced how
near
Her fate had been to that of all her race;
For the same blow which laid her mother
here
Had scarr’d her brow, and left its crimson
trace,
As the last link with all she had held dear;
But else unhurt, she open’d her large eyes,
And gazed on Juan with a wild surprise.

XCIX.
“ Then up with me! ”—But Juan answer’d,
Look
Upon this child—I saved her—must not
leave
Her life to chance; but point me out some
nook
Of safety, where she less may shrink and
grieve,
And I am with you.”—Whereon Johnson took
A glance around — and shrugg’d — and
twiteh’d his sleeve
And black silk neckcloth — and replied,
“ You’re right;
Poor thing! what’s to be done? I ’m puzzled
quite.”

C.
Said Juan—“ Whatsoever is to be
Done, IT1 not quit her till she seems secure
Of present life a good deal more than we.”—
Quoth Johnson— 1“N e it h e r will I quite insure;
But at the least y ou may die gloriously.”—
XCVI.
Juan replied—“ At least I will endure
Just at this instant, while their eyes were fix’d
Whate’er is to be borne—but not resign
Upon each other, with dilated glance,
This
child, w'ho is parentless, and therefore
In Juan’s look, pain, pleasure, hope, fear,
mine."
mix’d
With joy to save, and dread of some mischance
Unto his protégée; while hers, transfix’d
With infant terrors, glared as from a trance,
A puré, transparent, pale, yet radiant face,
Like to a lighted alabaster vase;—

CI.
Johnson said—“ Juan, w'e 've no time to lose;
The child ’s a pretty child—a very pretty—■
I never saw such eyes—but hark! now
choose
Between your fame and feelings, pride and
pity:—
XCVII.
Hark! how the roar increases!—no excuse
Up carne John Johnson (I will not say
Will serve w'hen there is plunder in a
“Joci,”
city;—
For that were vulgar, coid, and common- I should be loth to march without you, but,
place
By God ! we TI be too late for the first cut.”
On great occasions, such as an attack
On cities, as hath been the present case):
CH.
üp Johnson carne, with liundreds at his back,
Exclaiming—“Juan! Juan! On,boy! brace But Juan was immovable; until
Your arm, and I TI bet Moscow to a dollar,
Johnson, who really loved him in his way,
That you and I will win St. George’s collar.
Pick’d out amongst his followers with some
skill
XCVHI.
Such as he thought the least given up to
“ The Seraskier is knock’d upon the head,
prey;
But the stone bastión still remains, wherein And swearing if the infant came to ill
The oíd Pacha sits among some hundreds
That they should all be shot on the next
dead,
day ;*
Smoking his pipe quite calmly ’midst the But if she were deliver’d safe and sound,
din
They should at least have fifty rubíes round,
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His five brave boys no less the foe defied;
Whereon the Kussian pathos grew less
tender,
As being a virtue, like terrestrial patience,
Apt to wear out on trifling provocations.

And all allowances besides of plunder
In fair proportion with their comrades;—
then
Juan consented to march on through thunc v in .
der,
Which thinn’d at every step their ranks of And spite of Johnson and of Juan, who
Expended all their Eastern phraseology
men:
And yet the rest rush’d eagerly—no wonder, In begging him, for God’s sake, just to show
So much less fight as miglit form an apology
For they were heated by the hope of gain,
A thing which happens everywhere each For th em in saving such a desperate foe—
He hew’d away, like doctors of theology
day—
When they dispute with sceptics; and with
No hero trusteth w'holly to half pay.
curses
Struck at his friends, as babies beat their
CIV.
nurses.
And such is victory, and such is man!
CIX.
At least nine-tenths of what we cali so :—
Nay, he had wounded, though but slightly,
God
both
May have another ñame for half wre sean
Juan and Johnson ; whereupon they fell,
As human beings, or his ways are odd.
The
first
with sighs, tile second with an oath,
But to our subject: a brave Tartar khan—
Upon his angry sultanship, pell-mell,
Or “ sultán,” as the author (to whose nod
And all around were grown exceediug wroth
In prose I bend my humble verse) doth cali
At such a pertinacious infidel,
This chieftain—somehow would not yield at
And pour’d upon him and his sons like rain,
aU
Which they resisted like a saudy plain
CV.
But flank’d by f iv e brave sons, (such is polyCX.
That drinks and still is dry. At last they
gamy,
.
, „
That she spawns warnors by the score,
perisli’d—
where none
His second son was levell’d by a shot;
Are prosecuted for that false crime bigamy), His third was sabred; and the fourth, most
He never would believe the city w'on
cherish’d
While courage clung but to a single twig.—
Of all the five, on bayoneta met his lot;
Am I
The fifth, who, by a Christian mother nouDescribing Priam’s Peleus’, or Jove's son?
risli’d,
Neither—but a good, plain, oíd, temperate
Had been neglected, ill-used, and what not,
man,
Because deform’d, yet died all game and
Who fought with his five children in the van.
bottom,
To save a sire, who blush’d that he begot him.
CVI.
CXI.
To t a l e him was the point. The truly brave,
When they behold the brave oppress’d The eldest was a true and tameless Tartar,
As great a scorner of the Nazarene
with odds,
Are toueh’d with a desire to shield and As ever Mahomet pick’d out for a martyr,
Who only saw the black-eyed girls in green,
save ;—
Who malte the beds of those who won’t take
A mixture of wild beasts and demi-gods
quarter
Are they—nowfurious as the sweeping wave,
On earth, in Paradise; and when once seen,.
Now moved with pity; even as sometimes
Those houris, like all other pretty creatures,
nods
Do just whate’er they please, by dint of
The rugged tree unto the summer wind, _
features.
Compassion breathes along the savage mind.

cvn.

cx n .

And what they pleased to do with the young
khan
But he would n o t be ta le n , and replied
In heaven I ltnow not, ñor pretend to guess;
To all the propositions of surrender
But'doubtless they prefer a fine young man
By mowing Christians down on every side,
To tough oíd heroes, and can do no less;
As obstinate as Swedish Charles at Bender.
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And that ’s tlie canse no doubt wby, if we sean Tlieir pause ñor signs: bis beart ivas out of
A íield of battle’s ghastly wilderness,
joint,
For one rougb, weather-beaten, veteran body,
And sbook (till now unshaken) like a reed,
íou ’il find ten thousand handsome coxcombs As be look’d down upon bis cbildren gone,
bloody.
And felt— though done witb life— he was
alone.
CXIII.
Yonr bouris also llave a natural pleasure
CXVIII.
In lopping off your lately married men,
Before the bridal bours have danced tbeir But ’t was a transient tremor:—witb a spring
Upon
the
Russian
steel liis breast he flimg,
measure,
And the sad, second moon grows dim agaiu, As carelessly as hurls the motb her wing
Against the liglit wherein she dies: he
Or dull repentance hatb liad dreary leisure
clung
To wisli líim back a bacbelor now and tlien:
Closer, that all the deadlier they miglit wring,
And tlius your liouri (it may be) disputes
Unto the bayonets which had pierced bis
Of tbese brief blossoms the immediate fruits.
young;
And throwing back a dim look on bis sons,
CXIV.
Thus the young khan, with bouris in liis In one wide wound pour’d fortli bis soul .at
once.
sight,
Tliough not upon the charms of four young
CXIX.
brides,
But bravely rusli’d on bis first heavenly ’T is strange enough—the rougb,tough sóldiers
night.
who
In short, howe’er our better faith derides,
Spared neitber sex ñor age in tbeir career
Tbese black-eyed vh-gins make the Moslems Of carnage, ívlien ibis oíd man ivas pierced
figlit,
througb,
As though there were one heayen and none
And lay before them witb bis cbildren near,
besides—
Toucli’d by the beroism of bim they slew,
Whereas, if all be true we hear of heaven
Were melted for a moment; though no tear
And hell, there must at least be six or seven. Flow’d from tben- bloodshot eyes, all red witb
strife,
CXV.
They honour’d such determined scorn of life.
So fully flash’d tlie phantom on bis eyes,
That when the very lance was in liis beart,
cxx.
He sbouted “ Allah! ” and saw Paradise
With all its veil of mystery drawn apart,
But the stone bastión still kept up its fire,
And brigbt eternity without disguise
Where the chief pacha calmly held bis
On bis soul, like a ceaseless sunrise, dart:—
post:
Witb prophets, bouris, angels, saints, deseried Some twenty times be made the Russ retire,
In one voluptuous blaze,—and tben he died :
And baffled the assaults of all tbeir host;
At lengtb be condescended to inquire,
CXVI.
I f yet the city’s rest were won or lost ;
But witb a heavenly rapture on bis face,
And being told the latter, sent a bey
The good oíd khan, who long liad ceased To answer Ribas’ summons to give way.
to see
Houris, or aught except bis florid race
CXXI.
Wbo grew like cedars round bim gloriously—
In the mean time, cross-legg’d, with great
Wben be bebeld bis latest bero grace
sang-froid,
The earth, which be became like a fell’d
Among the scorching ruins he sat smoking
tree,
Tobacco on a little carpet;—Troy
Paused for a moment from the fight, and cast
Saw nothing like the scene around;—yet
A glance on that slain son, bis first and last.
looking
Witb martial stoicism, nought seem’d to
dXVH.
annoy
The sóldiers, who bebeld hiní drop bis point,
His stern pbilosophy; but gently stroking
Stopp’d as if once more wiHing to concede His beard, he puff’d his pipes ambrosial
Quarter, in case be bade tbem not “ aroynt I ”
gales,
As he before had done. He did not heed
As if be had tbree lives, as well as tails.

panto VIII.]

© on Juan,

CXXII.
The town was taken—whether he might yield
Himself or bastión, little matter’d now:
His stubborn valour was no future sliield.
Isniail’s no more! The crescent’s silver
bow
Sunk, and the crimson cross glared o’er the
field,
But red with no redeeming gore: the glow
Of burning streets, like moonlight on the
water,
Was imaged back in blood, the sea of
slaughter.
CXXHI.
AH that the mind would sbrink from of
excesses;
All that the body perpetrates of bad ;
All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s dis- tresses;
All that the devil would do if run stark
mad;
All that defies the worst which pen expresses;
All by which bell is peopled, or as sad
As bell—,mere mortals who tbeir power
abuse—
Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose.
CXXIV.
If here and there some transient trait of pity
Was shown, and some more noble beart
broke througb
Its bloody bond, and saved, perhaps, some
pretty
Child, or an aged, helpless man or two—
What’s tbis in one annihilated city,
Where thousand loves, and ties, and duties
grew ?
Cockneys of London! Muscadins of Paris!
Just ponder what a pious pastóme war is.
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Howe’er the mighty locust, Desolation
Strip your green fields, and to your harvest
cling,
Gaunt famine never sbaU approach the
throne—
Though Ireland starve, great George weigbs
twenty stone.
CXXVII.
But let me put an end unto my tbeme:
There was an end of Ismail—hapless town!
Far flash’d her burning towers o’er Danube’s
stream,
And redly ran bis blusbing waters down.
The horrid war-whoop and the sbriUer scream
Rose still; but faiuter were the tbunders
grown:
Of forty thousand wbo bad mann’d the wall,
Some hundreds breathed—the rest were silent
all!

c x x v n i.
In one thing ne’ertlieless ’tis fit to praise
The Russian army upon this occasion,
A vírtue much in fasbion now-a-days,
And therefore worthy of commemoration:
The topic ’s tender, so sball be my phrase—
Perhaps the season’s cliill, and tbeir long
station
In winter’s depth, or want of rest and victual,
Had made them cbaste;—they ravish’d very
little.
CXXIX.
Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less
Might liere and there occur some violation
In the other line;—but not to such'excess
As when the French, that dissipated nation,
Take towns by storm: no causes can I guess,
Except coid weather and commiseration;
But all the ladies, save some twenty score,
Were almost as much virgins as before.

cxxx.
cxxv.

Some odd mistakes, too, liappen’d in the dark,
Which sbow’d a want of lanterns, or of
Tbink bow the joys of reading a Gazette
taste—
Are purchased by all agonies and crimes:
Indeed the smoke was such they scarce could
Or if these do not move you, don’t forget
mark
Such doom may be your own in after-times.
Tbeir friends from foes,—besides, such
Meantime the Taxes, Castlereagh, and Debt,
things from baste
Are liints as good as sermons, or as rhyines.
Read your own bearts and Ireland’s present Occur, though rarely, wben there is a spark
Of light to save the venerably cbaste:
story,
Then feed ber famine fat witb Wellesley’s But six oíd damsels, each of seventy years,
Were all deflower’d by different grenadiers.
glory.
CXXVI.
But still there is unto a patriot nation,
Which loves so well its eountry and its
king,
A subject of sublimest exultation—
.Bear it, ye Muses, on your brightest wing!

CXXXI.
But on the whole tbeir continence was great;
So that some disappointment there ensued
To those who bad felt the inconvenient state
Of “ single blessedness,” and thought it
good
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(Since it was not tbeir fault, but only fate,
To bear tbese crosses) for eacb waning
prude
To make a Eoman sort of Sabine wedding,
Without the expense and tbe suspense of
bedding.

■ cxxxn.
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CXXXVI.
That bour is not for us, but ’tis for yon.
And as, in the great joy of your millennium,
You hardly will believe sucb things were
true
As now occur, I thought tbat I would pen
you ’em;
But may tbeir very memory pensil too!—•
Yet if percbance remember’d, still disdain
you ’em
More than you scom the savages of yore,
Who painted tbeir hare limbs, but not witb
gore.

Some voiees of tbe buxom middle-aged
Were also beard to wonder in tbe din
(Widows of forty were tbese birds long caged)
“ Wherefore tbe ravisliing did not begin ! ”
But wbile tbe tbirst for gore and plunder
raged,
Tbere was small leisure for superfluous sin;
CXXXVII.
But wbetber tbey escaped or no, lies bid
In darkness—I can only bope tbey did.
And wben you bear historians talk of thrones,
And tbose tbat sate upon them, let it be
As we now gaze upon tbe mammotb’s bones,
CXXXIH.
And wonder what old w'orld sucb things
Suwarrow now was conqueror—a match
could see,
For Timour or for Zingbis in bis trade.
Or hieroglyphics on Egyptian stones,
Wbile mosques and streets, beneatb bis eyes,
The pleasant riddles of futurity—
like thatck
Guessing at what shall bappily be bid,
Blazed, and tbe cannon’s roar was scarce As tbe real purpose of a pyramid.
allay’d,
Witb bloody hands be wrote bis first despatcb;
CXXXVIII.
And bere exactly follows what he said
“ Glory to God and to tbe Empress! ” (Powers Eeader! I bave kept my word,—at least so
far
Eternal! such ñames mingled!) “ Ismail’s
As tbe first canto promised. You bave
ours.”
now
Had sketches of love, tempest, travel, war,—
CXXXIV.
All very accurate, you must allow,
Methinks tbese are tbe most tremendous
And epic, if plain truth should prove no bar;
words,
For I bave drawn mucb less witb a long
Since “ Mené, Mené, Tekel,” and “ Upharbow
sin,”
Tlian
my forerunners. Carelessly I sing,
Wbicb bands or pens bave ever traced of
But
Phcebus
lends me now and then a string,
swords.
Heaven lielp me ! I ’m but little of a parson:
CXXXIX.
What Daniel read was short-hand of tbe
Lord’s,
Witb wbicb I still can harp, and carp, and
Severe, sublime; tbe propbet wrote no
fiddle.
farce on
What further hatb befallen or may befall
Tbe fate of nations;—but tliis Euss so witty
The bero of tbis grand poètic riddle,
Could rhyme, like Nero, o’er a burning city.
I by and by may teli you, if at all:
But now I choose to break off in tbe middle,
Worn
out witb battering Ismail’s stubborn
CXXXV.
wall,
He wrote tbis Polar melody, and set it,
Wbile Juan is sent off witb tbe despatcb,
Duly accompanied by skrieks and groans, For wbicb all Petersburg is on tbe watch.
Wbicb few- will sing, I trust, but none
forget it—
CXL.
For I will teach, if possible, the stones
To rise against earth’s tyrants. Never let it Tbis special honour was conferr’d, because
Be said tbat we still truckle unto thrones;—
He bad behaved with courage and huBut ye—our children’s cbildren! tbink bow
manity—
we
Whicb last men libe, when tbey bave time to
pause
Sbow'd what things were before tbe World
was free!
From their ferocities produced by vanity.
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His little captive gain’d bim some applause
For saving ber amidst the wild insanity
Of carnage,—and I tbink be was more glad
in ber
Safety, tban bis new order of St. Yladimir.
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Tbe Spanish, and tbe French, as well as
Dutch,
Have seen, and felt, bow strongly you
restore ;
And Waterloo bas made tbe world your
debtor
( I wisb your bards would sing it rather
better).

CXLI.
The Moslem orpban went witb ber protector,
For sbe was bomeless, bouseless, helpless;
IV.
all
You are “ tbe best of cut-tliroats : ”—do not
Her friends, like tbe sad family of Hector,
start;
Had perish’d in tbe field or by tbe w all:
Tbe phrase is Sbakspeare’s, and not misHer very place of birtb was but a spectre
applied:—
Of what it bad been; tbere tbe Muezzin’s War ’s a brain-spattering, windpipe-slitting
call
art,
To prayer was beard no more! and Juan
Unless her cause by right be sanctified.
wept,
I f you bave acted once a generous part,
And made a vow to sbield her, wbicb he
The world, not the world’s masters, will
kept.
decide,
And I sball be delighted to learn who,
Save you and yours, have gain’d by Waterloo?

Canto the Ninth.

V.
I am no flatterer—you’ve supp’d full of
flattery:
O h , Wellington! (or “ Villainton ” )—for Fame
Tbey say you like it too—’tis no great
Sounds tbe heroic syllables botb ways ;
wonder.
France could not even conquer your great
He wbose wbole life bas been assault and
name,
battery,
But punn’d it down to tbis facetious
At last may get a little tired of thunder ;
phrase—
And
swallowing
eulogy mucb more than
Beating or beaten sbe will laugb the same,)
satire, be
Yon bave obtain’d great pensions and mucb
May like being praised for every lucky
praise:
blunder,
Glory like yours should any dare gainsay,
not yet
Humanity would rise, and thunder “ N ay! ” Call’d “ Saviour of the Nations
saved,
And “ Europe’s Liberator ” —still enslaved.
II.
I don’t tbink tbat you used Kinnaird quite
VI.
well
I ’ve done. Now go and dine from off tbe
In Marinèt’s affair—in fact ’twas sbabby,
píate
And like some other things won’t do to teli
Presented by tbe Prince of the Brazils,
Upon your tomb in Westminster’s old
And send the sentinel before your gate
abbey.
A slice or two from your luxurious meals:
Upon tbe rest ’t is not wortb wbile to dwell,
Sucb tales being for tbe tea-hours of some He fougbt, but bas not fed so well of late.
Some hunger, too, tbey say tbe people
tabby;
feels:—
But tbougb your years as man tend fast to
Tbere is no doubt tbat you deserve your
zero,
ration,
In fact your grace is still but a young hero.
But pray give back a little to tbe nation.
m.
VII.
Tbougb Britain ow'es (and pays you too) so
I don’t mean to reflect—a man so great as
mucb,
You, my lord duke! is far above reflection:
Yet Europe doubtless owes you greatly
Tbe liigb Eoman fasbion, too, of Cincinnatus,
more:
Witb modern bistory bas but small conYou bave repair’d Legitimacy’s crutcb,
nexion;
A prop not quite so certain as before >
l.
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Though asan Irishman you love potatoes,
You need not take tkem under your direction;
And half a million for your Sabine farm
Is ratker dear !—I ’m sure I mean no liarm.

[Canto IX.

XH.
Mark! bow it lauglis and scorns at all you
are!
And yet was what you are; from ear to ear
It laughs not—there is now no flesky bar
V III.
So eall’d ; tbe Antic long hatb ceased to
Great men have always scorn’d great recom
liear,
penses ;
But still be smiles; and whether near or far
Epaminondas saved his Thebes, and died,
He strips from man tbat mantle (far more
Not leaviug even bis funeral expenses:
dear
George Washington had tkanks, and nought Tban even tbe tailor’s), bis incarnate skin,
beside,
Wliite, black, or copper—tile dead bones will
Except tbe all-eloudless glory (wbicb few
grin.
men’s is)
X III.
To free bis country: Pitt too had bis pride,
And as a higb-soul’d minister of state is
And thus Deatb laughs,—it is sad merriment,'
Benown’d for ruining Great Britain gratis.
But still it is so; and witli such example
Wliy sbould not Life be equally content
IX.
With bis superior, in a smile to trample
Nexer bad mortal man such opportunity,
Upon tbe nothings wbicb are daily spent
Except Napoleón, or abused it more:
Like bubbles on an ocean mucli less ampie
You migkt have freed fallenEurope from tlie Tban tlie eternal deluge, which devours
unity
Suns as rays—worlds like atoms—years like
Of tyrants, and been West from shore to
kours ?
skore:
XIV.
And now—wkat is your fame ? Shall tbe
Muse tune it ye ?
“ To be, or not to be ? tbat is the question,”
Now—tbat tbe rabble's first vain sbouts
Says Shakspeare, wbo just now is muck
are o’er ?
in fasbion.
■Go ! bear it in your famish’d country’s cries ! I am neither Alexander nor Heplnestion,
Bebold tbe world ! and curse your victòries !
Nor ever bad for abstract farne much
passiou;
X.
But would much ratber have a sound diges
As tliese new cantos touch on warlike feats,
tión,
To you tbe unflattering Muse deigns to
Tban Buonaparte’s c a n c e r could I dasb
inscribe
Olí
Trutbs, that you will not read in tbe Gazettes, ThrOugb fifty victòries to shame or fame,
But wbicb ’tis time to teacb tbe kireling Without a stomacb— what were a good
tribe
ñame ?
Wbofatten on tbeir country’s gore, and debts,
XV.
Must be recited—and without a bribe.
You did great tbings: but not being great in “ Oh dura ilia messorum! ”—“ Oh
mind,
Ye rigid guts of reapers! ” I transíate
Have left undone tbe greatest—and mankind. Por the great benefit of tbose wbo kiiow
What indigestión is—tbat imvard fate
XI.
Wbicb makes all Styx througb one small
Deatli lauglis—Go ponder o’er the skeleton
liver flow.
Witli wbicb men image out tbe unknown
Apeasant’s sweat is worthbis lord’s estáte:
tbing
Let this one toil for bread—tbat rack for
That hides the past world, like to a set sun
rent,
Wbicb still elsewkere may rouse a brigkter He wbo sleeps best may be tbe most content.
spring—
XVI.
Deatb lauglis at all you weep f o r l o o k upon
This bourly dread of a ll! whose threaten’d “ To be, or not to be?”—Ere I decide,
sting
I sbould be glad to know tbat wbicb is
Turns life to terror, even though in its
being ;
sbeatb:
’Tis true we speculate botb far and wide,
Mark 1 liow its lipless moutb grins without
And deem, because we see, we are alU
breath!
seeing:
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Por my part, I ’ll enlist on neither side,
Until I see botb sides for once agreeing.
For me, I sometimes tbiuk that life is deatb,
Katker tban life a mere affair of breath.
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But I, tbe mildest, meekest of mankind,
Like Moses, or Melanctkon, Wbo have ne’er
Done anytbing exceedingly unkind,—
And (though I could not now and tben
. XVH.
forbear
“ Que sçais-je?” was tbe motto of Mon Pollowing tbe bent of body or of mind)
taigne,
Have always had a tendency to spare,—•
As also of tlie first academicians;
Wliy do they cali me misantkrope ? Because
Tbat all is dubious wbicb man may attain,
They hate me, not I them:—and here we TI
Was one of their most favourite positions.
pause.
Tbere’s no such tbing as certainty, tbat’s
plain
X X II.
As any of Mortality’s conditions;
’T is time we sbould proceed witb our good
So little do we know what we’re about in
poem,—
Tbis world, I doubt if doubt itself be doubtFor I maintani that it is really good,
mg.
Not'only in tile body but tbe proem,
However little botb are understood
XVHI.
Just now,—but by and by tbe Trutb will
It is a pleasant vcyage perbaps to float,
show ’em
Like Pyrrko, on a sea of speculation;
Herself in ker sublimest attitude:
But what if carrying sail capsize tbe boat ?
And till sbe doth, I fain must be content
Your wise men don’t know much of navi- To sbare ber beauty and her banisliment.
gation;
And swimming long in tbe abyss of tbougbt
XXH I.
Is apt to tire : a calm and sliallow statiou
Well nigb tbe sliore, wkere one stoops down Our hero (and, I trust, kind reader ! yours)
and gatliers
Was left upon bis way to tbe cbief city
Some pretty sbell, is best for moderate Of tbe immortal Peter’s polisb’d boors,
bathers.
Wbo still have shown tkemselves more
brave tban witty.
XIX.
I know its migbty empire now allures
Much flattery—even Voltaire’s, and tbat’s
“ But heaven,” as Cassio says, “ is above
a pity.
all—
No more of tbis, tben, let us pray! ” We Por me, I deem an absolute autocrat
Not a barbarían, but much worse tban tbat.
have
Souls to save, since Eve’s slip and Adam’s
fall,
XXIV.
Wbicb tumbled all mankind hito tbe grave,
Besides fisk, beasts, and birds.
“ Tbe And I valí war, at least in words (and—
sbould
sparrow’s fall
My chance so happen—deeds), with all wbo
Is special providence,” tbougli bow it gave
war
Offence, we know not; probably it percb’d
Upon the tree wbicb Eve so fondly searcb’d. Witb Tbougbt;—and of Tliought’s foes by
far most rude,
Tyrants and sycopbants have been and are.
XX.
I know not wbo may conquer: if I could
Have such a preseience, it sbould be no bar
O lí! ye immortal Gods! what is tkeogony ?
Ob! tbou, too, mortal man! what is pkilan- To tbis my plain, sworn, downrigkt detestation
thropy ?
Oh ! world, wbicb was and is, what is cos- Of every despotism in every nation.
mogony?
Some people have accused me of misanXXV.
■tbropy;
And yet I know no more tban tbe makogany It is not that I adulate the people:
Without me, there are demagogues enough,
Tbat forms this desk, of what they mean;
And infidels, to pulí down every steeple,
lykanthropy
And set up in tbeir stead some proper
I comprekend, for without transformation
stuff.
Men become wolves on any slight occasion.
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Whether they may sow scepticism to reap
hell,
As is the Cliristian dogma rather rough,
I do not know;—I wish men to be free
As mucli from mobs as kings—from you as
me.

xxx.
And there in a hibitlca he roll’d on,
(A cursed sort of carriage without springs,
Which on rough roads leaves scarcely a
whole bone,)
Pondering on glory, chivalry, and kings,
And orders, and on all that he had done—
And wishing that post-horses had the
wings
Of Pegasus, or at the least post-chaises
Had feathers, when a traveller on deep
ways is.

XXVI.
Tbe consequence is, being of no party,
I sball offeud all parties:—never mind!
My words, at least, are more sincere and
bearty
Tban ií I sought to sail before the wind.
He who has uouglit to gain can kave small
art: he
X XXI.
Who neither wishes to be bound ñor bind, At every jolt—and they were many—still
May still expatiate freely, as will I,
He turn’d his eyes upon his little charge,
Ñor give my voice to slavery’s jackal cry.
As if he wish’d that she should fare less ill
Than he, in these sad highways left at large
XXVII.
To ruts, and flints, and lovely Nature’s skiU,
Who is no paviour, ñor admits a barge
That’s an appropriate simile, that jackal;—
I ’ve heard them in the Ephesian ruins On her canals, where God takes sea and land,
Fishery and farm, both into his own hand.
howl
By night, as do that mercenary pack all,
XXXII.
Power’s base purveyors, who for pickings
At least he pays no rent, and has best right
prowl,
To be the first of what we used to cali
And scent the prey their masters would
“ Gentlemen farmers ” a race worn out quite,
attack all.
Since lately there have been no rents at all,
However, the poor jackals are less foul
And “ gentlemen ” are in a piteous plight,
(As being the brave lions’ keen providers)
And “ farmers ” can’t raise Ceres from her
Than human insects, catering for spiders.
fall:
She fell with Buonaparte—What strange
X X VIII.
thoughts
Baise but an ann! ’t will brush their web
Arise, when we see emperors fall with oats!
away,
And without that, their poison and their
xxxm .
claws
But Juan turn’d his eyes on the sweet child
Are useless. Mind, good people! what I
Whom he had saved from slaughter—what
say—
a trophy!
(Or rather peoples)—go on without pause! Oh ! ye who build up monuments, defiled
The web of these tarántulas each day
With gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive
Increases, till you shall make common
sophy,
cause:
Who, after leaving Hindostán a wild,
None, save the Spanish fly and Attic bee,
And scarce to the Mogul a cup of coffee
As yet are strongly stinging to be free.
To soothe his woes withal, was slain, the
sinner 1
XXIX.
Because he could no more digest his dinner;—
Don Juan, who had shone in the late
XXXIV.
slaughter,
Was left upon his way with the despatch,
Oh y e ! or we ! or h e! or she ! reflect,
Where blood was talk’d of as we would of
That one life saved, especially if young
water;
Or pretty, is a thing to recollect
And carcasses that lay as thick as thatch
Par sweeter than the greenest laureis
O’er silenced cities, merely served to flatter
sprung
Fair Catherine’s pastime—who look’d on From the manure of human clay, though
the match
deck’d
Between these naiions as a main of cocks,
With all the praises ever said or sung:
Wherein she liked her own to stand like Though hymn’d by every harp, unless within
rocks.
Your heart joins chorus, Fame is but a din.
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XXXV.
Oh! ye great authors luminous, voluminous!
Ye twice ten hundred thousand daily
scribes!
Whose pamphlets, volumes, newspapers,
illumine us 1
Whether you’re paid by government in
bribes,
To prove the public debt is not consuming
us—
Or, rougkly treading on the “ courtier’s
kibes ”
With clownish heel, your popular circulation
Feeds you by printing half the realm’s
starvation ;—
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Even worlds miscarry, when too oft they
pup,
And every new creation liath decreased
In size, from overworking the material—
Men are but maggots of some huge Earth’s
burial).
XL.

Bou will—to these young people, just thrust
out
From some fresh Paradise, and set to
plough,
And dig, and sweat, and turn themselves
about,
And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind,
and sow,
XXXVI.
Till all the arts at length are brought about,
Oh, ye great authors!—“ Apropos des
Especially of war and taxing,—how,
bottes,” —
I say, will these great relies, when they
I have forgotten what I meant to say,
see ’em,
As sometimes have been greater sages’ lots;— Look like the monsters of a new museum!
’T was something calculated to allay
All wrath in barracks, palaces, or cots :
X II.
Certes it would have been but thrown away,
But I am apt to grow too metaphysical:
And that’s one comfort for my lost advice,
“ The time is out of joint,”—and so am I ;
Altliough no doubt it was beyond all price.
I quite forget this poem ’s merely quizzical,
XXXVII.
And deviate into matters rather dry.
I ne’er decide what I shall say, and this I
But let it g o :—it will one day be found
cali
With other relies of “ a former World,”
Much too poetical: men should know why
When this world shall be former, underThey write, and for what end; but, note or
ground,
text,
Thrown topsy-turvy, twisted, erisp’d, and
I never know the word which will come next.
curl’d,
Baked, fried, or burnt, turn’d inside-out, or
drown’d,
XLII.
Like all the worlds before, which have been
So on I ramble, now and then narrating,
hurl’d
Now pondering:—it is time we should
First out of, and tlien back again to chaos,
narrate.
The superstratum which will overlay us.
I left Don Juan with his horses baiting—
X X X V III.
Now w e’ll get o’er the ground at a great
rate.
So Cuvier s a y s a n d then shall come again
I
shall
not be particular in stating
Unto the new creation, rising out
His
journey,
we’ve so many tours of late:
From our oíd crash, some mystic, ancient
Suppose him then at Petersburgh; suppose
strain
Of things destroy’d and left in airy doubt; That pleasant capital of painted snows;
Like to the notions we now entertain
Of Titans, giants, fellows of about
xLm.
Some hundred feet in height, not to say miles,
Suppose
him
in
a
handsome
uniform;
And mammoths, and your winged crocodiles.
A scarlet coat, black facings, a long plume,
XXXIX.
Waving, like sails new shiver’d in a storm,
Over a cock’d hat in a crowded room,
Think if then George the Fourth should be
And brilliant breeches, bright as a Caim
dug up,
Gorme,
How the new worldlings of the then new
Of yellow casimere we may presume,
East
White
stockings drawn uncurdled as new
Will wonder where such animals could sup!
milk
(For they themselves will be but of the
O’er limbs whose symmetry set off the silk;
least:
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Suppose him sword by side, and hat in liand, No wonder then that Yermoloff, or Momonofif,
Or Scherbatoff, or any other off
Made up by youth, fame, and an anny
tailor—
Or on, might dread her majesty had not room
enough
Tliat great enchanter, at whose rod’s command
Within her bosom (which was not too
tough)
Beauty springs forth, and Nature’s self
turns paler,
For a new fíame; a thought to cast of gloom
enough
Seeing how Art can make ber work more
grand
Along the aspect, whether smooth or rough,
(Wben she don’t pin men’s limbs in like a Of him who, in the language of his station,
gaoler),—
Then held that “ high ofiicial situation.”
Bekold him placed as if upon a pillar 1 He
Seems Love turn’d a liéutenant of artillery!
XZIX.
Oh, gentle ladies! should you seek to know
The import of this diplomàtic phrase,
Bid Ireland’s Londonderry’s Marquesa show
His Landage slipp’d down into a cravat;
His
parts of speech; and in the strange
His wings subdned to epaulettes; his
displays
quiver
Of that odd string of words, all in a row,
Shrnnk to a scabbard, with his arrows at
Which none divine, and every one obeys,
His side as a small sword, but sharp as
Perhaps you may pick out some queer no
ever;
meaning,
His bow converted into a cock’d hat;
But still so like, that Psyche were more Of that weak wordy harvest the solé gleaning.
clever
Than some wives (who make blunders no less
Z.
stupid),
I think I can explain myself without
I f she had not mistaken him for Cupid.
That sad inexplicable beast of prey—
That Sphinx, whose words would ever be a
doubt,
XZVI.
Did not his deeds unriddle them each day—
The courtiers stared, the ladies whisper’d, That monstrous hieroglyphic— that long
and
spout
The empress smiled: the reigning favourite
Of blood and water, leaden Castlereagh !
frown’d—
And here I must au anecdote relate,
I quite forget which of them was in hand
But luckily of no great length or weight.
Just then; as they are rather numerous
found,
LZ
Who took by turns that difficult command
Since first her majesty was singly crown’d : An English lady ask’d of an Italian,
What were the actual and oficial duties
But they were mostly nervous six-foot felOf the strange thing, some women set a valué
lows,
on,
All fit to make a Patagonian jealous.
Which hovers oft about some married
beauties,
x z v ii.
Call'd “ Cavalier servente ? ” a Pygmalion
Whose statues warm (I fear, alas! too
Juan was none of these, but slight and slim,
true ’tis)
Blushmg and beardless; and yet ne’ertheBeneath his art. The dame, press’d to disless
close
them,
There was a something in his turn of limb,
And still more in his eye, which seem’d to Said—“ Zady, I beseech you to supjjose them'1
express,
Z IZ
That though he look’d like one of the
seraphim,
And thus I supplicate your supposition,
There lurk’d a man beneath the spirit’s
And mildest, matron-like interpretation,
dress.
Of the imperial favourite’s condition.
Besides, the empress sometimes liked a boy,
’T was a high place, the highest in the
And had just buried the fair-faced Lanskoi.
nation

XZV.
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In fact, if not in rank I and the suspicion
Of any one’s attaining to his station
No doubt gave pain, where each new pair of
shonlders,
If rather broad, made stocks rise and their
holders.
Z III.
Juan, I said, was a most beauteous boy,
And had retain’d his boyish look beyond
The usual hirsute seasons which destroy,
With beards and whiskers, and the like,
the fond
Parísian aspect, which upset oíd Troy
And founded Doctors' Commons:—I have
conn’d
The history of divorces, which, though
chequer’d,
Calis Ilion’s the first damages on record.

zrv.
And Catherine, who loved all thiugs (save
herlord,
Who was gone to his place), and pass’d for
rnuch,
Admiring those (hy dainty dames abhorr’d)
Gigantic gentlemen, yet had a touch
Of sentiment: and he she most adored
Was the lamented Zanskoi, who was such
A lover as liad cost her many a tear,
And yet but made a middling grenadier.
ZV.
Oh thou “ teterrima causa ” of all “ belli ” —
Thou gate of life and death—thou nondescript!
Whence is our exit and our entrance, w7ell I
May pause in pondering how all souls are
dipt
In thy perennial fountain: how man fe li I
Know not, since knowledge saw her
branches stript
Of her first fruit; but how he falls and rises,
Since, thou hast settled beyond all surmises.
ZVI.
Some cali thee “ the worst cause of war,”
but I
Maintain thou art the hest: for after all,
Frorn thee we come, to thee we go, and
why
To get at thee not batter down a wall,
Or waste a world ? since no one can deny
Thou dost replenish worlds both great and
small:
With, or without thee, all things at a stand
Are, or would be, thou sea of life’s dry land !
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ZVII.
Catherine, who was the grand epitome
Of that great cause of war, or peace, or
what
You please (it causes all the things which be,
So you may take your choice of this or
that)—
Catherine, I say, -was very glad to see
The handsome herald, on whose plumage
sat
Yictory; and, pausing as she saw him kneel
With his despatch, forgot to bréale the seal.

zvm .
Then recollecting the whole empress, ñor
Forgetting quite the woman (which composed
At least three parts of this great whole), she
tore
The letter open with an air which posed
The court, that watch’d each look her visage
wore,
Until a royal smile at length disclosed
Fair weather for the day. Though rather
spacious,
Her face was noble, her eyes fine, mouth
gracious.
ZIX.
Great joy was hers, or rather joys: the first
Was a ta’en city, thirty thousand slain.
Glory and triumph o’er her aspect burst,
As an East Indian sunrise 011 the main.
These quench’d a moment her ambition’s
thirst—
So Arab deserts drink in summer’s rain:
In vain!—Asfall thedews onquenchless sands,
Blood only serves to wash Ambition’s hands!
ZX.
Her next amusement was more fanciful;
She smiled at mad Suwarrow’s rhymes,
who threw
Into a Bussian couplet rather dull
The whole gazette of thousands whom he
slew.
Her third was feminine enough to annul
The shudder which runs naturally through
Our veins, W'hen things call’d sovereigns
think it best
To kill, and generals turn it into jest.
ZXI.
The two first feelings ran their eourse com
plete,
And lighted first her eye, and then her
mouth:
The whole court look’d immediately most
sweet,
Zike flowers well water’d after a long
drouth:—
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But when ou the lieutenant at her feet
Her majesty, who liked to gaze on youtb
Almost as inuch as on a new despatcb,
Glauced mildly, all the world was on the watch.
LX II.
Though somewhat large, exuberant, and
truculent,
When wroth—while pleased, she was as
fine a figure
As those who like things rosy, ripe, and
succulent,
Would wisli to look ou, while they are in
vigour.
She could repay each amatory look you lent
Witli interest, and in turn was wont with
rigour
To exact of Cupid’s bilis the full amount
At sight, nor would permit you to discount.

Lxni.
With her the latter, though at times con
venient,
Was not so necessary; for they teli
That she was handsome, and though fierce
loók'd lenient,
And always used her favourites too well.
I f once bej'ond her boudoir’s precincts in ye
went,
Your “ fortune” was in a fair way “ to
swell
A man” (as Giles says); for though she
would widow all
Nations, she liked man as an individual.
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LXVI.
Slmkspeare talks of “ the herald Mercury
New lighted on a lieaven-kissing h ili: ”
And some such visions cross’d her majesty,
While her young herald knelt before her
stili.
’T is very true the hili seem’d rather liigh,
For a lieutenant to climb up; but skill
Smooth’d even the Simplon’s steep, and by
God’s blessing,
With youtli and healtli all kisses are “ heaven-kissing.”
lxvh .
Her majesty look’d down, the youth look’d
up—

And so they feli in love;—she with his
face,
His grace, his God-knows-what: for Cupid’s
cup
With the first draught intoxicates apace,
A quintessential laudanum or “ biack drop,”
Which malíes one drunk at once, without
the base
Expedient of full bumpers; for the eye
In love driuks all life’s fountains (save tears)
dry.
L X V III.
He, on the otlier haud, if not in love,
Feli iuto that no less imperious passion,
Self-love—which, when some sort of thing
above
Ourselves, a singer, dancer, mucli in f ashion,
Or duchess, prmcess, empress, “ deigns to
prove ”
(’T is Pope’s phrase) a great longing, though
a rash one,
For one especial person out of many,
Makes us believe ourselves as good as any.

LXIV.
What a strange thing is man ! and ívhat a
stranger
Is woman ! What a whirlwind is her head,
And what a Whirlpool full of deptk and
danger
LXIX.
Is all the rest ahout her ! Whether wed,
Or widow, maid, or mother, she can change her Besides, he was of that delighted age
Mind like the wind: whatever she has said
Which makes all female ages equal—when
Or done, is light to what she’11 say or do;— We don’t much care with whom we may
The oldest thing on record, and yet new !
engage,
As bold as Daniel in the lions’ den,
LXV.
So that we can our native sun assuage
Oh Catherine ! (for of all interjections,
In the next ocean, which may flow just
To thee both oh ! and ah! helong of riglit
then,
In love and war) how odd are the connexions To make a twilight in, just as Sol’s heat is
Of human thoughts, which jostle in their Quench’d in the lap of the salt sea, or Thetis.
flight!
LXX.
Just now yours were cut out in different
sections:
And Catherine (we must say thus much for
First Ismail’s capture caught your fancy
Catherine),
quite;
Though hold and bloody, was the kind of
Next of new knights, the fresh and glorious
thing
hatch;
Whose temporary passion was quite flattering,
And thirdly he who brought you the despatcb!
Because each ïover look’d a sort of king,
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Made up upon an amatory pattern,
A royal husband in all save the ring—
Which, being the damn’dest part of matrimony,
Seem’d taking out the sting to leave the honey.
LXXI.
And when you add to this, her womanhood
In its meridian, her blue eyes or gray—
(The last, if they have soul, are quite as good,
Or better, as the hest examples say:
Napoleon’s, Mary’s (queen of Scotland),
should
Lend to that colour a transcendent ray;
And Pallas also sanctions the same hue,
Too wise to look through optics hlack or
blue)—
LX X II.
Her sweet smile, and her then majestic figure,
Her plumpness, her imperial condescension,
Her preference of a hoy to men much bigger
(Fellows whom Messalina’s self would pen
sión),
Her prime of life, just now in juicy vigour,
With other extras, which we need not
mention,—
All these, or any one of these, explain
Enough to make a stripling very vain.

JuAtt.
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LXXV.
Those movements, those improvements in
our bodies
Which make all bodies anxious to get out
Of their own sand-pits, to mix with a goddess, .
For such all women are at first no doubt.
How heautiful that moment! and how odd is
That fever which precedes the languid rout
Of our seusations ! What a eurious way
The whole thing is of clothing souls in clay!
LX X VI.
The noblest kind of love is love Platonical,
To end or to hegin with; the next grand
Is that which may he christen’d love ca
nonical,
Because the clergy take the thing in liand;
The third sort to he noted in our chroniele
As flourishing in every Christian land,
Is, when chaste matrons to their other ties
Add -what may be call’d marríage in disguise.

LX X YII.
Well, we won’t analyse—our storymust
Teli for itself: the sovereign was smitten,
Juan much flatter’d hy her love, or lust
I cannot stop to alter words once written,
And the two are so mix’d with human dust,
That he who ñames one, both perchance
may hit on:
But in such matters Bussia’s mighty em
press
LX X III.
Behaved no better than a common sempAnd that ’s enough, for love is vanity,
stress.
Selfish in its beginning as its end,
L X X V III.
Except where ’t is a mere insanity,
A maddening spirit which would strive to The wdiole court melted into one wide whisper,
hlend
And all lips were applied unto all ears !
Itself with beauty’s frail inanity,
On which the passion’s self seems to depend; The eider ladies’ wrinkles curl’d much crisper
As they heheld; the younger cast some
And henee some lieathenish pliilosophers
leers
Make love the main-spring of the universe.
On one another, and each lovely lisper
Smiled as she talk’d the matter o’er; hut
LXXIV.
tears
Of rivalship rose in each clouded eye
Besides Platònic love, besides the love
Of all the standing army who stood by.
Of God, the love of sentiment, the loving
Of faithful pairs—(I needs must rhyme with
LXXIX.
dove,
That good old steam-boat which keeps All the ambassadors of all the powers
Inquired, Who was this very new young
verses moving
man,
’Gainst reason—Beason ne’er was hand-andWho promised to be great in some few hours ?
glove
Which is full soon (thoughlife is hut a span.)
With rhyme, but always leant less to imAlready they heheld the silver showers
proving
Of rubíes rain, as fast as specie can,
The sound than sense) besides all these preUpon his cabinet, besides the presents
tences
To love, there are those things which words Of several ribands, and some thousand
peasants.
name senses;
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LXXX.
Catherine was generous,—all such ladies are:
Love—that great opener of tlie lieart and
all
The ways that lead there, be tbey near or far,
Above, below, by turnpikes great or
small,—
Love—(tbougb sbe liad a cursed taste for war,
And was not the best wife, unless we call
Sucb Clytemnestra, tbougb perbaps ’t is
better
Tbat one sbould die, tban two drag on tbe
fetter)—

LXXXV.
Witb her tben, as in humble duty bound,
Juan retired,—and so will I, until
My Pegasus sball tire of toucbing ground.
We bave just lit on a “ heaven-kissing
hill,"
So lofty tbat I feel my brain turn round,
And all my fancies whirling bke a mill; .
Wbicb is a signal to my nerves and brain,
To take a quiet ride in some green lane.

LXXXI.
Love bad made Catherine make eacb lover’s
fortune,
Unlike our own balf-cliaste Elizabeth,
Wbose avance all disbursemeuts did impor
tune,
If bistory, tbe grand liar, ever saith
The truth; and tbougb grief her oíd age
migbt sborten,
Because sbe put a favourite to deatli,
Her vile, ambiguous metliod of flirtation,
And stinginess, disgrace ber sex and station.

Canto the Tenth.
I.
W hen Newton saw an apple fall, he found

In tbat sligbt stártle from bis contemplation—•
'T is said (for I Tl not answer above ground
For any sage’s creed or calculation)—
A mode of proving tbat tbe eartb tum’d round
In a most natural whirl, called “ gravitation; ’’
And tbis is tbe sole mortal wbo could
grapple,
Since Adam, witb a fall, or witb an apple.

LX X X II.
II.
But wben tbe levée rose, and all was bustle
Man fell with apples, and witb apples rose,
In the dissolving circle, all tbe nations’
I f tbis be true; for we must deem tbe mode
Ambassadors began as ’t were to bustle
Eound the young man with tbeir congratu- In wbicb Sir Isaac Newton could diselose
Through tbe tben unpaved stars tbe turnlations.
pike road,
Also tbe softer silks were heard to rustle
A
thing to counterbalance human woes:
Of gentle dames, among wbose recreations
For ever since immortal man batb glow’d
ít is to speculate on handsome faces,
Witb all kinds of mecbanics, and full soou
Especially wben sucb lead to high places.
Steam-engines will conduct bim to tbe moon.
LX X X III.
III.
Juan, wbo found bimself, be knew not bow,
And wherefore tbis exordium?—Why, just
A general object of attention, made
now,
His answers witb a very graceful bow,
In taking up tbis paltry sbeet of paper,
As if born for tbe ministerial trade.
My bosom underwent a glorious glow,
Tbougb modest, on bis unembarrass’d brow
And my internal spirit cut a caper:
Nature bad written “ gentleman.” He said
And tbougb so much inferior, as I know,
Little, but to tbe puipose; and bis manner
To tbose wbo, by tbe dint of glass and
Flung hovering graces o’er bim like a banner.
vapour,
LXXXIV.
An order from her majesty consign’d
Our young lieutenant to tbe genial care
Of tbose in office: all tbe World look’d kind,
(As it willlook sometimes witb tbe first stare,
Wbicb youtb would not act ill to keep in
mind,)
As also did Miss Protasoff then tbere,
Named from ber mystic office “ l ’Eprouveuse,”
A term inexplicable to tbe Muse.

Discover stars, and sail in the wind’s eye,
I wisb to do as much by poesy.
IV.
In the wind’s eye I have sail’d, and sail; but
for
Tbe stars, I own my telescope is dim;
But at tbe least I bave sbunn’d tbe comrnon
shore,
And leaving land far out of sigbt, would
skim
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Tbe ocean of eternity: tbe roar
Ofbreakers bas not daunted my sligbt,
trim,
But still sea-worthy skiff; and sbe may float
Where sbips bave founder’d, as dotb many a
boat.
V.
We left our bero, Juan, in tbel·loom
Of favouritism, but not yet in tbe l·lush ;—
And far be it from my Muses to presume
(For I bave more tban one Muse at a push)
To follow bim beyond tbe drawing-room:
It is enougb tbat Fortune found bim flush
Of youtb, and vigour, beauty, and tbose
things
Wbicb for an instant clip enjoyment’s wings.
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IX.
But Juan was not meant to die so soon.
We left bim in tbe focus of sucb glory
As may be won by favour of tbe moon
Or ladies’ fancies—rather transitory
Perbaps; but wbo would scorn tbe month of
June,
Because December, witb bis breatb so
hoary,
Must come? Much rather sbould be court
tbe ray,
To hoard up warmth against a wintry day.

X.
Besides, be bad some qualities wbicb fix
Middle aged ladies even more tban young:
Tbe former know wbat’s wbat; wbile newVI.
fledged cbicks
Know little more of love tban wbat is sung
But soon tbey grow again and leave tben'
In rkymes, or dreamt (for fancy will play
nest.
tricks)
“ O h!” saitb tbe Psalmist, “ tbat I bad a
In visions of tbose skies from wbence Love
dove’s
sprung.
Pinions to flee away, and be at rest! ’’
And wbo tbat recollects young years and Some reckon wornen by tbeir suns or years,
I
rather
tbink tbe moon sbould date tbe
loves,—
dears.
Tbougb hoary now, and witb a withering
XI.
breast,
And palsied fancy, wbicb no longer roves
And why? because sbe’s changeable and
Beyond its dimm’d eye’s spbere,—but would
cbaste.
I know no other reason, wbatsoe’er
much rather
Sigb like bis son, tban cougb like bis grand- Suspicious people, wbo find fault in baste,
May cboose to tax me witb; wbicb is not
father ?
fair,
V II.
Nor flattering to “ tbeir temper or tbeir
But sigbs subside, and tears (even widows’)
taste,”
shrink,
As my friend Jeffrey writes witb sucb an
Like Arno in the summer, to a shallow,
air:
So narrow as to shame tbeir wintry brink,
However, I forgive bim, and I trust
Wbicb threatens inundations deep and yelHe will forgive bimself;—if not, I must.
low!
Such difference dotb a few montbs make.
XH.
You’d tbiuk
Old euemies wbo bave become new friends
Grief a rick field wbicb never would lie
Sbould so continue—’t is a point of bonour;
fallow;
And I know notkmg wbicb could make aNo more it dotb, its plougbs but change tben
mends
boys,
For a return to batred: I would skun ber
Wbo furrow some new soil to sow for joys.
Like garlic, bowsoever sbe extends
Her hundred arins and legs, and faín
V III.
outrun ber.
But cougbs will come wben sigbs depart— Old flames, new wives, become our bitterest
and now
foes—
And tben before sigbs cease; for oft tbe one Converted foes sbould scorn to join with
W ill bring tbe other, ere tbe lake-like brow
tbose.
Is ruffled by a wrmkle, or tbe sun
xn i.
Of life reach’d ten o’clock: and wbile a glow,
Hectic and brief as summer’s day nigb done, Tbis were tbe worst desertion:—renegadoes,
Even skuffling Soutbey, tbat incarnate lie,
O’erspreads the cbeek wbicb seems too pure
Would scarcely join again tbe “ reformafor clay,
does,”
Thousands blaze, love, bope, die,—bow kappy
Wkom be forsook to fill tbe lanreate’s sty:
tbey!—
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And honest men from Iceland to Barbadoes,
Whether in Caledon or Italy,
Should not veer round with every hreath, nor
seize
To pain, the moment when you cease to
please.

[Canto X.
X V III.

As “ Auld Lang Syne” brings Scotland, one
and all,
Scotch plaids, Scotch snoods, the bine hilis,
and ciear streams,
The Dee, the Don, Balgounie’s brig’s l·lach
XIV.
wall,
All my boy feelings, all my gentler dreams
The lawyer and the eritic but behold
Of what I then dreamt, clothed in their own
The baser sides of literature and life,
pall,
And nougkt remains unseen, but much unLike Banquo’s offspring:—floating past me
told,
seems
By those wko scour those double vales of
My childhood in this childishness of mine:
strife.
I care not—’tis a glimpse of Auld Lang
TVliile common men grow ignorantly old,
Syne.”
The lawyer’s brief is like the surgeon’s
knife,
xrx.
Dissecting the whole inside of a question,
And though, as you remember, in a fit
And with it all the proeess of digestión.
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and
curly,
XV.
I rail’d at Scots to show my wrath and
wit,
A legal broom ’s a moral chimney-sweeper,
Whicli must be own’d was sensitive and
And tliat ’s the reason he kimself ’s so
surly,
dh-ty!
Yet ’tis in vain such sallies to permit,
The endless soot bestows a tint far deeper
They cannot quench young feelings fresh
Than can be hid by altering his shirt; he
and early:
Retains the sable stains of the dark creeper,
At least some twenty-nine do out of thirty, I uscotch'd not kill’d ” the Scotchman in my
blood,
In all their h a b it s n o t so you, I own;
As Ciesar wore his robe you wear your gown. And love the land of “ mountain and of
flood.”
XVI.

XX.

And all our little feuds, at least all mine,
Dear Jeffrey, once my most redoubted foe
(As far as rhyme and criticism combine
To make such puppets of us things below),
Are over: Here’s a health to “ Auld Lang
Syne! ”
I do not know you, and may never know
Your face—but you liave acted on the whole
Most nobly, and I own it from my soul.

Don Juan, who was real, or ideal,—
Por both are much the same, since what
men think
Exists when the once thinkers are less real
Than what they thought, for mind can
never sink,
And ’gainst the body makes a strong appeal;
And yet’t is very puzzling on the brink
Of what is call’d eternity, to stare,
And know no more of what is here, than
there;—

xvn .
And when I use the phrase of “ Auld Lang
Syne 1’’
’T is not address’d to you—the more ’s the

XXI.

Don Juan grew a very polish’d Bussian—
How we won’t mention, whj we need not
say:
pity
Por me, for I would rather take my wine
Pew youthful minds can stand the strong
Witli you, than aught (save Scott) in your
concussion
proud city.
Of any slight temptation in their way;
But somehow—it may seem a schoolboy’s But his just now were spread as is a
whine,
cushion
And yet I seek not to be grand nor witty,
Smooth’d for a monarch’s seat of honour:
But I am half a Scot by birtli, and bred
gay
A whole one, and my heart flies to my Damsels, and dances, reveis, ready money,
head,—
Made ice seem paradise, and winter sunny.
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Peep out sometimes, when things are in a
X X II.
flurry,
Through all the “ purple and fine linen,”
The favour of the empress was agreeable;
fitter
And though the duty wax’d a little hard,
Young people at his time of life should be For Babylon’s than Russia’s royal harlot—■
And neutralise lier outward show of scarlet.
able
To come off liandsomely in tliat regard.
He was now growing up like a green tree,
X X VII.
able
And this same state we won’t ¿(escribe: we
For love, war, or ambition, which reward
would
Tlieir luckier votaries, till old age’s tedium
Perhaps from kearsay, or from reeollection ;
Make some prefer the circulating medium.
But getting nigh grim Dante’s “ obscure
wood,”
xxm .
That korrid equinox, that hateful section
About this time, as might have been antici- Of human years, that kalf-way house, that
rude
pated,
Hut, whence wise travellers drive with
Seduced by youtli and dangerous examples,
circumspection
Don Juan grew, I fear, a little dissipated;
Which is a sad thing, and not only tramples Life’s sad post-horses o'er the dreary frontier
On our fresh feelings, but—as being partici- Of age, and looking back to youtli, give one
pated
tear;—
With all kinds of incorrigible samples
X X V III.
Of frail humanity—must make us selfish,
And shut our souls up in us like a skell-fisk.
I won’t describe,—that is, if I can lielp
Description; and I won’t reflect,—that is,
If I can stave off thought, which—as a wlielp
XXIV.
Clings to its teat—sticks to me through the
This we pass over. We will also pass
abyss
The usual progress of intrigues between
Of this odd labyrintli; or as the kelp
Unequal matches, such as are, alas!
Holds by the rock; or as a lover’s kiss
A young lieutenant’s with a not old queen,
Drains its first draught of lips:—but, as I
But one who is not so youthful as she was
said,
In all the royalty of sweet seventeen.
Sovereigns may sway materials, but not I won’t pkilosopliise, and will be read.
matter,
XXIX.
And wrinkles, the d---- d demócrata, won’t
Juan, instead of courting courts, was
flatter.
courted,—
XXV.
A thing which liappens rarely: this he
And death, the sovereign’s sovereign, though
owed
the great
Much to his youth, and much to his reported
Gracchus of all mortality, Tvko levels,
Valour; much also to the blood he show’d,
With his Agracian laws, the high estáte
Like a race-liorse; much to each dress he
Of him who feasts, and figlits, and roars,
sported,
and reveis,
Which set the beauty off in which he
To one small grass-grown patch (which must
glow’d,
await
As purple clouds befringe the sun; but most
Con'uption for its crop) with the poor He owed to an old woman and his post.
devils
Who never liad a foot of land till now,—
XXX.
Death’s a reformer, all men must allow.
He wrote to Spain;—and all his near relations,
XXVI.
Perceiving he was in a liandsome way
Of getting on himself, and finding stations
He lived (not Death, but Juan) in a hurry
For cousins also, answer’d the same day.
Of waste, and baste, and glare, and gloss,
Several prepared themselves for emigrations;
and glitter,
And eating ices, were o’erheard to say,
In this gay clime of bear-skhis black and
That with tile additiou of a slight pelisse,
furry—
Which (though I bate to say a thingthat’s Madrid’s and Moscow’s dimes were of a
piece.
bitter)
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XXXI.
His mother, Donna Inez, finding, too,
Tliat in the lieu of drawing on liis banker,
Where his assets were waxing rather few,
He liad brougbt bis spending to a handsome anchor,—
Keplied, “ tliat she was glad to see him
throngh
Tliose pl'easures after which wild youth
will hanker;
As the sole sign of man’s being in his senses
Is, learning to reduce his past expens.es.

[Canto X.

Heaven’s freeholds, m a sort of doomsday
scroll,
Sucli as the conqueror William did repay
His knights with, lotting others’ properties
Into some sixty thousand uew knights’ fees.
XXXVI.

I can’t complain, whose ancestors are there,
Erneis, Badulphus—eight-and-fortymanors
(If that my memory doth not gi'eatly err)
Were tlien- reward for followhig Billy’s
banners:
And though I can’t help tliinking ’t ivas
scaree fair
XXXH.
To strip the Saxons of their liydes, like
“ She also recommended him to God,
tanners;
And no less to God’s Son, as well as
Yet as they founded churches with the
Mother,
produce,
Warn’d him against Greek worship, ivhich
You'll deem, no doubt, they put it to a good
looks odd
use.
In Catholic eyes; but told him, too, to
smother
XXXYI1.
Oultoard dislike, which don’t look well
abroad;
The gentle Juan flourisli’d, though at times
Inform’d him that he had a little brother
He felt like other plants call’d sensitive,
Born in a second wedlock; and above
Which shrink from touch, as monarchs do
All, praised the empress’s maternal love.
from rhymes,
Save such as Southey can afford to give.
X X X III.
Perhaps he long’d in bitter frosts for climes
In which the Neva’s ice would cease to live
“ She could not too much give lier approBefore May-day: perhaps, despite his duty,
bation
In
royalty’s vast arms he sigh’d for beauty:
Unto an empress, who preferr’d young
men
Whose age, and what was better still, whose
XXX v m .
nation
And clhnate, stopp’d all scandal (now and Perhaps—but, sans perhaps, we need not
seek
then);—
For causes young or old: the eanker-worm
At home it might have given her some
Will feed upon the fairest, freshest cheek,
vexation;
As ivell as further drain the wither’dform:
But where thermometers sink down to ten,
Care, like a housekeeper, brings every week
Or five, or one, or zero, she could never
His bilis in, and however we may storm,
Believe that virtue thaw’d before the river.”
They must be paid: though six days smoothly
run,
XXXIV.
The seventh will briug blue devils or a duu.
Oh for a forty-parson power to chant
Thy praise, Hypocnsy! Oh for a liymn
XXXIX.
Loud as the virtues thou dost loudly vaunt,
Not practise 1 Oh for trump of cherubhn !
I don’t know how it was, but he grew sick:
Or the ear-trumpet of my good old aunt,
The empress was alarm’d, and her phyWho, though her spectacles at last grew
sician
dim,
(The same who physick’d Peter) found the
Drew quiet consolation through its hint,
tick
When she no more could read the pious print.
Of his fierce pulse betoken a eondition
Which augur’d of the dead, however guick
XXXV.
Itself, and show’d a feverish disposition ;
She was no hypocrite at least, poor soul,
At which the whole court ivas extremely
But went to heaven in as sincere a way
troubled,
As anybody on the elected roll,
The sovereign shock’d, and all his. medicines
Which portions out upon the judgment day
doubled.
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XL.
XLV.
Low were the whispers, manifold the ru- There was just then a kind of a discussiou,
mours,
A sort of treaty or negotiation,
Some said he had been poison’d by Between the British cabinet and Bussian,
Potemkin;
Maintain’d with all the due prevarication
Others talk’d learnedly of certain tumours,
With which great States such things are apt
Exhaustion, or disorders of the same kin;
to puslí ou;
Some said ’tivas a concoctiou of the humours,
Somethiug about the Baltic’s navigation,
Which with the blood too readily will claim Hides, train-oil, tallow, and the rights of
kin;
Thetis,
Others again were ready to maintain,
Which Britons deem their “ uti possidetis.”
“ ’Twas only the fatigue of last campaign.”
XLVI.
XLI.
So Catherine, who had a handsome way
But here is one prescription out of many:
Of fitting out her favourites, conferr’d
“ Sodse sulphat. gvj. gfs. Mannic optim.
This secret charge on Juan, to display
Aq. fervent, f. 5 ifs. gij. tinct. Senna;
At once her royal splendour, and reward
Haustus ” (and here the surgeon came and His Services. He kiss’d hands the next day,
cupp’d him),
Beceived instructions how to play his card,
“ B. Pulv. Com. gr. iij. Ipeeacuanhíe ”
Was laden with all kinds of gifts and
(With more beside if Juan had not stopp’d
honours,
’em).
Which show’d what great discernment was
“ Bolus Potassa; Sulphuret. sumendus,
the donor’s.
Et haustus ter in die capiendus.”
X LII.
This is the way pliysieians mend or end us,
Secundum artem: but although we sneer
I 11 liealth—when ill, we call them to attend
us,
Without the least propensity to jeer;
While that “ hiatus maxime deflendus,”
To be fill’d up by spade or mattoclc, ’s near,
Instead of gliding graciously down Lethe,
We tease mild Baillie, or soft Abernetliy.
XLIH.
Juan demurr’d at this first notice to
Quit; and though death had threaten’d an
ejeetion,
His youth and constitution bore him through,
And sent the doctors in a new direction.
But still his state was delicate; the hue
Of liealth but flicker’d with a faint reflection
Along his ivasted cheek, and seem’d to gravel
The faculty—who said that he must travel.
XLIV.
The climate was too cold, they said, for him,
Meridian-born, to bloom in. This opinion
Made the chaste Catherine look a little grim,
WI 10 did not like at first to lose her minion:
But when she saw his dazzling eye wax dim,
And drooping like an eagle’s with clipt
pinion,
She then resolved to send him on a mission,
But in a style becoming his eondition.

X LV II.
But she was lucky, and luck’s all. Your
queens
Are generally prosperous in reigning;
Which puzzles us to know what Fortune
means:
But to continue: though her years were
waning,
Her climacteric teased her like her teens;
And though her dignity brook’d no eomplaining,
So much did Juan’s setting off distress her,
She could not find at first a fit successor.
X L V III.
But time, the comforter, will come at last;
And four-and-twenty hours, and twice tliat
number
Of candidates requesting to be placed,
Made Catherine taste next uight a quiet
slumber:—
Not that she meant to fix again in haste,
Nor did she find the quantity encumber,
But always ehoosing witli deliberation,
Kept the place open for their emulation.
X LIX.
Wliile this higli post of honour ’s in abeyance,
For one or two days, reader, we request
You'll mount with our young hero the conveyance
Whicli wafted him from Petersburgli: the
best
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Barouche, which liad the glory to display once
The fair czarina’s autocràtic crest
When, a new Ipliigene, she went to Tauris,
Was given to her favourite, and now bore his.
L.
A bull-dog, and a bull-finch, and an ermine,
All private favourites of Don Juan;—for
(Let deeper sages the true cause determine)
He liad a kind of inclination, or
Weakness, for what most people deem mere
vermin,
Live animals: an oíd maid of threescore
For cata and birds more penchant ne’er display’d,
Altliough he was not oíd, ñor even a maid;—
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Although (’í mili liappen as our planet guides)
His youth was not the chastest that might
Üe,
There was the purest Platonism at bottom
Of all his feelings—only he forgot ’em.
LV.
Just now tliere was no peril of temptation;
He loved the infant orphan he had saved,
As patriols (now and then) may love a nation;
His pride, too, felt that she was not enslaved
Owing to liim;—as also her salvation
Through his means and the church’s might
be paved.
But one tliing’s odd, which liere must be
inserted,
The little Turk refused to be converted.

LI.
The animals aforesaid occupied
Tlieir station: tliere were valets, secre
LVI.
taries,
In otlier vehicles ; but at his side
’T was strange enough she sliould retain the
Sat little Leila, who survived the parries
impression
He made ’gainst Cossacque sabres in tlie wide
Through such a scene of change, and dread,
Slaughter of Ismail. Tliougli my wild
and slaughter ¡
Muse varíes
But thougli three bishops told her the transHer note, she don’t forget the infant girl
gression,
Wlioni he preserved, a puré and living pearl.
She sliow’d a great dislike to lioly water:
She also had no passion for confession;
LH.
Perliaps she had nothing to confess:—no
Poor little tliing ! Slie was as fair as docile,
matter
And witli that gentle, serious character,
Whate’er the cause, the church made little
As rare in living beings as a fossile
of it—
Man, 'midst thy mouldy mammoths, “ grand She still held out that Mahomet was a
Cuvier! ”
prophet.
111 fitted was her ignorance to jostle
With this o’erwhelming World, where all
LVII.
must err:
But she was yet but ten years oíd, and tliere- In fact, the only Cliristian she could bear
Was Juan; whom she seem’d to have
fore
selected
Was tranquil, tkougli she knew not why or
In place of what her lióme and friends once
wherefore.
were.
He naturally loved what he protected:
LUI.
And thus they form’d a rather curious pair,
Don Juan loved her, and she loved liini, as
A guardián green in years, a ward conÑor brother, fatlier, sister, daugliter love.
nected
I cannot tell exactly what it was;
In neither clime, time, blood, with her de
He was not yet quite oíd enough to prove
fender ;
Parental feelings, and the other class,
And yet this want of ties made theirs more
Call’d brotherly affection, could not move
tender.
His bosom,—for he never liad a sister:
A h ! if lie liad, liow mucli he would liave
miss’d her!

LIV,
And still less was it sensual; for besides
That lie was not an ancient debauchee,
(Who like sour fruit, to stir tlieir veins’ salt
tides,
As acids rouse a dormaut alkali,)

L V III.

They joumey’d on through Poland and
through Warsaw,
Famousfor mines of salt and yokes of iron:
Through Courland also, which that famous
farce saw
Which gave her dukes the graceless ñame
of “ Biron.”
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’Tis the same landscape which the modern
Mars saw
Who march’d to Moscow, led by Fame, the
siren!
To lose by one month’s frost some twenty
years
Of conquest, and his guard of grenadiers.
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LXH I.
From thence to Holland’s Hague and Helvoetsluys,
That water-land of Dutchmen and of
ditches,
Where juniper expresses its best juice,
The poor man’s sparkling substitute for
riches.
LIX.
Senates and sages have condemn’d its use—
But
to deny the mob a cordial, which is
Let this not seem an a n ti-c lim a x “ Oh!
My guard! my oíd guard! ” exclaim’d that Too often all the clothing, meat, or fuel,
Good government has left them, seems but
god of clay.
cruel.
Think of the Thunderer’s falling down below
Carotid-artery-cutting Castlereagh 1
LXIV.
Alas 1 that glory should be chill’d by snow!
But should we wish to warm us on our way Here he embark’d, and with a flowing sail
Went hounding for the islaud of the free,
Through Poland, there is Kosciusko’s ñame
Might scatter fire through ice, like Hecla’s Towards which the impatient wind blew lialf
agale;
dame. ’
High dash’d the spray, the bows dipp’d in
the sea,
LX.
And sea-sick passengers turn’d somewhat
From Poland they carne on through Prussia
palé;
Proper.
But Juan, seasou’d, as he well might be,
And Konigsberg, the capital, wliose vaunt,
By former voyages, stood to watch the skiffs,
Besides some veins of iron, lead, or copper,
Which pass’d, or cateli the first glimpse of
Has lately been the great Professor Kant.
the cliffs.
Juan, who cared not a tobacco-stopper
About philosophy, pursued his jaunt
LXV.
To Germany, whose somewhat tardy millions At length they rose, like a white wall along
Have princes who spur more than tlieir posThe blue sea’s border; and Don Juan felt—
tilions.
What even young strangers feel a little strong
At the first siglit of Albion’s clialky belt—
LXI.
A kind of pride that he should be among
Those haughty shopkeepers, who sternly
And thence through Berlín, Dresden, and the
dealt
like,
XJntil he reach’d the castellated Rhine:—
Their goods and edicts out from pole to pole
And
made
the very billows pay them toll.
Ye glorious Gothie scenes! how much ye
strike
All phantasies, not even excepting mine!
LXVI.
A grey wall, a green ruin, rusty pike,
I ’ve no great cause to love that spot of eartli,
Make my soul pass the equinoctial line
Which holds what might have been the
Between the present and past w'orlds, and
noblest nation ¡
llover
But though I owe it little but my birth,
Upon their airy confines, lialf-seas-over.
I feel a mix’d regret and veneration
For its decaying fame and former worth.
Seven years (the usual term of transportaLX II.
tion)
But Juan posted on through Mannheim, Bonn, Of absence lay one’s oíd resentments leve!,
Which Drachenfels frowns over like a When a man’s couutry’s going to the devil.
spectre
Of the good feudal time3 for ever gone,
Lxvn.
On which I have not time just now to
Alas! could she but fully, truly, know
lecture.
From thence he was drawn onwards to How her great ñame is now througliout
abhorr’d ;
Cologne,
How eager all the earth is for the blow
A city which presents to the inspector
Which shall lay bare her bosom to the
Eleven thousand maidenheads of bone,
sword;
The greatest number flesh hath ever known.
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How all tlie nations deem lier tkeir worst foe,
LXXII.
That worse tkan worst o f foes, tke once
adored
Now tkere ís notliiiig gives a man suck spirits,
False friend, wko keld out freedom to manLeavening kis blood as cayenne dotli a
kind,
curry,
And now would ckain tliem, to the very As going at full speed—no matter where its
mind;—
Direction be, so ’tis but m a kurry,
And merely for tke sake of its own merits;
L x v n i.
For tke less cause tkere is for all tliis
fluiTy,
Would slie be proud, or boast kerself tke
Tke greater is tke pleasoi-e in an-iving
free,
Wko is but first of slaves ? Tke nations And tke great end of travel—wkick is driving.
are
In prison,—but tke gaoler, wkat is ke ?
Lxxm .
No less a victim to tke bolt and bar.
Tkey saw at Canterbury the eatkedral;
Is tke poor privilege to turn tke key
Black Edward’s kelm, and Becket’s bloody
Upon tke captive, freedom ? He’s as far
stone,
From tke enjoyment of tke eartk and air
Were
pointed out as usual by tke bedral,
Wko watckes o’er tke ckain, as tkev wko
In tke same quaint, uninterested tone:—
wear.
Tkere ’s glory again for you, gentle reader!
All
LXIX.
Euds in a rusty casque and dubious bone,
Don Juan now saw Albion’s earliest beauties,
Tky cliffs, dear Dover! karbour, and liotel; Half-solved into tkese sodas or magnesias,
Tky custom-kouse,witk all its delicate duties; Wkick form that bitter draugkt, tlie human
species.
Tky waiters running mucks at every bell;
Tkypackets,all wkose passengers are booties
To tkose wko upon land or water dwell ;
And last, not least, to strangers uninstructed,
Tky long, long bilis, wkence notking is deducted.

LXXIV.
Tke cffect on Juan was of course sublime:
He breatked a tkousand Cressys, as ke saw
Tkat casque, wkich never stoop’d except to
Time.
LXX.
Even tke bold Cliurchman’s tomb excited
awe,
Juan, tkougk careless, young, and magnifique,
And rick in rubíes, diamonds, cask, and Wko died in the tken great attempt to elimb
O’er kings, wko now at least must talle of
credit,
law
Wko did not lünit muck kis bilis per week,
Yet stared at tkis a little, tkough ke paid Before tkey butcker. Little Leila gazed,
And ask’d wky suck a structure liad been
it—
raised;
(His Maggior Duomo, a smart, subtle Greek,
Before kim summ’d tke awful seroll and
LXXV.
read it ):
But, doubtless, as tke air, tkougk seldom And being told it was “ God’s kouse,” ske
said
sunny,
He was well lodged, but only wonder’d how
Is free, tke respiration ’s wortk tke money.
He suffer’d Infidels in kis komestead,
Tke cruel Nazarencs, wko kad laid low
LXXI.
His koly temples in tke lands wkick bred On witk tke korses! Off to Canterbury !
Tke True B ek e v e rs a n d ker infant brow
Tramp, tramp o’er pebble, and splasli, splasli Was bent witk grief tkat Makomet skould
tkrougli puddle;
resign
Hurrak! how swiftly speeds the post so merry! A mosque so noble, ílung like pearls to swiue.
Not like slow Germany, wkereiu tkey
muddle
LX X VI.
Along tke road, as if tkey wéñt to bury
Tkeir fai-e; and also pause besides, to On! on ! througli meadows, managed like a
fuddle,
garden,
Witk “ scknapps”—saddogs! wkoni“ HundsA paradise of kops and kigk production;
fot," or “ Verflucter,"
For, after years of travel by a bard in
Affect no more tkan ligktning a conductor.
Countries of greater keat, but lesser suction,
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A green field is a siglit wkick makes kün
pardon
Tke absence of that more sublime construetion
Wliick mixes up vkies, olives, precipices,
Glaciers, voléanos, oranges, and ices.

LXXXI.
Tile sun went dow-n, tke smoke rose up, as
from
A lialf-unquencli’d volcano, o’er a space
Wkich well beseem’d tke “ Devil’s drawingroom,”
As some kave qualified tkat wondrous place:
LXXVII.
But Juan felt, tkougk not approacking home,
Aiid wken I tliink upon a pot of beer—
As oue wko, tliongh he were not of tke race,
But I won’t weep!—and so drive on, pos- Eevered tke soil, of those true sons tke
tilions!
motker,
As tke smart boys spurr’d fast in tkeir career, Wko butcker’d kalf tke eartk, and bullied
Juan admired tkese liigliways of free
t’ other.
millions;
A country in all senses tke most dear
LXXXII.
To foreigner or native, save some silly ones, A migkty mass of brick, and smoke, and
Wko “ kick against tke pricks ” just at tkis
sliipping,
juncture,
Dirty and dusky, but as wide as eye
And for tkeir pains get only a fresk puncture. Could reacb, witk kere and tkere a sail just
skipping
In sigkt, tken lost amidst tke forestry
LXXVIH.
Of masts; a wilderness of steeples peeping
Wkat a deligktful thing’s a turnpike road !
On tiptoe tlirough tkeir sea-coal canopy;
So smootk, so level, suck a mode of sliaving
A kuge, dun cupola, like a foolscap crown
Tke eartli, as scarce tke eagle in tke broad
Air can accomplisb, witk kis wide wings On a fool’s head—and tkere is London Town
w-aving.
LXXXHI.
Had sucli been cut in Pkaeton’s time, the
god
But Juan saw not this: each wreatk of smoke
Had told kis son to satisfy kis craving
Appear’d to kim but as tke magie vapour
Witk tlie York mail;—but onward as we Of some alchymic furnace, from wkence broke
roll,
The wealtli of worlds (a wealtk of tax and
“ Surgit amari aliquid”—tke to ll!
paper):
The gloomy clouds, wkick o’er it as a yoke
Are
bow’d, and put tke sun out like a taper,
LXXIX.
Were notking but the natural atmospliere,
Alas ! kow deeply paniful is all payment!
Extremely wkolesome, tkougk but rarely
Take lives, take wives, take augkt except
clear.
men's purses.
As Mackiavel shows tkose in purple raiment,
LXXXIY.
Suck is tke shortest way to general curses.
He
paused—and
so
will I ; as dota a crew
Tliey líate a murderer muck less tkan a
Before tkey give their broadside. By and by,
claimant
My gentle countrymen, we will renew
On tkat sweet ore wkick everybody
Our oíd acquaintance-; and at least I ’ll try
nurses.—
To tell you trutks you will not take as true,
Kill a man’s family, and lie may brook it,
Because tkey are so;—a male Mrs. Fry,
But keep your kands out of kis breeekes’
Witk a soft besom will I sweep your kalls,
pocket:
And brusk a web or two from off tke walls.
LXXX.
So said tke Florentine; ye monarchs, kearken
To your instructor. Juan now was borne,
Just as tke day began to wane and darken,
O’er the kigk kill, whick looks witk pride
or scorn
Toward tke great city.—Ye wko kave a
spark in
Your veins of Cockney spirit, smile or mourn
According as you take tkings well or ill;
Bold Britons, we are now on Sliooter’s Hili 1

LXXXV.
Olí Mrs. F ry ! Why go to Newgate ? Wky
Preach to poor rogues ? And wkerefore not
begin
With Garitón, or with other kouses ? Try
Your liand at karden d and imperial sin.
To mend tke people’s an absurdity,
A jargon, a mere pkilantkropic din,
Unless you make their betters better:—Fy I
I tliougkt you kad more religión, Mrs. Fry.
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Teach tliem the decencies ofgood threescore;
Cure thera of tours, hussar and highland
dresses;
Tell them tliat youtli once gone returns no
more,
That liired Imzzas redeem no land’s distresses;
Tell them Sir William Curtís is a bore,
Too dull even for the dullest of excesses,
The witless Falstaff of a lioary Hal,
A fool whose bells have eeased to ring at all.
LXXXVII.
Tell them, though itmay he perhaps too late
On life’s worn confine, jaded, bloated, sated,
To set up vain pretences of being great,
’T is not so to be good; and be it stated,
The worthiest lcings have ever loved least
state;
And tell them---- But you w'on’t, and I
have prated
Just now enougli; but by and by I TI prattle
Like Koland’s horn in Roncesvalles’ battle.

Canto the Eleventh.
I.
Bishop Berkeley said “ there was no
matter,”
And proved it—’twas no matter what he
said:
Thev say bis system ’tis in vain to batter,
Too subtle for the airiest human liead;
And yet who can believe it ? I would sliatter
Gladly all matters down to stone or lead,
Or adamant, to find the world a spirit,
And wear my liead, denyiug that I wear it.I.
W

hen

II.

[Canto XI.

HI.
For ever and anón comes Indigestión
(Not the most “ dainty Ariel ” ), and per
plexes
Our soarings with another sort of question:
And that which after all my spirit vexes,
Is, that I find no spot where man can rest
eye on,
Without confusión of the sorts and sexes,
Of beings, stars, and tbis unriddled wonder,
The world, which at the worst’s a glorious
blunder—
IV.
If it be chance; or if it be according
To the oíd text, still better:—lest it should
Turn out so, we 11 say nothing ’gainst the
wording,
As several people think such hazards rude.
Tliey’re right; our days are too brief for
affording
Space to dispute what no one ever could
Decide, and everybody one day will
Know very clearly—or at least lie still.
V.
And therefore will I leave off metaphysical
Discussion, which is neither here ñor there:
If I agree that what is, is ; then this I cali
Being quite perspicuous and extremely fa ir;
The truth is, I ’ve grown lately rather phthisical:
I don’t know what the reason is—the air
Perhaps; but as I suffer from the shocks
Of illness, I grow’ much more ortliodox.
VI.
The first attack at once proved the Divinity
(But that I never doubted, ñor the Devil);
The next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity;
The third, the usual Origin of E v il;
The fourth at once establish’d the whole
Trinity
On so uncontrovertible a level,
That I devoutly wish’d the three yvere four
On purpose to believe so much the more.

vn.
What a sublime discovery ’twas to make the
Universe universal egotism,
To our theme.—The man who has stood on
That all ’s ideal—all ourselvesl IT1 stake the
the Acrópolis
World (be it tvhat you will) that that’s no
And look’d down over Attica; or he
schism:
Who has sail’d where picturesque ConstantiOh Doubt!—if thou be’st Doubt, for which
nople is,
some take thee,
Or seen Timbuctoo, or hath taken tea
But which I doubt extremely—thou solé In small-eyed China’s crockery-ware metroprism
polis,
Of the Truth’s rays, spoil not my draught of
Or sat amidst the bricks of Nineveh,
spirit!
May not think much of London’s first appearHeaven’s brandy, though our brain can hardly
ance—
bear it.
But ask him what he thinks of it a year henee ?
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V III.
Don Juan liad got out on Shooter’s Hill;
Sunset the time, the place the same declivity
Which looks along that vale of good and ill
Where London streets ferment in full
activity;
While everytliing around was calm and still,
Except the creak of wheels, which on their
pivot he
Heard,—and that bee-like, bubbling, busy kum
Of cities, that boil over with their scum

Jfuan.
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Or “ God be with you !
and ’tis not absurd
To think so: for half English as I ara
(To my misfortune), never can I say
I heard them wish “ God with you,” save that
way;—
X III.
Juan yet quickly understood their gesture,
And being somewhat clioleric and sudden,
Drew fortli a pocket-pistol from bis vesture,
And fired it into ono assailant’s pudding—
Who fell, as rolls an ox o’er in bis pasture,
And roar’d out, as he writhed his native
mud in,
Unto bis nearest follower or heneliman,
“ Oh Jackl I ’m floor’d by that ’ere bloody
Frencliman! ”

IX.
I say, Don Juan, wrapt in contemplation,
Walk’d on behind bis carriage, o’er the
summit,
And lost in wonder of so great a nation,
Gave way to ’t, since he could not over
XIV.
eóme it.
On which Jack and bis train set off at
“ And here,” he cried, “ is Freedom’s chosen
speed,
station;
And Juan’s suite, late scatter’d at a disHere peal’s the people’s voiee, ñor can
tance,
entomb it
Carne up, all marvelling at such a deed,
Racks, prisons, inquisitions; resurrection
And offering, as usual, late assistance.
Awaits it, each new meeting or election.
Juan, who saw the moon’s late minion bleed
As if bis veins would pour out bis existX.
ence,
“ Here are chaste wives, pure Uves; here Stood calling out for handages and lint,
people pay
And wish’d he had been less hasty with bis
But what they please; and if that tliings
flint.
be dear,
’Tis only that they love to throw away
XV.
Their cash, to show how much they have a
“ Perhaps,” thought he, “ it is the country’s
year.
wont
Here laws are all inviolate; none lay
To welcome foreigners in this way^: now
Traps for the traveller; every highway’s
I recollect some innkeepers who don’t
clear;
Differ, except in robbing with a bow,
Here
he was interrupted by a knife,
In lien of a haré blade and brazen front.
Witli—“ Damn your eyes! your money or
But what is to be done ? I can’t allow
y our life! ”—
The fellow to lie groaning on the road:
XI.
So take him up; I TI help you with the load."
These freeborn sounds proceeded from four
pads
XVI.
In ambush laid, who had perceived him loiter
But ere they could perfonn this pious duty,
Behind bis carriage; and, like handy lads,
The dying man cried, “ Hold! I ’ve got my
Had seized the lucky hour to reconnoitre,
gruel 1
In which the heedless gentleman who gads
Oh ! for a glass of max! We ’ve miss’d our
Upon the road, unless he prove a fighter,
booty;
May find kimself within that isle of riches
Let me die where I am ! ” And as the fuel
Exposed to lose bis life as well as breeches.
Of life slirunk in bis heart, and thick and
XH.
sooty
The drops fell from bis death-wound, and
Juan, who did not understand a word
he
drew ill
Of English, save their shibboleth, “ God
His breatli,—he from bis swelling throat
damn! ”
untied
And even that he had so rarely heard,
He sometimes thought ’twas only their A kerchief, crying “ Give Sal that! ” —and
died.
“ Salám,”
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Of bricks, to let the dust in at your ease,
XVH.
With “ To be let,” upon their doors proThe cravafc stain’d with bloody drops fell
claim’d ;
down
Through “ Rows” most modestly call’d
Before Don Juan’s feet: he could not teli
“ Paradise,”
Exactly why it was before him thrown,
Which Eve might quit without much
Nor wliat the meaning of the man’s
sacrifice;—
farewell.
Poor ïo;n ivas once a kiddy npon town,
XXII.
A tborough varmint, and a real swell,
Through
eoaehes,
drays,
choked turnpikes,
l ’ull flash, all fancy, until fairly diddled,
and a whirl
His poekets fivst and then his body riddled.
Of wheels, and roar of voices, and con
fusión ;
X V III.
Here
taverns wmoing to a pint of “ purl,”
Don Juan, having done the hest he could
There mails fast flying off like a delusion;
In all the circumstances of the case,
As soon as “ Crowner’s quest ” allow’d, pur- There barbers’ blocks with periwigs in curi
In Windows; here the lamplighter’s in
sued
fusión
His travels to the capital apace
Slowly distill’d into the glimmering glass
Esteeming it a little hard he shouíd
In twelve hours’ time, and very little (Por in those days we had not got to gas—) ;
space,
Have been obliged to slay a free-horn native
X X III.
In self-defence: this made him meditative.
Through-this, and much, and more, is the
approaeli
XIX.
Of travellers to miglity Babylon:
He from tile world liad cut off a great man,
Whether
they come by horse, or chaise, or
Who in his time had made heroic bustle.
coach,
Who in a row like Tom could lead the van,
With slight exceptions, all the ways seem
Booze in the ken, or at the spellken hustle ?
one.
Who queer a flat ? Who (spite of Bow-street’s
I could say more, but do not choose to
ban)
encroach
On the higli toby-spice so flash the muzzle ?
Upon the Guide-hook’s privilege. The sun
Who on a lark, with black-eyed Sal (his
Had
set
some time, and night was on the
blowing),
ridge
So prime, so swell, so nutty, and so knowing ?
Of twilight, as the party cross’d the bridge.
XX.
But Tom ’s no more—and so no more of Tom.
XXIV.
Heroes must die; and by God’s blessing
That ’s rather fine, the gentle sound of
’tis
Thamis—
Not long before the most of them go home.
Who vindicates a moment, too, his stream—
H a il! Thamis, liail! Upon thy verge it is
Though hardly heard through multifarions
That Juan’s chariot, rolling like a drum
“ damme’s.”
In thunder, holds the way it can’t well
The lamps of Westminster’s more regular
miss,
gleam,
Through Kennington and all the otlier
The breadth of pavement, and yon shrine
“ tons,”
where fame is
Which make us wish ourselves in town at
A spectral resident—whose pallid beam
once
In simpe of moonshine hovers o’er the pile—
Make this a sacred part of Albion’s isle.
XXI.
Through Groves, so call’d as being void of
trees,
XXV.
(Like lucus from no light); through pros- The Druid’s groves are gone—so much the
pects named
better:
Mount Pleasant, as containing nought to
Stone-Henge is not—but what the devil
please,
is it ?—
Nor much to elimh; through little boxes But Bedlam still exists with its sage fetter,
framed
That madmen may not bite you on a visit;
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The Beneh too seats or suits full many a
XXX.
debtor;
They reacli’d the hotel: forth stream’d from
The Mansion-House, too (though some
the front door
people quiz it!,
A tide of well-clad waiters, and around
To me appears a stiff yet grand erection;
The mob stood, and as usual several score
But then the Abbey ’s worth the whole
Of those pedestrian Paphians who abound
collection.
In decent London when the daylight ’s o’e r ;
Commodious but immoral, they are found
XXVI.
Useful, like Malthus, in promoting marThe line of lights, too, up to Charing Cross,
riage.—
Pall Mall, and so forth, have a coruscation But Juan now is stepping from his carriage
Like gold as in comparison to dross,
MatclTd with the Continent’s illumination,
XXXI.
Whose cities Night by no means deigns to Into one of the sweetest of hotels,
gloss.
Especially for foreigners—and mostly
The French were not yet a lamp-lighting For those whom favour or whom fortune
nation,
swells,
And when they grew so—on then- new-found
And cannot find a bill’s small items costly.
lantern,
There many an envoy either dwelt or dwells
Instead of wicks, they made a wicked man
(The den of many a diplomàtic lost lie),
turn.
Until to some conspicuous square they pass,
And blazon o’er the door their ñames in
xxvn.
brass.
A row of gentlemen along the streets
XX XII.
Suspended, may illuminate mankind,
Juan, whose was a delicate commission,
As also bonfires made of eountry-seats;
Private, though publicly important, bore
But the old way is hest for the purblind:
No title to point out with due precisión
The other looks like phosphorus on slieets,
The exact affair on which he was sent
A sort of ignis fatuus to the mind,
o’er.
Which, though ’tis certain to perplex and
’Twas merely ltnowu, that on a secret
frighten,
mission
Must burn more mildly ere it can enlighten.
A foreiguer of rank had graced our shore,
Young,
handsome, and accomplish’d, who
XXVIII.
was said
But London ’s so well lit, that if Diogenes
(In whispers) to have turn’d his sovereign’s
Could recommence to hunt his honest man,
liead.
And found him not amidst the various
X X X III.
progenies
Some rumour also of soino strange advenOf this enormous city’s spreading spawn,
tures
’T were not for want of lamps to aid his
Had gone before him, and his wars and
dodging his
loves;
Yet undiscover’d treasure. What I can,
l ’ve done to find the same throughout life’s And as romàntic heads are pretty painters,
And, above all, an Englishwoman’s roves
journey,
Into the excursive, breaking the indentures
But see the world is only one attomey.
Of sober reason, wheresoe’er it moves,
He found himself extremely in the fashion,
XXIX.
Which serves our thinking people for a
Over the stones still rattling, up Pall Mall,
passion.
Through crowds and carriages, but waxing
XXXIV.
thinner
As thunder’d knockers broke the long-seal’d I don’t mean that they are passionless, but
quite
spell
The contrary; but then ’t is in the head;
Of doors ’gainst.duns, and to an early
Yet as the consequences are as bright
dinner
As if they aeted with the heart instead,
Admitted a small party as night fell,—
What after all can signify the site
Don Juan, our young diplomàtic sinner,
Of ladies’ lucubrations ? So they lead
Pursued his patli, and drove past some
In safety to the place for which you start,
hotels,
St. James’s Palace and St. James’s 11 Helis.” What matters if the road be head or heart ?
Cc3
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XXXV.
•Juan presentecl in the proper place,
To proper placemen, every Russ credential,
And was received witli ali tire due grimace
By tiróse wbo govern in tlie mood potentia!,
Wbo, seeing a liandsome stripling witb
smootlr face,
Thouglit (wliat in state affairs is most
essential)
Tliat tbey as easily miglit do the youngster,
As hawks may pounce upon a woodland
songster.

[Canto XI.

XL.
Besides the ministers and underlings,
Wbo must be courteous to the accredited
Diplomatists of ratber wavering kings,
UntiI tbeir royal riddle ’s fully read,
The very clerks,— tbose somewbat dirty
springs
Of oflice, or the house of office, fed
By foul corrnption into streams,—even tbey
Were bardly rude enougli to earn tbeir pay:
X LI.

XXXVI.
And insolenee no doubt is wliat tbey are
They err'd, as aged men will do ; but by
Employ’d for, since it is tbeir daily labour,
And by we’ll talk of tbat; and if we don't, In tbe dear offices of peace or war ;
’T will be beeause our notion is not kigk
And should you doubt, pray ask of your
Of politicians and tbeir double front,
next neigbboiu',
Wlio live by lies, yet dare not boldly lie :—
Wben for a passport, or some otber bar
Now what I love in women is, tbey won’t
To freedom, he applied (a grief and a
Or can’t do otkerwise tban lie, but do it
bore),
So well, the very trutli seems falsebood to it. I f he found not in tbis spawn of taxborn
ricbes,
Like lap-dogs, tbe least civil sons of b— s.
XXXVII.
And, after ali, what is a lie ? ’Tis bnt
The trutb in masquerade; and I defy
Historians, lreroes, lawyers, priests, to put
A fact without some leaven of a lie.
The very shadow of true Trutb would sbut
Up annals, revelations, poesy,
And propbecy—except it should be dated
6ome years before the incidents related

X LII.

But Juan was received witb mucb “ empressement: ”—
Tliese phrases of refinement I must borrow
From our next neighbour’s land, where, like
a cliessman,
There is a move set down for joy or
XXXVIII.
sorrow,
Not only in mere talking, but tbe press.
Praised be all liars and ali lies! Who now
Mau
Can tax my mild Muse with misantbropy ?
I 11 islands is, it seems, downright and
She rings the world’s “ Te Deum,” and ber
tborougb,
brow
Blusbes for tbose wbo will not :—but to More tban on continents—as if tbe sea
(See Billingsgate) made even tbe tongue
sigli
more free.
Is idle; let us like most otliers bow,
Kiss bands, feet, any part of majesty,
After the good example of “ Oreen Erin,”
XLIH.
Wbose Shamrock now seems ratber worse
And
yet
tbe
Britisb
“ Damme ” ’s ratber Atfor wearing.
tic;

XXXIX.
Don Juan was presented, and bis dress
And mien excited general admiration—
I don’t know which was more admired or
less:
One monstrous diamond drew mucb obser■^ation,
Wbicb Catherine in a moment of “ ivresse ”
(In love or brandy’s fervent fermentation)
Bestow’d upon bim, as the publio learn’d ;
And. to say trutb, it bad been fairly earn’d.

Your Continental oatbs are but incontinent,
And turn 011 tliiugs wbicb no aristocràtic

Spirit w'ould ñame, and therefore even I
W'on’t anent
Tbis subject quote; as it would be schismatic
In politesse, and have a sound affronting
in ’t;—
But “ Damme ” ’s quite etbereal, tbougli too
daring—
Platònic blasphemy, the soul of swearing.
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XLIV.
For downright rudeness, ye may stay at
borne;
For true or false politeness (and scarce
that
Now) you may cross tbe blue deep and white
foam—
Tbe first tbe emblem (rarely tbougli) of
what
You leave behind, the next of mucb you come
To meet. However, ’tis 110 time to cbat
On general topics: poems must confine
Tbemselves to unity, like tbis of mine.
XLV.
In tbe great world,—whicb, beinginterpreted,
Meaneth tbe west or worst end of a city,
And about twice two thousand people bred
By no means to be very wise or witty,
But to sit up while otbers lie in bed,
And look down on tbe universe witb pity,—
Juan, as an inveterate patriciau,
Was well received by persons of condition.
XLVI.
He was a baclielor, wbicb is a matter
Of import botb to Virgin and to bride,
Tbe former’s bymeneal bopes to flatter;
And (sliould sbe not liold fast by love or
pride)
’T is also of some moment to tbe latter:
A rib’s a thoru in a wed gallaufs side,
Requires decorum, and is apt to double
The horrid sin—and what ’s stili worse, tbe
trouble.
XLVH.
But Juan was a bachelor—of arts,
And parts, and hearts: be danced and
sung, and bad
An ab’ as sentimental as Mozarfs
Softest of melodies; and could be sad
Or cbeerful, without any “ flaws or starts,”
Just at tbe proper time: and tbougli a lad,
Had seen tbe world—wliicli is a curious sigbt,
And very mucb unlike wliat people write.
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XLÏX.
Tbe milliners wbo furnisb “ drapery Misses ”
Tbrougbout the season, upon speculation
Of payment ere tbe boney-moon’s last kisses
Have waned into a crescenfs coruscation,
Tliought sucb an opportunity as tbis is,
Of a ricb foreigner’s initiation,
Not to be overlook’d—and gave sucb credit,
Tbat future bridegrooms swore, and sigb'd,
and paid it.
L.
The Blues, tbat tender tribe, wbo sigb o’er
sonnets,
And witb tbe pages of the last Beview
Line tbe interior of tbeir lieads or bonnets,
Advanced in all tlieir azure’s bigbest hue:
Tbey talk’d bad Frencb or Spanisb, and
upon its
Late authors ask’d bim for a liint or two;
And which was softest, Russian or Castiliau ?
And wbetber in bis travels be saw Ilion ?
LI.
Juan, wbo was a little superficial,
And not in literature a great Drawcansir,
Examined by tbis learned and especial
Jury of matrons, scarce knew wliat to
answer:
His duties warlike, loving, or official,
His steady application as a dancer,
Had kept bim from tbe brink of Hippocrene,
Wbicb now be found was blue instead of
green.
LH.
However, be replied at hazard, witb
A modest confidence and calm assurance,
Wbicb lent bis learned lucubrations pitb,
And pass’d for arguments of good endurance.
Tbat prodigy, Miss Aramiuta Smitb
(Wbo at sixteen translated “ Hercules
Furens ”
Into as furious English), witb lier best look,
Set down bis sayings in ber common-place
book.

X LVIII.
LIH .
Fair vngins blush’d upon bim; wedded
Juan knew several languages—as well
dames
He miglit—and brougbt tbem up witb
Bloom’d also in less transitory bues;
skill, in time
For botb commodities dwell by tbe Tliames,
Tbe painting and tbe painted; youtli, ce- To save bis fame witb eacb accomplisb’d
belle,
ruse,
Wbo stili regretted that he did not rhyme.
Against bis heart preferr’d them usual claims,
There wanted but tbis requisite to swell
Sucb as 110 gentleman can quite refuse;
His qualities (witb tbem) into sublime:
Daughters admired bis dress, and pious
Lady Fitz-Frisky, and Miss Mssvia Mannisb,
motliers
Inquired bis income, and if be bad brothers. Botb long’d extremely to be sung in Spanisb.
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LIV.
However, he did pretty well, and ivas
Admittéd as an aspirant to all
The coteries, and, as in Banquo’s glass,
At great assemblies or in parties small,
He saw ten thousand living authors pass,
That being about their averáge numeral;
Also the eiglity “ greatest living poets,”
As every paltry magazine can show i t ’s.

[Canto XI.

LIX.
Then there ’s my gentle Euphues; who, they
say,
Sets up for being a sort of moral me ;
He ’ll find it rather difficult some day
To turn out both, or either, it may be.
Some persons think that Coleridge hath the
sivay;
And Wordsworth has supporters, tivo or
three;
And that deep-moutli’d Bceotian “ Savage
Landor”
Has taken for a swan rogue Southey’s gander.

LV.
In twicefive years th e “ g r e a te s t liv in g p o e t ,”
Like to th e Cham pion in th e fis t y rin g ,
Is call’d on to support his claim, or show it,
Although ’t is an imaginary thing.
LX.
Even I —albeit I ’m sure I did not know it,
John Iveats, who ivas kill’d off by one cri
Ñor sought of foolscap subjects to be
tique,
king,—
Just as he really promised something
Was reckon’d, a considerable time,
great,
The grand Napoleón of the realms of rhyme. If not intel·ligible, ivithout Greek
Contrived to talk about the Gods of late,
LAT.
Much as they miglit have been supposed to
speak.
Bnt Juan ivas my Moscow, and Ealiero
Poor felloiv ! His was an untoward fate;
My Leipsic, and my Mont Saint Jean seems
’T is strauge tile mind, that fiery partióle,
Caín:
“ La Belle Alliance’ of dunces down at zero, Should let itself be snuíf’d out by an article.
Noiv that the Lion ’s fall’n, may rise ngain :
But I ivill fall at least as feli my hero;
LXI.
Ñor reign at all, or as a monarch reign ;
The list groivs long of live and dead preOr to some lonely isle of gaolers go,
tenders
Witli turncoat Southey for my turnkey Loive.
To that ívhich none ivill gain—or noue ivill
know
The conqueror at least; who, ere Time renders
Sir Walter reign’d before me; Moore and
Campbell
His last award, ivill have the long grass
grow
Before and after: but now grown more
holy,
Above his burnt-out brain, and sapless cinders.
TheJVIuses upon Sion’s bilí must ramble
I f I might augur, I should rate but low
AATth poets almost elergymen, or wholly:
And Pegasus has a psalmodic amble
Their chances;—they ’re too numerous, like
the thirty
Beneath the very Beverend Bowley Poivley,
Mock tyrants, when Rome’s annals wax’d
but dirty.
AVho slioes the glorious animal ivith stilts,
A modern Ancient Pistol—by the hilts!

Lxn.

Tliis is the literary lotoer empire,
LVHI.
AVhere the prsetorian bands take up the
Still he excels that artificial hard
matter;—
Labourer in the same vineyard, though A “ dreadful trade,” like his wlio “ gathers
the vine
samphire,”
Yields him but vinegar for his reward,—
The insolent soldiery to soothe and fiatter,
That neutralised dull Dorus of the Nine;
With the same feelings as you ’d coax a vam
That sivarthy Sporus, neither man ñor bard;
piro;
That ox of verse, ívho ploughs for every
Now, ivere I once at home, and in good
line:—
satire,
Cambyses’ roaring Bomans beat at least
I ’d try conclusions with those Janizaries,
The howling Hebreivs of Cybele’s priest.—
And show them what an intellectual war is.
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Chalk mimics painting; then festoons are
T.XTTTtwirl’d ;
I think I know a trick or tivo, would turn
Then roll the brazen tliunders of the door,
Their flanks;—but it is hardly worth my AVliich opens to the thousand happy few
ívliile
An earthly Paradise of “ Or Molu.”
With such small gear to give myself concern:
LXVH I.
Indeed I ’ve not the necessary hile;
My natural temper ’s really aught but stern,
There stands tlie noble hostess, ñor sliall
And even my Muse’s ívorst reproof’s a
sink
smile;
With the three-thousandth curtsy; there
And then she drops a brief and modern curtsy,
the waltz,
And glides aivay, assured she never hurts ye. The only dance wliich teaches girls to think,
Makes one in love even with its very faults.
LXIV.
Saloon, room, hall, o’erflow beyond their
My Juan, whom I left in deadly peril
brink,
Amongst live poets and blue ladies, pass’d
And long the latest of arrivals halts,
With some small profit through that ñeld so ’Midst royal dukes and dames condemn’d to
sterile,
climb,
Being tired in time, and neither least ñor And gain an inch of stairease at a time.
last,
LXIX.
Left it before he liad been treated very il l ;
And henceforth found himself more gaily Tlirice happy he who, after a survey
class’d
Of the good company, can win a comer,
Amongst the higher spirits of tile day,
A door that’s in or boudoir out oí the way,
The sun’s true son, no vapour, but a ray.
Where he may fix himself like small “ Jack
Horner,”
LXV.
And let the Babel round run as it may,
His moras he pass’d in business—whicli disAnd look 011 as a mourner, or a scorner,
sected,
Or an approver, or a mere spectator,
Was like all business, a laborious nothing
Yawning a little as tile niglit grows later.
That leads to lassitude, the most infected
LXX.
And Centaur Nessus garb of mortal elothBut tkis won’t do, save by and by; and lie
ing,
And on our sofas makes us lie dejected,
Who, like Don Juan, takes an active sliare,
And talk in tender horrors of our loathing
Must steer with care through all that glitterAll kinds of toil, save for our country’s
ing sea
Of gems and plumes and pearls and silks,
good—
to
where
Whicli grows no better, though ’tis time it
He deems it is liis proper jilace to be;
should.
Dissolving in the waltz to some soft air,
LXAT.
Or proudlier prancing with mercurial skill,
His afternoons lie pass’d in visita, luncheons, AVhere Science, marshals forth her own
Lounging, and boxing; and the twilight hour
quadrille.
I 11 riding round those vegetable puncheons
LXXI.
Call’d “ Parks,” where there is neither
Or, if he dance not, but hath higher views
fruit nor flower
ífpon an heiress or his neiglibour’s bride,
Enough to gratify a bee’s sliglit munchings;
But after all it is the only “ bower ”
Let him take care that that which he pursnes
Is not at once too palpably descried.
(In Moore’s phrase) where the fashionable
FulI many an eager gentleman oft rúes
fair
His liaste; impatience is a blundering
Can form a sliglit acquaintance with fresh
air.
guide,
„
„
•
Amongst a people famous for renection,
LXVIT.
AA7ho like to play the fool with circumspecThen dress, then dinner, then awakes the
tion.
world!
L X X II.
Then glare thelamps, then whirl tlie wheels,
But, if you can contrive, get next at supper;
tlien roar
Or if forestall’d, get opposite and ogle:—
Through S treet and square fast flashing
Oh, ye ambrosial moments! always upper
chariots liurl’d
In mind, a sort of sentimental bogle,
Like harness’d meteors; then along the fioor
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Which sits for ever upon memory’s crupper,
The ghost of vanish’d pleasurea once in
voguel 111
Can tender sonis relate the rise and fall
Of hopes and fears wliich shake a single ball.

[Canto XX,

LXXVII.
Where is Napoleón the Grand ? God knows :
Where little Castlereagli ? The devil can
te ll:
Where Grattan, Curran, Sheridan, all those
LX X III.
Who bound the bar or senate in their spell ?
Where is the unliappy Queen, with all her
But these precautionary hints can touch
woes ?
Only the common run, who must pursue,
And where the Daughter, ivhom the Isles
And watcli, and ward; wliose plans a word
loved well ?
too much
Where are those martyr’d saints the Five
Or little overturns; and not the few
per Cents ?
Or many (for the number ’s sometimes sucli)
And where—oh, where the devil are the
Whom a good mien, especially if new,
Bents ?
Or fame, or name, for wit, war, sense, or
nonsense,
LX X YIII.
Permits whate’er they please, or did not long
Where’s Brumel? Dish’d. Where’s Long
since.
Pole Wellesley ? Diddled.
LXXIV.
Where’s Whitbread? Bomilly? Where’s
Onr hero, as a hero, young and handsome,
George the Third ?
Noble, rieh, celebrated, and a stranger,
Where is his will ? (That ’s not so soon unLike other slaves of course must pay his
riddled.)
ransom,
And where is “ Fum” the Fourtli, onr
Before he can escape from so much danger
“ royal bird ?’’
As will environ a conspicuous man. Some
Gone down, it seems, to Scotland to be fidTalk about poetry, and “ rack and mandled
ger,”
Unto by Sawney’s violin, u'o have heard:
And uglmess, disease, as toil and trouble;—
“ Caw me, caiv thee ” —for six months hath
I wisli they knew the life of a young noble.
been liatching
Tliis scene of royal itcli and loyal scratching.
LXXV.
They are young, but know not youth—it is
LXXIX.
anticipated;
Where is Lord This ? And where my Lady
Handsome but wasted, rich without a sou;
That?
Their vigour in a thousand arms is dissiThe Honourable Mistresses and Misses ?
pated;
Some laid aside like an oíd Opera hat,
Their cash comes from, their wealth goes to
Married, unmarried, and remarried: (this is
a Jew;
An evolution oft performed of late).
Both senates see their nightly votes parWhere are the Dublin shouts—and London
ticipated
hisses ?
Between the tyrant’s and the tribunes’ W’here are the Grenvilles ? Turn’d as usual.
crew;
Where
And having voted, dined, drank, gamed, and My friends the Whigs ? Exactly where they
whored,
were.
The family vault receives auother lord.
LXXX.
LXXVI.
Where are the Lady Cardines and Fran
“ Where is the world?” cries Young, at
ceses?
c igh t)¡—‘ 1Where
Divorced or doing thereanent. Ye annals
The world in which a man ivas bom?” Alas! So brilliant, where the list of routs and
Where is the world of eight years past?
dances is,—
’Twas there—
Thou Morning Post, solé record of the
I look for it—’t is gone, a globe of glass!
pauels
Crack’d, shiver’d, vanish’d, scarcely gazed Broken in camages, and all the phantasies
011, ere
Of fashion,—say what streains now fill
A silent change dissolves the glittering
those channels ?
mass.
Some die, some fly, some languish on the
Statesmen, chiefs, orators, queens, patriots,
Continent,
kings,
Because the times have hardly left them one
And dandies, all are gone on the wind’s wings.
tenant.
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LXXXY.
LXXXI.
Some who once set their caps at cautious I have seen small poets, and great prosers,
and
dukes,
,
Interminable—not eternal—speakers—
Have taken up at length with younger
I have seen the funds at war with house and
brothers:
laúd—
Some heiresses have bit at sharpers’ hooks:
I have seen the country gentlemen tum
Some maids have been made wives, some
squeakers—
merely motliers:
Other? have lost their fresh and fairy looks: I have seen the people ridden o’er like sand
By
slaves
011 horseback—I have seen malt
In short, the list of alterations bothers.
liquors
There ’s little strange in this, but something
Exchanged for “ thin potations” by John
strange is
Bull—
The unusual quickness of these common
I have seen John lialf detect himself a fool.—
changes.
LXXXII.
LXXXVL
Talk not of seventy years as age; in seven
But “ carpe diem,” Juan, “ carpe, carpe ! ”
I liave seen more changes, down from
To-morrow sees auother race as gay
monarchs to
And transient, and devour’d by the same
The humblest individual under heaven,
harpy.
Than might suffice a moderate century
“ Life’s a poor player,” —then “ play out
through.
the play,
I knew that nouglit was lasting, but now Ye villams!” and above all keep a sharp eye
even
Much less on what you do tlian what you
Change grows too changeable, without besay:
ing new:
Be hypocritical, be cautious, be
Nought ’s permanent among the human race, Not what you seem, but always what you see.
Except the Whigs not getting into place.
LXXXVII.
LX X X III.
But liow shall I relate in other cantos
Of what befell our liero in the land,
I have seen Napoleón, wlio seem’d quite a
Which ’t is the common cry and lie to vaunt
Júpiter,
as
Shrink to a Saturn. I have seen a Duke
A moral country ? But I liold my liand—
(No matter which) turn politician stupider,
For
I
disdain
to write an Atalantis;
I f that can well be, than his wooden look;
But ’t is as well at once to understand
But it is time that I should hoist my “ blue
You are not a moral people, and you know it
Pe.ter,”
And sail for a new theme:—I liave seen— Without the aid of too sincere a poet.
and shook
To see it—the king hiss’d, and then carest;
Lxxxvm.
But don’t pretend to settle wdiich was best.
What Juan saw and underwent shall be
My topic, with of course the due restriction
Which is required by proper courtesy;
LXXXIV.
And recollect the work is only fiction,
I have seen the Landliolders without a rap—
I have seen Joanna Southcote—I have And that I sing of neither mine ñor me,
Though every scribe, in some sliglit turn
seen
of diction,
The House of Commons turn’d to a tax-trap—
I have seen tliat sad affair of the late Will hint allusions never meant. Ne’er doubt
This—whenl speak, I don’t hint, but speák
Queen—
out.
I have seen crowns worn instead of a fool s
cap—
LXXXIX.
I have seen a Congress doing all that s
Wliether he married with the third or fourth
mean—
.
Offspring of some sage liusband-liunting
I liave seen some nations, like o erloaded
countess,
asses,
Kick off their burthens—meamng the lngk Or whether witli some virgin of more worth
(I mean in Fortune’s matrimonial bounties)
classes.
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He took to regularly peopling Earth,
Of which your lawful, awful wedlock fount
is,—
Or whether he was taken in for damages,
For being too excursive in his homages,—•

[Canto XII.

IV.
Love or lust makes man sick, and wine much
sicker;
Ambition rends, and gaming gains a loss;
But making money, slowly first, then quicker,
And adding still a little through each cross
(Which will come over things), beats love or
liquor,
The gamester’s counter, or the statesman’s
dross.
0 Gold 1 I still prefer tliee unto paper,
Which makes bank credit like a bark of
vapour.

XC.
Is yet within the unread events of time.
Thus far, go forth, thou lay, which I will
back
Against the same given quantity of rhyme,
For being as much the subject of attaek
As ever yet was any work sublime,
By those who love to say that white is
black.
So much the better!—I may stand alone,
V.
But would not change my free thoughts for
Who hold the balance of the world? Who
a throne.
reign
O’er congress, whether royalist or liberal ?
Who rouse the shirtless patriota of Spain ?
(That make old Europe’s journals squeak
Canto the Twelfth.
and gibber all).
Who keep the world, both old and new, in
I.
pain
Of all the barbarous middle ages, that
Or pleasure ? Who make polítics run glibWhich is most barbarous is the middle age
ber
all ?
Of man ! it is—I really jscarce know what;
But wlien we bover between fool and sage, The shade of Buonaparte’s noble daring?—
And don’t know justly what we would be Jew Rothschild, and his fellow-Christian,
Baring.
at—
A period sometliing like a printed page,
VI.
Black letter upon foolscap, while our liair
Those, and the truly liberal Lafitte,
Grows grizzled, and we are not what we
Are the true lords of Europe. Every loan
were;—
Is not a merely speculative hit,
II.
But seats a nation or upsets a throne.
Too old for youth,—too young, at thirty-five, Republics also get involved a bit;
Oolumbia’s stock hath holders not unknown
To herd with boys, or hoard with good
On ’Change, and even thy silver soil, Peru,
threescore,—
Must get itself discounted by a Jew.
I wonder people sliould be left alive;
But siuce tkey are, that epoch is a bore:
Love lingers still, although’t were late to
VII.
wive:
Why call the miser miserable ? as
And as for other love, the illusion ’s o’er ;
I said before: the frugal life is his,
And money, that most pure imagination,
Which in a saint or cynic ever was
Gleams only through the dawn of its creaThe theme of praise: a hermit would not
tion.
miss
IH.
Canonization for the self-same cause,
And wherefore blame gaunt wealth’s ausO Gold I Why call we misers miserable ?
terities ?
Theirs is the pleasure that can never pall;
Theirs is the best bower anchor, the eliain Because, you’U say, nouglit calls for such a
trial;—
cable
Which holds fast other pleasures great and Then there’s more merit in his self-denial.
small.
V III.
Ye who but see the saving man at table,
And scorn his temperate board, as none at He is your only p oetp assion , pure
all,
And sparkling on from heap to heap, disAnd wonder how the wealthy cau be sparing,
plays,
Know not what visions spring from each Possess’d, the ore, of which mere hopes allure
cheeseparing.
Natíons athwart the deep: the golden rays
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Flash up in ingots from the mine obscure:
Onhim thediamond pours its brilliant blaze,
While the mild emerald’s beam sliades down
the dies
Of other stones, to soothe the miser’s eyes.
IX.
The lands on either side are his; the ship
From Ceylon, Inde, or far Cathay, unloads
For llim the fragrant produce of each trip;
Beneath his cars of Ceres groan the roads,
And the vine blushes like Aurora’s lip ;
His very cellars might be ldngs’ abodes;
While he, despising every sensual call,
Commauds—the intel·lectual lord of all.
X.
Perhaps he hath great projects in his mind,
To build a college, or to found a race,
A hospital, a church,—and leave bekind
Some dome surmounted by his meagre face:
Perhaps he faiu would liberate mankind
Even with the very ore which makes them
base;
Perhaps he would be wealthiest of his nation,
Or revel in the joys of caleulation.
X I.
But whether all, or each, or none of these
May be the hoarder’s principie of actiou,
The fool will call such mania a disease
What is his own ? Go—look at each transaction,
Wars, reveis, loves—do these bring men more
ease
Than the mere plodding through each
“ vulgar fraction ? ”
Or do tliey benefit mankind ? Lean miser!
Let spendthrifts’ lieirs inquire of yours—
who’s wiser?
X II.
How beauteous are rouleaus! how charming
chests
Containing ingots, bags of dollars, coins
(Not of old victors, all whose heads andcrests
Weigh not the thin ore where their visage
sliines,
But) of fine unclipt gold, where dully rests
Some likeness, which the glittering cirque
confines,
Of modern, reigning, sterling, stupid stamp:
Y es! ready money is Aladdin’s lamp.

Perhaps there may be sometliing in “ the
grove,”
At least it rhymes to “ love: ” but I ’m pre
para!
To doubt (no less than landlords of their
rental)
H “ courts ” and “ camps ” be quite so senti
mental.
XIV.
But if Love don’t, Cash does, and Cash
alone:
Cash rules the grove, and fells it too beside;
Without cash, camps were thin, and courts
were none;
Without cash, Malthus telis you—“ take
no brides.”
So Cash rules Love the ruler, on his own
Higli ground, as virgin Cynthia sways the
tides:
And as for “ Heaven being Love,” why not
say lioney
Is wax? Heaven is not Love, ’tis Matrimony.
XV.
Is not all love prohibited whatever,
Excepting marriage? which is love, no
doubt,
After a sort; but somehow people never
With the same thought the two words have
help’d out.
Love may exist with marriage, and sliould
ever,
And marriage also may exist without;
But love sans banns is both a sin and shame,
And ought to go by quite another name.
XVI.
Xow if the “ court,” and “ camp,” and
“ grove,” be not
Recruited all with constant married men,
WTho never coveted their neiglibour’s lot,
I say that line’s a lapsus of the pen;—
Strange too in my “ buon camerado” Scott,
So celebrated for his morals, when
My Jeffrey held him up as an example
To m e;—of which these morals are a sample.

X VII.
Well, if I don’t succeed, I have succeeded,
And that ’s euough; succeeded in my youth,
The only time when much success is needed:
X III.
And my success produced what I, in sooth,
“ Love rules the camp, the court, the grove, Cared most about; it need not now be
pleaded—
—for love
Wkate’ er it was, ’twas mine; l ’ve paid, in
Is lieaven, and lieaven is love: ”—so sings
truth,
the bard;
Of late, the penalty of such success,
Which it were rather difficult to prove
But
have
not learn’d to wish it any less.
, (A thing with poetry in general bard).
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I f that politeness set it not apart;
X V III.
But I ’m resolved to say nought that’s
That suit in Chancery,—which gome persona
amiss)—
plead
I say, methinks that “ Philo-genitiveness”
In an appeal to tlie unbom, whom they,
Might meet from men a little more forgiveIn the faith of tlieir procreative creed,
ness.
Baptize posterity, or future clay,—•
X X III.
To me seems but a dubious kind of reed
And now to business.—O my gentle Juan !
To lean on for support in any way;
Thou art in London—in that pleasant
Since odds are that posterity will know
place,
No more of tliem, than tliey of lier, I trow.
Wliere every kind of mischief’s daily brewing,
XIX.
Which can aw'aitwarm youthin its wild race.
’Tis true, that thy career is not a new one;
Wliy, I ’m posterity—and so are you;
Thou art no novice in the headlong chase
And whom do we remember? Not a hunOf early life ; but this is a new land,
dred.
Which foreigners can never understand.
Were every memory written down all true,
The tenth or twentieth ñame would be but
XXIV.
blundered;
Even Plutarch’s Lives have but pick’d out a What with a small diversity of climate,
Of hot or coid, mercurial or sedate,
few,
And ’gainst those few your annalists have I could send forth my mandate like a primate
Upon the rest of Europe’s social state;
thunder’d ;
But thou art the most difficult to rliyme at,
And Mitford in the nineteenth century
Great Britain, which the Muse may peneGives, with Greek truth, the good oíd Greek
trate.
the lie.
All countries have their “ Lions,” but in thee
XX.
There is but one superb menagerie.
Good people all, of every degree,
XXV.
Ye gentle readers and ungentle writers,
But I am sick of politics. Begin,
In this twelfth Canto ’tis my wish to be
“ Paulo Majora.” Juan, uudecided
As serious as if I liad for inditers
Amongst the paths of being “ taken in,”
Malthus and W ilb e rfo rc e th e last set free
Above the ice liad like a skater glided:
The Negroes, and is worth a million figlitWhen tired of play, he flirted without sin
ers;
With some of those fair creatures who have
Wliile Wellington has but enslaved the
prided
Whites,
A n l Malthus does the thing ’gainst which he Themselves on innocent tantalisation,
And bate all vice except its reputation.
writes.
XXI.
I ’m serious—so are all men upon paper;
And why should I not form my speculation,
And hold up to the sun my little taper ?
Mankind just now seem ivrapt in meditation
On constitutions and steam-boats of vapour;
Wliile sages write against all procreation,
Unless a man can calculate his means
Of feeding brats the moment his wife weans.
XXII.
That’s noble! That’s romàntic! For my
part,
I think that “ Philo-genitiveness ’’ is—
(Now here ’s a word quite after my own heart,
Though there ’s a shorter a good deal tkan
this

XXVI.
But these are few, and in the end they make
Some devilish escapade or stir, which shows
That even the purest people may mistake
Their way through virtue’s primrose paths
of snows;
And then men stare, as if a new ass spake
To Balaam, and from tongue to ear o’erflows
Quicksilver small talk, ending (if you note it)
With the kind world’s amen—“ Who would
have thought it ? ”
XXVH.
The little Leila, with her Orient eyes,
And taciturn Asiàtic disposition,
(Which saw all Western things with small
surprise,
To the surprise of people of condition,
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Who think that novelties are butterflies
To be pursued as food for inanition,)
Her charming figure and romàntic liistory
Became a kind of fashionable mystery.

At making matches, where “ ’tis gold that
glisters,”
Than their he relatives), like flies o’er candy
Buzz round “ the Fortune” with their busy
battery,
To turn her liead with waltzing and with
flattery!

X X V III.
The women much divided—as is usual
Amongst the sex in little things or great.
XXXHI.
Think not, fair creatures, that I mean to I Each aunt, each cousin, hatli her speculation;
abuse you all—
Nay, married dames will now and then
I have always liked you better than I state:
’ discover
Since I ’ve grown moral, stili I must accuse Such puré disinterestedness of passion,
yon all
I ’ve known them court an heiress for their
Of being apt to talk at a great rate;
lover.
And now there was a general seusation
“ TantiEiie! ” Such the virtues of high station,
Amongst you, about Leila’s education.
Even in the hopeful Isle, whose outlet s
“ Dover! ”
XXIX.
While llie poor rich wretcli, object of these
In one point only were you settled—and
cares,
_
You liad reason; ’twas that a young cliild Has cause
to wish her sh*e liad had male heirs.
of grace,
As beautiful as her own nativo land,
XXXIV.
And far away, the last bud of her race,
Howe’er our friend Don Juan might com- Some are soon bagg’d, and some reject three
dozen.
mand
’Tis fine to see them scattering refusals
I-Iimself for five, four, three, or two years
And wild dismay o’er every angry cousin
space,
(Friends of the party), who begin accusals
Would be much better taught.beneatli the eye
Such as—“ Unless Miss (Blank) meant to
Of peeresses whose follies liad run dry.
have chosen
Poor Frederick, why did she accord peXXX.
rusals
So first there was a generous emulation,
And then there was a general competition, To bis billets ? JT% waltz with liim ? Why
I pray,
To undertake the orphan’s education.
Look yes last night, and yet say no to-dav ?
As Juan was a person of condition,
It liad been an affront on this occasion
To talk of a subscription or petition;
But sixteen dowagers, ten unwed she sages,
Whose tale belongs to “ Hallam’s Muidle
Ages,”
XXXI.
And one or two sad, separate wives, without
A fruit to bloom upon their withering
bough—
,
Begg’d to bringup the little girl, and “ out, —
For that ’s the plirase that settles all things
now,
Meauing a virgin’s first blush at a rout,
And all her points as thorough-bred to
show:
And I assure you, that like virgiu lioney
Tastes their first season (mostly if they have
moneyj.
XXXII.
How all the needy honourable misters,
Each out-at-elbow peer, or desperate dandy,
The watchful mothers, and the careful sisters,
(Who, by the by, when clever, are more
liandy

XXXV.
“ Why?—Why?—Besides, Fred really was
attach'd ;

’Twas not her fortune— he has enough
without:
The time will come she ’ll wish that she had
snatch’d
So good au opportunity, no doubt
But the oíd Marcliioness some plan had
hatch’d,
As I ’ll tell Aurea at to-morrow s rout:
And after all poor Frederick may do better—
Pray did you see her answer to bis letter ? ”
XXXVI.
Smart unifonns and sparkling coronets
Are spurn'd in tura, until her turn arrives,
After male loss of time, and liearts, and bets
Upon the sweepstakes for substantial wives;
And when at last the pretty creature gets
Some gentleman, who fights, or writes, or
drives,
It soothes the awkward squad of the rejected
To find how very badly she selected.
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XXXVII.
For sometimes they accept some long pur-suer,
Worn out with importunity; or fall
(But liere perhaps the instances are l’ewer)
To tlie lot oí liim who scarce pursuecl at all.
A liazy widower turn’d oí forty’s sure
(If ’tis not vain examples to recall)
To draw a liigli prize: now, howe’er lie gott
her, I
See nought more strange in this tlian t’otlierí
lottery.

XLII.
Besides, he had found out he ivas lio tutor
(I wish that others would find out the same),
And ratlier ivish’d in such things to stand
neuter,
For silly wards will bring their guardians
blame:
So when he saw eacli ancient dame a suitor
To make his little wild Asiatic tame,
Consulting “ the Society for Vice
Suppression,” Lady Pinchbeck ivas his choice.

X X X V III.
I, for my part—(one “ modera iustance”,
more,
“ Tl-ue, 't is a pity—pity ’t is, ’t is true ” )—
Was chosen irom out an amatory score,
Albeit my years were less discreet than fetv;
But tbougli I also liad reform’d before
Tliose became one who soon were to be
two,
FU not gainsay tlie generous publie’s voice,
Thatthe young ladymade amonstrous choice.

Olden she ivas—but had been very young:
Virtuous she ivas—and had been, I believe;
Although the world has sucli an evil tongue
That-----but my chaster ear will not receive
An echo of a syllable that’s wrong;
In fact, there ’s nothíng makes me so much
grieve,
As tliat abominable tittle-tattle,
Which is the cud escheiv’d by human cattle.

XXXIX.
Olí, pardon my digression—or at least
Peruse! ’T is always with a moral end
Tliat I dissert, lilre grace before a feast :
For like an aged aunt, or tiresome friend,
A rigid guardián, or a zealous priest,
My Muse by exhortation means to mend
All people, at all times, and in most places,
Which puts my Pegasus to these grave paces.

XLin.

XLIV.
Moreover I ’ve remark’d (and I ivas once
A slight observer in a modest way),
And so may every one except a dunce,
That ladies in their youtli a little gay,
Besides their knoivledge of the world,and sense
Of the sad consequence of going astray,
Are wiser in their warnings ’gainst the woe
Which the mere passionless can never knoiv.

XLV.
Wliile tire liarsh prude indemnifies her virtue
XL.
By railing at the unknown and envied
But now I ’m going to he humoral; now
passion,
I mean to show things really as they are,
Seeking far less to save you than to hurt you,
Not as they ought to be: for I avow,
Or, what’s still ívorse, to put you out of
That till we see wliat ’s what in fact, we 're
fashion,—
far
The kinder veteran with calm words will
From mucli improvement with that virtuous
court you,
plougli
Entreating you to pause before you dasli 011;
Which skims the surface, leaving scarce Expounding and illustrating the riddle
a scar
Of epic Love’s beginning, end, and middle.
Upon the black loam long manured by Vice,
Only to keep its cora at the oíd price.
XLVI.
Noiv whether it be tlms, or that they are
X II.
stricter,
But fii’st of little Leila we ’ll dispose;
As better knowing why they should be so,
For like a day-dawn she was young and I tlmik you ’Ü find from many a family picture,
puré,
That daughters of such mothers as may
Or like the oíd comparison of shows,
knoiv
Which are more puré than pleasant to be The world by experience rather than by
sure.
lecture,
Like many people everybody knows,
Tura out much better for the Smithfield
Don Juan was delighted to secure
Show
A goodly guardián for his infant charge,
iOf vestals brought into the marriage mart,
Who might not profit much by being at íarge. ’Than those bred up byprudes without a lieart.
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Had left all the accomplishments she taught
X LVII.
her'
To be transmitted, like the Lord Mayor’s
I said tliat Lady Pinchbeck had been tatk’d
harge,
about—
As who has not, if female, young, and To the next comer; or—as it will tell
More Muse-like—like to Cytherea’s shell.
pretty ?
But now no more the ghost of Scandal stalk’d
L II.
about;
She merely was deem’d amiable and ivitty, I cali such things transmission; for there is
A fioating balance of accomplishment,
And several of her best bon-mots were hawk’d
Which forms a pedigree from Miss to Miss,
about:
Aecording as their minds or backs are bent.
Then she ivas given to charity and pity,
Some waltz; some draw; some fathom the
And pass'd (at least the latter years of life)
abyss
For being a most exemplary wife.
Of metaphysics; others are content
With music; the most moderate sliine as wits;
x L v n i.
While others llave a genius turn’d for fits.
High in high circles, gentle in her own,
LIH.
She was the mild reprover of the young,
Whenever—ivhicli means every day—they’d But whether fits, or ivits, or liarpsichords,
sliown
Theology, fine arts, or finer stays,
A 11 aivkward inclination to go wrong.
May be the baits for gentlemen or lords
The quantity of good she did’s unknown,
With regular descent, in tlieso our days,
Or at the least ivould lengtlien out my song: The last year to the new transfers its hoards;
I 11 brief, the little orplian of the East
New vestals claim men’s eyes with the
Had raised an interest in her, wliich increased.
same praise
Of “ elegant ” et cietera, in fresli batches—
All matchless creatures, and yet bent on
XLIX.
matches.
Juan, too, was a sort of favourite with her,
Because she thouglit him a good heart at
LIV.
bottom,
But now I will begin my poem. ’T is
A little spoil’d, but not so altogether;
Perhaps a little strange, if not quite new,
Which ivas a wonder, if you think who got
That from the first of Cantos up to this
him,
I ’ve not begun what we liave to go through.
And how he had been toss’d, he scarce kneiv
These first twelve books are merely flourishes,
wliither:
Preludios, trying just a string or two
Tliough this might ruin others, it did not
Upon my lyre, or making tile pegs sure;
him,
And when so, you sliall liave the overture.
At least entirely—for he liad seen too many
Changes in youtli, to be surprised at any.
LV.
My Muses do not care a pincli of rosin
L.
About what’s call’d success, or not succeeding:
And these vicissitudes tell best in youth;
Such thoughts are quite below the strain
For when they happen at a riper age,
they liave chosen;
People are apt to blame the Fates, forsooth,
’Tis a “ great moral lesson” they are
And wonder Providence is not more sage.
reading.
Adversity is the first path to truth:
He who liath proved war, storm, or woman’s I thought, at setting off, about two dozen
Cantos
would do; but at Apollo’s pleading,
rage,
I f that my Pegasus should not be founder’d,
Wlietlier his ivinters be eigliteen or eighty,
Hatli won the experience ivhich is deem’d so I think to canter gently through a hundred.
íveiglity.
LVL
LI.
Don Juan saw that microcosm 011 stilts,
Yclept the Great W orld; for it is the least,
Hoiv far it profits is another matter.—
Although the liighest: but as swords have
Our hero gladly saw his little charge
hilts
Safe with a lady, whose last grown-up
By whicli their power of mischief is in
daughter
creased,
Being long married, and thus set at large,
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Wben man in battle or iu quarrel tilts,
Thus tlie low worlcl, north, south, or west,
IiX I.
or east,
Must still obey tbe bigli— whicb is tben- I ’ve known a dozen weddings made even
thus,
liandle,
And some of tbem high ñames: I have also
Their moon, tbeir sun, tbeir gas, tiieir fartbing
known
candle.
Young men wbo— tbougb tbey hated to
discuss
LV II.
Pretensions whicb tbey never dream'd to
He bad many friends wiio bad many wives,
have shown—
and was
Yet neither frigbten’d by a female fuss,
Well look’d upon by botb, to tbat extent
Ñor by mustachios moved, were let alone,
Of friendsbip whicb yon may accept or pass,
And lived, as did tbe brokeu-hearted fair,
It does ñor good, ñor liarm: being merely
In happier pligbt than if tbey form’d a pair.
meant
To keep tbe wbeels going of tbe liigber class,
And draw tbem nigbtly wben a ticket’s
LX II.
sent;
Tbere ’s also nigbtly, to tbe uninitiated,
And wbat with masquerades, and fétes, and
A peril—not indeed bke love or marriage,
balls,
But not tbe less for this to be depreciated:
For tbe first season sucb a life scar.ee palls.
It is—I meant and mean not to disparage
Tbe show of virtue even in tbe vitiated—
L V III.
It adds an outward grace unto their
carriage—
A young unmarried man, witb a good ñame
And fortune, has an awkward part to play; But to denounce tbe amphibious sort of
harlot,
For good society is but a game,
“ Tbe royal game of Goose,” as I may say, “ Couleur de rose,” wbo ’s neither white ñor
searlet.
Where everybody has some separate aim,
An end to answer, or a plan to lay—
L X III.
The single ladies wishing to be double,
Tbe married ones to save tbe virgins trouble. Sucb is your coid coquette, wbo ean’t say
“ No,”
LIX.
And won’t say “ Yes,” and keeps you on
and
off-ing
I don’t mean tbis as general, but particular
On a lee-sliore, till it begins to blow—■
Examples may be found of sucb pursuits:
Tben sees your heart wreck’d witb an
Tliougb several also keep their perpendicular
inward scoffing.
Like poplars, witb good principies for roots;
Tbis works a World of sentimental woe,
Yet many have a method more reticular—
And sends new Werters yearly to their
“ Fishers for men," like sirens witb soft
cofiin;
lutes:
But
yet is merely innocent flirtation,
For talk six times witb tbe same single
Not quite adultery, but adulteration.
lady,
And you may get tbe wedding dresses ready.
LX IY.
LX.
“ Ye gods, I grow a talker ! ” Let us prate.
Perhaps you ’ll have a letter from tbe mother,
The next of perils, tbough I place it
To say her daugbter's feelings are tresternest,
pann’d ;
Is wben, without regard to “ chm-cb or
Perhaps you’ll have a visit from tbe brostate,”
ther,
A wife makes or takes love in uprigkt
All strut, and stays, and wliiskers, to deearnest.
mand
Abroad, sucb thmgs decide few women’s
Wbat “ your intentions are?”—One way or
fate—
other
(Sucb, early traveller! is tbe trutb tbou
It seems tbe virgin’s beart expects your |
learnest)—
band:
But in oíd England, when a young bride errs,
And between pity for her case and yours,
Poor tbing ! Eve’s was a trifiing case to
You II add to Matrimony’s list of cures.
liers.
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For ’t is a low, newspaper, bumdrum, lawsuit
Country, wbere a young couple of tbe same
ages
Can’t form a friendsbip, but tbe world o erawes it.
Tben tbere’s tbe vulgar trick of tbose
d----d damages !
A verdict—grievous foe to tbose wbo cause
it!—
. ,
Forms a sad climax to romàntic bomages;
Besides those sootbing speecbes of tbe
pleaders,
And evidences which regale all readers.

1 9 1

LXIX.
I say at first—for be found out at last,
But by degrees, tbat tbey were fairer far
Than tbe more glowing dames whose lot is
cast
Beneath the influence of tbe eastern star.
A further proof we sbould not judge in
baste;
Yet inexperience could not be bis bar
To taste:—tbe trutb is, if men would confess,
That novelties picase less than tbey impress.

LXX.
Tbough travell’d, I have never bad tbe luek to
Trace up tbose shuifling negroes, Nile or
Niger,
To
tbat impracticable place Timbuctoo,
LXVI.
Wbere Geography finds no one to oblige
But tbey wbo blunder tlius are raw beher
ginners;
Witb sucb a chart as may be safely stuek
A little genial sprinkling of bypocrisy
to—
Has saved tbe fame of tbousand splendid
For Europe plougbs in Afric like “ bos
sinners,
piger; ”
Tbe loveliest oligarcbs of our gynocracy;
But if I had leen at Timbuctoo, tbere
You may see sucb at all tbe balls and No doubt I sbould be told tbat black is fair.
dinners,
Among tbe proudest of our aristocracy,
LXXI.
So gentle, charming, cbaritable, cbaste—
It is. I will not swear tbat black is white;
And all by baving tact as well as taste.
But I suspect in fact tbat wbite is black,
And tbe wliole matter rests upon eye-siglit.
Ask a blind man, tbe best judge. You’ll
LXVII.
attack
Juan, wlio did not stand in tbe predicament
Perhaps tbis new position—but I ’m right;
Of a mere novice, bad one safeguard more;
Or if I ’m wrong, I ’11 not be ta’en aback:—
For be was sick—no, ’twas not tbe word He hatb no morn ñor night, but all is dark
sicle I meant—
Within; and wbat seest tbou * A dubious
But he bad seen so mucli good love before,
spark.
Tbat be was not in beart so very weak
LXX1I.
I meant
But thus much, and no sneer against the But I ’m relapsing into metapbysics,
Tbat labyrinth, whose clue is of tbe same
sbore
Of wbite cliffs, white necks, blue eyes, bluer Construction as your cures for bectic
pbthisics,
stockings,
Tbose brigbt moths fluttering round a
Titbes, taxes, duns, and doors witb double
dying fíame:
knockings.
And this refíection brings me to plain pbysics,
And to tbe beauties of a foreign dame,
LX V III.
Compared witb tbose of our puré pearls of
But coming young from lands and scenes
price,
romàntic,
Tbose polar summers, all sun, and some ice.
Wbere lives, not lawsuits, must be nsk d
for Passion,
LX X III.
And Passion’s self must have a spice of
Or say they are like virtuous mermaids,
frantic,
whose
Into a country wbere ’t is balf a fasbion,
Beginnings are fair faces, ends mere
Seem’d to him balf commercial, balf pedantic,
fisllGS j—
Howe’er be migbt esteem tbis moral
Not that tbere ’s not a quantity of tbose
nation:
Wbo have a due respect for their own
Besides (alas I his taste—forgive and pity!)
wishes.
At first be did not tbink tbe women pretty.
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Like Bussians rushing from hot baths to Society, that china without flaw,
snows
(The hypocrite!) will banish them like
Are they, at bottom virtuous even when
Marius,
vicious;
To sit amidst the ruins of their guilt:
They warm into a scrape, but keep of course, For Fame ’s a Carthage not so soon rebuilt.
As a reserve, a plunge into remorse.

Lxxrx.

LXXIV.
Perhaps this is as it should be;—it is
But this lias nought to do with their outsides.
A conunent on the Gospel’s “ Sin no more,
I said that Juan did not think them pretty And be thy sins forgiven; ”—but upon this
At the first blush; for a fair Briton liides
I leave the saints to settle their own score.
Half her attractions—probably from pity— Abroad, though doubtless they do much
And rather cahnly into the lieart glides,
amiss,
Tlian storms it as a foe would take a city;
An erring woman finds an opener door
But once tkere (if you doubt this, prithee try) For her return to Virtue—as they call
She keeps it for you like a true ally.
That lady, who should be at home to all.
LXXV.
LXXX.
She cannot step as does an Arab barb,
For me, I leave the matter where I find it,
Or Andalusian giri from mass returning,
Iínowing that sucli nneasy virtue leads
Nor wear as gracefully as Gauls her garb,
People some ten times less in fact to mind it,
Nor in her eye Ausonia’s glance is burning;
And care but for discoveries, and not
Her voice, though sweet, is not so fit to warbdeeds.
le those bravuras (wlíich I still am learn- And as for chastity, you’ll never bind it
By all the laws the strictest lawyer pleads,
„
• ing
To like, though I have been seven years in But aggravate the crime you have not pre
Italy,
vented,
And have, or had, an ear that served me By rendering desperate those who had else
prettily ;—
repented.
LXXVI.
LXXXI.
She cannot do tliese things, nor one or two
But Juan was no casuist, nor had ponder’d
Otliers, in that off-hand and dashing style
Upon the moral lessons of mankind:
Which takes so much—to give the devil his Besides, he had not seen of several hundred
due;
A lady altogether to his mind.
Nor is she quite so ready with her smile,
A little “ blasé ”—’t is not to be wonder’d
Nor settles all things in one interview,
At, that his heart had got a tougher rind;
(A thing approved as saving time and And though not vainer from his past success,
toil);—
No doubt his sensibilities were less.
But though the soil may give you time and
Lxxxn.
trouble,
Well cultivated, it will render double.
He also had been busy seeing sights—
The Parliament and all the other houses;
LXXVH.
Had sat beneath the gallery at nights,
And if in fact she takes to a “ grande passion,’’
To hear debates whose thunder roused (not
It is a very serious thing indeed :
rouses)
Nine times in ten ’t is but caprice or fashion, The World to gaze upon those northern
Coquetry, or a wish to take the lead,
liglits,
The pride of a mere child with a new sasli on,
Which flash’d as far as where the muskOr wish to make a rival’s bosom bleed :
bull browses;
But the tenth instance will be a tornado,
He had also stood at times behind the
For tliere’s no saying what they will or may
throne—
do.
But Grey was not arrived, and Chatham
gone.
LXXVHI.
LXXXIH.
The reason ’s obvious: if tliere ’s an éclat,
They lose their caste at once, as do the He saw, however, at the closing session,
Pailas;
That noble sight, when really free the
And when the delicacies of the law
nation,
Have fill’d their papers with their com- A king in constitutional possession
ments various,
Of such a throne as is the proudest station,
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Tliough despots know it not—till the pro- Besides the most sublime of—Heaven knows
what else;
gression
An usurer could scarce expect . mucli
Of freedom shall complete their education.
more—
’Tis not mere splendour makes the show
But my best canto, save one on astronomy,
august
Will
turn
upon “ political economy.”
To eye or lieart—it is the people’s trust.
LXXXIX.
LXXXIV.
There, too, he saw (whate’er he may he now) That is your present theme for popularity:
Now that the puhlic hedge hath scarce a
A Prince, the prince of princes at the
stake,
time,
It grows an act of patriòtic cliarity,
With fascination in his very how,
To
show
the people the best way to break.
And full of promise, as the spring of prime.
Mt/plan (but I, if but for singularity,
Tliough royalty was written on his brow,
Beserve it) will be very sure to take.
He had then the grace, too. rare in every
Meantime, read all the national-debt sinkers',
clime,
And teli me what you think of our great
Of being, witliout alloy of fop or beau,
thinkers.
A finish’d gentleman from top to toe.
LXXXV.
And Juan was received, as hath been said,
Into the hest society; and tliere
Oecurr’d what often happens, I ’m afraid,
However disciplined and debonnaire:—
The talent and good humour he display’d,
Besides the mark’d distinction of his air,
Exposed him, as was natural, to temptation,
Even though liimself avoided the occasion.
LXXXVI.
But what, and where, with whom, and when,
and why,
Is not to be put hastily together;
And as my object is morality
(Whatever people say), I don’t know
whether
IT 1 leave a single reader’s eyelid dry,
But harrow up his feelings till they witlicr,
And hew out a huge monument of pathos,
As Pliilip’s son proposed to do with Athos.
LXXXVII.
Here the twelftli Canto of our introduction
Ends. When the hody of the book ’s begun,
You ’ll find it of a different construction
From what some people say ’twill be when
done;
The plan at present ’s simply in concoction.
I can’t oblige you, reader, to read on;
That ’s your affair, not mine: a real spirit
Should neitlier court neglect, nor dread to
bear it.

Canto the Thirteenth.
I.
mean to be serious;—it is time,
Since laughter now-a-days is deem’d too
serious;
A jest at Vice hy Virtue ’s call’d a ¿rime,
And critically held as deleterious:
Besides, the sad ’s a souree of the sublime,
Although when long a little apt to weary
us;
And therefore shall my lay soar liigli and
solemn,
As an old temple dwindled to a column.

I

now

H.
The Lady Adeline Amundeville
(’T is an old Norman líame, and to be found
In pedigrees, by those who wander still
Along the last fields of that Gothic ground)
Was high-born, wealthy by lier father’s will,
And beauteous, even where beauties most
abound,
In Britain—which of course true patriots
find
The goodliest soil of bcdy and of mind.

m.
I ’ll not gainsay tliem; it is not my cue;
I ’ll leave tliem to their taste, no doubt
the best:
An eye ’s an eye, and whether black or blue,
Lxxxvm.
Is no great matter, so ’t is in request;
’T is nonsense to dispute about a hue—
And if my tliuuderbolt not always rattles,
The kindest may be taken as a test.
Bemember, reader 1 you have had before
The worst of tempests and the best of bat- The fair sex should be always fair; and no
man
tles,
That e’er were brew’d from elements or Till thirty, should perceive tliere’s a plain
woman.
gore,
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And after tliat serene and somewhat dull
Epoeli, tliat awkward córner turn’d for
days
More quiet, when our moon ’s no more at
full,
We may presume to criticise or praise;
Because indifference begins to lull
Our passions, and we walk in wisdom’s
ways;
Also because the figure and tbe face
Hint, tliat ’t is time to give tbe younger
place.

[Canto XIII.

IX.
Of all tales ’tis tbe saddest—and more sad,
Because it makes us smile: bis hero’s
rigbt,
And still pursues tbe rigbt;—to curb the bad
His only object, and ’gainst odds to figlit
His guerdon: ’t is bis virtue makes him mad!
But bis adventures form a sorry sigbt;—
A sorrier still is tbe great moral tauglit
By tbat real epic unto all wbo liave thought.

X.
Kedressing injury, revenging wrong,
To aid tbe damsel and destroy tbe caitiff;
V.
Opposing singly tbe United strong,
I know that some would fain postpone tliis
From foreign yoke to free tbe helpless na
era,
tive :—•
Reluctant as all placemen to resign
Alas 1 must noblest views, like an old song,
Tlieir post; but tbeirs is merely a chimera,
Be for mere fancy's sport a tlieme Creative,
For tliey have pass’d life’s equinoctial line: A jest, a riddle, Fame through thick and tbin
But tben they have tbeir claret and Madeira
sougbt!
To irrigate tbe dryness of decline;
And Socrates himself but Wisdom’s Quixote ?
And county meetings, and tbe parliament,
XI.
And debt, and wliat not, for tbeir solace sent.
Cervantes smiled Spain’s cbivab-y away;
VI.
A single laugh demolislid the rigbt arm
And is there not religión, and reform,
Of bis own country;—seldom since that day
Peace, war, tbe taxes, and wbat’s called
Has Spain bad heroes. Wbile Romance
tbe “ Nation” ?
could cbarm,
Tbe struggle to be pilots in a storm ?
Tbe world gave ground before lier bright
Tbe landed and tbe monied speculation ?
array;
Tbe joys of mutual bate to keep tbem warm,
And therefore have bis volumes done sucb
Instead of love, tliat mere ballucination ?
liarm,
Now batred is by far tbe longest pleasure;
Tbat all tbeir glory, as a composition,
Men loye in haste, but they detest at leisure. Was dearly purcbased by bis land’s perdition.
VII.
X II.
Bough Johnson, tbe great moralist, profess’d, I ’m “ at my old lunes ”—digres sion, and forRigbt bonestly, “ be liked an honest
get
bater! ” —
Tbe Lady Adeline Amundeville;
Tbe only trutli tliat yet has beeu confest
Tbe fan- most fatal Juan ever met,
Within tbese latest thousand years or later.
Althougb she was not evil nor meant ill;
Perbaps tbe fine old fellow spoke in jest:—■ But Destiny and Passion spread tbe net
For my part, I am but a mere spectator,
(Fate is a good excuse for our own will),
And gaze where’er tbe palace or tbe hovel is, And cauglit tb e m w lia t do they not catcli,
Much in tbe mode of Goetlie’s Mepbistopliemethinks ?
les;
But I ’m not CEdipus, and life ’s a Sphinx.
VIII.
But neitber love ñor bate in much excess;
Though ’twas not once so. I f I sneer sonietimes,
It is because I cannot well do less,
And now and tben it also suits my rliymes.
I sliould be very willing to redress
Men’s wrongs, and rather cbeck tban
punish crinies,
Had not Cervantes, in tbat too true tale
Of Quixote, shown liow all sucb efforts fail.

xm .
I teli tbe tale as it is told, nor dare
To venture a solution: “ Davus sum! ”
And now I will proceed upon tbe pair.
Sweet Adeline, amidst tbe gay world’s hum,
Was the Queen-Bee, tbe glass of all tliat ’s
fa ir;
Whose charms made all men speak, and
women dumb.
The last’s a miracle, and sucb was reckon’d,
And since tbat túne there has not been a second.
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XIV.
Cbaste was sbe, to detraction’s desperation,
And wedded unto one sbe bad loved well—
A man ¿íown in tbe councils of tbe nation,
Cool, and quite English, imperturbable,
Though apt to act witli fire upon occasion,
Proud of himself and her: tbe world could
teli
Xought against eitber, and botli seem’d se
cure—
Sbe in ber virtue, be in bis liauteur.
XV.
It cbanced some diplomatical relations,
Arising out of business, often brought
Himself and Juan in tbeir mutual stations
In to close contact. Though reserved, nor
cauglit
By specious seeming, Juan’s youtb, and patience,
And talent, on bis liaughty spirit wrought,
And form’d a basis of esteem, wbicli ends
In making men wbat courtesy calls friends.
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Give gently way, when there ’s too great a
press;
And for your conscience only learn to nerve
it,
. .
For, like a racer, or a boxer traimng,
’T will make, if proved, vast efforts witbout
paining.
XIX.
Lord Henry also liked to be superior,
As most men do, tbe little or tbe great;
Tbe very lowest find out an inferior,
At least they tliink so, to exert tbeir state
Upon: for there are very few things wearier
Tban solitary Pride’s oppressive weiglit,
Wbieb mortals geuerously would divide,
By bidding otbers carry wbile they ride.

XX.
In birtb, in rank, in fortune likewise equal,
O’er Juan be could no distinction claim;
In years he bad the advantage of time’s sequel;
And, as be tbougbt, in country much' tbe
XVI.
same—
Because bold Britons have a tongue and free
And thus Lord Heury, wbo was cautious as
• quill,
Reserve and pride could make liim, and
At wbieb all modern nations vainly aim;
full slow
In judging men—wben once bis judgment And tbe Lord Henry was a great debater,
So tbat few members kept the bouse up later.
was
Determined, right or wrong, on friend or
XXI.
foc,
Had all tlíe pertinacity pride has,
Tbese were advantages: and tben be
Wbieb knows no ebb to its imperious flow,
tbougbt—
And loves or bates, disdaming to be guided,
It was bis foible, but by no means sinis
Because its own good pleasure hath decided.
ter—
That few or none more tban himself bad
XVII.
cauglit
His friendships, therefore, and no less aver
Court mysteries, having been himself a
sions,
mmister:
Though oft well founded, wbieb confirm’d He liked to teacb tbat wbieb be bad been
but more
taugbt,
His prepossessions, like the laws of Persians
And greatly shone wlienever tliere bad
And Medes, would ne’er revoke wbat went
been a stir;
before.
And reconciled all qualities wbieb grace man,
His feelings bad not tbose strange fits, like Always a patriot, and sometimes a placeman.
tertians,
Of commou likings, wbieb make some de
XXH.
plore
Wbat they sbould laugh at—the mere agüe He liked tbe gentle Spaniard for bis gravity;
He almost honour’d bim for bis docility;
still
Because, though young, be acquiesced with
Of men’s regard, tbe fever or tbe chill.
suavity,
Or contradicted but witb proud humility.
X VIII.
He knew tbe world, and would not see de“ ’Tis not in mortals to command success :
pravity
But do you more, Sempronius—don't deIn faults wliicb sometimes show tbe soil’s
serve it,”
fertility,
And take my word, you won’t liave any less.
Be wary, watcb tbe time, and al ways serve If tbat tbe weeds o’erlive not tbe first crop—
For tben they are very difficult to stop.
it;

I
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X X III.
X X V III.
And tlien he talk'd with liim ahout Madrid,
At Henry’s mansión then, in Blank-Blank
Constantinople, and such distant places;
Square,
Where people ahvays did as they were bid,
Was Juan a recherché, welcome guest,
Or did what they should not with foreign As many other noble scions were;
graces.
And some who liad but talent for their erest;
Of coursers also spake they: Henry rid
Or wealth, which is a passport everywhere;
Well, like most Englishmen, and loved the
Or even mere fashion, which indeed’s the
races;
best
And Juan, like a true-born Andalnsian,
Becommendation; and to be well drest
Could back a horse, as despots ride a Kussian. Will very often supersede the rest.
XXIV.
And thus acquaintance grew, at noble routs,
And diplomàtic dinners, or at otlier—
For Juan stood well both with Ins and Outs,
As in freemasonry a higlier brother.
Upon his talent Henry liad no doubts;
His manner show’d him sprung from a higli
mother;
And all men like to show their liospitality
To him whose breeding matches with his
quality.
XXV.
At Blank-Blank Square;—for we will bréale
no squares
By naming streets: since men are so censorious,
And apt to sow an author’s wheat with tares,
Beaping allusions private and inglorious,
Where none were dreamt of, unto love’s affairs,
Which were, or are, or are to be notorious,
That therefore do I previously declare,
Lord Henry’s mansión was in Blank-Blank
Square.
XXVI.
Also tliere bin another pious reason
For making squares and streets anonyinous;
Which is, that there is scarce a single season
Which doth not shake some very splendid
house
With some slight heart-quake of domèstic
treason—
A topic scandal doth delight to rouse:
Such I might stumble over unawares,
Unless I knew the very chastest squares.

xxvn.
’Tis true, I nn'ght llave chosen Piccadilly,
A place where peccadillos are uuknown;
But I llave motives, whether wise or silly,
For Ietting that puré sanctuary alone.
Therefore I ñame not square, Street, place,
until I
Find one where nothing naughty can be
shown,
A vestal shrine of innocence of lieart:
Such are—but I have lost the London Chart.

XXIX.
And since “ there’s safety in a multitude
Of counsellors,” as Solomon has said,
Or some one for him, in some sage, grave
mood;—
Indeed we see the daily proof display’d
In senates, at the bar, in wordy feud,
Where’er collective wisdom can parade,
Which is the only cause that we can guess
Of Britain’s present wealth and happiness;—
XXX.
But as “ there ’s safety ” grafted in the number
“ Of counsellors ” formen,—tlius for the sex
A large acquaintance lets not Virtue slnmber;
Or should it shake, the choice will more
perplex—
Variety itself will moro encumber.
’Midst many roeks we guard more against
wrecks;
And thus with women: howsoe’er it shocks
some’s
Self-love, there’s safety in a crowd of coxcombs.
XXXI.
But Adeline had not the least occasiou
For such a shield, which leaves but little
merit
To virtue proper, or good education.
Her cliief resource was in lier own high
spirit,
Which judged mankind at their due estimation;
And for coquetry, she disdain’d to wear i t :
Secure of admiration, its impression
Was faint as of an every-day possession.

xxxn.
To all she was polite without parade ;
To some she show’d attention of that kind
Which flatters, but is flattery convey’d
In such a sort as cannot leave behind
A trace unworthy either wife or maid;—
A gentle, genial courtesy of mind,
To tliose who were, or pass’d for meritorious,
Just to consolé sad glory for being glorious;
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Wliich is in all respeets, save now and then,
A dull and desolate appendage. Gaze
Upon the shades of those distinguish’d men
Who were or are the puppet-shows of praise,
The praise of persecution. Gaze again
On the most favour’d ; and amidst the
blaze
Of sunset halos o’er the laurel-brow’d,
What can ye reeognise ?—a gilded cloud.
XXXIV.
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X X XV III.
’Tis the whole spirit brought to a quintessence;
And thus the chilliest aspeets may concentre
A hidden nectar under a coid presence.
And such are many—though I only meant
her
From whom I now deduce these moral lessons,
On which the Muse has always sought to
enter.
And your coid people are beyond all price,
When once you’ve broken their confounded
ice.

There also was of course in Adeline
That calm patrician polish in the address,
Which ne’er can pass the equinoctial line
Of anytliing which nature would express;
Just as a mandarín finds nothing fine,—■
At least his manner suffers not to guess,
That anything he views can greatly please.
Perliaps" we have borrow’d tliis from the
Chínese—

XXXIX.
But after all they are a North-West Passage
Unto the glowing India of the soul;
And as the good ships sent upon that message
Have not exactly ascertain’d the Pole
(Though Parry’s efforts look a lucky presage),
Thus gentlemen may run upon a shoal;
For if the Pole’s not open, but all frost
(A chance still), ’tis a voyage or vessel lost.

XXXV.

XL.
And young beginners may as well commence
With quiet cruising o’er the ocean woman;
While those who are not beginners should
have sense
Enough to malee for port, ere Time shall
summon
With his grey signal-flag; and the past tense,
The dreary “ Fuimus ” of all things human,
Must be declined, while life’s thin tliread’s
spun out
Between the gaping heir and gnawing gout.

Perhaps fromHorace: his “ N il admiran”
Was what he call’d the “ Art of Happiness; ’ ’
An art on which the artists greatly vary,
And have not yet attain’d to much success.
However, ’tis expedient to be wary:
Iudifference certes don’t produce distress;
And rasli entliusiasm in good society
Were nothing but a moral iuebriety.
XXXVI.

But Adeline was not indifferent: for
X LI.
(Now for a common-place!) beneath the
suow,
But heaven must be diverted; its diversión
As a volcano holds the lava more
Is sometimes truculent—but never mind;
Within—et ccetera. Shall I go on ?—No
The world upon the wholeis wor th the assertion
I bate to liunt down a tired metaphor,
(If but for comfort) that all things are kind :
So let the often-used volcano go.
And that same devilish doctrine of the
Poor thing! How frequently, by me and
Persian,
others,
Of the two principies, but leaves behind
It hath been stirr’d up till its smoke quite As many doubts as any other doctrine
smothers!
Has everpuzzled faitli withal, or yoked her in.
XXXVII.
I ’ll llave another figure in a trice:—

XLII.
The Englisli winter—ending in July,
To recommence in August—now was done.
’T is the postilion’s paradise: wheels fly ;
On roads, east, South, north, west, there is

What say you to a bottle of champagne ?
Frozen into a very vinous ice,
Which leaves few drops of that immortal
a run.
rain,
But for post-horses who finds sympathy ?
Yet in the very centre, past all price,
Man’s pity for himself, or for his son,
Ahout a liquid glassful will remain;
And tliis is stronger than the strongest Ahvays premising that said son at college
Has
not contracted much more debt tliau
grape
knowledge.
Could e’er express in its expanded shape:
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X LIII.
The London winter’s ended in July—
Sometimes a little later. I don’t err
In tliis: wkatever otber blunders lie
Upon my sboulders, bere I must aver
My Muse a glass of weatkerology;
For parliament is our barometer:
Let radicals its otber acts attack,
Its sessions form our only almanack

[Canto XIII,

x iv n i.
Tbe London wiuter and tbe country sumnier
Were well nigb over. ’Tis perbaps a pity,
Wben nature wears tbe gown tbat dotb
become ber.
To lose tliose best montbs iiï a sweaty city.
And wait until tbe nigbtingale grows dumber,
Listening debates not very wise or witty,
Ere patriots tbeir true country can remember;—
But tbere’s no sliooting (save grouse) till
September.

XLIV.
Wben its quicksilver ’s down at zero,—lo 1
Coach, cbariot, luggage, baggage, equipage 1
XLIX.
Wkeels ívbh-l frora Carlton palace to Sobo,
And happiest tbey wbo borses can engage; I ’ve done witb my tirade. Tbe world was
Tbe turnpikes glow witb dust; and Eotten
gone;
Row
Tbe twice two tbousand, for wbom eartli
Sleeps from tbe cbivalry of tbis brigbt age;
was made,
And tradesmen, witb long bilis and longer Were vanisb’d to be what tbey call alone—
faces,
Tbat is, witb tbirty servants for parade,
Sigb—as tbe postboys fasten on tbe traces.
As many guests, or more; before wbom groan
As many covers, duly, daily laid.
XLV.
Let none accuse oíd England’s hospitality—
Tbey and tbeir bilis, “ Arcadians botb,” are Its quantity is but condensed to quality.
left
L.
To tbe Greek kalends of another session.
Alas! to tbem of ready cash bereft,
Lord Henry and tbe Lady Adeline
Wbat bope remains? Of hope tbe full
Departed like tbe rest of tbeir compeers,
possession
The peerage, to a mansión very fine;
Or generous draft, conceded as a gift,
Tbe Gotbic Babel of a tbousand years.
At a long date—till tbey can get a fresb None tban tbemselves couldboast a longer line,
one—
Wbere time tlirougb beroes and througb
Hawk’d about at a diseount, small or large;
beauties steers;
Also tbe solace of an overcbarge.
And oaks as olden as tbeir pedigree
Told of tbeir sires, a tomb in every tree.
XLVI.
LI.
But these are trifles. Dowmvard flies my lord,
Nodding beside my lady in llis carriage.
A paragrapk in every paper told
Away! away! “ Fresli borses !” are tbe word,
Of tbeir departure : such is modern fame:
And cbanged as quiekly as bearts after ’T is pity tbat it takes no further hold
marriage;
Tban an advertisement, or mucb tbe same;
Tbe obsequious landlord hatb tbe cbange When, ere tbe ink be dry, tbe sound grows cold.
restored;
Tbe Morning Post was foremost to proTbe postboys bave no reason to disparage
claim—
Tbeir fee; but ere tbe water’d wkeels may “ Departure, for bis country seat, to-day,
biss bence,
Lord H. Amundeville and Lady A.
Tbe ostler pleads too for a reminiscence.
L II.
X LVII.
“ We understand tbe splendid bost intends
’Tis granted; and tbe valet mounts tbe
To entertain, tbis autumn, a select
dickey—
And numerous party of bis noble friends ;
Tbat gentleman of lords and gentlemen;
'Midst wbom we bave beard, from sources
Also my lady’s gentlewoman, tricky,
quite correct,
Trick’d out, but modest more tban poet’s Tbe Duke of D ---- tbe skooting season
pen
spends,
Can paint,—“ Cosí viaggino i Ricchi! ”
Witb many more by rank and faskion
(Excuse a foreign slipslop now and tben,
deck’d ;
I f but to sbow I ’ve traveU’d : and what’s travel, Also a foreigner of bigb condition,
ünless it teacbes one to quote and cavü ?)
Tbe envoy of tbe secret Bussian mission.”
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LU I.
And tkus we see—wbo doubts tbe Morning
Post?
(Whose articles are like tbe “ Tkirty-nine,”
Wkicli tbose most swear to wbo believe tbem
most)—
Our gay Buss Spaniard was ordain’d to sbine,
Deck’d by tbe rays reflected from bis bost,
Witk tbose wbo, Pope says, “ greatly daring
dine.” —
’T is odd, but true,—last war tbe News
abounded
More witb these dinners tban the kill’d or
wounded;—
LIV.
As thus: “ On Tbursday tbere ivas a grand
dinner;
Present, Lords A.B.C.”—Earls, dukes, by
name
Aunounced witb no less pomp than victory’s
winner:
Tben underneatb, and in tbe very same
Column: date, “ Falmoutli. Tbere bas lately
been bere
Tbe Slap-dasb regiment, so well known to
fame,
Wbose loss in tbe late action we regret:
Tbe vacancies are fill’d up—see Gazette.”

Around: tbe wildfoivl nestled in tbe brake
And sedges, brooding in tbeir liquid bed:
The woods síoped downivards to its brink,
and stood
Witb tbeir green faces fix’d upon the flood.

LV.
To Norman Abbey whirl'd the noble pair,—
An oíd, oíd monastery once, and now
Still older mansión,—of a ricb and rare
Mix’d Gotbic, sucb as artists all allow
Few specimens yet left us can compare
Withal: it lies perbaps a little low,
Because the monks preferr'd a kill bekind,
To skelter tbeir devotion from the wind.

LX.
Within a nicke, nigb to its pinnacle,
Twelve saints bad once stood sanctified in
stone;
But tbese had fallen, not when tbe friars fell,
But in tbe war wbicb struck Charles from
bis tbrone,
When eacb bouse was a fortalice—as teli
Tbe annals of full many a line undone,—
Tbe gallant cavaliers, wbo fougkt in vain
For tbose wbo knew not to resign or reign.

Lvm.
Its outlet dasb’d into a deep Cascade,
Sparkling witb foam, until again subsiding,
Its shriller ecboes—like an infant madc
Quiet—sank into softer ripples, gliding
luto a rivulet: and thus allay’d,
Pursued its course, now gleaming, and now
biding
Its windings througb tbe woods; now elear,
now blue,
According as tbe skies tbeir sbadows threw.
LIX.
A glorious remuant of tbe Gotbic pile
(Wbile yet tbe ckurck was Bome’s) stood
kalf apart
In a grand arck, wbicb once screen’d many
an aísle.
Tbese last had disappear’d—a loss to art:
Tbe first yet frown’d superbly o’er tbe soil,
And kindled feelings in tbe rougbest keart,
Wbicb mourn’d the power of time’s or ternpest’s marcb,
In gazing on that venerable arck.

LVI.
It stood embosom’d in a happy valley,
LXI.
Crown’d by bigb ivoodiands, wbere tbe
But in a bigber nicbe, alone, but crown’d,
Druid oak
Tbe Virgin-Motber of tbe God-born Ckild,
Stood, like Caractacus, in act to rally
His bost, witb broad arms ’gainst the Witb ber Sonin ber blessed arms, look’dround;
Spared by some chance wben all beside
tkunderstroke,
And from beneatb bis bougbs were seen to
was spoil’d;
Sbe
made tbe earth below seem boly ground.
sally
Tbis may be superstition, vveak or wild,
Tbe dappled foresters; as day awoke,
Tbe brancbing stag swept down witb all bis But even tbe faintest relies of a skrine
Of any worskip wake some tbougbts divine.
berd,
To quafï a brook whick murmur’d like a bird.
LXH.
LVH.
A migbty window, bollow in tbe centre,
Sborn of its glass of tbousand colourings,
Before tbe mansión lay a lucid lake,
Broad as transparent, deep, and freskly fed Tlirougb wbicb tbe deepen’d glories once
could enter,
By a river, wbicb its soften’d way did take
Streaming from off tbe sun like seraplis
In currents througb tbe caímer water
wings,
spread

—
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Now yawns all desolate: now loud, now
LX VII.
fainter,
ïlie gale sweeps through its fretwork, and Huge balls, long galleries, spacious chambers,
join’d
oft sings
By no quite lawful marriage of the arts,
The owl his anthem, where the sileneed quire
Might
shock a counoisseur; but when comLie with their haUelujahs quench’d like tire.
bined,
Form’d a wbole which, irregular in parts,
L X III.
Yet left a grand impression on the mind,
But in the noontide o£ the moon, and when
At least of those whose eyes are in their
The wind is winged írom one point oí
hearts:
heaven,
We gaze upon a giant for his stature,
There moaus a strange unearthly sound, Nor judge at first if ali be true to nature.
which then
LXVHI.
Is musical—a dying accent driveu
Through the huge arch, which soars and Steel barons, molteu the next generation
sinks agahi.
To silkeu rows of gay and garter’d earls,
Some deem it but the distant echo given
Glanced from the walls in goodly preservaBack to the night wind by the waterfall,
tion:
And lmrmonised by the old choral wall:
And Lady Marys blooming into girls,
With fair long locks, had also kept their
station:
LX IV.
And countesses mature in robes and pearls:
Others, that some original shape, or form
Also some beauties of Sir Peter Lely,
Shaped by decay perchance, hath given the Whose drapery liints we may admire them
power
freely.
(Thougli less than that oí Memuon’s statue,
LXIX.
warm
In Egypt’s rays, to harp at a fix’d hour)
Judges in very formidable ermine
To this grey ruin, with a voice to charm
Were tliere, with brows that did not mueh
Sad, but serene, it sweeps o’er tree or tower;
invite
The cause I kuow not, nor can solve; but The aceused to think their lordsbips would
such
determine
The fact:—I ’vc heard it,—once perhaps too
His cause by leaning mueh from might to
mueh.
right:
Bishops, who had not left a single sermón;
LXV.
Attorneys-general, awful to the sight,
Amidst the court a Gotliic fountain play'd,
As hinting more (unless our judgments warp
Symmetrical, but deck'd with carvings
us)
quaint—
Of the “ Star Chamber” than of “ Habeas
Strange faces, like to men in masquerade,
Corpus.”
And here perhaps a monster, tliere a saint:
LXX.
The spring guslrd through grim mouths of
Generals, some ali in armour, of the old
granite made,
And iron time, ere lead had ta’en the lead;
And sparkled into basins, where it spent
Others in wigs of MarlborouglTs martial fold,
Its little torrent in a thousand bubbles,
Iluger than twelve of our degenerate hreed:
Like man’s vain glory, and his vainer troubles.
Lordlings, with staves of white or keys of
gold:
LXVI.
Nimrods, whose canvas scarce contam’d
The mansion’s self was vast and venerable,
the steed;
With more of the monàstic than has been
And here and tliere some stern liigh patriot
Elsewliere preserved: the cloisters stili were
stood,
stable,
Who could not get the place for which he
The cells, too, and refectory, I ween:
sued.
An exquisite small cliapel had been able,
LXXI.
Stili unimpaird, to decorate the scene;
The rest had been reform’d, replaced, or But ever and anón, to sootlie your visión,
Fatigued with these hereditary glories,
sunk,
And spoke more of the barón than the There rose a Cario Dolce or a Titian,
Or wilder group of savage Salvatore’s :
monk.
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Here danced Albano’s boys, and here the sea Hath yet a purchased choice of choicest
slione
wines;
The claret liglit, and the Madeira strong ;
In Vernet’s ocean lights; and tliere the
I f Britain mourn ker bleakness, we can teli
stories
her,
Of martyrs awed, as Spagnoletto tainted
His brusli with all the blood of all the sainted. The very best of vineyards is the cellar.
LXXII.
Here sweetly spread a landscape of Lorraine;
There Eembrandt made his darkness equal
light,
Or gloomy Caravaggio's gloomier stain
Bronzed o’er some lean and stoic ancliorite:—
But, lo ! a Teniers woos, and not in vain,
Your eyes to revel in a livelier sight:
His bell-moutk’d goblet inakes me feel quite
Danish
Or Dutch with thirst—Wliat, lio ! a flask of
Bhenish.

LXXVH.
Then, if she hath not that serene decline
Wliich inakes the Southern autumn’s day
appear
As if ’t would to a second spring resign
The season, rather than to winter drear,—
Of in-door comforts stili she hath a mine,—
The sea-coal fires, the “ earliest of the
year;”
Without doors, too, she may compete in meilow,
As what is lost in green is gain’d in yellow.

LXXVUI.
l x x h i.
O reader! if that thou canst read,—and Iniow, And for the effeminate villeggiatura—
Bife with more horiis than hounds—she
’Tis not enough to spell, or even to read,
hath the cliase,
To constitute a reader; there must go
Virtues of which botíi you and I have lieed. So animated that it might allure a
Saint from his beads to join the joeund
Firstly, begin with the beginning—(tliough
race;
That clause is hard); and secondly, proEven
Nhm-od’s self might leave the plains of
ceed:
Dura,
Tliirdly, commence not with the end—or,
And wear the Melton jacket for a space:
sinning
I f she hath no wild boars, she hath a tame
In this sort, end at last with the beginning.
Preserve of bores, who ought to be made
LXXIV.
game.
But reader, thou hast patient been of late,
LXXIX.
While I, without remorse of rliyme, or fear,
Have built and laid out ground at such a rate, The noble guests, assembled at the Abbey,
Consisted of—we give the sex the pas—
Dan Phcebus takes me for an auctioneer.
The Duchess of Fitz-Fulke; the Countess
That poets were so from their earliest date,
Crabby;
By Homer’s “ Catalogue of ships ” is ciear;
The Ladies Seilly, B u s e y M is s Eclat,
But a mere modern must be moderate—
Miss Bombazeen, Miss Mackstay, Miss
I spare you then the furniture and piate.
0 ’Tabby,
LXXV.
And Mrs. Babbi, the rich banker’s squaw;
Also the honourable Mrs. Sleep,
The mellow autumn came, and with it came
Who look’d a wliite lamb, yet was a blaek
The promised party, to enjoy its sweets.
sheep:
The corn is cut, the manor full of game;
The pointer ranges, and the sportsman beats
LXXX.
In russet jacket:—lynx-like is his aim;
Full grows his bag, and wonderfui his feats. With other Countesses of Blank—but rank;
At once the “ lie ” and the “ élite" of
Ah, nutbrown partridges! Adi, brilliant
crowds;
pheasants!
And ah, ye poachers!—’T is no sport for Who pass like water filter’d iu a tank,
All purged and pious from then- native
peasants.
clouds;
LXXVI.
Or paper turn’d to money by the Bank :
No matter how or why, the passport
An English autumn, though it hath no vines,
shrouds
Blushing with Bacchant coronáis along
The
“ passée ” and the past; for good society
The paths, o’er which the far festoon entwines
Is no less famed for tolerance than piety,—
The red grape in the suniiy lands of song,
Dd
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LXXXI.
Tliat is, up to a certain point; whieh point
l ’omís the most difficult in punctuation.
Appearances appear to form the joint
On which it liinges in a liigher station;
And so tliat lio explosión cr.y “ Aroint
Tliee, witcli! ” or eaeh Medea lias lier
Jason;
Or (to the point witli Horace and with Pulci)
“ Omne tulit punctum, quíe miscuit utile
dulci.”

Lxxxn.
I ean’t exactly trace tlieir rule of riglit,
Whieh liatli a little leaning to a lottery.
I ’ve seen a virtuous woman put down quite
By the mere combination of a coterie ;
Also a so-so matron boldly figbt
Her way baek to the world by dint of plottery,
And shine the very Siria of the spheres,
Escaping with a few sliglit, scarless sneers.

Lxxxm .
I llave seen more than I ’ll s a y b u t we will
see
How our villeggiatura will get on.
The party might consist of thirty-tliree
Of liighest caste—the Brahmins of the tou.
I liave named a few, not foremost in degree,
But ta’en at liazard as the rhyme may run.
By way of sprinkling, scatter’d amongst
these
There also were some Irish absentees.

For commoners had ever them mistook.
There were the six Miss Baivbolds—pretty
dears!
All soug and sentiment; whose liearts were set
Less on a convent than a coronet.
LXXXVI.
There were four Honourable Misters, whose
Honour was more before their ñames than
after;
There was the preux Chevalier de la Euse,
Wlioin France and Fortune lately deign’d
to waft here,
Whose chiefly harmless talent was to amuse;
But the clubs found it rather serious
laughter,
Because— such was his magic power to
please—
The dice seem’d charm’d, too, with his re
partees.

Lxxxvn.
There was Dick Dubious, the metaphysician,
Who loved philosophy and a good dinner;
Angle, the soi-disant mathematician;
Sir Henry Silvercup, the gi-eat race-winner.
There was the Keverend Kodomont Precisian,
Who did not liate so much the sin as sinuer;
And Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet,
Good at all things, but better at a bet.

LX X X VIII.
There was Jack Jargon, the gigantic guardsman;
And General Fireface, famous in the field,
A great tactician, and no less a swordsinan,
Who ate, last war, more Yankees than lie
LXXXIV.
kill’d.
There was Parolles, too, the legal bully,
There was the waggish Welsh Judge, JefWho limits all liis battles to the bar
feries Hardsman,
And senate: wlien hivited elsewhere, truly,
I 11 liis grave office so completely skill’d,
He shows more appetite for words than Tliat when a culprit came for condemnation,
war.
He had his judge’s joke for consolation.
There was tlie young bard Kackrhynie, who
had newly
LXXXIX.
Come out and gliminer’d as a six weeks’ Good company’s a chess-board—there are
star.
kings,
There was Lord Pyrrho, too, the great freeQueens, bishops, kniglits, rooks, pawns;
thinker;
the world ’s a game;
And Sii- John Pottledeep, the mighty driuker. Save that the puppets pull at their own
strings,
LXXXV.
Methinks gay Punch hath something of the
same.
There was the Duke of Dash, who was a—
My Muse, the butterfly hath but her ivings,
dulce,
Not stings, and fiits tln-ough ether without
“ Ay, every ineli a ” dulce; there were
aim,
twelve peers
Like Cliarlemague’s—and ali such peers in Alighting rarely:—were she but a hornet,
Perhaps there might be vices which would
look
mourn it.
And intellect, that neither eyes nor ears
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I had forgotten—but must not forget—
A 11 orator, the latest of the session,
Who had deliver’d well a very set
Smooth speech, his first and maidenly
transgression
L'pon debate: the papers echoed yet
With his debut, which made a strong impression,
And rauk’d with what is every day display’d—
“ The best first speech that ever yet ivas
made."
XCI.
Proud of his “ Kear hims!” i>roud, too, of
his vote
And lost virginity of oratory,
Proud of his learning (just enough to quote),
He revelTd in his Ciceronian glory:
With meinory excellent to get by rote,
With ivit to hatch a pun or teli a story,
Graced with some inerit, and with more effrontery,
“ His comitry’s pride,” he came down to the
country.

xcn.
There also were two wits by acclamation,
Longboiv from Ireland, Strongbow from
the Tiveed,
Both lawyers and both men of education;
But Strongbow’s wit was of more polish’d
breed;
Longboiv was rich in an imagination
As beautiful and bounding as a steed,
But sometimes stumbling over a potato,—•
Wliile Strongboiv’s best things might liave
come from Cato.
XCHI.
Strongbow ivas like a neiv-tuned harpsichord;
But Longboiv wild as an iEolian harp,
With which the ivinds of heaven can claim
accord,
And make a music, whether flat or sharp.
Of Strongbow's talk you would not cliange a
word:
At Longbow’s phrases you might some
times carp:
Botli wits—one born so, and the other bred,
Tliis by his heart—his rival by his head.
XCIV.
If all these seem a heterogeneous mass
To be assembled at a country seat,
Yet think, a specimen of every class
Is better than a humdrum tète-à-téte.
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The days of Comedy are gone, alas !
When Congreve’s fool could vie with Moliére’s bete:
Society is smooth’d to that excess,
That manners hardly differ more than dress.
XCV.
Our ridiculos are kept in the back ground—
Kidiculous enough, but also dull;
Professions, too, are no more to be found
Professional; and there is nought to culi
Of folly’s fruit; for though your fools
abound,
They’re barren, and not ívorth the pains
to pull.
Society is now one polish’d horde,
Forrn’d of two mighty tribes, the Sores and
Sored.
XCVI.
But from being farmers, we turn gleaners,
gleaning
The scanty but right-ivell thresh’d ears of
truth;
And, gentle reader 1when you gather ineaning,
You may be Boaz, and I —modest Euth.
Further I ’d quote, but Scripture intervening
Forbids. A great impression in my youth
Was made by Mrs. Adams, where she cries
“ That Scriplures out of church are blasphemies.”
XCVII.
But what we can we glean in this vile age
Of chaff, although our gleanings be not
grist.
I must not quite omit the talking sage,
Kit-Cat, the famous Conversationist,
Who, in his common-place book, had a page
Prepared eacli morn for evenings. “ List,
oh list! ”
“ Alas, poor gliost!” —What unexpectedivoes
Await those who llave studied their bonsmots !
XCVIII.
Firstly, they must allure the conversation
By many ivindings to their clever clinch;
And secondly, must let slip no occasion,
Ñor bate (abate) their hearers of an indi,
But take an ell—and make a great sensation,
I f possible; and thirdly, never fiinch
When some smart talker puts them to the test..
But seize the last word, which no doubt ’s the
best.
XCIX.
Lord Henry and his lady were the hosts;
The party we have touch’d on ivere the
guests.
Their table was a board to ternpt even ghosts
To pass the Styx for more substantial feasts.
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The kours, which how to pass is but to few
I will not dwell upou ragoúts or roasts,
known.
Albeit ali human kistory attests
Each rose up at his own, and had to spare
That kappiness for man—the hungry sin
Wkat time he chose for dress, and broke his
uer !—
fast
Since Eve ate apples, muck dependa on dinWhen, where, and how he chose for that
ner.
repast.
C.
CTV.
Witness the lauda which “ flow’d with mllk The ladies—some rouged, some a little pale—
and honey,”
Met the morn as they rnight. I f fine, they
Held out unto the hungry Israelites:
rode,
To this we have added since, the love of Or walk’d ; if foul, they read, or told a tale,
money,
Sung, or rehearsed the last dance from
The only sort of pleasure which requites.
abroad;
Youtk fades, and leaves our days no longer Discuss’d the fashion which rnight next presunny;
vail,
We tire of mistresses and parasites;
And settled bonnets by the newest code,
But oh, ambrosial cash! Ah! who would lose Or cramm’d twelve slleets into one little
thee!
letter,
Wken we no more can use, or even abuse To make each correspondent a new debtor.
thee 1
CV.
CI.
For some had absent lovers, all had friends.
The earth has notking like a she epistle,
The gentlemen got up betimes to skoot,
Or hunt: the young, because they lilted And hardly heaven—because it never ends.
I love the mystery of a female missal,
the sport—
The first thing boys like after play and fruit; Which, like a creed, ne’er says all it intends,
But full of cunning as Ulysses’ whistle,
The middle-aged, to make the day more
When he allured poor Dolon:—you had better
short;
Take care what you reply to such a letter.
For ennui is a growth of English root,
Tkough nameless in our language:—we
CVI.
retort
The fact for words, and let the French trans Then there ivere billiards; cards, too, but no
dice;—
late
Save in the clubs no man of konour
That awful yawn which sleep cannot abate.
plays;—
Boats when ’t was water, skating when ’t was
CII.
ice,
And the hard frost destroy’d the scenting
The elderly walk’d through the library,
days:
And' tumbled books, or criticised the pieAnd angling, too, that solitary vice,
tures,
Whatever Izaak Walton sings or says:
Or saunter’d through the gardens piteously,
And made upon the hot-house several stric- The quaint, old, cruel coxcomb, in his gullet
Should have a hook, and a small trout to
tures,
pull it.
Or rode a nag which trotted not too liigh,
cv u .
Or on the morning papers read theh- lec
tures,
With evening carne the banquet and the
Or on the watch their longing eyes would fix,
wine;
Longing at sixty for the liour of six.
The conversazione; the duet,
Attuned by voices more or less divine
(My heart or head aches with the memory
cn i.
yet).
But none were “ géné: ” the great hour of The four Miss Kawbolds hi a glee would
shine;
unión
But the two youngest loved more to he set
Was rung by dinner’s knell; till then ali
Down to the harp— because to music’s
were
charms
.Masters of their own time—or in commuThey added graceful necks, white hands and
nion,
arms.
Or solitary, as they chose to hear
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One system eats anotker up, and this
C V III.
Much as old Saturn ate his progeny;
Sometimes a dance (tkough rarely on field For when his pious consort gave liim stones
days,
In lieu of sons, of these he made no bones.
For then the gentlemen were rather tired)
Display’d some sylpk-like figures inits maze;
n.
Theíi there was small-talk ready when reBut System dotli reverse the Titan’s breakquired;
fast,
Flirtation—but decorous; the mere praise
And eats her parents, albeit the digestión
Of charms that should or should not he
Is
difficult.
Pray teli me, can you make fast,
admired.
After due search, your faith to any quesThe liunters fought their fox-liunt o’er again,
tion ?
And then retreated soberly—at teu.
Look back o’er ages, ere unto the stake fast
CIX.
You bind yourself, and call some mode the
best one.
The politicians, in a nook apart,
Discuss’d the world, and settled all the Notliing more true than not to trust your
senses;
splieres;
The wits watch’d every loophole for their art, And yet what are your otlier evidences5’
To introduce a bon-mot head and ears;
III.
Small is the rest of those who would be smart,
A moment’s good thing may have cost For me, I know nouglit; notking I deny,
them years
Admit, reject, contemn; and what know
Before they find an hour to introduce i t ;
you,
And then, even then, some bore may make Except perhaps that you were born to die ?
them lose it.
And botli may after all turn out untrue.
An age may come, Font of Eternity,
CX.
When notliing sliall be eitlier old or new.
But all was gentle and aristocràtic
Death, so call’d, is a thing which makes men
In this our party; polisk’d,smooth,andcold,
weep,
As Phidian forms cut out of marble Attic.
And yet a third of life is pass’d in sleep.
There now areno Squire Westerns as of old;
And our Sophias are not so emphatic,
IV.
But fair as then, or fairer to behold
We have no accomplisk’d blackguards, like A sleep without dreams, after a rougk day
Of toil, is what we covet most; and yet
Tom Jones,
How clay slirinks back from more quiescent
But gentlemen in stays, as stiff as stones.
clay!
CXI.
The very Suicide that pays his debt
At
once
without instalments (an old way
They separated at an early hour;
That is, ere midnigkt—which is London’s ¡ Of paying debts, which creditors regret),
Lets out impatiently his rusliing breatli,
noon;
Less from disgust of life than dread of death.
But in the country ladies seek their bower
A little earlier than the waning moon.
Peace to the slumbers of each folded flower—
V.
May the rose callback its true colour soon!
’Tis
round
liim,
near
him, here, there, everyGood kours of fah' cheeks are the fairest
wliere,
tinters,
And there ’s a coiu-age which grows out of
And lower the price of rouge—at least some
fear,
winters.
Perhaps of all most desperate, which will
dare
The worst to know it :—when the mountaius
Canto the Fourteenth.
rear
I.
Their peaks beneath your human foot, and
there
I f from great nature’s or our own abyss
You look down o’er the precipice, and
Of thought we could but snatch a certainty,
drear
Perhaps mankind rnight find the patk they
The gulf of rock yawns,—you can’t gaze a
miss—
minute,
But then ’t would spoil much good pliiloI Without an awful wish to plunge within it.
sophy.
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And yet I ean’t lielp scribbling once a week,
vi.
Tiring old readers, nor discovering new.
fTis true, you don’t—but, pale and struck In youth I wrote because my mind was full,
with terror,
And now because I feel it growing dull.
Retire: but look into your past impression!
And you will find, though shuddering at tlie
XI.
mirror
Of your own tboughts, in all tbeir self- But “ why then publish?”—There are no
rewards,
confession,
Of fame or profit when the world grows
The lurking bias, be it truth or error,
weary.
To the unlenown ; a secret prepossession,
To plunge with all your fears—but where? I ask in turn,—Why do you play at cards ?
Why
drink? Why read?—To make some
You know not,
hour less dreary.
And that ’s the reason why you do—or do not.
It occupies me to turn back regards
On what l ’ve seen or ponder’d, sad or
VII.
cheery;
But what’s this to the purpose? you will say. And what I write I cast upon the stream,
Gent. reader, nothing; a mere speculation, To swim or sink—I have had at least my
For which my solo excuse is—’tis my way;
dream.
Sometimes with and sometimes without
X II.
occasion,
I writé what’s uppermost, without delay;
I think that were I certain of success,
This narrative is not meant for narration,
I hardly could compose another line:
But a mere airy and fantastic basis,
So long l ’ve battled either more or less,
To build up conunon things with common
That no defeat cau drive me from the Nine.
places.
This feeling ’tis not easy to express,
And yet ’t is not affected, I opine.
vm .
In play, there are two pleasures for your
You know, or don’t know, that great Bacon
choosing—
saith,
The one is winning, and the other losing.
“ Fling up a straw, ’twill show the way the j
wind blows; ”
XÏÏI.
And such a straw, borne on by human breath, !
Besides, my Muse by no means deals in
Is poesy, according as the mind glows;
fiction:
A paper kite which ilies ’twixt life and death,
She gathers a repertory of facts,
A shadow which the onward soul behind
Of course with some reserve and slight
throws:
restriction,
And mine ’s a bubble, not blown up for praise,
But mostly sings of human things and
But just to play with, as an infant plays.
acts—
And that ’s one cause she meets with contraIX.
diction;
The world is all before me—or behind;
For too mueh truth, at first sight, ue’er
For I have seen a portion of that same,
attracts;
And quite enough for me to keep in mind;— And were her object only what ’s call’d glory,
Of passions, too, I have proved enough to With more ease too she’d teli a different
blame,
story.
To the great pleasure of our friends, manXIV.
kind,
Who like to mix some slight alloy with Bove, war, a tempest—surely there ’s variety:
fame;
Also a seasoning slight of lucubration;
For I was rather famous in my thne,
A bird’s eye view, too, of that wild, Society;
Until I fairly knock’d it up with rhyme.
A slight glance thrown on men of every
station.
X.
I f you have nought else, here’s at least
satiety,
I have brought this world about my ears, and
Both in performance and in preparation;
eke
The other; that ’s to say, the clergy—who And though these lines should only line
portmanteaus,
Upon my head have bid tbeir thunders break
|Trade will be all the better for these Cantos.
In pious libéis by no means a few.
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XV.
The portion of this world which I at pre
sent
Have taken up to fill the following sermón,
Is one of which there’s no description recent:
The reason why, is easy to determine:
Although it seems both prominent and
pleasant,
There is a sameness in its gems, and
ermine,
A dull and family likeness through all ages,
Of no great promise for poètic pages.

XIX.
’Tis said—indeed a general complaint—
That no one has succeeded in describing
The monde, exactly as they ought to paint:
Some say, that authors only snatcli, by
bribing
The porter, some slight scandals strange and
quaint,
To furnish matter for their moral gibing;
And that their books have but one style in
common—•
My lady’s prattle, filter’d through her wornan.

XX.
But this can’t well be true, just now; for
writers
With much to excite, there ’s little to exalt;
Are grown of the beau monde a part
Nothing that speaks to all men and all
potential:
times;
I ve seen them balance even the scale with
A sort of varnish over every fault;
fighters,
A ltind of common-place, even in their
Especially when young, for that ’s essentia!
crimes;
Why do their sketches fail them as inditers
Factitious passions, wit without much salt,
Of what they deem themselves most conA want of that true nature which sublimes
sequential,
Whate’er it shows with truth; a smooth
The real portrait of the higliest tribe ?
monotony
Of character, in those at least who have got ’T is that, in fact, there’s little to describe.
any.
XXI.
xvn.
“ Haud ignara loquor;" these are Nugce,
“ quarum
Sometimes, indeed, like soldiers off parade,
Pars parva f u i ” but stili art and part.
They break their ranks and gladly leave
Now
I
could much more easily sketch a
the drill;
harem,
But then the roll-call draws them back
A battle, wreck, or history of the heart,
afraid,
And they must be or seem what they were: Than these things; and besides, I wish to
spare ’em,
still
For reasons which I choose to keep apart.
Doubtless it is a brilliant masquerade:
But when of the first sight you have had “ Vetabo Cereris sacrum qui vulgarit ”—
Which means, that vulgar people must not
your fill,
share it.
It palls—at least it did so upon me,_
This paradise of pleasure and ennui.
X X II.
And therefore what I throw off is ideal—
Lower’d, leaven’d, like a history of freeXVIIT.
masons
When we have made our love, and gamed our
Wliich bears the same relation to the real,
gaming,
As Captain Parry’s voyage may do to
Drest, voted, shone, and, may be, someJason’s.
tlíing more;
The grand arcanum ’s not for men to see ali;
With dandies dined; heard senators deMy music has some mystic diapasons;
claiming;
Seen beauties brought to market by the And there is much which could not be
appreciated
Sad rakes ’ to sadder husbands chastely In any manner by the uninitiated.

XVI.

taming;
There’s little left but to be bored or bore.^
Witness those “ ci-devant jeunes hommes”
who stem
The stream, nor leave the world which
leaveth them.

xxm .
Alas! worlds fall—and woman, since she felTd
The world (as, since that history, less polite
Than true, hath been a creed so strictly held),
Has not yet given up the practice quite.
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Poor tliing of usages! coerced, compell’d,
Victim when wrong, and martyr oft when
riglit,
Condemn’d to child-bed, as men for tlieir sins
Have shaving too entail’d opon their chins,—
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And the sky shows that very ancient gray,
The sober, sad antithesis to glowing,—
’Tis pleasant, if then anything is pleasaut,
To catch a glimpse even of a pretty peasant.

XXIX.
We left our heroes and our heroines
XXIV.
In that fair clime which don’t depend on
A daily plague, which in tlie aggregate
climate,
May average on the whole w-itli parturition.
Quite independent of the Zodiac’s signs,
But as to w.oinen, who can penetrate
Though certainly more difficult to rliyme at,
The real sufferings of their she condition ?
Because the sun, and stars, and aught that
Man’s yery sympathy with their estáte
shines,
Has much of selfishness, and more susMountains, and all we can be most sublime
picion.
at,
Their love, their virtue, heanty, education,
But form good housekeepers, to breed a Are tliere oft dull and dreary as a dun—
Whether a sky’s or tradesman’s is all one.
nation.
XXX.
XXV.
An in-door life is less poetical;
All this were very well, and can’t be better ¡
And out-of-door hath showers, and mists,
But even this is difficult, Heaven lmows,
and sleet,
So many troubles from her birth beset her,
With
which I could not brew a pastoral.
Sucli small distinction between friends and
¡ But be it as it may, a bard must meet
foes,
The gilding wears so soon from off her fetter, All difficúlties, whether great or small,
To spoil his undertaking, or complete,
That---- but aslc any woman if she ’d choose
And Work away like spirit upon matter,
(Take her at thirty, that is) to have been
Embarrass’d somewhat botli with fire and
Female or male ? a schoolboy or a queen ?
water.
XXVI.
“ Petticoat influence” is a great reproach,
Which even those who obey would fain be
thought
To fly from, as from liuugry pikes a roach;
But since beneath it upon earth we are
brought,
By various joltings of life’s hackney coacli,
I for one venerate a petticoat—
A gannent of a mystieal sublimity,
No matter whether russet, silk, or dimity.
XXVII.
Much I respect, and much I have adored,
In my young days, that chaste and goodly
veil,
Which holds a treasure, like a miser’s hoard.
And more ¡ittracts by all it dotli conceal—
A golden scabbard on a Damasque sword,
A loving letter with a mystic seal,
A cure for grief—for wliat can ever rankle
Before a petticoat and peeping ankle ?
X X V III.
And when upon a silent, sullen day,
With a sirocco, for example, blowing,
When even the sea looks dim with all its
spray,
And sulkily the river’s ripple’s flowing,

XXXI.
Juan—in this respect, at least, like saints—
Was all things unto people of all sorts,
And lived contentedly, without complaints,
In camps, in ships, in cottages, or courts—
Born with that happy soul which seldom faints,
And mingling modestly in toils or sports.
He likewise could be most things to all
women,
Without the coxcombry of certain she men.
XX XII.
A fox-hunt to a foreigner is strange;
Tis also subject to the double danger
Of tumbling first, and having in exchange
Some pleasant jesting at the awkward
stranger;
But Juan liad been early taught to range
The wilds, as doth an Arab turn’d avenger,
So that his horse, or charger, liunter, liaclc,
Iínew that he had a rider on his baclr.
X X XIII.
And now in this new field, with some ap
plause,
He cloar’d hedge, ditcli, and double post,
and rail,
And nevar craned, and made but few “ faux
And only fretted when the scent ’gan fail.
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He broke, ’tis true, some statutes of the laws A tliing m footing indispensable;
He danced without theatrical pretence,
Of hunting—for the sagest youth is frail;
Bode o’er the hounds, it may be, now and Not like a ballet-master in the van
Of
his drill’d nyrnphs, but like a gentleman.
then,
And once o’er several country gentlemen.
XXXIX.
XXXIV.
Chaste were his steps, each kept within due
bound,
But on the whole, to general admiratiou
And elegance was sprinkled o’er his figure;
He acquitted both himself and horse: the
Like
swift
Camilla, he scarce skimm’d the
squires
ground,
Marvell’d at merit of another nation ;
And rather held in tlian put fortli his
The boors cried “ Dang i t ! who ’d have
vigour;
thought it? ”—Sires,
And then he had an ear for music’s sound,
The Nestors of the sporting generation,
Which might defy a crotchet critic’s rigour.
Swore praises, and recall’d their former
Such elassie pas—sans flaws—set ofi our
fires;
hero,
The huntsman’s self relentecí to a grin,
He glanced like a personified Bolero;
And ratecl liim almost a whipper-in.
XL.
XXXV.
Such were his tropliies—not of spear and Or, like a flying Hour before Aurora,
In Guido’s famous fresco, which alone
shield,
But leaps, and bursts, and sometinies foxes’ Is worth a tour to Rome, although no more a
Remnant were there of the oíd world’s solé
bruslíes;
throne.
Yet I must own,—although in this I yield
To patriot sympathy a Briton’s blushes,— The “ tout ensemble ” of his movements wore a
Grace of the soft ideal, seldom shown,
He thought at heart like courtly Chesterfield,
Who, after a long chase o'er hills, dales, And ne’er to be described; for to the dolour
Of bards and prosers, words are void of
bushes,
colour.
And what not, though he rodé beyond all
XLI.
price,
Ask'dnext day, “ I f men ever hunted tmice?” No marvel then he was a favourite;
A full-grown Cupid, very much admired;
XXXVI.
A little spoilt, but by no means so quito;
At least he kept his vanity retired.
He also had a quality unconnnon
Such was his tact, he could alike delight
To early risers after a long chase,
The chaste, and those who are not so much
Who wake in winter ere the cock can suminspired.
mon
December’s drowsy day to his dull race,'— The Duchess of Fitz-Fulke, who loved “ Iracasserie,"
A quality agreeable to woman,
When her Soft, liquid words run on apace, Began to treat him with some small “ ayaWho likes a listener, whether saint or sincene.”
XLH.
ner,—
He did not fall asleep just after dinner ;
She was a fine and somewhat full-blown
blonde,
X X XV II.
Desirable, distinguish’d, celebrated
But, light and airy, stood on the alert,
For several winters in the granel, grande
And shone in the best part of dialogue,
monde.
By humouring always what they might assert,
I ’d rather not say what might be related
Andlistening to the topics mostin vogue,— Of her exploits, for this were ticklish ground;
Now grave, now gay, but never dull or pert;
Besides there might be falsehood in what ’s
And smilingbut in secret—cunning rogue!—
stated;
He ne’er presumed to make an error clearer;— Her late performance had heen a dead set
In short, there never was a better hearer.
At Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet.
X X XVIII.
And then he danced,—all foreiguers excel
The serious Angles in the eloquence
Of pantomime,—he danced, I say, right well,
With emphasis, and also with good sense—

X LH I.
This noble personage began to look
A little black upon this new flirtation ;
But such small licences must lovers brook,
Mere freedoms of the female Corporation.
Dd3
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Woe to the man who ventures a rebuke !
’Twill but precipítate a situation
Extremely disagreeable, but common
To calculators when tbey count on womau.

[Canto X IV .

xLvm .

O Job! you had two friends: one’s quite
enough,
Especially when we are ill at ease;
XLIV.
They are but bad pilots when the weather ’s
The circle smiled, tben whisper’d, and tben
rough,
sneer’d ;
Doctors less famous for their cures than
The misses bridled, and the matrons
fees.
frown’d ;
Let no man grumble when his friends fall off,
Borne hoped things migkt not turn out as
As they will do like leaves at the first
they íear’d ;
breeze:
Some would not deem such women could When your affairs come round, one way or
be found;
t’ other,
Some ne’er believed one half of what they Go to the coffee-house, and take another.
heard;
Some look'd perplex’d, and others look’d
profound;
XLIX.
And several pitied with sincere regret
But this is not my maxim: had it been,
Poor Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet.
Some heart-aches had been spared m e: yet
I care not—
XLV.
I would not be a tortoise in his screen
But what is odd, none ever named the duke,
Of stubborn shell, which waves and weather
Who, one might think, was something in
wear not;
the afluir:
’Tis better on the whole to have felt and
True, he was absent, and, ’twas rumour’d,
seen
took
That which humanity may bear, or bear
But small concern about the when, or
not;
where,
’T will teach discernment to the sensitive,
Or what his consort did: i£ he could brook
And not to pour their ocean in a sieve.
Her gaieties, none had a right to stare:
Theirs was thai best of unions, past all doubt,
L.
Which never meets, and therefore can’t fall
out.
Of all the horrid, liideous notes of woe,
Sadder than owl-songs or the midnight
XLVI.
blast,
But, oh! that I should ever peu so sad a line !
Is
that portentous phrase, “ I told you so,"
Fired with an abstract love of virtue, she,
Utter'd
by friends, those prophets of the
My Dian of the Ephesians, Lady Adeline,
past,
Began to think the ducliess’ conduct free;
Begretting much that she had chosen so bad Who, ’stead of saying what you now should
do,
a line,
Own they foresaw that you would fall at
And waxing chiller in her courtesy,
last,
Look’d grave and pale to see her friend’s
And solace your slight lapse ’gainst “ bonos
fragility,
mores”
For which most friends reserve their sensiWith a long memorandum of old stories.
bility.
xlvu.
LI.
There ’s nought in this bad world like sympatliy;
The Lady Adeline’s serene severity
’T is so becoming to the soul and face,
Was not confined to feeling for her friend,
Sets to soft músic the liarmonious sigh,
Whose fame she rather doubted with posAnd robes sweet friendship in a Brussels
terity,
lace.
Unless her hàbits should begiu to mend:
Without a friend, what were humanity,
But Juan also shared in her austerity,
To liunt our errors up with a good graee ?
But mix’d with pity, pure as e’er was
Consoling us with— “ Would you had thought
penn’d :
twice!
His inexperience moved her gentle ruth,
Ah ! if you had but follow'd my advice! ”
And (as her junior by six weeks) his youth.
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LH.
These forty days’ advantage of her years—
And hers were those which can face calculation,
Boldly referring to the list of peers
And noble births, nor dread the enumeration—
Gave her a right to have maternal fears
For a young gentleman’s fit education,
Though she was far from that leap year,
whose leap,
In female dates, strikes Time all of a heap.

They could not even glean the slightest
splinters
From off the marble, which had no defect.
She had also snatch’d a moment since her
marriage
To bear a son and heir—and one miscarriage.
LVH.
Fondly the wheeling fire-flies flew around
her,
Those little glitterers of the Loudon night;
But none of these possess’d a sting to wound
her—
She was a pitcli beyond a coxcomb’s flight.
Perliaps she wish’d an aspirant profounder;
But whatsoe’er she wish’d, she acted right;
And whether coldness, pride, or virtue,
dignify
A woman, so she ’s good, what does it
signify ?

L III.
This may be fix’d at somewherc before
thh'ty—
Say seven-and-twenty; for I never knew
The strictest in chronology and virtue
Advance beyond, while they could pass for
new.
O Tim e! why dost not pause ? Thy scythe,
L V III.
so dirty
With rust, should surely cease to hack and I líate a motive, like a lingeriug bottle
hew.
Which with the landlord maltes too long a
Beset i t : shave more smoothly, also slower,
stand,
I f but to keep thy credit as a mower.
Leavingallclaretless theunmoisten’d throttle,
Especially with politics on hand ;
LIV.
I liate it, as I hate a drove of cattle,
But Adeline was far from that ripe age,
Who whirl the dust as simooms whirl the
Whose ripeness is but bitter at the best:
sand;
’Twas rather her experience made her sage,
I hate it, as I hate an argument,
For she had seen the world and stood its A laureate’s ode, or servile peer’s “ content.”
test,
As I have said in—I forget what page ;
TJ X .
My Muse despises reference, as you have
’T is sad to hack into the roots of things,
They are so much intertwisted with the
earth;
So that the branch a goodly verdure flings,
I reck not if an acorn gave it birtli.
LV.
To trace all actions to their secret springs
Would make indeed some melancholy
At sixteen she carne out; presented, vaunted,
She put all coronéis into eommotion :
mirth;
At seventeen, too, the world was still en- But this is not at present my concern,
And I refer you to wise Oxenstiern.
chanted
With the new Venus of their brilliant
ocean:
LX.
At eighteen, though below her feet still
With the kind view of saving an éclat,
panted
Both to the duchess and diplomatist,
A hecatomb of suitors with devotion,
The Lady Adeline, as soon ’s she saw
She had consented to create again
That Juan was unlikely to resist—
That Adam, call'd “ the happiest of men.”
(For foreigners don’t know that a faux
LVI.
pas
In England ranks quite on a different list
Since then she had sparkled through three
From
those of other lands unblest with
glowing winters,
juries,
Admired, adored; but also so correct,
That she had puzzled all the acutest hinters, Whose verdict for such sin a certain cure
is;—}
Without the apparel of being circumspect:
guess’d
By this time;—but strike six from sevenand-twenty,
And you will find her sum of years in plenty.
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LXI.
The Lady Adeline resolved to take
Such measures as ske thonglit might best
impede
The further progress of this sad mistake.
She thought with some simplicity indeed;
But innocence is bold even at the stake,
And simple in the World, and doth not need
Ñor use those palisades by dames erected,
Whose virtue lies in never being detected.
LX II.
It was not that she fear’d the very worst:
His Grace was an euduring, niarried man,
And was not likely all at once to burst
Into a scene, and swell the clients’ clan
Of Doctors’ Commons: but she dreaded first
The màgic of ker Grace’s talismán,
And next a quarrel (as he seem’d to fret)
With Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantagenet.

[Canto XIV.

LXVI.
Firstly, he said, “ he never interfered
In anybody’s business but the king’s
Next, that “ he never judged from what
appear’d,
Witkout strong reason, of those sort of
things: ”
Thirdly, that “ Juan had more brain than
beard,
And was not to be lield in leading-strings; ”
And fourthly, what need hardly be said
twiee,
“ That good but rarely came from good advice.”

LX VII.
And, therefore, doubtless to approve the
trutli
Of the last axiom, he advised his spouse
To leave the parties to themselves, forsooth—
L X III.
At least as far as bienséance allows:
Her Grace, too, pass’d for being an intri That time would temper Juan’s faults of
gante,
youth;
And somewhat mechante in her amorous
That young men rarely made monàstic
sphere:
vows;
One of those pretty, precious plagues, which That opposition only more attaches---haunt
But here a messenger brouglit in despatches:
A lover with caprices soft and dear,
That like to malee a quarrel, wlien tkey can't
LX V III.
Find one, each day of the delightful year ;
Bewitching, torturing, as they freeze or And being of the council call’d “ the Privy,”
Lord Henry walk’d into his cabinet,
glow,^
And—what is worst of all—won’t let you g o ; To furnisk matter for some future Livy
To teli how he reduced the nation’s debt;
And if tkeir full contents I do not give ye,
LX1V.
It is because I do not know them y e t;
The sort of tliing to turn a young man’s
But I shall add them in a brief appendix,
head,
To
come between mine epic and its index.
Or make a Werter of him in the end.
No wonder then a purer soul should di'ead
This sort of chaste liaison for a friend;
LXIX.
It were rnuch better to be wed or dead,
But ere he went, he added a slight hint,
Tkan wear a keart a woman loves to rend.
Another gentle common-place or two,
’T is best to pause, and think, ere you rush Such as are coin’d in conversation’s mint,
on,
And pass, for want of better, though not
If that a “ bonne fortune ” be really “ bonne."
new:
Then broke his packet, to see what was in ’t,
LXV.
And having casually glanced it through,
And first, in the o’erflowing of her heai't,
Betired: and, as he went out, calmly kiss'd
Which really knew or thought it knew no
her,
guile,
Less like a young wife than an aged sister.
She call’d her husband now and then apart,
And bade him counsel Juan. With a
LXX.
smile
Lord Henry keard her plans of artless art
He was a cold, good, honourable man,
To wean Don Juan from the siren’s wile;
Proud of his birtk, and proud of everyAnd answer’d, like a statesman or a propket,
thing;
A
goodly spirit for a state divan,
L·i such guise that she could make nothing
of it.
A figure fit to walk before a king;
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Tall, stately, form’d to lead the courtly van
On birthdays, glorious with a star and
string;
The very model of a chamberlain—
And such I mean to make him wlien I reign.
LXXI.
But tkere was sometking wanting on the
wkole—
I don’t know what, and therefore cannot
teli—
AYliick pretty ívomen—the sweet souls !—
call soul.
Certes it was not body; he was well
Proportion’d, as a poplar or a pole,
A handsome man, that human miracle;
And in each circumstance of love or war
Had still preserved his perpendicular.
LX X II.
Still tkere was sometking wanting, as l ’ve
said—
That undefinable “ Je ne sçais qxwi,"
Which, for what I know, may ot yore have
led
To Homer’s Iliad, since it drew to Troy
The Greek Eve, Helen, from the Spartan’s
bed;
Though on the whole, no doubt, the Dardan
boy
Vas mucli inferior to King Menelaüs:—
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LXXV.
There is a flower call’d “ Love in Idleness,”
For which see Shakespeare’s ever-blooming
garden;—
I will not make his great description less,
And beg his British godship’s kumble
pardon,
If, in my extremity of rhyme's distress,
I touch a single leaf where he is warden;—
But though the flower is different, with the
Frenck
Or Swiss Kousseau, ery “ Voilà la Pervenche ! ”
LXXVI.
Eureka ! I have found i t ! What I mean
To say is, not that love is idleness,
But that in love such idleness has been
An aeeessory, as I have cause to guess.
llard labour ’s an indifferent go-between ;
Your men of business are not apt to express
Much passion, sincé the merckant-ship, the
Ai'go,
Convey’d Medea as her supercargo.

LX X YII.
“ Beatus ille procul/” from “ negotiis,”
Saith Horaee: the great little poet ’s
wrong;
His otlier maxim, “ Noscitur à sociis,"
Is much more to the purpose of his song ;
Though even that were sometimes too
ferocious,
Unless good company be kept too long;
LX X III.
But, in his teeth, whate’er tkeir state or
There is an awkward thing which much per
station,
plexes,
Thrice happy they who liave an occupation!
Unless like wise Tiresias we had proved
By turns the difference of the several sexes ;
LX X V III.
Neitker can show quite hoto they would be Adam exchanged his Paradise for ploughiug,
loved.
Eve made up millinery with fig leaves—
The sensual for a skort time but connects The earliest knowledge from the tree so
us—
knowing,
The sentimental boasts to be unmoved ;
As far as I know, that the ckurck reBut both together form a kind of eentaur,
ceives:
Upon whose back ’t is better not to venture.
And since that time it need not cost much
showing,
LXXIV.
That many of the ilis o’er which man
A sometking all-sufficient for the heart
grieves,
Is that for which the sex are always And still more women, spring from not emseeking:
ploying
But how to fill up that same vacant part 1
Some liours to make the remnant wortli
Tkere lies the rub—and this they are but
enjoying.
weak in.
LXXIX.
Frail mariners afloat without a cliart,
They run before the wind through high And henee high life is oft a dreary void,
A rack of pleasures, where we must invent
seas breaking;
And when they have made the shore through A something wkerewitkal to be annoy’d.
Bards may sing what they please about
every shock,
Content;
’Tis odd, or odds, it may turn out a rock.
|
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Oontented, when translated, meana but This I could prove beyond a single doubt,
cloy’d ;
Were there a jot of sense among mankind;
And henee arise the woes o£ sentiment,
But tiU thatpoint d’appui is found, alas!
Blue-devils, and blue-stockings, and romances Like Archimedes, I leave earth as ’t was.
Reduced to practice, and perform’d like
LXXXV.
dances.
Our gentle Adeline had one defect—
LXXX.
Her heart was vacant, though a splendid
I do declare, upon an affidavit,
mansión;
Romances I ne’er read like those I liave Her conduet had been perfectly correct,
seen;
As she had seen nought cïaiming its ex
Ñor, if unto the world I ever gave it,
pansión.
Would some believe that such a tale had A wavering spirit may be easier wreek’d,
been:
Because ’t is frailer, doubtless, than a stanch
But such intent I never had, nor have i t ;
one;
Some truths are better kept behind a But when the latter works its own undoing,
screen,
Its inner crash is like an earthquake's ruin.
Especially wlien they would look like lies,
I therefore deal in generalities.
LXXXYI.
She loved her lord, or thought so; but that
LXXXI.
love
“ An oyster may be cross’d in love,”—and
Cost her an effort, which is a sad toil,
why ?
The stone of Sysiphus, if once we move
Because he mopeth idly in his shell.
Our feelings ’gainst the nature of the soil.
And heaves a lonely subterraqueous sigh,
She had nothing to complain of, or reprove,
Huch as a inonk may do within his celi:
No bickerings, no connubial turmoil:
And à-propos o£ monks, their piety
Their unión was a model to behold,
With sloth hath found it difficult to dwell; Serene and noble,—conjugal, but cold.
Those vegetables of the Catholie creed
LXXXVII.
Are apt exceedingly to run to seed.
There was no great disparity of years,
LXXXII.
Though much in temper; but they never
clash’d :
O Wilberforce! thou man of black renown,
Whose merit none enough can sing or say, They moved like stars United in their
spheres,
Thou bast struck one immense Colossus down,
Thou moral Washington of Africa !
Or like the Rhone by Leman’s waters
wash’d,
But there ’s another little thing, I own,
Which you should perpetrate some sum- Where mingled and yet separate appears
mer’s day,
The river frorn the lake, all hluely dash’d
And set the other half of earth to riglits ;
Through the serene and placid glassy deep,
You have freed the blacks—now pray shut up Which fain wonld lull its river-child to sleep.
the whites.
LXXXVIH.
LX X X III.
Now when she once had ta’en an interest
Shut up the bald-coot hully Alexander!
In anything, however she rnight flatter
Ship off the Holy Tliree to Senegal;
Herself that her intentions were the best,
Teach them that “ sauce for goose is sauce
Intense intentions are a dangerous matter:
for gander,”
Impressions were much stronger than she
And ask them how they like to be in thrall ?
guess’d,
Shut up each liigli heroic salamander,
And gather’d as they run like growing
Who eats fire gratis (since the pay’s hut
water
small);
Upon her mind: the more so, as her breast
Shut up—no, not the King, hut the Pavilion,
Was not at first too readily impress’d.
Or else ’t will cost us ali another million.
LXXXIX.
LXXXIV.
But when it was, she had that lurking demon
Shut up the world at large, let Bedlam out;
Of double nature, and thus doubly named—
And you will be perhaps surprised to find
Firmness yclept in heroes, kings, and seamen,
AU things pursue exactly the same route,
i That is, when they succeed; but greatly
As now with those of soi-disant sound mind.
blamed
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And how should the most fierce of all ha
firm ?
Would you have endless lightning in the
skies'!
Methinks Love’s very title says enough:
How should “ the tender passion” e’er be
tough ?
XCV.
Alas! by all experience, seldom yet
(I merely quote what I have lieard from
many)
Had lovers not some reason to regret
The passion which made Solomon a zany.
I ’ve also seen some wives (not to forget
The marriage state, the best or worst of
any)
, .
XCI.
Who were the very paragons of wives,
She knew not her own heart; then how Yet made the misery of at least two lives.
should I?
XCVI.
I think not she was then in love with Juan:
I f so, she would have had the strength to fly I ’ve also seen some female fr ie r n h (’t is odd,
But true—as, if expedient, I could prove)
The wild sensation, unto her a new one :
That faithful were through thick and tilín,
She merely felt a common sympatliy
(I will not say it was a false or true one)
abroad,
At borne, far more than ever yet was
I 11 him, because she thought he was in danger,—
Love—
Her husband’s friend, her own, young, and Who did not quit me when Oppression trod
Upon me; whom no scandal could remove;
a stranger.
Who fought, and fight, in absence, too, my
XCH.
hattles,
She was, or thought she was his friend— Despite the snake Society’s loud rattles.
and this
Without the farce of friendship, or ro
XCVII.
mance
Whether Don Juan and chaste Adeline
Of platonism, which leads so oft amiss
Grew friends in this or any other sense,
Ladies who have studied friendship but in Will be discuss’d hereafter, I opine:
France,
At present I am glad of a pretence
Or Germany, where people purely kiss.
To leave them hovering, as the effect is fine,
To thus much Adeline would not advanee;
And keeps the atrocious reader in suspense:
But of such friendship as man’s may to man The surest way for ladies and for books
be
To bait their tender or their tenter liooks.
She was as capable as woman can be.
XCVIII.
XCHI.
Whether they rodé, or walk’d, or studied
No doubt the secret influence of the sex
Spanish,
Will there, as also in the ties of blood,
To read Don Quixote in the original,
An innocent predominance annex,
A plqasure before which all others vanish;
And tune the concord to a finer mood.
Whether their talk was of the kind call’d
I f free from passion, which all friendship
“ small,”
checks,
Or serious, are the tòpics I must banish
And yonr true feelings fully understood,
To the next Cauto; where perhaps I skall
No friend like to a woman earth discovers,
Say something to the purpose, and display
So that you have not been nor will be lovers.
Considerable talent in my way.
XCIV.
XCIX.
Love bears within its breast the very germ
Of change; and how should this be other- Above all, I beg all men to forbear
Anticipating aught about the matter:
wise ?
That violent things more quickly find a teim They’ll only make mistakes about the fair,
And Juan toú, especially the latter.
Is shown through nature’s whole analogies;

As obstinacy, both in men and women,
Whene’er theh- triumph pales, or star is
tamed:—
And ’twill perplex the casuist in morality
To fix the due bounds of this dangerous
quality.
XC.
Had Buonaparte won atWaterloo,
It had been firmness; now ’t is pertinacity:
Must the event decide between the two ?
I leave it to your people of sagacity
To draw the line between the false and true,
I f such can e’er he drawn by man’s capacity:
My business is with Lady Adeline,
Who iu her way too was a heroine.
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And I sliall take a much more serióos air
Tlian I have yet done, in this epic satire.
It is not olear tliat Adeline and Juan
Will fa ll; but if they do,’twiIl be tlieir ruin.
C.
But great tliings spring from little:—Would
you tliink,
Tliat in our youtli, as dangerous a passion
As e’er brought man and woman to tile brink
Of ruin, rose from sucb a sliglit occasion,
As few would ever dream could form the link
Of sucli a sentimental situation ?
You TI never guess, I ’ll bet you millions,
milliards—
It all sprung from a harmless game at billiards.

[Canto XV.

II.
But, more or less, the wliole ’s a syncopé
Or a singultus—emblems of emotion,
That grand antithesis to gi’eat ennui,
Wherewith we break our bubbles on the
ocean,
That watery outline of eternity,
Or miniature at least, as is my notion,
Which ministers unto the soul’s delight,
In seeing matters which are out of sight.
III.
But all are better than the sigli supprest,
Corroding in the cavern of the heart,
Making tlie coimtenance a masque of rest,
And turning human nature to an art.
Few men daré show tlieir thoughts of worst
or best;
Dissimulation always sets apart
A córner for lierself; and therefore fiction
Is that which passes witli least contradiction.

CI.
’T is strange,—but true; for truth is always
strange;
Stranger than fiction: if it could be told,
How mucb would novéis gain by the exehange!
IV.
How differently the world would men be- A li! who can tell ? Or rather, who canuot
liold!
Bemember, without tellhig, passion’s er
How oft would vice and virtue places chauge!
rors ?
The new world would be nothing to the The drainer of oblivion, even the sot,
oíd,
Hath got blue devils for his morning mírI f some Columbus of the moral seas
rors:
Would show mankind tlieir souls’ antipodes. What thougli on Lethe’s stream he seem to
float,
CH.
He cannot sink his tremours or his ter
What “ antres vast and deserts idle” then
rors ;
Would be discover’d in the human soul!
The ruby glass that sliakes within his hand
What icebergs in the hearts of mighty men,
Leaves a sad sediment of Time’s worst sand.
With self-love in the centre as tlieir pole!
What Anthropopliagi are nine or ten
V.
Of those who hold the kingdoms in control! And as for love—Olove!— Wewill proceed.
Were things but only call’d by tlieir riglit
The Lady Adeline Amundeville,
líame,
A pretty líame as one would wish to read,
Casar liimself would be ashamed of fame.
Must perch liarmonious on my tuneful
quill.
There ’s music in the sigliing of a reed;
There ’s music in the gusliing of a rill;
There ’s music in all things, if men liad ears:
Canto the Fifteenth.
Tlieir eartli is but an echo of the spheres.
I.
VI.
Au !—What should follow slips from my re- The Lady Adeline, right honourable,
flection;
And lionour'd, ran a risk of growing less
Whatever follows ne'ertheless may be
so;
As á-propos of liopc or retrospection,
For few of the soft sex are very stable
As thougli the lurking thought liad folIn tlieir resolves—alas! that I should say
low’d free.
so;
All present life is but an interjection,
They differ as wine differs from its label,
An “ Oh !” or “ A h !” of joy or misery,
When once decanted;—I presume to guess
Or a “ H a! h a !” or “ Bah!”—a yawn, or
so,
“ Pooh! ”
But will not swear: yet both upon occasion,
Of which perhaps the latter is most true.
Till oíd, may undergo adulteratiou.
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Besides, his conduct, since in England, grew
more
Strict, and his mind assumed a manlier
vigour;
Because he liad, like Alcibiades,
The art of living in all dimes with ease.

But Adeline was of the purest vintage,
The unmingled essence of the grape ; and
yet
Bright as a new Napoleón from its mintage,
Or glorious as a diainond richly set;
X II.
A page where Time should hesitate to piint
His manuer was perhaps the more seductive,
age,
Because he ne’er seem’d anxious to seduce;
And for which Nature might forego lier
Notliing affected, studied, or constructive
debt—
Of coxcombry or conquest: no abuse
Sole creditor whose process dotli involve m ’t
Of liis attractions marr’d the fair perspective,
The luck of finding everybody solvent.
To indicate a Cupidon broke loose,
V III.
And seem to say, “ Besist us if you can
O Death! thou dunnest of all duns! tliou Wliieh makes a dandy while it spoils a man.
daily
X III.
Ivnockest at doors, at first with modest tap.
Like a meek tradesman when, approaching They are wrong—that ’s not the way to set
aboutit;
jialely,
As, if they told the truth, could well be
Some splendid debtor he would take by
shown.
sap:
But, right or wrong, D 011 Juan was with
But oft denied, as patience ’gins to fail, he
out i t ;
Advanees with exasperated rap,
I 11 fact, his manner was his own alone :
And (if letin) insists, in terms unhandsonie,
Sincere he was—at least you could not
O11 ready mouey, or “ a draft 011 Bansom.”
doubt it,
IX.
In listening merely to his voice’s tone.
Wliate’er. thou takest, spare awhile poor The devil hath not in all his quiver’s choice
An arrow for the heart like a sweet voice.
Beauty!
Slie is so rare, and thou liast so much prey.
XIV.
What tliough she now and tlien may slip
from duty,
By nature soft, liis whole address lield off
The more ’s the reason why you ouglit to
Suspicion; tliough not tiinid, his regard
stay;
Was such as rather seem’d to keep aloof,
Gaunt Gomunand! with whole nations for
To sliield liimself tlian put you en your
your booty,
guard:
You should be civil in a modest way :
Perhaps ’twas liardly quite assured enougli,
Suppress, then, some sliglit feminine diseases,
But modesty ’s at times its own reward,
And take as many heroes as Heaven pleases. Like virtue; and the absence of pretensión
Will go much farther than tliere ’s need to
X.
mention.
Fair Adeline, the more ingenuous
XV.
Wliere she was interested (as was said),
Serene, aceomplish’d, clieerful but not loud;
Because she was not apt, like some of us,
Insinuating without insinuation;
To like too readily, or too liigh bred
To show it—(points we need not now dis- Observant of the foibles of tlie crowd,
Yet ne’er betraying this in conversation;
cuss)—
Would give up artlessly both heart and Prond with the proud, yet courteously proud,
So as to make tliem feel he knew his
head
j
station
Futo such feelings as seem’d innocent,
1
And
tbeirs:—without a struggle for priority,
For objeets worthy of the sentiment.
I He neither brook’d ñor claim’d superiority—
XI.
XVI.
Some parts of Juan’s history, which Bumour,
That live gazette, had scatter d to dis- That is, with men: with women he was what
They pleased to make or take liim fo r ; and
figure,
tlieir
Slie had heard; but women hear with more
Imagination
’s quite euough for that:
good liumour
So
that
the outline ’s tolerably fair,
Snch aberrations than we men of rigour :
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They fill tlie canvas up—and “ verbum sat.”
I f once tlieir pliantasies be brought to bear
Upon an object, whetlier sad or playful,
They can transfigure brigliter than a Eaphael.
XVII.
Adeline, no deep judge of character,
Was apt to add a colouring from her own:
T is thus tlie good will amiably err,
And eke the wise, as has heen often shown.
Experience is the chief philosopher,
But saddest when his Science is well
known;

And persecuted sages teacli the schools
Their folly in forgetting there are fools.
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The third is still more difficult to stand to ;
The fourth we hear, and see, and say too,
daily:
The whole together is what I could wish
To serve in this conundrum of a dish.
XXII.
A modest hope—but modesty’s my forte,
And pride my feeble:—let ns ramble on.
I meant to make this poem very short,
But now I can’t teli wliere it may not run.
No doubt, if I had wish’d to pay my court
To crítics, or to hail the setting sun
Of tyranny of all kinds, my concisión
Were m o r e but I was born for opposition.

X V III.
Was it not so, great Locke ? and greater
Bacon ?
Great Socrates ? And thou, Diviner stili,
Whose lot it is by man to be mistaken,
And thy puré creed mado sauction of all
ill?
Kedeeming worlds to be by bigots shaken,
How was thy toil rewarded ? We might fill
Volumes with similar sad illustrations,
But leave them to the conscience of the
nations.

X X III.
But then ’t is mostly on the weaker side;
So that I verily believe if they
Who now are basking in their full-blown
pride
Were shaken down and “ dogs had had
their day,”
Thougb at the first I might perchance deride
Their tumble, I should turn the other way,
And wax an ultra-royalist in loyalty,
Because I bate even democràtic royalty.

XIX.
I pereh upon an humbler promontory,
Amidst life’s infinite variety:
With no great care for what is nicknamed
glory,
But speculating as I cast mine eye
On what may suit or may not suit my story,
And never straining hard to versify,
I rattle on exactly as l ’d talle
With anybody in a ride or walk.

XXIV.
I think I should liave made a decent spouse,
I f I had never proved the soft condition ;
I think I should have made monàstic vows,
But for my own peculiar superstition :
’Gainst rhyme I never should have knock’d
my brows,
Nor broken my own head, nor that of
Priscian,
Nor worn the motley mantle of a poet,
I f some one had not told me to forego it.

XX.
XXV.
ability
But “ laissez aller”—knights and dames I
sing,
Shoivn in this sort of desultory rhyme;
Such as the times may furnish. ’Tis a
But there ’s a conversational facility,
flight
Whicli may rouud off an hour upon a
time.
AVhich seems at first to need no lofty wing,
Plumed by Longinus or the Stagyrite:
Of this I ’m sure at least, there ’s no serThe diñiculty lies in colouring
yility
(Keeping the due proportions still in sight)
In mine irregularity of chhne,
Whicli rings what’s uppermost of new or With nature manners which are artificial,
hoary,
And rend’ring general that which is especial.
Just as I feel the “ Improvvisatore.”
XXVI.
XXI.
The difference is, that in the days of old
“ Omnia vult belle Matho dicere—dic ali
Men made the manners; manners now
quando
make men—
Et bene, dic neutrum, dic aliquando male." Pinn’d like a flock, and fleeced too in their
The first is rather more than mortal can d o;
fold,
The second may be sadly done or gaily;
At least nine, and a ninth beside of ten.

I don’t know that there may be rnuch
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Now this at all events must render eold
Your writers, who must either draw again
Days better drawn before, or else assume
The present, with their common-place costume.

More (like a stock-holder in growing pelf)
Than mateh-making in general; ’tis no
sin
Certes, but a preventative, and therefore
That is, no doubt, the only reasou wherefore.

xxvn.

XXXII.
But never yet (except of course a miss
Unwed, or mistress never to be wed,
Or wed already, who object to this)
Was there chaste dame who had not in her
head
Some drama of the marriage unities,
Observed as strictly both at board and bed
As those of Aristotle, though sometimes
They turn out melodrames or pantomimes.

We ’ll do our best to make the best on ’t :—
March!
March, my Muse 1 I f you cannot fly, yet
flutter;
And when you may not be sublime, be arch,
Or starcli, as are the ediets statesmen
utter.
We surely may find something worth research:
Columbus found a new world in a cutter,
Or brigantine, or pink, of no great tonuage,
While yet America was in her non-age.

xxvm .
When Adeline, in all her growing sense
Of Juan’s mèrits and his situation,
Felt on the whole an interest intense,— _
Partly perhaps because a fresh sensation,
Or that he had an air of innocence,
Which is for innocence a sad temptation—
As women hate half measures, on the whole,
She ’gan to ponder how to save his soul.

XXXHI.
They generally have some only son
Some heir to a large property, some friend
Of an old family, some gay Sir John,
Or grave Lord George, with whom perhaps
might end
A liue, and leave posterity undone,
Unless a marriage was applied to mend
The prospeet and their morals: and besides,
They have at hand a blooming glut of brides.

XXXIV.
From tliese they will be careful to select,
XXIX.
For this an heiress, and for that a beauty;
She had a good opinion of advice,
For one a sougstress who liath no defect,
Like all who give and eke receive it gratis, ; For ’t other one who promises mucli duty;
For which small thanks are still the market , For this a lady no one can reject,
price,
Whose solé accomplishments were quite a
Even wliere the article at highest rate is :
booty;
She thought upon the subject twice or thrice, A second for her excellent connexions;
And morally decided, the best state is
A third, because there can be no objections.
For morals, marriage; and this question ¡
XXXV.
carried,
'
She seriously advised him to get married.
When Bapp the Harmonist embargo'd
marriage
XXX.
In his harmonious settlement—(which
Juan replied, with all becomiug deference,
flourishes
He had a predilection for that tie;
Strangely enough as yet without misearriage,
But that, at present, with immediate referBecause it breeds no more mouths than it
ence
nourishes,
To his owui circumstances, there might lie Without those sad expenses which disparage
Some difficulties, as in his own preference,
What Nature naturally most encourages)—
Or that of her to whom he might apply:
Why call’d he “ Harmony” a state sans
That still he ’d wed with such or such a
wedlock ?
lady,
Now here I have got the preacher at a dead
I f that they were not married all already.
lock.
XXXI.
Next to the making matches for herself,
And daughters, brothers, sisters, kith or
kin,
Arranging them like books on the same shelf,
There ’s nothing women love to dabble in

x x x v i.
Because he either meant to sneer at harmony
Or marriage, by divorcing them thus oddly.
But whether reverend Bapp learn’d this in
Germany
Or no, ’t is said his sect is rich and godly,
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Pious and pure, beyond what I can terni any
Of ours, although they propagate more
broadly.
My objection’s to bis title, not bis ritual,
Although I wonder how it grew habitual.
XXXVII.
But Bapp is the reverse of zealous matrons,
AYho favour, malgré Malthus, generation—
Professors of that genial art, and patrons
Of all the modest part of propagation;
Which after all at such a desperate rate
rnns,
That half its produce tends to emigration,
That sad result of passions and potatoes—
Two weeds which pose our economic Catos.

X LI.
There was Miss Millpond, smootli as summer's
sea,
That usual paragon, an only daughter,
Who seem’d the cream of equanimity,
Till skimm’d—and then there was some
milk and water,
With a slight shade of blue too, it might be
Beneath the Surface; but what did it
matter ?
Love’s riotous, but marriage should have
quiet,
And being consumptive, live on a milk diet.

XLH.
X X XVIII.
Had Adeline read Malthus ? I can’t teli;
I wish she had : his book ’s the eleventh
commandment,
Which says, “ Thou shalt not marry,” unless
well :
This he (as far as I can uuderstand)
meant.
’T is not my purpose on his views to dwell,
Nor canvass what “ so eminent a hand ”
meant;
But certes it conducís to lives ascètic,
Or turning marriage into arithmetic.
XXXIX.
But Adeline, who probably presumed
That Juan had enough of maintenance,
Or separate maintenance, in case ’twas
doom’d—
As on the whole it is an even chance
That bridegrooms, after they are fairly
groom’d,
May retrograde a little in the dance
Of marriage—(which might form a painter’s
fame,
Like Holhein’s “ Dance of Death”—but ’t is
the same);—

And then there was the Miss Audacia
Shoestring,
A dashing demoiselle of good estáte,
Whose heart was fix’d upon a star or blue
string;
But whether English dukes grew rare of
late,
Or that she had not harp’d upon the true
string,
By which such sirens can attract our
great,
She took up with some foreign younger
brother,
A Buss or Turk—the one’s as good as
t’ other.

xL m .
And then there was—but why should I go
on,
Unless the ladies should go off?—there was
Indeed a certain fair and fairy one,
Of the best class, and better than her
class,—
Aurora Eaby, a young star who shone
O’er Ufe, too sweet an image for such
glass,
A lovely being, scarcely form’d or moulded,
A rose with all its sweetest leaves yet folded;

XL.
But Adeline determined Juan’s wedding
XLIV.
In her own mind, and that’s enough for
woman:
Bicli, noble, but an orphan; left an only
But then, with whom? There was the sage
Child to the care of guardians good and
Miss Beading,
kind;
Miss llaw, Miss ïíaw , Miss Showman, and But still her aspect had an air so lonely!
Miss Knowman,
Blood is not water; and where shall we
And the two fair co-heiresses (ïiltbedding.
find
She deem’d his mèrits something more Feelings of youth hke those which overthrown he
than common:
All these were unobjectionable matches,
By death, when we are left, alas ! behind,
And might go on, if well wound up, like To feel, in friendless palaces, a home
watches.
Is wanting, and our best ties in the tomb ?
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XLV.
Early in years, and yet more infantiue
In figure, she had something of sublime
In eyes which sadly shone, as seraphs’ shine.
All youth—but with an aspect beyond
time;
Badiant and grave—as pitying man’s decline;
Mournful—but moumfulof another’s crime,
She look’d as if she sat by Eden’s door,
And grieved for those who could return no
more.
XLVI.
She was a Catholic, too, sincere, austere,
As far as her own gentle heart allow’d,
And deem’d that fallen worship far more
dear
Perhaps because ’t was fallen: her sires
were proud
Of deeds and days when they had fill’d the
ear
Of nations, and had never bent or bow’d
To novel power ; and as she was the last,
She held tlieir oíd faith and oíd feelings
fast.
X LVII.
She gazed upon a world she scarcely knew,
As seeking not to know i t ; silent, lone,
As grows a flower, thus quietly she grew,
And kept her heart serene within its zone.
There was awe in the homage -which she
drew;
Her spirit seem’d as seated on a throne
Apart from the surrounding world, and strong
In its own strength—most strange in one so
young !
X LV III.
Now it so happen’d, in the catalogue
Of Adeline, Aurora was omitted,
Although her birth and wealth had given her
vogue,
Beyond the charmers we have already
cited;
Her beauty also seem’d to form no clog
Against her being mention’d as well fitted,
By many virtues, to be worth the trouble
Of single gentlemen who would be double.
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L.
Juan rejoin’d—“ She was a Catholic,
And therefore fittest, as of his persuasión ;
Since he was sure his mother would fall
sick,
And the Pope thunder excommunication,
I f ---- ” But here Adeline, who seem’d to
pique
Herself extremely on the inoculatiou
Of others with her own opinions, stated—
As usual—the same reason which she late
did.
LI.
And wherefore not ? A reasonable reason,
I f good, is none the worse for repetitiou;
I f bad, the best way’s certainly to tease on,
And amplify: you lose much by concisión,
Whereas iusisting in or out of season
Convinces all men, even a politician; .
Or—what is just the same—it wearies out.
So the end ’s gain’d, what signifies the route ?
L II.
Whtj Adeline had this slight prejudice—
For prejudice it was—against a creature
As pure as sanctity itself from vice,
With all the added charm of form and
feature,
Eor me appears a question far too nice.
Since Adeline was liberal by nature;
But nature’s nature, and has more caprices
Than I have time, or will, to take to pieces.
LIH.
Perhaps she did not like the quiet way
With which Aurora on those baubles
look’d,
Which charm most people in their earlier
day:
For there are few things by mankind less
brook’d,
And womankiud too, if we so may say,
Than finding thus their genius stand
rebuked,
Like “ Anthony’s by Caesar,” by the few
Who look upon them as they ought to do.

LIV.
It was not envy—Adeline had none;
XLIX.
Her place was far beyond it, and her
mind.
And this omission, like that of the bust
It was not scorn—which could not light on
Of Brutus at the pageant of Tiberius,
one
Made Juan wonder, as no doubt he inust.
Whose greatest fault was leaving few to
This he express’d half smiling and half
find.
serious;
It was not jealousy, I think: but shun
When Adeline replied with some disgust.
Following the “ ignes fatui ” of mankind.
And with an air, to say the least, imperious,
It was not----but ’t is easier far, alas !
She marvell’d “ what he saw in such a baby
\To say what it was not than what it was.
As that prim, silent, coid Aurora Baby ?”
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j Scott, who can paint your Christiau knight
LV.
or Saracen,
Little Aurora deem’d she was the theme
Serf, lord, man, with such skill as none
Of such discussion. She was there a
would share it, if
guest;
There had not been one Shakspeare and
A beauteous ripple of the brilliant stream
Voltaire,
Of rank and youtk, though purer thau the Of one or both of whom he seems the heir.
rest,
liick flow’d 011 for a moment in the beam
LX.
Time sheds a moment o’er each sparkling
I say, in my slight way I may proceed
crest.
To play upon the surface of humanity.
Had she known this, she would have calmly
smiled—
I write the world, nor care if the World read,
At least for this I cannot spare its vanity.
She had so inuch, or little, of the child.
My’ Muse hath bred, and still perliaps may
breed
LV I.
More foes by this same scroll: wlien I
The dashing and proud air of Adeline
began
it, I
Imposed not upon her: she saw lier blaze
Much as she would have seen a glow-worm Thought that it might turn out so—now
I know it,
. shine,
Then turn’d unto.the stars for loftier rays. But still I am, or was, a pretty poet.
Juan was something she could not divine,
_ Being 110 sibyl in the new world’s ways;
LX I.
Yet she was nothing dazzled hy the meteor,
Because she did not pin her faitli ou feature. The conference or congi-ess (for it ended
As congresses of late do) of the Lady
Adeline and Don Juan rather blended
L v ir.
Some acids with the sweets—for she was
His fame too,—for he had that kiud of fame .
lieady;
Which sometimes plays the deuce with But, ere the matter could he marr’d or
womankind,
meuded,
A heterogeneous mass of glorious blame,
The silvery bell rang, not for “ diuner
Half virtues and whole vices being comready,”
bined;
But for that hour, call’d lia lf-h ou r , given to
Faults which attract because tliey are not
dress,
tame;
Though ladies’ robes seem scant enough for
Follies trick’d out so brightly that they
less.
bliud
l x il
These seals upon her wax made no impression,
(jreat things were now to he acliieved at
Such w as her coldness or her self-possession. I
table,
With massy píate for armour, knives and
Lvni.
forks
Juau knew nought of such a character—
For weapons; but what Muse since Homer ’s
able
,'High, yet resembling not his lost Haidée;
Tet each was radiant in her proper sphere:
(His feasts are not the worst part of bisWorks)
The islaud giri, bred up by the lone sea,
More warm, as lovely, and not less sincere,
To draw up in array a single day-hill
Was Nature’s a ll: Aurora could not be,
Of modern dinners ? where more mystery
lurks,
Ñor would be thus:—the diíference in thein
Was such as lies between a flower and gem.
In soups or sauces, or a solé ragoút,
Tlian witches, b—ches, or physicians, brew.
LIX.
Having wound up with this sublime comLXTTT.
parison,
There W’as a goodly “ soupe à la lonne
Methiuks we may proceed upou our
fem m e,”
narrative,
Though God knows whence it carne from;
And, as my friend Scott says, “ I sound my
there was, too,
■warison; ”
A turbot for relief of those who cram,
Scott, the superlative of my comparative— i Believed with “ dindon à la Parigeux : ”
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Gone to where victòries must lilte dinners go.
Farther I shall not follow the research:
But o h ! ye modern heroes with your cartridges,
]
When will your ñames lend lustre e’en to
partridges ?
LXVH I.
LXIV.
Those truffles too are no had accessaries,
Follow’d by “ petits puits d’amour ”—a
But I must crowd all into one graud mess,
dish
Or mass; for should I stretch into detail,
Of
which perliaps the cookery rather varies,
My Muse w'ould run much more into excess,
So
every
one may dress it to his wish,
Tlian when some squeamisk people deem
According to the best of dictionaries,
her fra il;
Which encyclopedise both fiesh and fish;
But though a “ bonne vivante,” I must
But even sans “ confitures,” it no less true is,
confess
Her stomach’s not her peccant part; this There’s pretty picking in those “ petits
puits.”
tale
LXIX.
However doth require some slight refection,
Just to relieve her spirits from dejeetion.
The mind is lost in mighty contemplation
Of intellect expanded on two courses;
And indigestion’s grand multiplication
LXV.
B equires arithmetic beyond my forces.
Fowls “ ii la Condé,” slices eke of salmón,
Who would suppose, from Adam’s simple
With “ sauces Génévoises,” and liaunck of
ration,
venison:
That cookery could have call’d forth such
Wines, too, which might again have slain
resources,
young Ammon—
As form a Science and a nomenclature
A man like whom I hope we sha’n ’t see From out the commonest demands ef nature?
many soon;
They also set a glazed Westphalian kam
LXX.
on,
The glasses jingled, and the palates tingled;
Whereon Apicius would bestow his benison;
The diners of celebrity dined well;
And tlien there was champagne with foaming The ladies with more moderation mingled
whirls,
L i the feast, pecking less than I can tell;
As wliite as Cleopatra’s melted pearls.
Also the younger men too: for a springald
Can’t, Uke ripe age, in gormandise excel,
But tliinks less of good eating than the
LXVI.
whisper
Then there was God knows what “ à l’AIle; (When seated next him) of some pretty lisper.
mande,”
“ A l’Espagnole,” “ timballe,” and “ sal
LXXI.
picón ”—
Alas ! I must leave undescribed the gibier,
With things I can’t withstand or understand,
The salmi, the consommé, the purée,
Though sw’allow’d with much zest upon the
All which I use to make my rhymes run
ivhole ;
glibber
And “ entremets” to piddle ivith at hand,
Than could roast heef in our rough Jolm
Gently to lull down the subsiding soul;
Bull w ay:
While great Lucullus’ Home triumphal mufI must not introduce even a spare rib here,
fles—
“ Buhhle and squeak" would spoil my
( Th ere ’sfame)—young partridgefillets, deek'd
liquid lay,
ivith truffles.
But I have dined, and must forego, alas!
The chaste description even of a “ bécasse; ”

There also wras---- the sinner that I am!
How’ shall I get this gourmand stanza
through ?—
“ Soupe à la Beauveau,” whose relief was
dory,
Believed itself by pork, for greater glory.

Lxvn.

What are the ñllets 011 the victor’s brow
To these ? They are rags or dust. Where
is the areh
Which nodded to the nation’s spoils below ?
Where the triumplial chariots’ haughty
march ?

LX X II.
And fruits, and ice, and all that art refines
From nature for the Service of the gout—
Taste or the gout,—pronounce it as inclines
Your stomack ? Ere you diñe, the French
will do;
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But after, there ave sometimes cevtain signs
Which prove plain English truer of the two.
Hast ever had the gout ? I have not had it—
•
i- may have, and you too, reader, dread it.
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Now Juan, though 110 coxcomb in pretence,
Was not exactly pleased to be so caught:
Like a good ship entangled among ice,
And after so much excellent advice.

LX X III.
LXXVHI.
The simple olives, best allies of vine,
To his gay nothings, nothing vas replied,
Must I pass over in my bili of fare ?
Or something vhich vas nothing, as urI must, although a favourite “ piat ” of mine
banity
In Spain, and Lucca, Atliens, everywhere: Required. Aurora scarcely look’d aside,
On tliem and bread ’t vas oft my lucii to dine,
Nor even smiled euough for any vanity.
The grass my table-cloth, in open air,
The devil vas in the g irl! Could it be pride ?
On Sunium or Hymettus, like Diogenes,
Or modesty, or absence, or inanity ?
Of vhom half my philosophy the progeny is. Heaven knovs! But Adeline’s malicious eyes
Sparkled with lier successful prophecies,
LXXIV.
LXXIX.
Amidst this tumuit of fish, flesh, and fovi,
And vegetables, ali in masquerade,
And look’d as much as if to say, “ I said i t ; ”
The guests vere placed according to their roll,
A kind of triumph I ’ll not recommend,
But various as the various meats displayd: Because it sometimes, as I have seen or
Don Juan sat next an “ à 1’Espagnole
read it,
No damsel, but a dish, as hath been said:
Both in the case of lover and of fríend,
But so far like a lady, that ’t vas drest
Will pique a gentleman, for his own credit,
Superbly, and contain’d a World of zest.
To bring what was a jest to a serious end:
For all men prophesy what is or was,
LXXV.
And hate those who won’t let them come to
By some odd chance too, he vas placed
pass.
between
LXXX.
Aurora and the Lady Adeline—
A situation difficult, I veen,
Juan was drawn thus into some attentions,
For man therein, with eyes and heart, to
Slight but select, and just enough to
dine.
express,
Also the conferenee which we have seen
To.females of perspicuous comprehensions,
Was not such as to encourage him to shine,
That he would rather make them more
For Adeline, addressing few words to him,
than less.
With two transcendent eyes seem’d to look Aurora at the last (so history meutions,
through him.
Though probably much less a fact than
guess)
LXXVI.
So far relax’d her thoughts from their sweet
I sometimes almost think that eyes have
prison,
ears:
As once or twice to smile, if not to listen.
This much is sure, that, out of earshot,
LXXXI.
things
Are somehow eclioed to the pretty dears,
From answering she began to question: this
Of vhich I can’t tell ivhence their knowWith her was rare; and Adeline, who as yet
ledge springs.
Thought her predictions went not much
Like that same mystic music of the spheres,
amiss,
Which no one hears, so loudly though it
Began to dread she ’d thaw to a coquette—
rings,
So very difficult, they say, it is
’T is wonderful how oft the sex have heard
To keep extremes from meetiug, vhen
Long dialogues—which pass’d without a j
once set
word !
In motion; but she here too much refined—
Aurora’s spirit was not of that kind.
LX X VII.
Aurora sat with that indifference
Which piques a preux chevalier—as it
ouglit:
Of all offences that ’s the worst offence,
Which seems to hint you are not worth a
thought.

LX X X II.
But Juan had a sort of winning way,
A proud humility, if such there he,
Which show’d such deference to what females
.say,
As if each charming word were a decree.

Canto X V.]
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His tact, too, temper’d him from grave to
gay,
And taught him vhen to be reserved or
free:
He had the art of drawing people out,
Without their seeing what he was ahout.
LNXXHI.
Aurora, vho in her indifference
Confounded him in common with the
crowd
Of flatterers, though she deem’d he had more
sense
Than whispering foplhigs, or than witlings
loud—
Commenced (from such slight things will
great commence)
To feel that flattery wdiich attracts the
proud
Katlier by deference than compliment,
And wins even by a delicate dissent.
LXXXIV.
And tlien he had good looks;—that point vas
carried
ATem. con. amongst the women, which I
grieve
To say leads oft to crím. con. with the
married—
A case which to the juries we may leave,
Since with digressions we too long have
tarried.
Now though we know of oíd that looks
deceive,
And always have done, somehow these good
looks
Make more impression than the best of books.
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LX X X VII.
Also observe, that, like the great Lord Coke
(See Littleton), whene’er I have express’d
Opinions two, which at first siglit may look
Twin opposites, the second is the hest.
Perhaps I llave a third too, in a nook,
Or none at all—vhich seems a sorry jest:
But if a writer sliould he quite consistent,
H ov could he possibly show things existent ?

Lxxxvm.
I f people contradict tliemselves, can I
Holp contradicting them, and everybody,
Even my veracious self ?—But that ’s a lie :
I never did so, never will—how sliould I ?
He wlio doubts all things nothing can deny:
Truth’sfountainsmaybeclear—lierstreams
are muddy,
And cut throrigli such canals of contradiction,
That she must often navigate o’er fiction.
LXXXIX.
Apologue, fable, poesy, and parable,
Are false, but may be render’d also true,
By those who sow them in a land that’s
arable.
’T is wonderful what fable will not do !
’T is said it makes reality more bearable:
But wliat’s reality? Who has its clue ?
Philosophy ? N o ; she too much rejects.
Religión ? Fes; but vhich of all her sects ?

XC.
Some miUions must be wrong, that’s pretty
clear;
Perhaps it may turn out that all ver#
LXXXV.
right.
Aurora, who look’d more 011 hooks than faces, God lielp us! Since v e have need on our
Was very young, although so very sage,
career
Admiring more Minerva than the Graces,
To keep our lioly beacons always brigkt,
Especially upon a printed page.
’Tis time that some new prophet should
But Virtue’s self, with all her tiglitest laces,
appear,
Has not the natural stays of strict oíd age;
Or oíd indulge man with a second sight.
And Socrates, that model of all duty,
Opinions wear out in some thousand years,
Own’d to a penchant, though discreet, for Without a small refreshment from the
beauty.
spheres.
LXXXVI.
And girls of sixteen are thus far Socràtic,
But innocently so, as Socrates;
And really, if the sage sublime and Attic
At seventy years had pliantasies like these.
Which Flato in his dialogues dramatic
Has shown, I know not why they sliould
displease
I 11 virgins—always in a modest vay,
Observe; for that with me ’s a “ sine quá.”

XCI.
But here again, vhy will I thus entangle
Myself with metaphysics ? None can hate
So much as I do any kind of wrangle;
And yet, such is my folly, or my fate,
I always kuock my head again st some angle
Ahout the present, past, or future state:
Tet I wish vell to Trojan and to Tyrian,
For I was bred a moderate Presbyterian.
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XCII.
But though I am a temperate theologian,
And also meek as a metaphysician,
Impartial between Tyrian and Trojan
As Eldon on a lunatic coiiunission,
I 11 politics my duty is to show John
Bull something of the lower woiid’s condition.
I t makes my blood boíl like the springs of
Hecla,
To see men let these scoundrel sovereigns
break law.

(p o r fié .

[Canto X V .

xcvn.
The night—(I sing by niglit—sometimes an
owl,
And now and then a nightingale)—is dim,
And the loud shriek of sage Minerva’s fowl
Rattles around me her discordant liymn:
Oíd portraits from oíd walls upon me scowl—
I wish to lieaven they would not look so
grim;
The dying embers dwindle in the grate—
I think too that I have sat up too late:

XCIII.
xcvrri.
But politics, and policy, and piety,
And therefore, tliough ’tis by no means my
Are tòpics which I sometimes introduce,
way
Not only for the sake of their variety,
To rhyme at noon—when I have otlier
But as subseiwient to a moral use;
things
Because my bnsiness is to dress society,
To think of, if I ever think—I say
And stuff with sage tliat very verdant goose.
I feel some ehilly midnight shudderings,
And now, tliat we may furnish with some And prudently postpone, until mid-day,
matter all
Treating a topic which, alas 1 but brings
Tastes, wre are going to try the snpernatural. ¡ Shadows;—but you must be in my eondition
Before you learn to cali this superstition.
XCIY.
And now I will give up all argument;
And positively lienceforth no temptation
Shall “ fool ine to the top up of my bent; ”—
Yes, I ’11begin a thorough reformation.
Indeed, I never knew what people meant
By deeming tliat my Muse’s conversation
Was dangerous;—I tliink she is as harmless
As some who labour more and yet may cliarm
less.
XCV.
Grim reader! did you ever see a gliost?
N o ; but you have heard—I understand—
be dumb 1
And don’t regret the time you may liave lost,
For you have got tliat pleasure stili to come:
And do not tliink I mean to sneer at most
Of these tliings, or by ridicule benumb
That souree of the sublime and the mysterious
For certain reasons my belief is serious.
XCVI.
Serious ? You la u g b y o u may: that will
I not;
My smiles must be sincere or not at all.
I say I do believe a haunted spot
Exists—and where? That shall I not re
cali,
Because I ’d ratlier it sliould be forgot,
“ Shadows the soul of Richard ” may appal.
In sliort, upon that subject I ’ve some qualms
very
lik e those of the philosopher of Malmsbury.

XCIX.
Between two worlds life liovers like a star,
’Twixt niglit and moni, upon the horizon’s
verge.
How little do we know that which we are!
How less what we may bel The eternal
surge
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar
Our bubbles; as the oíd burst, new emerge,
Lash’d from the foam of ages; while the
graves
Of empires heave but like some passing
waves.

Canto the Sixteenth.
I.
T he antique Persians taught three useful
things,

To draw the bow, to ride, and speak the
truth.
This was the mode of Cyrus, best of kings—
A mode adopted since by modern youth.
Bows have they, generally with two strings,
Horses they ride without remorse or rntli;
At speaking truth perhaps they are less
clever,
But draw the long bow better now than
evér.

Canto X V I.]
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n.
The cause of this effect, or tliis defect,—
“ For this effect defective comes by
cause,”—
Is what I have not leisure to inspect;
But this I must say in my own applause,
Of all tlie Muses that I recollect,
Whate’er may be ker follies or lier flaws,
I 11 some tliings, mine ’s beyond all contradiction
The most sincere that ever dealt in fiction.
m.
And as she treats all things, and ne’er retreats
From anytliing, tliis epic will contain
A wilderness of the most rare conceits,
Which you might elsewliere liope to find
in vain.
’Tis true there be some bitters with tlie
sweets,
Yet mix’d so slightly, that you can’t complain,
But wonder they so few are, since my tale is
“ De rebus cunctis et quibusdam aliis.”

Ju an .
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I do not speak profanely, to recall
Those holier mysteries which the wise and
just
Receive as gospel, and which grow more
rooted,
As all trutlis must, the more they are disputed:

I

V II.
I merely mean to say what Johnson said,
That in the course of some six thousand
years,
All nations have believed that from the dead
A visitant at intervals appears;
And what is strangest upon this strapge
liead,
Is, that whatever bar the reason rears
’Gainst such belief, there ’s something stronger
stili
In its behalf, let those deny who will.

VB3.
The dinner and the soirée too were done,
The supper too discuss’d, the dames admired,
The banqueteers liad dropp’d off one by one—
. The song was silent, and the dauce expired;
The last thin petticoats ivere vanish’d, gone
IV.
Like fleecy clouds into the sky retired,
But of all trutbs wkich she lias told, the And nothing brighter gleam’d through the
most
saloon
True is tliat whicli slie is about to teli.
Than dying tapers—and the peeping moon.
I said it was a story of a gliost—
What then ? I only know it so befell.
IX.
llave you explored the limits of the coast,
The evaporation of a joyous day
Where all the dwellers of the eartli must
Is like the last glass of champagne, without
dwrell ?
The foam which made its virgin bumper gay;
’Tis time to strike such puny doubters dumb
Or like a System coupled with a doubt;
as
Or like a soda bottle when its spray
The sceptics who would not believe Columbus.
Has sparkled and let lialf its spirit out;
Or like a billow left by storms beliind,
Without the animation of the wind;
V.
Some people would impose now with auX.
thority,
Turpin’s or Monmoutli Geoffry’s Chronicle; Or like an opiate, which brings troubled rest,
Or none; or like—like nothing that I know
Men whose historical superiority
Except its e lfs u c h is the human breast;
Is always greatest at a miracle.
(
A
thing, of which similitudes can show
But Saint Augustine has the great priority,
No real likeness,—like the oíd Tyrian vest
Who bids all men believe tlie impossible,
Dyed purple, none at present can tell liow,
Because 'tis so. Who nibble, scribble, qnibI f from a sliell-fish or from cocliineal.
ble, lie
So perish every tyrant’s robe piece-meal!
Quiets at once with “ quia impossibile.”
VI.
And therefore, mortals, cavil not at a ll;
Believe:—if ’tis improbable, you must,
And if it is impossible, you shall:
’Tis always best to take things upon trust.

XI.
But noxt tp dressing for a rout or hall,
Undressing is a woe; our robe de chambre
May sit like that of Nessus, and recall
Thoughts quite as yellow, but less clear
than amber.
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Titus exclaim'd, “ I ve lost a day! ” Of all
The nights and days most people can remernber,
(I have had of both, some not to be disdain’d,)
I wish they’d state how many they have
gain’d.

[Canto XVI. Canto XVI.]

©Ott

A lamp burn’d higli, while he leant from a
niche,
XXI.
Where many a Gotliic ornament remain'd, It was no mouse, but lo 1 a monk, array’d
In chisell’d stone and painted glass, and all
In cowl and beads, and dusky garb, apThat time lias left our fathers of their hall.
pear’d,
Now in the moonlight, and now lapsed in
shade,
X VII.
With steps that trod as heavy, yet unThen, as the niglit was clear though cold, he
heard;
threw
His garments only a slight murmur made;
His cliamber door wide open—and weut
He
moved
as shadowy as the sisters weird,
forth
But slowly; and as he passed Juan by,
Into a gallery, of a sombre hue,
Glanced, without pausing, on him a bright
Long, furnish’d with old pictures of great
eye.
ivortb,

X II.
And Juan, on retiring for the niglit,
Felt restless, and perplex’d, and compromised:
He thought Am'ora Kaby's eyes more bright
Than Adeline (such is advice) advised;
I f he had known exactly his own plight,
He probably would have pliilosopkised;
Of kniglits and dames heroic and chaste too,
A greatresource to all, and ne’er denied
As doubtless should be people of high birtlí.
Till wanted; therefore Juan only sigli’d.
But by dim liglits the portraits of the dead
Have something ghastly, desolate, and dread.
X III.
He sigh’d;—the next resource is the full
xvm.
moon,
The forms of the grim knight and pictured
Where all siglis are deposited; and now
saint
It happen’d luckily, the chaste orb shone
Look living in the moon; and as you turn
As ciear as such a climate will allow;
Backward and forward to the echoes faint
And Juan’s mind was in the proper tone
Of your own footsteps—voices from the um
To hail her with the apostrophe—“ 0
Appear to wake, and shadows wüd and quaint
tliou! ”
Start from the frames which fence their
Of amatory egotism the Tuism,
aspects stern,
Which further to explain w-ould be a truism.
As if to ask how you can dare to keep
XIV.
A vigil there, where all but death should
sleep.
But lover, poet, or astronomer,
Shepherd, or swain, whoever may behold,
XIX.
Feel some abstraction when they gaze on her;
Great thouglits we catcli from thence (be- And the pale smile of beauties in the grave,
sides a cold
The charms of other days, in starlight
Sometimes, unless my feelings rather err);
gleams,
Deep secrets to her rolling light are told ;
Glimmer on high; their buried locks still
The ocean’s tides and mortals’ brains she
wave
sways,
Along the canvas; their eyes glance like
And also hearts, if there be truth in lays.
dreams
On ours, or spars within some dusky cave,
XV.
But death is imaged in their shadowy
Juan felt somewhat pensive, and disposed
beams.
For contemplation rathei' than his pillow: A picture is the past; even ere its frarne
The Gothic chamber, where he was enclosed, Be gilt, who sate hatli ceased to be the same.
Let in the rippling sound of the lake’s
billow,
XX.
With all the mystery by midnight caused
Below his window waved (of course) a As Juan mused on mutability,
willow;
Or on his mistress—terms synonymous—
And he stood gazing out on the cascade
No sound except the echo of his sigh
That flash’d and after darken’d in the shade.
Or step ran sadly through that antique
house;
XVI.
When suddenly he heard, or thought so,
Upon his table or his toilet,—which
nigh,
Of these is not exactly ascertain’d,—
A supernatural agent—or a mouse,
(I state this, for I am cautious to a pitch
Whose little nibbling rustle will embarrass
Of nieety, where a fact is to be gain’d,)
Most people as it plays along the arras.

XXII.
Juan was petrified; he had heard a hint
Of such a spirit in these halls of old,
But thought, like most men, there was nothing in’t
Beyond the rumour whieh such spots uufold,
Coin’d from surviving superstition’s mint,
Which passes ghosts in currency like gold,
But rarely seen, like gold compared with
paper.
And did he see this ? or was it a vapour ?
X X III.
Once, twice, thrice pass’d, repass’d — the
thing of air,
Or earth beneath, or heaven, or t’ other
place;
And Juan gazed upon it with a stare,
Yet could not speak or move; but, on its
base
As stands a statue, stood: he felt his hair
Twine like a knot of snakes around his
face;
He tax’d his tongue for words, which were
not granted,
To ask the reverend person what he wanted.
XXIV.
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XXV.
He stood—how long he kuew not, but it
seem’d
An age—expectant, powerless, with his
eyes
Strain’d on the spot where first the figure
gleam’d,
Then by degrees recall'd his energies,
And would have pass’d the whole oft' as a
dream,
But could not wake; he was, he did surmise,
Waking already, and return’d at length
Back to his chamber, shorn of half his
strength.
XXVI.
All there was as he left i t : still his taper
Burnt, and not blue, as modest tapers use,
Keceiving sprites with sympathetic vapour;
He rubb’d his eyes, and they did not re.
fuse
Their office; he took up an old newspaper;
The paper was right easy to peruse;
He read an article the king attacking,
And a long eulogy of “ patent blacking.”
XXVII.
This savour’d of this world; but his hand
shook:
He shut his door, and after having read
A paragraph, I think about Horne Tooke,
Undrest, and rather slowly went to bed.
There, couch’d all snugly on his pillow’s
nook,
With what he had seen his phantasy he
fed;
And though it was no opiate, slumber crept
Upon him by degrees, and so he slept.

xxvm.
He woke betimes; and, as may be supposed,
Ponder’d upon his visitant or visión,
And whether it ought not to be disclosed,
At risk of being quizz’d for superstition.
The more he thought, the more his mind was
posed;
In the mean time, his valet, whose pre
cisión
Was great, because his master brook'd no
less,
Knock’d to inform him it was time to dress.

The third time, after a still longer pause,
The shadow pass’d away—but where ? the
hall
Was long, and thus far there was no great
cause
To think his vanishing unnatural:
Doors there were many, through which, by
XXIX.
the laws
He dress’d; and like young people he was
Of physics, bodies whether short or tall
wont
Might come or go; but Juan could not
To take some trouble with his toilet, but
state
Through which the spectre seem’d to eva This morning rather spent less time upon ’t ;
Aside bis very mirror soon was put;
porate.
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His curis feli negligently 0 ’er his front,
His clothes were not curb’d to their usual
cut,
His very neckcloth’s Gordian knot ivas tied
Almost an hair’s breadth too much 011 one
side.
XXX.
And ívben be walk’d doivn into the saloon,
He sate him pensive o ’er a disk of tea,
Wliich he perhaps had not discover’d soon,
Had it not happen’d scalding hot to be,
Which made him have recourse unto his
spoon;
So much distrait he was, tbat ali could see
Tliat something was the matter—Adeline
The first—but ic/iat she could not ivell di
vine.

[Canto XV I.
XXXIV.

Lord Henry, ivlio had now discuss’d his
chocolate,
Also the muffin ívhereof he complain’d,
Said, Jnan had not got his usual look elate,
At lvhich he marvell’d, since it had not
rain’d ;
Then ask'd her Gracc lvhat neivs ivere of the
duke of late ?
Her Grace replied, his Grace ivas rather
pain’d
AVith some slight, light, hereditary twinges
Of gout, which rusts aristocràtic hinges.
XXXV. .

Then Henry turn’d to Juan, and address’d
XXXI.
A few words of condolence on his state:
She look’d, and saw him pale, and turn’d as “ You look,” quoth he, “ as if you had had
your rest
pale
Broke in upon by the Black Friar of late."
Herself; then hastily look’d down, and
“ AVhat Friar?” said Juan; and he did his
mutter’d
best
Something, but what’s not stated in my tale.
To put the question ivith an air sedate,
Lord Henry said, his muffin ivas ill-butOr
careless;
but the effort ivas not valid
ter’d ;
The Duchess of Fitz-Fulke play’d ivith her To hinder him from groiving stili more pallid.
veil,
And look’d at Juan hard, but nothing utter’d.
XXXVI.
Aurora Eaby ivith her large dark eyes
Survey’d him ivith a kind of calm surprise.
“ Oh! have you never heard of the Black
Friar ?
The spirit of these ivalls?” — “ In truth
XXXII.
not I.”
“ AVhy Fame—but Fame you knoiv’s someBut seeing him all cold and silent stili,
times a liar—
And cverybody wondering more or less,
Telis an odd story, of lvhich by and by :
Fair Adeline inquired “ If he were ili? ”
He started, and said, “ Yes—no—rather— Whether ivith time the spectre has grown
shyer,
yes.”
Or that our sires had a more gifted eye
The fainily physician had great skill,
For such sights, though the tale is half
And being present, noiv began to express
believed,
His readiness to feel his pnlse and teli
The cause, but Juan said, “ He ivas nuite The Friar of late has not been oft perceived.
ivell.”
XXXIH.
XXXVII.
“ Quite ivell; yes,— no.” — These answers “ The last time ivas--- ■” —“ I pray,” said
ivere mysterious,
Adeline—
And yet his looks appear’d to sanction
(AVI10 watch’d the changes of Don Juan’s
both,
broiv,
However they might savour of delirious;
And from its context tkought she could
Smnething like illness of a sudden groivth
divine
Weigh’d on his spirit, though by no means
Connexions stronger than he chose to avoiv
serious:
AVith this same legend)—“ if you but design
But for the rest, as he himself seem’d loth
To jest, you T1 choose some other themo
To state the case, it might be ta’en for
just now,
grantcd
Because the present tale has oft been told,
It ivas not the physician that he ivanted.
And is not much improved by groiving old.”

Canto X V I.]
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XXXATII.
“ Jest!” quoth Milor; “ why, Adeline, you
knoiv
That ive ourselves—’tivas in the honeymoon—
Saw---- ”—“ AVell, no matter,’t was so long
ago;
But, come, I ’11set your story to a tune.”
Graceful as Dian lvhen she draws her bow,
She seiz’d her harp, ivhose strings ivere
kindled soon
As touch’d, and plaintively began to }>lay
The ah- of “ ’T was a Friar of Orders Gray.”
XXXIX.
“ But add the words,” cried Henry, “ ivhich
you made;
For Adeline is half a poetess,”
Turning round to the rest, he smiling said.
Of course the others could not but express
In eourtesy their wish to seé display’d
By one ihree talents,for there were no less—
The voice, the ivords, the harper’s skill, at
once,
Could hardly be United by a dunce.
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3.
And whether for good, or whether for ili,
It is not mine to say;
But stili ivith the liouse of Amundeville
He abideth night and day.
By the marriage-bed of their lords, ’t is said,
He flits on the bridal eve;
And ’tis held as faith, to their bed of death
He comes—but not to grieve.
i.
AVhen an lieir is born, h e’s heard to mourn,
And lvhen aught is to befall
That ancient line, in the pale moonsliine
He walks from hall to hall.
His form you may trace, but not his face,
’T is shadow’d by his coivi;
But his eyes may be seen from the folds
between,
And they seem of a parted soul.

5.
But beware! beware! of the Black Friar,
He stili retains his sway,
For he is yet the church’s heir,
AVhoever may be the lay.
Amundeville is lord by day,
XL.
But the monk is lord by night;
After some fascinating hesitation,—
Nor ivine nor wassail could raise a vassal
The charming of these charmers, who seem
To question that friar’s right.
bound,
I ean’t teli why, to this dissimulation,—
.
Fair Adeline, ivith eyes fix’d on the ground Say nouglit to him as he walks the hall,
At first, then kindling into animation,
And he ’11 say nought to you;
Added her siveet voice to the lyric sound,
He sweeps along in his dusky pali,
And sang ivith much simplicity,—a merit
As o’er the grass the dew.
Not the less precious,tliat we seldorn hearit. Then grammercy! for the Black Friar;
Heaven sain him! fair or foul,
1.
And whatsoe’er may be his prayer,
Beware! beware! of the Black Friar,
Let ours be for his soul.
AAIio sitteth by Norman stone,
X LI.
For he mutters his prayer in the midnight ah,
And liis mass of the days that are gone.
The lady’s voice ceased, and the thrilling
AVTien the Lord of the Hili, Amundeville,
wires
Made Norman Chureh his prey,
Died from the touch that kindled tkem to
And expell’d the friars, one friar stili
sound;
AArould not be driven aivay.
And the pause follow’d, which ivlien song
expires
2.
Pervades a moment those who listen round;
Though he came in his might, ivith King And then of course the circle much admires,
Nor less applauds, as in politeness bound,
Henry’s right,
The tones, the feeling, and the exeeution,
To turn chureh lauds to lay,
To the performer's diffident confusión.
AVith sword in hami, and torch to light
Their ivalls, if they said nay;
X LH .
A monk remain’d, unchased, unchain’d,
Fair Adeline, though in a careless way,
And lie did not seem form’d of clay,
As if she rated such accomplishment
For he ’s seen in the porch, and he ’s seen in
As the mere pastóme of an idle day,
the chureh,
Pursued an instant for her oivn content,
Though he is not seen by day.
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Would now and then,as ’twere wítAowí display
Yet with display in fact, at times relent
To sucli perfoi-mances with haughty smile,
To show she could, if it were worth her while

XLVin.
Aurora—since we are touching upon taste,
Which now-a-days is the tliermometer
By whose degrees all characters are class’d—
Was more Shakspearian, if I do not err.
The worlds beyond this world’s perplexing
waste
Had more of her existence, for in her
There was a depth of feeling to embrace
Thonghts, boundless, deep, but silent too as
Space.

X LIII.
Now this (but we will whisper it aside)
Was—pardon the pedantie illustration—
Trampliug on Piato’s pride with greater pride,
As did the Cynio on some like occasion:
Deeming the sage would be much mortified,
Or thrown hito a philosophic passion,
For a spoilt carpet—but the “ Attio bee ”
Was much consoled by his own repartee.

XLIX.
Not so her gracious, graceful, graceless Graee,
The full-grown Hebe of Fitz-Fulke, whose
mind,
If she had any, was upon her face,
And that was of a fascinating kind.
A little turn for miscliief you might trace
Also thereon,—but that’s not much; we
ftnd
Fewfemales without some such gentle leaven,
For fear we shonld suppose us quite hi heaven.

X lIV .
Thus Adeline would throw into the shade
(By doing easily, whene’er she chose,
What dilettauti do with vast parade)
Their sort of half profession ; for it gi'ows
To something like this when too oft display’d;
And that it is so, everybody knows,
Who have heard Miss That or This, or Lady
T ’other,
Show off—to please their company or mother.
XLV.
Oh ! the long evenings of duets and trios !
The admirations and the speculations;
The “ Mamma Mia’s ! ” and the “ Amor
Mio’s ! ”
The “ Tanti palpiti’s ” on such occasious;
The “ Lasciami’s,” and quavering “ Addio’s ! ”
Amongst our own most musical of nations;
With “ Tu michamasV’ from Portingale,
To soothe our ears, lest Italy shonld fail.
XLVI.
In Babylon’s bravuras—as the home
Heart-ballads of Green Erin or Gray Highlands,
That bring Lochaber back to eyes that roam
O’er far Atlantic continents or islands,
The calentares of music which o’ercome
All mountaineers with dreams that they
are nigh lands,
No more to be beheld but in such visions—
Was Adeline well versed, as compositions.
X LVII.
She also had a twilight tinge of “ lilue
Could write rhymes, and compose more
than she wrote,
Hade epigrams occasionally too
Upon her friends, as everybody ought.
But still from that sublimer azure hue,
So much the present dye, she was remote;
Was weak enough to deem Pope a great poet,
And what, was worse, was not ashamed to
show it.
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i
I have not heard she was at all poètic,
Though once she was seen reading the
“ Bath Guide,”
And “ Hayley’s Triumphs,” which she dèem’d
pathetic,
Because she said her temper had been tried
So much, the bard had really been prophetic
Of what she had gone through with—since
a bride.
But of all verse, what most insured her praise
Were sonnets to herself, or “ bouts rimés.”
LI.
’Twere diflicult to say what was the object
Of Adeline, in bringing this same lay
To bear on what appear’d to her the subject
Of Juan’s nervous feelings on that day.
Perhaps she merely had the simple project
To laugh him out of his supposed dismay;
Perhaps she might wish to eonfirm him in it,
Though why I cannot say— at least this
minute.
L II.
But so far the immediate effect
Was to restore him to his self-propriety,
A thing quite necessary to the elect,
Who wish to take the tone of their society:
I 11 which you cannot be too circumspect,
Whether the mode be persiflage or piety,
But wear the newest mantle of liypocrisy,
O11 pain of much displeasing the gynocracy.
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Bather than seller, had his wants been fewer,
L III.
So much he deem’d his patronage an
And therefore Juan now began to rally
honour,
His spirits, and without more explanation
! Had brought the capo d’opera, not for sale,
To jest upon such themes in many a sally.
Her Grace, too, also seized the same occa I But for his jndgment—never known to fail.
sion,
L V III.
With various similar remarks to tally,
But wish’d for a still more detail’d nar- There was a modern Goth, I mean a Gothic
Bricklayer of Babel, call'd an architect,
ration
Brought to survey these grey walls, which
Of this same mystic friar’s curious doings,
though so thick,
About the present family’s deaths and wooMight have from time aequired sotnc slight
ings.
defect;
LIV.
Who, after rummagiug the Abbey through
Of these few could say more than has been
thick
said;
And thin, produced a plau w'hereby to erect
They pass’d as such things do, for super- New buildings of correctest conformation,
stition
And throw down old, which he call'd restoraWith some, while others, who had more in
tion.
dread
LIX.
The theme, lialf credited the strange tradition;
The cost would be a trifle—an “ old song,”
And much was talk’d on all sides on that
Set to some thousands (’tis the usual
head:
burden
But Juan, when cross-question’d on the Of that same tune, when people huin it
visión,
long)—
Which some supposed (though he had not
Theprice would speedily repay its worth in
avow’d it)
An ediflee no less sublime than strong,
Had stirr’d him, answer’d in a way to cloud it.
By which Lord Henry’s good taste would
go forth in
LV.
Its glory, through all ages shining sunny,
And then, the mid-day having worn to one,
For Gothic daring showu in English money.
The company prepared to separate;
LX.
Some to their several pastimes, or to none,
Some wondering ’twas so early, some so late. There were two lawyers busy on a mortgage
There was a goodly match too, to be run
Lord Henry wish’d to raise for a new
Between some greyhounds on my lord's
purchase;
estáte,
Also a lawsuit upon tenures burgage,
And a young race-horse of old pedigree,
And one on tithes, which sure are Hiscord’s
Match’d for the spring, wliom several went
torches,
to see.
Kindling Religión till she throws down her
LVI.
gage,
“ Untying” squires “ to fight against the
There was a picture-dealer who had brought
churches; ”
A special Titian, warranted original,
There was a prize ox, a prize pig, and plougliSo precious that it was not to be bouglit,
man,
Though prinees the possessor were besieging
For Henry was a sort of Sabine showmau.
all.
The king liimself liad cheapen’d it, but
LXI.
thought
The civil list he deigns to accept (obliging There were two poachers caught in a Steel trap,
Ready for gaol, their place of convalescence;
all
There was a country giri in a cióse cap
His subjeets by his gracious acceptation)—
And scarlet cloak (I hate the sight to see,
Too scanty, in these times of low taxation.
since—
LV II.
Since—since—in youth, I had the sad misBut as Lord Henry was a connoisseur,—
hap—
The friend of artists, if not arts,— the
But luckily I have paid few parish fees
owner,
since):
With motives the most classica! and pure,
That scarlet cloak, alas ! unclosed with rigour,
So that he would have been the very donor, ¡ Presents the problem of a double figure.
E 0
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L X II
LX VII.
A reel witbin a bottle is a mystery,
But this poor girl ivas left in the great hall,
One ean’t tell how it e’er got in or out;
Wkile Scout, the parisk guardián of tlie
Therefore the present piece of natural kistory
frail,
I leave to tbose who are fond of solving Discuss'd (he hated beer yclept the “ small ” )
doukt;
A mighty mug of moral double ale.
And merely state, tkougk not for the con- She waited until Justice could recall
sistory,
Its ldnd attentions to their proper palé,
Lord Henry -«-as a justice, and that Scout
To ñame a thing in nomenclature rather
The constable, beneath a warrant's banner,
Perplexiug for most virgins—a child’s father.
Had bagg’d tbis poacher upon Nature’s
rnauor.
LX V III.
LX III.
You see kere was enough of occupation
For the Lord Henry, link’d with dogs and
Now justices of peace must judge all pieces
korses.
Of mischief of all kinds, and keep the garué
There was much bustle too, and preparation
And morals of the country from caprices
Beloiv stairs on the score of second eourses;
Of tbose who have not a licence for the
Because, as suits their rank and situation,
same;
Tbose who in counties have great land
And of all tkings, excepting tithes and leases,
resources
Perkaps these are most difficult to tame:
Have
“ public days,” when all men may
Preserving partridges and pretty wenckes
carouse,
Are puzzles to the most precautious benches.
Tkougk not exactly wliat’s call’d “ open
house.”
LXIV.
LXIX.
The present culprit was extremely palé,
Palé as if painted so; her ckeek being red
But once a week or fortnight, wiinvited
By nature, as in liigker dames less hale
(Thus ive transíate a general invitation),
’Tis white, at least when they just rise All country gentlemen, esquired or knighted,
from bed.
May drop in without cards, and take theú
Perhaps she was ashamed of seeming frail,
station
Poor soul! for she was country born and At the full board, and sit alike deligkted
bred,
With fasliionable ivines and conversation;
And knew no better in her immorality
And, as the isthmus of the grand connexiou,
Than to wax white— for bluslies are for Talk o’er themselves the past and next
quality.
election.
LXV.
Her black, hright, downcast, yet espiégle eye,
Had gather’d a large tear iuto its córner,
Whicli tile poor thing at times essay’d to dry,
Por she was not a sentimental mourner
Parading all her sensibility,
Nor insolent euough to scorn the scorner,
But stood in trembliug, patient tribulation,
To be call’d up for her examination.
LXVI.
Of coui'se these groups were scatter’d liere
and there,
Not nigh the gay saloon of ladies gent.
The lawyers in the study; and in air
The prizé pig, ploughman, poachers; the
men sent
From town, yiz. architect and dealer, were
Both husy (as a general in bis tent
Writing despatelies) in theh several stations,
Exulting in their brilliant lucuhrations.

LXX.
Lord Henry was a great electioneerer,
Burrowing for boroughs like a rat or rabbit.
But county contests cost him rather dearer,
Because the neigkbouring Scotch Earl of
Giftgabbit
Had Enghsli influence, in the self-same
sphere here;
His son, the Honourable Dick Dicedrabbit,
Was member for the “ other interest” (meaning
The same self-interest, with a different
leaning).
LXXI.
Courteous and cautious therefore in his
county,
He was all tkings to all men, and dispensed
To some civility, to others bounty,
And promises to all—ívhicli last commenced
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To gather to a someivhat large amount, he
j
LXXVI.
Not calculating how much they condensed;
But what with keeping some, and hreaking He was as independent—ay, much more—
Than tbose who were not paid for indeothers,
pendence,
His word had the same valué as another’s.
As coinmon soldiers, or a commou-----skore,
LXXH.
Have in theh' several arts or parts ascendance
A friend to freedom and freeholders—yet
O’er the irregulars in lust or gore,
No less a friend to government—he held,
Who
do not give professional attendance.
That he exactly the just medium hit
’Twixt place and patriotism—albeit com- Thus on the mol) all statesmen are as eager
To prove their pride, as footmen to a beggar.
pell’d,
Suck was his sovereign’s pleasüre, (though
LXXVH.
unfit,
All this (save the last stanza) Henry said,
He added modestly, when rebels rail’d,)
And tkought. I say no more—I Ve said
To hold some sinecures he ívish’d abolish’d,
too much;
But that with them all law would be deFor
all of us have eitlier heard or read— _
molish’d.
Off—or upon the hustings—some slight
LX X III.
suck
He was “ free to confess”—(whence comes Hints from the independent lieart or liead
tliis plirase ?
Of the official candidate. I ’ll touch
Is ’t English? No— tis only parliamentaryj No more on this—the dinuer-bell liatli rung,
That innovation’s spirit now-a-days
And gi-ace is said; the grace I should have
Had made more progress tlian for the last
sung—
century.
He would not tread a factious patli to praise,
L X X V III.
Though for the public weal disposed to But I ’m too late, and therefore must make
venture high;
play.
As for his place, lie could hut say this of it,
’Twas a great hanquet, sucli as Albion oíd
That the fatigue was greater than tlie profit.
Was wont to boast—as if a glutton’s tray
Were something very glorious to behold.
LXXIV.
But ’twas a public feast and public day —
Heaven, and his friends, knew that a private
Quite full, riglit dull, guests hot, and diskes
life
coid,
Had ever been his solé and wliole ambi- Great plenty, much formality, small cheer,
tion;
And everybody out of theh' own sphere.
But could he quit his king in times of strife,
LXXIX.
Whick threaten’d the whole country with
perdition ?
The squires familiarly formal, and
Wlien demagogues would with a butclier's
My lords and ladies proudly condescendknife
mg;
Cut tkrougk and tkrougk (oh! damnable The very servants puzzling how to liand
incisión!)
Theh plates—without it migkt be too much
The Gordian or the Geordi-an knot, whose
bending
strings
From their liigh places by the sideboard’s
Have tied togetlier commons, lords, and
stand—■
kings.
LXXV.
mg.
For any deviation from the graces
Sooner “ come place into the civil list
A nd Champion him to the utmost— ” he Might cost both man and master too—their
places.
would keep it,
Till duly disappointed or dismiss’d :
LXXX.
Profit he cared not for, let others reap i t ;
But sliould the day come when place ceased There were some hunters hold, and coursers
keen,
to exist,
Whose hounds ne’er err’d, ñor greyhounds
The country would have far more cause to
deign’d to lurch;
weep i t :
For how could it go on ? Explain who can ! Some deadly sliots too, Septembrizers, seen
Earliest to rise, and last to quit the search
líe gloried in the líame of Engliskman.
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Of the poor partridge through his stubble i
LXXXV.
screen.
There were some massy members of the But of all nature’s discrepàncies, none
Upon the whole is greater than the differ
cburch,
ence
Takers of titbes, and makers of good matches,
And several who sung fewer psalms than Belield between the country and the town,
Of whieh the latter mèrits every preference
catches.
From those who liave few resources of their
i.xxxr.
own,
And only think, or act, or feel, with reTbere tvere some country wags too—and,
fereuce
alas!
Some exiles from the town, wbo liad been To some small plan of interest or ambition—
Both which are limited to 110 condition.
driven
To gaze, insteacl of pavement, upon grass,
LXXXVI.
And rise at nine in lieu of long eleven.
And lo ! upon that day it carne to pass,
But “ en avant! ’’ The liglit loves languish
I sate next that o’envkelming son of heao’er
ven,
Long banquets and too many guests, alThe very powerful parson, Peter Pith,
though
The loudest wit I e’er was deafen’d with.
A slight repast makes people love mucli more,
Bacchus and Ceres being, as we know,
LXXXII.
Even from our grammar upwards, friends of
yore
I knew him in bis livelier London days,
With vivifying Venus, who dotli owe
A brilliant diner out, tkough but a curate;
To these the invention of champagne and
And not a joke he cut but earn’d its praise,
truílles:
Until preferment, eoming at a sure rate,
Temperanee
delights lier, but long fasting
(0 Providence ! how wondrous are thy waysl
ruffles.
Who would suppose thy gifts sometimes
obdurate ?)
LXXXVH.
Gave llim, to lay the devil who looks o’er
Dully pass’d o’er the dinner of the day;
Lincoln,
And Juan took his place, he knew not
A fat fen vicarage, and nouglit to think on.
where,
Confused, in the confusión, and distrait,
LXXXIIT.
And sitting as if nail’d upon his chair:
His jokes were sermons, and liis sermons Tliough knives and forks clang’d round as in
a fray,
jokes;
He seem’d unconscious of all passing tliere,
But both were thrown away amongst the
fens;
Till some one, with a groan, exprest a wish
(Unheeded twice) to liave a fin of fish.
For wit hath 110 great friend in aguisli folks.
No longer ready ears and short-hand pens
LX X X VIII.
Imbibed the gay bon-mot, or liappy lioax :
The poor priest was reduced to commou On which, at the thircl asking of the banns,
sense,
He started; and perceiving smiles around
Or to coarse efforts very loud and long,
Broadening to grins, he colour’d more than
To hammer a hoarse laugli from the thiek
once,
throng.
And liastily—as nothing can confound
A wise man more than laugkter from a
LXXXTV.
dunce—
There is a difference, says the song, “ beInflicted 011 the disk a deadly wound,
tween
And with such hurry, that, ere he could
A beggar and a queen,” or was (of late
curb it,
The latter worse nsed of the two we ’ve He had paid his neighbour’s prayer with
seen—•
lialf a turbot.
But we’ll say nothing of affairs of state);
A difference “ ’twixt a bishop and a dean,”
LXXXIX.
A difference between crockery ware and This was no bad mistake, as it occurr’d,
píate,
The supplicator being an amateur;
As between Englisk beef and Spartan brotli— But others, who were left with scarce a third,
And yet great heroes liave been bred by botli.
Were angry—as they well might, to be sure.
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They wonder’d how a young man so absurd
XCIV.
Lord Henry at llis table sliould endure;
And this, and his not knowing how much But what was bad, she did not blush in turn,
Nor seem embarrass’d—quite the contrary;
oats
Had fall’n last market, cost his host three Her aspect was as usual, still—not stern—
j And she withdrew, but cast not down, her
votes.
eye,
Tet grew a little pale—with what ? concern ?
XC.
I know not; but lier colour ne’er was
They little knew, or might have sympatliised,
high—
That he the niglit before had seen a gliost, Tliougli sometimes faintly flush’d—and alA prologue which but slightly liarmonised
ways clear,
With the substanlial company engross’d
As deep seas in a sunny atmospliere.
By matter, and so much materialised,
That one scarce knew at what to marvel
XCV.
most
But Adeline was occupied by fame
Of two things—how (the question rather
This day; and watching, witching, conodd is)
descending
Such bodies could have souls, or souls such I To the consumere of fish, fowl, and game,
bodies.
And dignity with courtesy so blending,
{ As all must blend whose part it is to aim
XCI.
(Especially as the sixtli year is ending)
But what confused him more than smile or At their lord’s, son’s, or similar connexion’s
Safe conduct througli the rocks of reelections.
stare,
From all tlie ’squires and ’squiresses aXCVI.
round,
Who wonder’d at the abstraction of his ah,
Though this was most expedient on the
Especially as he had been renown’d
whole,
For some vivacity among the fair,
And usual—Juan, when he cast a glance
Even in the country circle’s narrow bound— O11 Adeline wliile playing her grand ròle,
(For little things upon my lord’s estáte
Which she went through as though it were
Were good small talk for others still less
a dance,
great)—
I Betraying only now and then her soul
By a look scarce perceptibly askance
XCH.
¡ (Of weariness or scorn), began to feel
Some doubt how much of Adeline was real;
Was, that he caught Aurora’s eye on his,
And something like a smile upon her cheek.
XCVII.
Now this he really rather took amiss;
In those who rarely smile, their smile So well she acted all and every part
bespeaks
By turns—with that vivacious versatility,
A strong external motive; and in this
Which many people take for want of heart.
Smile of Aurora’s there was nought to
They err—’tis merely what is call’d mopique,
bility,
A thing of temperament and not of art,
Or hope, or love, with any of the wiles
Though seeming so, from its supposed
Which some pretend to trace in ladies’
smiles.
facility;
And false—thougli true; for surely thèy’re
sincerest
XCIII.
Who are strongly acted on by what is nearest.
’Twas a mere quiet smile of contemplation,
Indicative of some surprise and pity;
XCVHI.
And Juan grew carnation with vexation,
Which was not very wise, and still less This makes your actors,.artists, and ro
mancers,
witty,
Heroes sometimes, though seldom—sages
Since he had gain’d at least her observation,
never:
A most important outwork of the city—
As Juan sliould have kuown, had not his But speakers, bards, diplomatists, and dancers,
senses
Little that’s great, but much of what is
By last niglit’s ghost been driven from their
elever;
defences.
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Most orators, but very few financiera,
crn.
Tliough all Exchequer chancellors endeavour,
Meanwliile sweet Adeline deserved their
Of late_ years, to dispense with Cocker’s
praises,
rigonrs,
By an impartial indemnification
And grow quite figurative with their figures.
For all her past exertion and soft phrases,
In a most edifying conversation,
XCIX.
Wliich turn’d upon their late guests’ miens
and faces,
Tlie poets of aritlnnetic are they
And families, even to the last relation;
Who, though they prove not two and two
Their hideous wives, their horrid selves and
to be
dresses,
Five, as they might do in a modest way,
Have plainly made it ont that four are And truculent distortion of their tresses.
three,
Judging by what they take, and what they
CIV.
pay.
True, she said little—’twas the rest that broke
The Smking Fnnd’s unfathomable sea,
Forth into universal epigram;
Tliat most unliquidating Iiquid, leaves
But tlien ’twas to the purpose what she spoke:
The debt unsunk, yet sinks all it receives.
Like Addison’s “ faint praise,” so wont to
damn,
C.
Her own but served to set oS every joke,
While Adeline dispensed her aü-s and graces,
As music chimes in with a melodrame.
The fair Fitz-Fulke seem’d very mnch at How sweet the task to shield an absent
ease;
friend!
Though too well bred to quiz men to their I ask but this of mine, to---- not defend.
faces,
Her laughing blue eyes with a glance could
CV.
seize
There were but two exceptions to this keen
The ridícules of people in all places—
Skirmish of wits o’er the departed; one
That honey of your fashionable bees—
Aurora, with her puré and placid mien;
And store it up for mischievous enjoyment;
And Juan, too, in general behind none
And tliis at present was her kind employIn gay remark on what he liad heard or seen,
ment.
Sate silent now, bis usual spirits gone:
I 11 vain he heard the others rail or rally,
CI.
However, the day closed, as days must cióse; He would not join them in a single sally.
The evening also waned—and coffee carne.
CVI.
Each carriage was announced, and ladies
rose,
’Tis true he saw Aurora look as though
And curtsying off, as curtsies country
She approved his silence; she perhaps misdame,
took
Betired: with most unfashionable bows
Its motive for that charity we owe
Their docile esquires also did the same,
But seldom pay the absent, nor would look
Delighted with their dinner and their host,
Farther; it might or it might not be so.
But with the Lady Adeline the mogt.
But Juan, sitting silent in his nook,
Observing little in his reverie,
en.
Yet saw this much, wliich he was glad to see.
Some praised her beanty: others her great
CVII.
grace;
The warmth of her politeness, whose The ghost at least had done liim this much
sincerity
good,
Was obvions in qach feature of her face,
In making him as silent as a ghost,
Whose traits were radiant with the rays of I f in the circumstances which ensued
verity.
He gain’d esteem where it was worth the
Yes: she was trnly worthy her lngh place!
most;
No one could envy her deserved prosperity. And certainly Aurora had renew’d
And then_ her dress—what beautiful simIn him some feelings he had lately lost,
plicity
Or barden’d; feelings which, perhaps ideal,
Draperied her form with curious felicity 1
Are so divine, that 1 must deem them real :—
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CVI1I.
The love of liigher tliings and better days;
The unbounded hope, and heavenly ignorance
Of what is call’d the world, and the world’s
ways;
The moments when we gather from a
glance
More joy than from all future pride or praise,
Which kindle manhood, but can ne’er
entrance
The líeart in an existence of its own,
Of which another’s bosorn is the zone.
CIX.
Who would not sigh Alai tòx KvDipeiar
That hath a memory, or that had a heart ?
Alas! her star must fade like that of Dian:
Hay fades on ray, as years on years depart.
Anacreon only had the soul to tie an
Unwithering myi'tle round the unblunted
dart
Of Bros: but though tliou liast play’d us
many tricks,
Still we respect thee, “ Alma Venus Gene
trix ! ”
CX.
And full of sentiments, sublime as billows
Heaving between this world and worlds
beyond,
Don Juan, when the midnight hour of pillows
Arrived, retired to his; but to despond
Bather than rest. Insteadof poppies, willows
Waved o’er his couch; he meditated, fond
Of those sweet bitter thoughts which banish

So like a spiritual pit-a-pat,
Or tiptoe of an amatory Miss,
Gliding the first time to a rendczvous,
And dreading the chaste echoes of her shoe.
CXIII.
Again—what is’t? The wind? No, n o
this time
It is the sable Friar as before,
With awful footsteps regular as rhyme,
Or (as rhymes may be in these days) much
more.
Again througli shadows of the night sublime,
When deep sleep fell on men, and the
world wore
The starry darkness round her like a girdle
Spangled with gems—the monk made his
blood curdle.
CXIV.
I A noise like to wet fingere drawn on glass,
Which sets the teeth on edge; and a slight
clatter
Like showers which on the midnight gusts
will pass,
Sounding like very supernatural water,
Carne over Juan’s ear, which tlirobb’d, alas !
For immaterialism ’s a serious matter;
So that even those whose faith is the most
great
In souls immortal, sliun them tète-à-téte.

cxv.

Were his eyes open ?—Y es! and his moutli
too.
Surprise has this effect—to make one
And maketíie worldling sneer, the youngling
dumb,
weep.
Yet leave the gate which eloquence shps
CXI.
through
As wide, as if a loug speech were to come.
The night was as before: he was undrest,
Saving liis night-gown, which is an un- Nigh and more nigh the awful echoes drew,
Tremendous to a mortal tympanum:
dress;
Completely “ sans culotte,” and without vest; His eyes were open, and (as was before
In short, he hardly could be clothed with Stated) his moutli. What open’d next ?—the
door.
less:
But apprehensive of his speetral guest,
He sate with feelings awkward to express
CXVI.
By those who have not had such visitations).
It open’d with a most infernal creak,
Expectant of the ghost’s fresh operations.
Like tliat of hell. “ Lasciate ogni speranza
Voi clY entrate 1” The liinge seem’d to
exii.
speak,
And not in vain he listen’d H u s h ! what’s
Dreadful as Dante’s rhima, or this stanza;
that ?
I see—I see—Ah, n o!—’tis not—yet ’tis— Or—but all words upon such tliemes are
weak:
Ye powers ! it is the—the—the—Pooli! the
A single shade’s sufficient to entrance a
catl
Hero—for
what is substance to a spirit ?
The devil may take that stealthy pace of
Or how is’t matter trembles to come near it ?
his!
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exvii.
He shudder’d, as 110 doubt tbe bravest cowers
The (loor flev wide, not swiftly,—but. as fly
Wben be can’t teli wliat ’tis tbat dotb
appal.
Tlie sea-gulls, witb a steady, sober fligbt—
And tlien swung back; nor close—but stood How odd, a single bobgoblin’s nonentity
awi-y,
I Should cause more fear tban a wbole bost’s
identity!
Half letting in long shadows on tbe ligbt,
Wliick still in Juan’s candlesticks burn’d
!
CXXI.
liigh,
l'or he bad two, both tolerably brigbt,
But still tbe sbade remain’d : tbe blue eyes
And in tbe doorway, darkening darkness.
glared,
stood
And ratber variably for stony deatb;
Tbe sable Friar in bis solemn liood.
Yet one thing ratber gòod tbe grave bad
spared,
cxvin.
Tbe gbost bad a remarkably sweet breath:
Fon Juan sbook, as erst he bad been skaken A straggling curi sbow’d be bad been fairThe nigbt before; but being sick of shaking,
bair’d ;
He first inclined to tbink be bad been misA red lip, with two rows of pearls beneath,
talsen;
Clleam d fortli, as through tbe casenient’s ivy
And then to be asbamed of such mistaldng;
skroud
His own internal ghost began to awaken
Tbe moon peep’d, just escaped from a grey
Witbin llim, and to quell bis corporal quakcloud.
ing—
Hinting tbat soul and body on tbe whole
CXXII.
Were odds against a disembodied soul.
And Juan, puzzled, but still curious, tbrust
His otber arm forth—Wonder upon wonCXIX.
der!
And then bis dread grew wrath, and bis It press d upon a hard but glowing bust,
wratb fierce,
Wbicb beat as if tïiere was a wann heart
And lie aróse, advanced—tbe sbade reunder.
treated;
He found-, as people on most trials must,
But Juan, eager now tbe trutb to pierce,
Tbat be bad made at iirst a silly blunder,
Folloived, bis veins 110 longer cold, but And tbat in bis confusión be bad caugbt
beated,
Only tbe wall, instead of wliat be sought.
Resolved to tlirust tbe mystery carte and
tierce,
C X X III.
At wkatsoever risk of being defeated :
Tbe gbost stopp’d, menaced, tben retired, Tbe gbost, if gbost it were, seem’d a sweet
until
soul
He reaeh’d tbe ancient wall, then stood stone
As ever lurk’d beneath a boly bood:
still.
A dimpled chin, a neck of ivory, stole
Forth into sometlmig mucb like flesb and
cxx.
blood;
Juan put forth one arm—Eternal powers!
Back fell tbe sable frock and dreary cowl,
It toucli’d no soul, nor body, but tbe vall,
And they reveal’d—alas 1 tbat e’er tbey
On wliicli tbe moonbeams fell in süvery
should!
showers,
In full, voluptuous, but not o’ergrown bulk,
Cbequer’d with all tbe tracery of tbe ball; Tbe pbantom of her frolic Grace—Fitz-Fulke!

Qt o t e a*
HOURS OF IDLENESS.
Page 2, col. 1.

“ On THE DEATII OF A YOUXG LADY.”] TllC autllOl*
claims the indulgencc of the reader more for this
piece thai), perhaps, any- other in the collection;
but as it was written at an earlier period than the
rest (being composed at tlie age of fourteen), and
liis first essay, he preferred submitting it to the in
dúlgenos of his friends in its present state, to
making eitlier addition or alteration.

Page 11, col. 2.
“ Who reads false quantities in Seale.” ] Scale’s
publication on Greck Metres displays considerable
talent and ingenuity, but, as migíit be expectcd in
so diíficult a work, is not remarkable for aecuracy.
Page 11, col. 2.
“ In barbarous Latin doom’d to wrangle.”] The
Latin of the schools is of the canine species, and
not very intel·ligible.

Page 11, coL 2.
“ The square of the hypothenuse.”] The discovcry
Page 4, col. 1.
of Pythagoras, that the square of the hypothenuse
“ On Marston.”] The battle of Marston Moor, is equal to the squares of the other two sides of a
.riglit-angled triangle.
where the adherents of Charles I. were defeated.

Page 4, col. 1.
“ With Rupert, ’gainst traitors contending.”] Son
of the Elector Palatine, and nephew to Charles I.
lle afterwards commandcd the íleet in the reign of
Charles II.
Page 9, col. 2.
To the Duke of Dorset.] In looking over my
papers to select a few additional poems for this
seeond edition, I found the above lines, which I had
totally forgotten, composed in the summer of 1805,
a short time previous to my departure from Harrow.
They were addressed to a young schoolfellow of higli
rank, who had been my freqüent companion in
some rambles through the neighbouring country:
however, he never saw the lines, and most probably
never will. As, on a re-perusal, I found thein not
worse tlian some other pieces in the collection, I
have now publislicd them, for the first time, after a
slight revisión.
Page 9, col. 2.
“ Bade thee obey, and gave me to command.” ]
A t every públic school the junior boys arc completely subservient to the upper forms till they
attain a seat in the higher classes. From this state
of probation, very properly, no rank is exempt; but
after a certain period, they command in turn those
who succced.
Page 9, col. 2.
“ Though passive tutors, fearful to dispraise.”]
Allow me to disclaim any personal allusions, even
the most distant. I merely mention generally wliat
’s too often the weakncss of preceptors.
Page 11, col. 1.
“ Oh ! could Le Sage’s demon’s gift.”] The Diable
Boiteux of Le Sage, where Asmodeus, the demon,
places Don Cleofas on an elevated situation, and
unroofs the liouses for inspection.

Page 11, col. 2.
“ A numerous crowd, array’d in wliite.”] On a
saint’s day the students wear surplices in chapel
Page 12, col. 2.
“ I fancied that Mossop liimself was outshone.”]
Mossop, a contemporary of Garrick, famous for his
performance of Zanga.
Page 13, col. 1.
“ Would twinkle dimly through their spliere.”]
“ Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Having some business, do intreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they retura.”

Shakespeare.

Page 13, col. 1.
“ Woman,thy vows are traccd in sand.’’] The last
line is almost a literal translation from a Spanish
proverb.
Page 14, col. 1.
“ And hurtling o’er thy lovely liead.”] This word
is used by Gray in his poein to the Fatal Sisters
“ Iron-sleet of arrowy shower
Hurtles in the darken’d air.”
Page 15, col. 1.
“ In law an infant, and in years a boy.” ] In law
every person is an infant who has not attained the
age of twenty-one.
Page 16, col. 1.
“ To form the place of assignation.”] In the above
little piece the author has been accused by some
càndid readers of introducing the ñame of a lady
from whom he was some hundred miles distant at
the time this was written; and poor Juliet, who has
slept so long in “ the tomb of all the Capulets,”
lias been converted, with a trifling alteration of her
ñame, into an English damsel walking in a garden
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of tbeir own creation, during the month of De
cember, iu a village where the author never passed
a winter. Such has been the candour of some in
geniolis critics. He would advise these liberal commentators 011 taste and arbiters of decorum to read

Shakespeare.

Page 16, col. 1.
“ But curse my fate for ever after.”] Having
heard tliat a very severe and indelicate censure has
been passed on the above poem, I beg leave to reply
in a quotation from an admired work, “ Carr’s
Stranger in France:
“ As we were contemplating
a painting on a large scale, in wliich, among other
figures, is the uncovered wliole length of a warrior.
a prudish-looking lady, who seemed to have touched
the age of desperation, after having attentively surveyed it through lier glass, observed to lier party,
that tliere was a greal deal of indecorum in that
picture. Madame S. shrewdly whispered in my ear
‘ that the indecorum was in the remark.’ ’’
Page 16, coi. 2.

“ Oscar of A lva.”J The catastrophe of tliis tale
was suggested by the story of “ Jeronyme and L o
renzo,” in the first volume of Schiller’s “ Armenian,
or the Ghost-Seer.” It also bears some resemblance
to a scene in the third act of “ Macbeth.”
Page 21, coi. 2.
“ Creusa’s style but wanting to the dame.”] The
mother of Iulus, lost on the night when Troy was
taken.
Page 24, coi. 2.
“ Ah ! hapless dame ! no sire bewails.”] Medea,
who accompanied Jason to Corinth, ivas deserted
by him for the daughter of Creon, king of that city.
The chorus, from wliich tliis is taken, here addresses
3Iedea; though a considerable liberty is taken with
the original, by expanding the idea, as also in some
other parts of the translation.
Page 24, coi. 2.
“ Who ne’er unlocks with silver key. ”] Tlie ori
ginal is “ KaOapàv àvoí^avTL /cArjpa Qpevcóv;'’ literally
“ disclosing the bright key of the mind.”
Page 24, coi. 2.
“ Magnus his ample front sublime uprears.”] No
reflection is here intended against the person mentioned under the name of Magnus. He is merely
represented as perfonning an unavoidable function
of his office. Indeed, such an attempt could only
recoil upon myself; as that gentleman is now as
much distinguished by his eloqucnce, and the
dignified propriety with wliich he filis his situation, as he was in his younger days for wit and
convi viality.
Page 25, col. 1.
“ Th’ A thenian’s glowing style, or Tully’s fire.”]
Demosthenes.
Page 25, col. 1.
“ Yet prizing Bentley's, Brunck’s, or Porson’s
note.”] The present Greek professor at Trinity
College, Cambridge; a man wíiose powers of mind
and writings may, perhaps, justify their preference.
Page 25, col. 1.
“ Whether ’t is Pitt or Petty rules the liour.”]
Since this was written, Lord Henry Petty [now
Marquis of Lansdowne] has lost bis place, and subsequently (I had almost said consequently) the
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lionour of representing the University. A fact so
glaring requires no comment.
Page 27, col. 2.
“ Sweet scene of my youth! seat of Friendship
and Truth.”] Harrow.
Page 29, col. 1.
“ L achín y Ga ir .”J Lachin y Gair, or, as it is
pronounced in the Erse, Loch na Garr, towers
proudly pre-cminent in the Northern Highlands,
near lnvercauld. One of our modern tourists
mentions it as the highest mountain, perhaps, in
Great Britain. Be this as it may, it is certainly 011c
of the most sublime and picturesque amongst our
“ Caledonian Alps.” lts appcarance is of a duskv
hue, but the summit is the seat of eterna! snows.
Near Lachin y Gair I spent some of the early part of
my life, the recollection of wliich has given‘ birth to
these stanzas.
Page 29, col. 1.
“ My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid.”]
This word is erroneously pronounced piad: the
proper pronunciation (according to the Scotch) is
shown by the orthographv.
Page 29, col. 2.
“ Ill-starr’d, though bravo, did 110 visions foreboding.”] I allude here to my maternal ancestors,
“ the Gaj'dons,” many of whom fought fur the
unlortunate Prince Charles, better known by the
ñame of the Pretender. This brancli was nearly
allicd by blood, as well as attachment, to the
Stuarts. George, the second Earl of Huntley,
married the Princess Annabella Stuart, daughtèr
of James I. of Scotland. By lier he left four sons:
the third, Sir William Gordon, I have the honourto
claim as one of iny progenitors.
Page 29, col. 2.
“ A h! were you destined to die at Culloden.”]
Whether any perished in the battle o f Culloden, I
am not certain; but, as many fell in the insurrection, I have used the name of the principal action,

tlpars pro toto.”

Page 29, col. 2.
“ You rest with your clan in the caves of Braemar.”J A tract of the Ilighlands so called. There
is also a Castle of Braemar.
Page 29, col. 2.
“ A Pylades in every friend?”] It is hardly necessary to add, that Pylades was the companion of
Orestes, and a partner in one of those friendships
which, with those of Achilles and Patroclus, Nisus
and Euryalus, Damon and Pythias, have been
handed down to posterity as remarkable instances
of attachments, which in all probability never existed
beyond the imagination of the poet, or the page of
an historian, or modern novelist.
Page 30, col. 2.

“ Elegy on N ewsïead A rbey.”] As one poem on
this subject is already printed, the author had,
originally, 110 intention of inserting the following.
It is now added at the particular request of some
friends.
Page 30, col. 2.
“ Beligion’s shrine! repentant H enry’s pride!”]
Ilcnry II. founded Newstead soon after the murder
of Thomas à Becket,

ío %owo

Page 31, col 1.
“ No mail-clad serfs, obedient to their lord.”] This
word is used by Walter Scott, in his poem, “ The
Wild Huntsman; ” synonymous with vassal
Page 31, col. 1.
“ I 11 grim array the crimson cross demand.”] The
red cross was the badge of the Crusaders.
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enumerate qualifications which were never doubted.
A considerable contest took place between tliree
rival candidates for his vacant chair: of this I can
only say,
Si mea cum vestris valuissent vota, Pelasgi?
Non foret ambiguus tanti certaminis lueres.
Page 36, col. 1.
“ As speakers each supports an equal name.”]
This alludes to the public speeches delivered at the
school where the author was educated.

Page 31, col. 1.
“ Soon as the gloaming spreads lier waning
sliade.”] As “ gloaming,” the Scottish word for j
Page 37, col. 1.
twilight, is far more poetical, and has been recom“ And Love, without his pinion, smiled on Y’outh.”]
mended by many eminent literary men, particularly
“
L
’Amitié
est
l’Amour
sans ailes,” is a French proby Dr. Moore in his Letters to Burns, I have venverb.
tured to use it on account of its harmony.
Page 37, col. 1.
Page 31, col. 1.
Entitled “ T he Common L ot.”] Written by
“ Or matin orisons to Mary paid.”j The priory James Montgomery, author of the “ Wanderer in
was dedicated to the Virgin.
Switzerland, &c.
Page 37, col. 1.
“ The hero rolls the tide of war.”] No particular
hero is here alluded to. The exploits of Bayard,
Nemours, Edward the Black Prince, and, in more
modern times, the fame of Marlborough, Frederick
Page 31, col. 2.
the Great, Count Saxe, Charles of Sweden, &c., are
“ An abbey once, a regal fortress now.”] New familiar to every historical reader, but the exact
stead sustained a considerable siege in the war places of their birth are known to a very srnall proI portion of their admirers.
between Charles I. and his parliament.

Page 31, col. 1.
“ Another H enry the kind gift recalis."] A t the
dissolution of the monasterios, Henry V III. bestowed
Newstead Abbey on Sir John Byron.

Page 31, col. 2.
“ Trembling she snatcli’d him from th’ unequal
strife.”] Lórd Byron and his brother Sir William
lield high commands in the royal army. The
former was general-in-chief in lreland, lieutenant
of theTower, and governor to James, Duke of York,
afterwards the unhappy James I I . ; the latter had a
principal share in many actions.
Page 31, col 2.
“ To lead the band where godlike F alkland fell.”]
Lucius Cary, Lord Viscount Falkland, the most
accomplished man of his age, was killed at the
Battle of Newbury, charging in the ranks of Lord
Byron’s regiment of Cavalry.
Page 32, col. 1.
“ Loathing the oíTering of so dark a deatli.”] This
is an liistorical fact. A violent tempest occurred
immediately subsequent to the death or interment
of Cromwell, which occasioned many disputes
between his partisans and the cavaliers: both interpreted the circumstance into divine interposition;
but whether as approbation or condemnation, we
leave to the casuists of that age to decide. I have
made such use of the occurrence as suited the
subject of my poem.
Page 32, col. 1.
“ The legal ruler now resumes the helm.”] Charles

II.
Page 33, col. 2.

“ P robus, tile pride of Science, and the boast.”]
Dr. Drurv. This most able and excellent man
retired from his situation in March, 1805, after
having resided thirty-five years at Harrow; the last
twenty as head-master; an office he held with
equal honour to himself and advantage to the very
extensive school over which he presided. Panegyrie
would here be superfluous; it would be useless to

Page 38, coi. 2.
“ A n imitation of Macpherson’s Ossian.”] It
may be necessary to observe, that the story, though
considerably varied in the catastrophe, is taken from
“ Nisus and Euryalus,” of wliich episode a translatiou
is already given in the present volume.
Page 40, col. 1.
« Tcars of the storm.”] I fear Laing’s late cdition
has completely overthrown every liope that Mac
pherson’s Ossian might prove the translation of a
series of poenis complete in themselves; but, while
the imposturo is discoYered, the merit of the work
remains undisputed, though not without faults—
particularly, in some parts, turgid and bombastic
diction.—The present humble imitation will be
pardoned by the admirers of the original as an
attempt, liowever inferior, which evinces an attacliment to their favourite author.
Page 40, coi. 2.
“ Seat of my youth! thy distant spire.”] Harrow.
Page 43, col. 1.
“ The cumbrous pomp of Saxon pride.”] Sassenacli
or Saxon, a Gaelic word, signifying eitlier Lowland
or English.
Page 43, coi. 2.
“ To flee away, and be at rest.”] “ And I said, Oh!
that I had wings like a dove; for tlien would I fly
away and be at rest.”—Psalm lv. 6. This verse also
constitutes a part of the most beautiful antliein in
our language.
Page 43, coi. 2.
“ And climb’d thy steep summit, oh Morven of
snow! ”] Morven, a lofty mountain in Aberdeenshire.
« Gormal of snow ” is an expression frcquently to be
found iu Ossian.
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Page 43, col. 2.
“ Or the mist of the tempest that gather’d below.”]
This will not appear extraordinary to tliose who
have been accustomed to the mountains. It is by
no means uncommon, on attaining the top of
Ben-e-vis, Ben-y-bourd, «fec., to perceive, between the
suramit and the valley, clouds pouring down rain,
and occjisionally accompanied by lightning, while
the spectator literally looks down upon the storm,
perfectly secure from its effects.
Page 44, col. 1.
“ I breastcd the billows of Dee’s rushing tide.”]
The Dee is a beautiful river, whicli riscs near Mar
Lodge, and falis into the sea at New Aberdecn.
Page 44, col. 1.
“ I think of the rocks that o’ershadow Colbleen.”]
Colbleen is a mountain near the verge of the Higlilands, not far from the ruins of Dee Castle.
Page 45, coL 2.
“ As void of wit and moral.”] These stanzas wcre
writtcn soon after the appearance of a sevcre critique
in a northern review on a ncw publication of the
British Anacreon.
Page 45, col. 2.
“ I really will not fight them.”] A bard [Moore]
(horresco referens) delied his reviewer [Jeífrey] to
mortal combat. I f this example becomcs prevalent,
our periodical censors must be dipped in the river
Styx: for what else can secure them from the
nuínerous host of their enraged assailants ?

OCCASIONAL PIECES.
Page 47, col. 1.
“ Adieu, thou H ill! where early joy.”] Harrow.
Page 51, col. 1.
“ On revisiting H aiirow.”] Someyears ago,when
at Harrow, a friend of the author engraved on a
particular spot the ñames of both, with a few additional words, as a memorial. Afterwards, on receiving some real or imagined injury, the author
destroyed the frail record before he left Harrow.
On revisiting the place in 1807, he wrote under it
these stanzas.
Page 58, col. 2.

“ W ritten after swimming from Sestos to A by
dos.”]

(Ttoíee to <£no¡fíe# QjJarie anï £í>coíc# (Retnewere.

Qtofíe to &uaeíona? (pkcte.

On the 3rd of May, 1810, while the Salsette
(Captain Bathurst) was lying in the Dardanelles,
Lieutenant Ekenhcad, of that frigate, and the writer
of these rhymes, swam from the European shore to
the Asiàtic—by the by,from Abydos to Sestos would
have been more correct. The whole distance, from
the place whence we started to our landing on the
other side, including the length we were carried by
the current, was computed by those on board the
frigate at upwards of four English miles, thougli
the actual breadth is barely one. The rapidity of
the current is such that no boat can row directly
across, and it may, in some measure, be estimated
from the circumstance of the whole distance being
accoinplished by one of the parties in an liour and
five, and by the other in an hour and ten minutes.
The water was extremely cold, from the niclting of

the mountain snows. About three wceks before, in
April, we had made an attempt; but, having riddea
all the way from the Troad the same morning, and
the water being of an icy chillness, we found it
necessary to postpone the completion till the frigate
anchored below the castles, when we swam the
straits, as just stated, entering a considerable way
above the European, and landing below the Asiàtic,
fort. Chevalier says that a young Jew swam the
same distance for his mistress; and Oliver mentions
its having been done by a Neapolitan; but our
consul, Tarragona, remembered neither of these
circumstances, and tried to dissuade us from the
attempt. A number of the Salsette’s crew were
known to have accomplished a greater distance;
and the only thing that surprised me was that
as doubts had been entertained of the truth of
Leander’s story, no traveller had ever endeavoured
to ascertain its practicability.
Page 59, col. 1.
“ Zúrj fxov, traç ¿ya7ra».”J Roiliaic expression of
tenderness: I f I translate it, I shall affront the
gentlemen, as it may seem that I supposed they
could not; and if I do not,I may affront the ladies.
For fear of any misconstruction on the part of the
latter, I shall do so, begging pardon of the learned.
It means, “ My life, I love vou! ” which sounds very
prettily in all languages, and is as much in fashion
in Greece at this dav as, Juvenal telis us, the two
íirst words were amongst the Roman ladies, whose
eròtic expressions were all Hellenised.
Page 59, col. 1.
. “ By all the token-flowers that teli.”] In the East
(where ladies are not taught to write, lest they
should scribble assignations) flowcrs, cinders,pebbles,
&c. convey the sentiments of the parties by that
universal deputy of Mercury—an oíd woman. A
cinder says, “ I burn for tliee; ” a bunch of flowers
tied with hair, “ Take me and fly ;” but a pebble
declares—what nothing else can.
Page 59, col. 1.
“ Though I fly to Istambol.”] Constantinople.
Page 59, col. 2.
“ Aeure ircuSeç twf ‘Eààtji' üji'.”] The song Aevre
n-atSeç, «fec. was written by Riga, who perished in the
attempt to revolutionise Greece. This translation
is as literal as the author could makc it in verse. It
is of the same measure as that of the original.
Page 60, col. 1.
“ And the seven-hill’d city sceking.”]
nople, “ ‘EïrràÀo^oç.”

Constanti

Page 60, col. 1.
“ ’flpaiórarrç Xár¡8r¡, «fec.”] The song from which
this is taken is a great favourite with the young
giris of Athens of all classes. Their manner of
singing it is by verses in rotation, the whole number
present joining in the chorus. I have heard it frequently at our “ xópoi,” in the winter of 1810-11,
The air is plaintive and pretty.

Page 72, col. 2.
“ The rapture of the strife.”] “ Certaminis gaudia."
The expression of Attila in his harangue to his ariny
previous to the battle of Chalons, given in Cassiodorus.
Page 73, col. 2.
“ Thou Timour! in his captive’s cage.”] The cagc
of Bajazet, by order of Tamerlane.
Page 73, col. 2.
“ Or, like the thief of fire from lieaven.”]
theus.

Prome

Page 73, col. 2.
“ The very Fiend's arch mock.”]
------- “ The very fiend’s arch mock—
To lip a wanton and suppose her chaste.”

Shakespeare.

Page 83, col. 2.
“ Turning rivers into blood.”] See Rev. chap. viii.
ver. 7, «fec. “ The first ángel sounded, and tlierc
followed liail and fire mingled with blood,” «fec.
Ver. 8, “ And the second ángel sounded, and as it
were a great mountain burning with fire was cast
into the sea; and the third part of the sea became
blood,” «fec. Ver. 10, “ And the third ángel sounded,
and thcrc fcll a great star from lieaven, burning as
it were a lamp: and it fell upon the third part of
the rivers, and upon the fountains of wàters.” Ver. 11,
“ And the ñame of the star is called Wormivood:
and the third part of the wàters became wommvood ;
and many men died of the wàters because they wcre
made bitter.”
Page 83, col. 2.
“ Whose realm refused thee ev’n a tomb.”] Murat’s
remains arc said to have been torn from the grave
and burnt.
Page 84, coL 2.

“ F rom tiie F rench.] “ A ll wept, but particularly
Savary, and a Polish officer who had been exalted
from the ranks by Buonaparte. He clung to his
master’s knees; wrote a letter to Lord Iíeith, entreating permission to accompany llim, even in the
most menial capacity, which could not be admitted.”
Page 84, col. 2.
“ Blcssing llim they served so welL”] “ A t Watcrloo
one man was seen, whose left arm was shattered by
a cannon ball, to wrench it off with the other, and
throwing it up in the air, exclaimed to his comrades,
‘ Vive l’Empereur, jusqu’ à la m ort! ’ There were
many other instances of the like: this you may,
howcver, depend on as true.”—Private Letter from
Èrussels.
Page 85, coL 1.
“ Of three bright colours, each divine.”]
tricolour.

The

“ V erses found in a Summer-iiouse at H alesowen.”] In Warwickshire.

Page 92, col. 2.
“ Like to the Pontic monarcli of old days.”]
Mithridates of Pontus.

Page 67, col. 2.
“ His hours in whistling spent, ‘ for want of
thouglit.’ ”] See Cymon and Iphigenia.

Page 95, coL 2.
“ The worthy rival of the wondrous T hree!"]
Fox—Pitt—Burke.

Page 67, col. 2.
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Page 97, col. 1.
“ Leman! these ñames are worthy of thy shore.” ]
Gcneva, Ferney, Copet, Lausanne.
Page 97, col. 2.

“ Romance muy doloroso del sitio y toma de
A liiama.”] The effect of the original bailad—which
existed both in Spanish and Arabic—was such, that
it was forbidden to be sung by the Moors, on pain
of dcath, within Granada.
Page 101, col. 2.
“ For the man, ‘ poor and shrewd.’ ” ]
letter.

Vide vour

ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH
REVIEWERS.
Page 112, col. 1.
* His creaking couplets in a tavern hall.”]
I mit. “ Semper ego auditor tantum ? nunquamne,
reponam,
Vexatus toties rauci Theseide Codri ? ”—
Juv. Sat. I.
Mr. Fitzgerald, facetiously termed by Cobbett the
“ Small-Beer Poet,” inflicts his annual tribute of
verse on the Literary Fund: not content with writing,
he spouts in person, after the company have imbibed
a reasonable quantity of bad port, to enable them
to sustain the operation.
Page 112, col. 1.
“ Our task complete,like Hamefs shall be free.” ]
Cid Hamet Benengeli promises repose to his pen,
in the last chapter of Don Ouixote. O h! that our
voluminous gentry would follow the example of Cid
Hamet Benengeli!
Page 112, coi. 2.
“ Fail'd to preserve the spurious farce from
shame.” ] This ingenious youth is mentioned more
particularly, with his production, in another place.
Page 112, coi. 2.
“ No matter, George continues stili to write.” ] In
the Edinburgh Review.
Page 112, coi. 2.
“ By Jeffrey’s heart, or Lambe’s Bceotian head.” ]
Messrs. Jeffrey and Lambe are the alpha and omega,
the first and last, of tlic Edinburgh Review; the
others are mentioned hereafter.
Page 113, col. 1.
“ While thesc are censors, ’t would be sin to
spare.” ]
I mit. “ Stulta est Clementia, cum tot ubique
---- occurras periturae parcere charta?.”
Juv. Sat. I.
Page 113, col. 1.
“ Tlien should you ask me, why I venture o‘er.” ]
I mit. “ Cur tamen hoc libeat potius decurrere
campo
Per quem magnus equos Auruncae flexit
alumnus:
Si vacat, et placidi rationem admittitis
edam.”
Juv. Sat. I.
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Page 113, coL 2.
“ From soaring Southey down to gi’ovelling Stott.” ]
Stott, better known in the “ Morning Post” by the
ñame of Hafiz. This personage is at present the
most profound explorer of the bathos. I remembcr,
when the reigning family left Portugal, a special
Ode of Master Stott’s, beginning t h u s Stott lo
quitur quoad Hibernia)—
“ Princely offspring of Braganza,
Erin greets thee with a stanza,” &c.
Also a Sonnet to Rats, well worthy of the subject,
and a most thundering Ode, commencing as
follows
“ Oh ! for a L ay! loud as the surge
That lashes Lapland’s sounding shore.”
Lord have mercy on us! the “ Lay of the Last
Minstrcl” was nothing to this.
Tage 113, coi. 2.
“ Thus Lays of Minstrels—may they be the last! ” ]—
See the “ Lay of the Last Minstrel,” passim. Never
was any plan so incongruous and absurd as the
groundwork of this production. The entrance of
Thunder and Lightning, prologuising to Bayes’
tragedy, unfortunately takes away the merit of
originality from the dialogue between Messieurs the
Spirits of Flood and Feli in the flrst canto. Then
we have the amiable William of Deloraine, “ a stark
moss-trooper,” videlicet, a happy compound of
poacher, shcep-stealer, and highwayman. The propriety of his magical lady’s injunction not to read
can only be equalled by his candid acknowledgment.
of his independence of the trammels of spelling,
although, to use his own elegant plirasc, “ ’t was his
neck-verse at Harribee,” i. e. the gallows.—The biography of Gilpin Horner, and the marvellous pedestrian page, who travelled twice as fast as his
master’s liorse, without the aid of seven-leagued
boots, are che/s-d'oeuvre in the improvement of
taste. For incident we have the invisible, but by
no means sparing, box on the ear bestowed on the
page, and the entrance of a knight and cliarger into
the castle, under the very natural disguise of a wain
of hay. Marmion, the hero of the latter romance,
is exactly what William of Deloraine would have
been, had he been able to read and write. The
poem was manufactured for Messrs. Constable,
Murray, and Miller, worshipful booksellers, in consideration of the receipt of a sum of money; and
truly, considering the inspiration, it is a very creditable production. I f Mr. Scott will write for hire, let
him do his best for his paymasters, but not disgrace
his genius, which is undoubtedly great, by a repetition of black-letter bailad imitations.
Page 114, col. 1.
“ And bid a long ‘ good night to Marmion.” ’]
“ Good night to Marmion
the pathetic and also
prophetic exclamation of Henry Blount, Esquire,
on the death of honest Marmion.
Page 114, col. 1.
“ The single wonder of a thousand years.”] As
the Odyssey is so closely connected with the story
of the Iliad, they may almost be classed as one
grand historical poem. In alluding to Milton and
Tasso, we consider the “ Paradise Lost,” and “ Gierusalemme Liberata,” as their standard efforts;
since neither the “ Jerusalem Conquered” of the
Italian, nor the “ Paradise Regained ” of the English
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bard, obtained a proportionate celebrity to their
former poems. Query: Which of Mr. Southey's
will survive ?
Page 114, col. 1.
“ Nextsee tremendous Thalaba come on.”] “ Thalaba,” Mr. Southey’s second poem, is written in open
dcflance of precedent and poetry. Mr. S. wished to
produce something novel, and succeeded to a
miracle. “ Joan of A rc ” was marvellous enough,
but “ Thalaba” was one of those poems “ which,” in
the words of Porson, “ will be read when Homer and
Yirgil are forgotten, but—not till then.”
Page 114, coi. 2.
“ Oh! Southey! Southey! ceasethyvaricdsong! ”J
We beg Mr. Southey’s pardon: “ Madoc disdains
the degrading title of epic.” See his preface. Why
is epic degraded ? and by whom ? Certainly the late
romaunts of Masters Cottie, Laureat Pye, Ogilvy,
Ilole, and gentle Mistress Cowley, have not exalted
the epic muse; but, as Mr. Southey’s poem “ dis
dains the appellation,” allow us to ask—has he
substituted anything better in its stead ? or must
he be content to rival Sir Richard Blackmore in
the quantity as well as quality of his verse ?
Page 114, coi. 2.
“ Thou wilt devote old women to the devii.”]
See “ The Old Woman of Berkeley,” a bailad, by
Mr. Southey, wherein an agedgentlcwoman is carried
away by Beelzebub, on a “ high-trotting liorse.”
Page 114, coi. 2.
“ *God help thee,’ Southey, and thy rcaders too.”]
The last line, “ God help thee,” is an evident plagiarism from the Anti-jacobin to Mr. Southey, on his
Dactylics.
Page 114, coi. 2.
“ And quit his books, for fear of growing double.”] Lyrical Ballads, p. 4.—“ The Tables Turned.”
Stanza 1.
“ Up, up, my friend, and ciear your looks;
Why ali this toil and trouble ?
Up, up, my friend, and quit your books,
Or surely you i l grow double.”
Page 114, coi. 2.
“ And, like his bard, confoundcd night with day.”]
Mr. W. in his preface labours hard to prove, that
rose and verse are much the same ; and certainly
is precepts and practico are strictly conformable

E

“ And thus to Betty’s qüestions he
Made answer, like a traveller bold,
The cock did crow, to-whoo, to-whoo,
And the sun did shinc so coid,” «fec.ác., p. 129.
Page 114, coi. 2.
“ To him who takes a pixy for a muse.”] Coleridge’s Poems, p. 11, “ Songs of the Pixies, i. e. Devonshire Fairies;” p. 42 we have “ Lines to a young
L a d y a n d p. 52, “ lines to a young Ass.”
Page 115, col. 1.
“ A ll hail, M.P.! from whose infernal brain.”]
“ For every one knows little Matt’s an M.P.” See
a poem to Mr. Lewis, in “ The Statesman,” supposed
to be written by Mr. Jekyll.
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Page 115, col. 1.
“ Hibernian Strangford! with thine eyes ofblue/’]
The reader, who may wish for an explanation ot
this, may refer to “ Strangford’s Camoéns,” p. 127,
note to p. 56, or to the last page of the Edinburgh
Rcview of Strangford’s Camoéns.

Page 116, col. 1.
“ To rave with Dennis, and with Ralph to rhyme. ]
Dennis the critic, and Ralph the rhymester —

Page 115, col. 1.
li By dressing Camoéns in a suit of lace ? ”] It is
also to be remarked, that the things given to the
public as poems of Camoéns are no more to be
found in the original Portuguese than in the Song
of Solomon.
Page 115, coi. 2.
“ That luckless music never triumph’d there.”]
Hayley’s two most notorious verse productions are
“ Triumphs of Temper,” and “ The Triumph of
Music.” He has also written much comedy m
rhyme, epistles, &c. &c. As he is ratlier an elegant
writer of notes and biography, let us recommend
Pope’s advice to Wycherley to Mr. H ’s consideration,
viz. “ to convert poetry into prose,” which may be
easily done by taking away the final syllable of each
couplet.
Page 115, coi. 2.
“ Sepulcliral Gralmme, pours his notes sublime.”]
Mr. Grahame has poured forth two volumes of eant,
under the name of “ Sabbath Walks ” and “ Biblical
Pictures.”
Page 115, coi. 2.
“ What merry sounds procced from Oxford bells.”]
Sce Bowles’s “ Sonnet to Oxford,” and “ Stanzas on
hearing the Bells of Ostend.”

Page 116, col. 1.
“ And link’d thee to the Dunciad for thy pains.” ]
See Bowles’s late edition of Pope's works, for wlncli
he received tlirce hundred pounds. Thus Mr. B. has
expericnced how much easier it is to profit by tlie
reputatiou of another, than to elevate his own.

Page 116, col. 1.
“ Awake a louder and a loftier strain.” ] “ Awakc
a louder,” &c., is the first line in Bowlcs's “ Spirit of
Discovery; ” a very spirited and pretty dwarf-epic.
Among other exquisite lines we have the following:
-------“ A kiss
Stole on the listningsilence, neveryet
Here heard; they trembled even as if the power,
&c. «fec.
That is, the woods of Madeira trembled to a kiss;
very much astonislied, as well they might be, at
sucli a plienomenon.
Page 116, col. 1.
“ The bard siglis forth a gentle episode.” ] The
episode above alluded to is tlie story of “ Robert a
Machín” and “ Anna d’ Arfet,” a pair of constant
lovers, who performed tlie kiss above mentioned,
that startled the woods of Madeira.
Page 116, col. 1.
“ Consuit Lord Fanny, and confide in Curii.” ]
Curii is one of the heroes of the Dunciad, and was
a bookseller. Lord Fanny is the poetica! name of
Lord Hervey, author of “ Lines to the Imitator of
Horaee."
Page 116, col. 1.
“ And do from liate what Mallet did for hire.” ]
Lord Bolingbroke liired Mallet to traduce Pope
after his dccease, because the poet had retamcd
some copies of a work by Lord Bolingbroke—tlie
“ Patriot King,” —which that splendid but malignant
genius had ordered to be destroyed.

“ Silence, ye wolves! while Ralph to Cynthia howls,
Making night hideous: answer him, ye owls! ”

Dunciad.

Page 116, coi. 2.
“ Had Cottie stili adorn’d the counter's side.” ]
Mr. Cottie, Amos, Joseph, I don't know which, but
one or botli, once sellcrs of books they did not
write, and now writers of books they do not scii,
iiave published a pair of epies—“ Alfred,” (poor
A lfrcd! Pye lias been at him too!)—“ Alfred,” and
tlie “ Fall of Cambria.”
Page 116, coi. 2.
“ Dull Maurice ali his granite weight of leaves.” ]
Mr. Maurice hath manufactured the component
parts of a ponderous quarto, upon the beauties oí
“ Richmond Hili,” and the like:—it also takes in a
charming view of Tnrnliam Green, Hammersmith,
Brentford, Old and New, and the parts adjacent.
Page 116, coi. 2.
“ May no rude liand disturb their early sleep ! ’’]
Poor Montgomery, though praised by every Englisli
Rcview, has been bitterly reviled by the Edinburgh.
After ali, the bard of Slieffleid is a man of con
siderable genius. His “ Wanderer of Switzerland
is worth a thousand “ Lyrical Ballads,” and at least
itfty “ degraded epies.”
Page 116, coi. 2.
“ Nor hunt the blood-hounds back to Arthur’s
seat?” ] Arthur’s Seat; the hili which overhangs
Edinburgh.
Page 117, coi. 1.
“ When Littlc’s icadlcss pistol met his eye.”] In
1806, Messrs. JeflVcy and Moore met at ClialkFarm. The duel was prevented by the interfcrcncc
of the magistracy; and, on examination, tlie balls
of the pistols wcrc found to have evaporated. This
incident gave occasion to much waggcry in the daily
prints.
Page 117, col. 1.
“ The other lialf pursucd its calm career."] The
Tweed here behaved with proper decorum; it
would have been highly reprehensible in tlie Englisli
half of the river to have shown the smallcst syraptom of apprehension.
Page 117, col. 1.
“ I f Jeffrey died, except within her arans."} This
displav of sympathy on the part of the Tolbooth
(the principal prison in Edinburgh), which truly
seems to have been most affected on this occasion,
is much to be commended. It was to be appreliended, that the many unhappy criminals exccuted
in tlie front might have rendered the ediflee more
callous. She is said to be of the softer sex, because
her delicacy of feciing on this day was truly femi
nine, though, like most feminine impulses, perhaps
a little selfisiL
...............
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Page 117, col. 2.
“ The traveird thane, Athenian Aberdeen.” ] His
lordship lias been much abroad, is a member of tbe
Athenian Society, and reviewer of “ Gell's Topography of Troy.”

(R ètn ercírs.

supposed, but a Bordcrer, and his ñame i3 pronounced Broom from Trent to T a y s o be it,"

Page 117, col. 2.
“ Ile r son, and vanish'd in a Scottish mist,” ] I
ouglit to apologise to the wortliy deitics for introducing a new goddess with short petticoats to their
Page 117, col. 2.
notice: but, alas! what was to be done ? I could
“ Herbert shall wield Tlior’s hammer, and some- not say Caledonia’s genius, it being well known
times.’ ] Mr. Herbert is a translator of Icelandic there is no such genius to be found from Clackand otlier poetry. One of the principal pieces is mannan to Caithness; yet, without supernatural
a “ Song on the llecovery of Thor’s Hammer:” the. agency, how was Jeffrey to be savcd ? The national
translation is a pleasant chant in the vulgar tongue, “ kelpies ” are too unpoetical, and the “ brownies ”
and endeth thus
and “ gude neighboursn (spirits of a good disposi
ción) refused to extricate him. A goddess, there“ Instead of money and rings, I wot,
fore, has been called for the purpose; and great
Tlie hammer’s bruises were lier lot.
ought to be the gratitudc of Jeffrey, seeing it is the
Thus Odin’s son his hammer got.v
only communication he ever held, or is likely to
hold, with anything lieavenly.
Page 117, col. 2.
“ Smug Sydney too thy bitter page shall scek.” ]
Page 118, col. 1.
The Rev. Sydney Smith, the rcputed author of
“ This scents its pages, and that gilds its rear.” ]
Peter PIymley’s Letters, and sundry criticisms.
Sec the colour of the back binding of the Edinburgli Review.
Page 117, col. 2.
Page 118, col. 1.
“ And classic Hallam, much rcnown’d for Greek.”]
Mr. Hallam reviewcd Payne Knight's “ Taste,” and
“ Declare his landlord can at least transíate!’ ’]
was exceedingly severe 011 some Greek verses therein. Lord Holland has translated some specimens of
It was not discovered tliat the lines were Pindar's Lope de Vega, inserted in his life of the author.
till the press rendered it impossible to cancel the Botli are bepraised by his disinterested guests.
critique, which still stands an cverlasting monu
Page 118, col. 1.
ment of Hallam’s ingcnuity.—Note added to second
edition. The said Hallam is incensed because he is
“ Reforms each error, and refines the whole.” ]
falsely accused, seeing that he ncver dinetli at Hol- Certain it is, her ladyship is suspeoted of having
land House. I f tliis be true, I am sorry—not for displayed her matcliless wit in the Edinburgli
having said so, but on his account. as I understand Review. However that may be, we know from good
his lordship’s feasts are preferaule to his com- authority that the manuscripts are submitted to
positions. I f he did not review Lord Holland’s her pcrusal—no doubt, for correction.
performance, I am glad; because it must llave been
Page 118, col. 1.
painful to read. and irksomc to praise it. I f Mr.
Hallam will tell me who did review it, the real
“ Puns, and a prince within a barrel pent.” ] In
ñame shall find a place in the text; provided, the melo-drama of Tekeli, that heroic prince is
neYertheless, the said ñame be of two ortliodox clapt into a barrel on the stage; a new asylum for
musical syllables, and will come into the verse: distressed heroes.
till tlien, Hallam must stand for want of a better.
Page 118, col. 1.
“ While Reynolds vents his ‘ dammes!’ ‘ poohs! ’
Page 117, col. 2.
and ‘ zounds! ’ ” ] A ll these are favourite expres
“ And paltry Pillans shall traduce his friend.” ] sions of Mr. Reynolds, and prominent in his
Pillans is a tutor at Eton.
comedies, living and defunct.
Page 117, col. 2.
Page 118, col. 1.
“ While gay Thalia's lucklcss votary, Lambe.” ]
“ A tragedy complete in all but words? ”] Mr. T.
The Hon. George Lambe rcviewed “ Beresford’s Sheridan, the new manager of Drury Lañe theatre,
Miseries,” and is, moreover, author of a farce stripped the tragedy of Bonduca of the dialogue,
enacted with much applause at the Priory, Stan- and exhibited the scenes as the spectacle of Caracmore; and damned with great expedition at the tacus. Was this worthy of his sire ? or of himself ?
late theatre, Covent Garden. It was entitled.
“ Wliistle for it.”
Page 118, col. 2.
“ Her flight to garnish Greenwood’s gay designs.” ]
Page 117, col. 2.
Mr. Greenwood is, we believe, scene-painter to
“ Beware lest blundering Brougham destroy the Drury Lañe theatre—as such, Mr. Skellington is
sale.” ] Mr. Brougham, in No. XXV. of the Edin- much indebted to him.
burgh Review, througliout the article concerning
Don Pedro de Cevallos, has displayed more politics
Page 118, col. 2.
than poiicy; many of the worthy burgesses of Edin“ I 11 five facetious acts comes tliundering on.” ]
burgh being so incensed at the infamous prin Mr. [afterwards Sir Lumley] Skeflington is the
cipies it evinces, as to have withdrawn their sub- illustrious author of the “ Slecping Beauty; ” and
scriptions.—Here followed in the íirst edition,— some comedies, particularly “ Maids and Backelors: ’ ’
“ Tlie líame of this personage is pronounced Broom Baccalaurii baculo magis quam lauro digni.
in tlie south, but the truly northern and musical
pronunciation is Brougii-am, in two syllables; ” but
Page 118, col. 2.
for this, Lord B. substituted in the second edition :—
“ And worship Catalani’s pantaloons.” ] Naldi
“ It sccms that Mr. Brougham is not a Piet, as I and Catalani require littlc notice; for the visage of
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the one, and the salary of the other, will enable us
long to recollect these amusing vagabonds. Besides,
we are still black and bluc from the squeeze on the
Iirst night of the lady’s appearance in trousers.
Page 119, col. 1.
“ Of vice and folly, Greville «and A rgyle! ” ] To
prevent any blunder, such as mistaking a Street for
a man, I beg leave to state that it is the institution,
and not the Duke of that ñame, which is here
alluded to. A gentleman, with whom I am slightly
acquainted, lost in the Argyle ltooms several thousand pounds at backgammon. It is but justice to
the manager in this instance to say, that some
degree of misapprobation was manifested: but why
are tlic implements of gaming allowed in a place
devoted to the society of botli sexes? A pleasant
tliing for the wives and daughters of tliose who are
blest or cursed with such connexions, to hear the
billiard-tables .rattling in one room, and the dice in
another! That this is the casc I myself can testify,
as a late unworthv member of an institution which
matcrially affccts^the morals of the liigher orders,
wliile the" lower may not even move to tlie sound
of a Labor and fiddle without a chance of indictmcnt
for riotous behaviour.
Page 119, col. 1.
“ Behold the new Petronius of the day.” ] Petro
nius, “ Arbiter elegantiarum” to Nero, “ and a very
pretty fellow in his day,” as Air. Congreve’s Oíd
Bachelor ” saith of Hannibal.
Page 119, col. 2.
“ To live like Clodius, and like Falkland falL”] I
knew the late Lord Falkland well. On Sunday
night I beheld him presiding at his own table, in all
the honest pride of hospitality; on Wednesday
morning, at three o'clock, I saw stretched beforc me
all that remained of courage, feeling, and a host of
passions. He was a gallant and successful offleer:
his faults were the faults of a sailor [those of
dissipation]—as such, Britons will forgive them.
He died like a brave man in a better cause; for bad
he fallen in like manner on the dcck of tlic frigute
to which he was just appointed, his last moments
would have been held up by his countrvmen as an
example to suececding heroes.
Page 120, col. 1.
“ From silly Hafiz up to simple Bowlcs.”] What
would he the sentiments of the Persian Anacreon,
Hafiz, could he rise from his splendid scpulchre at
Sheeraz (where he reposes witli Ferdousi and.Sadi,
the oriental Homer and Catullus), and behold lns
ñame assumed by one Stott of Dromore, the most
impudent and execrable of literary poachers for the
daily prints ?
Page 120, col. 1.
“ Lord rliymester, petit-maítre, and pamphleteer! ”] The Earl of Carlisle has latcly published an
eighteenpenny pamphlet on the State of the stage,
and ofTcrs his plan for building a new theatre. It is
to be hoped his lordship will be permitted to brmg
íonvard anything for the stage—except his own
tragedies.
Page 120, col. 1.
“ And hang a calf-skin on those recreant lines.'1]
“ Doff that lion’s hide,
And hang a calf-skin on those recreant limbs.”
S/iak. R in g John.

a n t ^»coíc0 ( R m e w e r e .

849

Lord Carlisle's works, most resplendently bound,
forin a conspicuous ornament to his book-shelves:—
“ The rest is all but leather and prunella.”
Page 120, col. 1.
“ And Mclville’s Mantle prove a blanket to o !’’]
“ Melville’s Mantle,” a parody on “ Elijali’s Mantle,”
a poem.
Page 120, col. 2.
“ Leave wondering comprehension far behind.”]
This lovelv littlc Jessica, the daughter of the noted
Jew King, seems to be a follower of the Della Crusca
school, and has published two volumes of very
respectable absurdities in rhyme, as times g o ;
besides sundry novéis in the style of the flrst edition
of the Monk."
Page 120, col. 2.
“ Chain’d to tlic signature of O. P. Q.” ] These are
the signatures of various worthies who figure in the
poctical departments of the newspapers.
Page 120, col. 2.
“ And Capel Loflt declares ’tis quite sublime.” ]
Capel Lotft, Esq, the Maicenas of shoemakers, and
prcface-writer-general to distressed versemen; a
kind of gratis accoucheur to those who wish to be
delivered of rhyme, but do not know how to bring
forth.
Page 120, col. 2.
“ Bloomfield! why not on hrother Nathan too ? ” ]
Sce Nathaniel Bloomfleld’s ode, elegy, or whatever
he or any one else chooses to cali it, on the enclosurcs of “ Honington Groen.”
Page 121, col. 1.
“ May Moorland weavers boast Pindaric skill.” ]
Yide “ Recollections of a Weaver in the Moorlands
of Staffordshire.”
Page 121, col. 1.
“ Recali the pleasing memory of the past,” ] It
would be superfluous to recall to the mind of the
reader the authors of “ The Pleasurcs of Memory”
and “ The Plcasures of Hope,” the most bcautiful
didàctic poenis in our language, if we except Pope’s
“ Essay on M an:” but so many poetasters have
started up, that even the ñames of Campbell and
Eogers aro bccomc strange.
Page 121, col. 1.
“ Bear witness, GifTord.” ] Gifford, author of the
Baviad and Mandad, the flrst satires of the day, and
translator of Juvenal.
Page 121, col. 1.
“ Sotheby.” ] Sothcby, translator of IVicland's
Olieron and Virgil’s Geórgics, and author of “ Saúl,”
an epic poem.
Page 121, col. 1.
“ Macncil.” ] Macneil, wliose poems are deservedly
popular, particularly “ Scotland’s Scaith,’ and the
“ Waes of War,” o f which ten thousand copies were
sold in one montli.
Page 121, col. 1.
«W h y slumbers Gifford? let us ask «again.” ]
Mr Gifford promised puhlicly that the Baviad and
Mamad should not be his l.ost original works: let
him remember, “ Mox in reluctantes dracones.”
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Page 121, col. 1.
“ ünhappy White! while life was in its spring.”]
Henry Kirke White died a t Cambridge, in October,
1806, in consequence of too mueh exertion in the
pursuit of studies th at would have m atured a mind
which disease and poverty could not impair, and
which death itself destroyed rather than subdued.
His poems abound in such beauties as must impress
the reader with the livelicst regret th a t so short a
period was allotted to talents which would have
dignified even the sacred functions he was destined
to assume.
Page 121, col. 2.
“ And here let Shee and Genius find a place.”]
Mr. Shee [afterwards President of the Royal
Academy], author of “ Rhymes on A rt/’ and “ Ele
ments of Art.”
Page 122, col. 1.
“ W right! ’t was thy happy lot a t once to view.”]
W alter Rodwell Wright, late cónsul-general for the
Seven Islands, is author of a very beautiful poem
just published: it is entitlcd “ Horae Ionica?,” and is*
descriptive of the isles and the adjacent coast of
Greece.
Page 122, col. 1.
“ And you, associate bards! who snatch’d to
light.”] The translators of the Anthology, Bland
and Merivale, have since published separate poems,
which evince genius th a t only requires opportunity
to attain cminencc.
Page 122, col. 1.
“ False glare attracts, but more oftends the eye.”]
The neglcct of the “ Botànic Garden ” is some proof
of returning taste. The scenery is its solc recommendation.
Page 122, col. 1.
“ Seems blessed harmony to Lamb and Lloyd.”]
Mcssrs. Lamb and Lloyd, the most ignoble followers
of Southey and Co.
Page 122, col. 1.
“ And thou, too, Scott! resign to minstrels rude.”]
By the bye, I hopc th at in Mr. Scott’s next poem,
liis liero or heroine will be less addicted to
“ Gramarye,” and more to grammar, than the Lady
of the Lay and her bravo, William of Delorainc.
Page 122, col. 2.
“ Let Stott, Carlisle, Matilda, and the rest.”]
I t may be asked, why I have censured the Earl of
Carlisle, my guardián and relative, to whom I
dedicated a volume of puerile poems a few years
ago ?—The guardianship was nominal, a t least as far
as I have been able to discover; the relationship
I cannot help, and am very sorry for i t ; but as his
lordship seemed to forget it on a very essential
occasion to me, I shall not burden my memory with
the recollection. I do not think th at personal
differences sanction the unjust condemnation of
a brother scríbbler; but I see no reason why they
should act as a preventive, when the author, noble
or ignoble, has, for a series of years, beguiled a
“ discerning públic” (as the advertisements have it)
with divers-reams of most orthodox, imperial nonsense. Besides, I do not stcp aside to vituperate the
cari: no—his works come fairly in review witli those
of other patrician literati. If, before I escaped from
my teens, I said anything in favour of his lordship’s
paper books, it was in the way of dutiful dedication,

and more from the advice of others than my own
judgmentj and I seize the flrst opportunity of
pronouncing my sincere recantation. I have lieard
that some persons conceive me to be under obligations to Lord Carlisle: if so, I shall be most particularly happy to learn what they are, and when
conferred, th a t they may be duly appreciated and
publicly acknowledged. W hat I have humbly
advanced as an opinion on his printed things, I am
prepared to support, if necessary, by quotations
l'rom elegies, eulogies, odes, episodes, and certain
facetious and dainty tragédica bearing his name
and mark
“ W hat can ennoble knaves, or fools, or cowards9
A las! not all the blood of all the Howards.”
So says Pope. A m en!
Page 123, col. 1.
“ Requires no sacred tlieme to bid us list.”] The
“ Games of Hoyle,” well known to the votaries of
whist, chess, &c., are not to be superseded by the
vagaries of his poetical namesake, whosc poem
comprised, as expressly stated in the advertisement,
all the “ plagues of Egypt.”
Page 123, col. 1.

“ Himself a living libel on mankind,”] This
person, who has lately betrayed the most rabid
symptoms of conflrmed authorship, is writer of
a poem denominated the “ A rt of Pleasing,” as
•• lucus a non lucendo,” containing little pleasantry
and less poetry. He also acts as monthly stipendiary
and collector of calumnies for the “ Satirist.” If
this unfor túnate young man would excliange the
magazines for the mathematics, and endeavour
to take a decent degree in his university, it might
eventually prove more serviceable than his present
salary.
Page 123, col. 1.
“ Oli! dark asylum of a Vandal race! ”] “ Into
Cambridgeshire the Emperor Probus transported a
considerable body of Vandals.”—Gibbon’s Decline
and Fall, vol. ii. p. 83. There is no reason to doubt
the tru th of this assertion; the breed is still in liigh
perfection.
Page 123, col. 1.
“ So lost to Phoebus, that ñor Hodgson’s verse.”]
This gentleman's name requires no praise: the man
who in translation displays unquestionable genius
may be well expccted to excel in original composition, of which, it is to be hoped, we shall soon
see a' splendid specimen.
Page 123, col. 1.
"C an make thee better, nor poor Hewsons
worse.”] Hewson Clarke, Esq., as it is written.
Page 123, coL 1.
“ And modern Britons glory in their sires.”] The
“ Aboriginal Britons,” an excellent poem. by Rich
ards.
Page 123, col. 2.
“ And oíd dame Pòrtland fills the place of Pitt.”]
A friend of mine being asked, why his Grace of
Pòrtland was likened to an old woman ? replied,
‘ he supposed it was because he was past bearing.”—
His Grace is now gathered to his grandmothers,
wherc he sleeps as sound as ever; but even his sleep
was better than his colleagues’ waking. 1811.
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Page 12S, col. 2.
“ Thence shall I stray through beauty’s native
clime.”] Georgia.
Page 123, col. 2.
“ Where Kaff is ciad in rocks, and crown’d with
snows sublime."] Mounfc Caucasus.
Page 123, col. 2.
“ Let Aberdeen and Elgin still pursue.”] Lord
Elgin would fain persuade us th a t all the figures,
with and without noses, in his stoneshop, are the
works of Phidias! “ Credat Judseus! ”
Page 123, col. 2.
“ Geli.”] Mr. Gell’s Topography of Troy and Ithaca
cannot fail to insure the approbation of every man
possessed of classica! taste, as well for the Infor
mation Mr. Geli conveys to the mind of the reader,
as for the abiiity and research the respective works
dlsplay.

HINTS FROM HORACE.
Page 125, col. 1.
“ Or low Dubost—as once the world has seen.”]—
In an English newspaper. which finds its way abroad
wherever there are Englishmen, I read an account
of this dirty dauber’s caricature of Mr. H -----as a
“ beast,” and the conseqüent action, &c. The
circumstance is, probably, too well known to require
further comment.
Page 125, col. 2.
“ To paint a rainbow, or—the river Thames.”]
“ Where puré clescription held the place of sense.”—
PorE.
Page 126, col. 1.
“ B ut coats must claim another artisan.”] Mere
common mortals werc commonly content with onc
tailor and with one bilí, but the more particular
gentlemen found it impossible to confide their lower
garments to the makers of their body clothes.
I speak of the beginning of 1809: what reform may
have since taken place I neither know, nor desire to
know.
Page 126, col. 1.
“ As P itt has furnish’d us a word or two.”]
Mr. P itt was liberal in his additions to our parliamentary tongue; as may be seen in many publications, particularly the Edinburgh Review.
Page 126, col. 2.
“ Truc, some decay, yet not a few revive.”] Old
ballads, old plays, and old women’s stories, arc at
present in as much request as old wine or new
speeches. In fact, this is the millennium of black
letter; thanks to our Hebers, Webcrs, and Scotts!
Page 127, col. 1.
“ You doubt—see Dryden, Pope, St. Patrick’s
dean.”] “ Mac Flecknoe,” the “ Dunciad,” and all
Swift’s lampooning ballads. Whatever their other
works may be, these originated in personal feelings,
and angry retort on unworthy rivals; and though
tlie abiiity of these sàtires elevates the poetical, their
poignaney detracts from the personal character of
the writers.
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Page 127, col. 1.
“ For jest and pun in very middling prose.”] With
all the vulgar applause and critica! abhorrence of
puns, they have Aristotle on their side; who permits them to orators, and gives them consequence
by a grave disquisition.
Page 127, col. 1.
“ To ‘ hollowing H otspur’ and the sceptrcd
sire.”] “ And in his car 1*11 hollow, M ortim er!”1 Henry 1 V.
Page 128, col. 1.
“ Beware—for God’s sake, don’t begin like
Bowles!”] About two years ago a young man,
named Townsend, was announced by Mr. Cumber
land, in a review (since deceased) as being engaged
: in an epic poem to be entitled “ Armageddon.” The
plan and specimen promise much; but I liope
; neither to offend Mr. Townsend, nor his friends, by
recomraending to his attention the lines of Horace
to which these rhymes allude. If Mr. Townsend
succeeds in his undertaking, as there is reason
to hope, liow much will the world be indebted
to Mr. Cumberland for bringing him before the
públic! But, till that eventful day arrives, it may be
doubted whethcr the premature display of his plan
(sublime as the ideas confessedly are) has not,—by
raising expectations too higli, or diminishing curiosity, by developing his argument,—rather incurred
the hazard of injuring Mr. Townsend’s future prospeets. Mr. Cumberland (whose talents I shall not
deprecíate by the humble tribute of my praise) and
Mr. Townsend must not suppose me actuated by
unworthy motives in this suggestion. I wisli the
author all the success he can wish himself, and shall
lie truly happy to see epic poetry weighed up from
the batnos where it lies sunken with Southey, Cottle,
Cowley (Mrs. or Abraham), Ogilvy, Wilkie, Pye, and
all the “ dull of past and present days.” Even if he
is not a Milton , he may be better than Blackmorc ;
if not a Jíomer, an Antimachus. I should deem
myself presumptuous, as a young man, in offering
advice, were it not addressed to one still younger.
Mr. Townsend has the greatest difflculties to
encounter: but in conquering them he will find
cmployment; in having conquered them, his reward. I know too well “ the scribbler’s scoff, the
crític's contum ely;” and I am afraid time will
teach Mr. Townsend to know them better. Those
who succeed, and those who do not, must bear this
| alike, and it is hard to say which have most of it.
| I trust that Mr. Townsend’s sharc will be from envy;
he will soon know mankind well enougli not to
attribute this expression to malicc.
Page 128, col. 1.
“ Diftlcile est proprie communia dicere: tuque.”]
Mde. Dacier, Mde. de Sévigné, Boileau, and others,
have left their dispute on the meaning of this
passage in a tract considerably longer than the
poem of Horace. I t is printed a t the cióse of the
eleventh volume of Madame de Sévigné’s Letters,
edited by Grouvelle, París, 1806. Presuming th at all
who can construe may venture an opinion on such
subjeets, particularly as so many who can not have
taken the same liberty, I should have held my
“ farthing candle” as awkwardly as another, liad
not my respect for the wits of Louis the Fourteenth’s Augustan siécle induced me to subjoin
these illustrious authorities. Ist, Boileau: “ 11 est
difficile de traiter des sujets qui sont à la portée de
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tout le monde d’une manière qui vous les rende | made the anachronism to set off the scene: and if
propres, ce qui s’appellc s’approprier un sujet par lie could have produced the effcct “ by making his
le tour qu’on y donne.” 2ndly. Batteux: “ Mais il heroine blue,” —I quote him—“ blue he would have
est bien difficile de donner dés traits propres et made her! ”
individuéis aux étres purement possibles.” 3rdlv,
Page 130, col. 1.
Dacicr: “ II est difficile de traiter convenablement
ces earactòres que tout le monde peut inventer.”
“ Ere scencs were play'd by many a reverend
Mde. de Sévigné’s opinion and translation, consist clerk.” ] “ The first theatrical representations, ena s of some tliirty pages, I omit, particularly as titled ‘ Mysteries and Moralities,’ were generally
M. Grouvelle observes, “ La chose est bien" re- enacted at Christmas, by monks (as the only personis
marquable, aucune de ces diverses interpretations who could read), and latterly by the clergy and
ne parait Gtre la véritable.” But, by way of comfort, students of the universities. The dramatis personsc
it seems, fifty years afterwards, “ Le lumineux were usually Adam, Pater Coelestis, Faith, Yice,”
Dumars iis ” made liis appearance, to set Horace on I &c. &c. See Warton’s History of English Poetry.
his legs again, “ dissiper tous les nuages, et concilier
tous les dissentimens; ” and some fifty years henee,
Page 130, col. 1.
somebody, still more luminous, will doubtless start
“ ?Tis strange Benvolio suffers sucli a show.” ]
up and demolish Dumarsais and bis svstem on this Benvolio does not bet: but every man who maintains
weighty affair, as if he were no better than Ptolemv i race-horses is a promoter o f all the concomitant
and Tycho, or bis comments of no more consequence i evils of the turf. Avoiding to bet is a little pliarithan astronomical calculations on tlie present ! saical. Is it an exculpation ? Ithinknot. I never
comet. I am happy to say, “ la longueur de la ; yet heard a bawd praised for chastity. because she
dissertation ” of M. D. prevenís M. G. from saying herself did not commit fornication.
any more on the matter. A better poet than Boileau,
and at least as good a scholar as Sóvigné, has said,
Page 130, coi. 2.
“ A little leaming is a dangerous thing.’
“ But find in thine, like pagan Plato’s bcd.” ]
And by this comparison of comments, it may be Under Plato’s pillow a volume of the Mimes of
perceived how a good deal may be reudered as Sophron was found the day he died.— Vide Barthéperilous to the proprietors.
lémi, De Pauw, or Diogenes Laertius, if agrceable.
De Pauw calls it a jest-book. Cumberland, in his
Pagc 128, col. 2.
Observer, terms it moral, like the savings of Publius
“ O’er Virgil’s devllish verses and his own.” ] Syrus.
Harvey, the circulator of the circulation of the
Page 130, coi. 2.
blood, used to fling away Virgil in his ecstasy of
“ Yet Chesterficld, whose polislrd pen inveighs.” ]
admiration and say, “ the book had a devil. ’ Now,
His
speech
on
the
sucli a character as I am copying would probably cloqucnt efforts. Licensing Act is one of his most
iling it away also, but rather wish tliat the devil
Page 130, coi. 2.
had the book; not from dislike to the poet, but
a well-foundcd horror of hexameters. Indeed, the
“ And ‘ Estifania’ gull her ‘ Copper’ spouse.” ]
públic school penance of “ Long and Short” is I Michael Perez, the Copper Captain, in “ Bule a
enough to beget an antipathv to poetrv for the I Wife and have a Wifc.”
residue of a man’s life, and, perhaps, so far may be
Page 130, coi. 2.
an advantage
! “ And,spite of puritans and Collier’s curse.” ] Jerry
Pagc 128, col. 2.
Collier’s controversy with Congrevc, &c. on the sub“ Unlucky Tavell! doom’d to daily cares.” ] “ In ject of the drama, is too well known to require
fandum, regina, jubes renovare dolorem.” I dare further comment.
say Mr. Tavell (to whom I mean no aftront) will
Page 130, coi. 2.
understand m e; and it is no matter whether any
“ And Simeón kicks.” ] Mr. Simeón is the very
one else does or no.—To the above events, “ quteque
ipse miserrima vidi, et quorum pars magna fui,” bully of beliefs, and castigator of “ good works.” He
ali times and ternis bear testimony.
is ably supported by John Stickles, a labourer in
the same vineyard:—but I say no more, for, according to Johnny in full congregation, “ No hopes for
Page 129, col. 1.
them as laughsf
“ Master of arts! as hells and clubs proclaim.” ]
“ Ilell,” a gaming-house so called, wliere you risk
Page 130, coi. 2.
little, and are cheatcd a good deal. “ Club,” a
“ Where Baxter only ‘ shoves.’ ” ] “ Baxter’s Sliove
pleasant purgatory, where you lose more, and are to lieavy-a—d Christians,” the veritable title of a
not supposed to be cheated at ali.
book once in good repute, and likely enough to be
so again.
Page 129, coi. 2.
Page 132, col. 1.
“ A halter'd heroine Johnson souglit to slay.” ] j
“ And keep your bushy locks a year from Blake.”
“ Irene had to speak two lines with the bow-string
As
famous
a
tonsor
as Licinus liimself, and better
round lier neck; buttheaudicncecricdout‘ Murder!’
and she was obliged to go off the stage alive.” — paid, and may, like him, be one day a senator,
having
a
better
qualification
than one half of the
Boswcll’s Johnson.
heads he crops, viz.—independence.
Page 129, coi. 2.
Page 133, col. 1.
“ Whose postscripts prate of dyeing ‘ heroines !
blue ? ’ ” ] In the postscript to the “ Castle Spectre,”
“ For poets (says this sage, and many more).” ] I
Mr. Lewis telLs us, that though blacks were unknown have not the original by me, but the ltalian trans
in England at the period of his action, yet he has i lation runs as follows:—“ E una cosa a mio credere
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molto stravagante, che un padre desideri, o permetta, che suo figliuolo coltivi e perfezioni questo
talento.” A little further on: “ Si trovano di rado
nel Parnaso le miniere d’ oro e d’ argento.” —Educazione dei F a nciu lli dei Signor Locke.”
Page 133, col. 1.
“ Is poor as Irus.” ] “ Iro pauperior: ” this is the
same beggar who boxed with Ulysses for a pound
of kid's fry, which lio lost, and half a dozen teetli
besides.—See Odyssey, b. 18.
Page 133, col. 1.
“ Or an Irish mine.” ] The Irish gold mine of
Wicklow, which yields just ore enougli to swear by,
or gild a bad guinea.
Page 133, coi. 2.
“ And double-barrels (damn them!) miss their
mark.” ] As Mr. Pope took the liberty of damning
Homer, to whom he was under great obligations—
“ And Homer (damn liim !) culis” —it may be presumed that anybody or anytliing may be damned
in verse by poetical license; and, in case of accident,
I beg leave to picad so illustrious a precedent.
Page 133, coi. 2.
“ Let Havard’s fate o’ertake him, who, for once.” ]
For the story of Billy Havard’s tragedy, see “ Davies's
Life of Garrick.” I believe it is “ Regulus,” or
“ Charles the First.” The inornent it was known
to be his the theatro thinned, and the bookseller refused to give the customary sum for the copyright.
Page 134, col. 1.
“ Or mild Eclèctics,when some,worse than Turks.” ]
To the Eclèctic or Christian Reviewers I have to
return thanks for the fervour of that charity which,
in 1809. induced them to express a hope that a thing
then published by me miglit lead to certain conscquences, which, although natural enough, surely
came but raslily from reverend lips. I refer them
to their own pages, wliere they congratulated themselves on the prospect of a tilt between Mr. Jcffrcy
and myself, from which somo great good was to
accrue, provided one or botll were knockcd on the
head. Having survived two years and a half those
“ Elegies” which they were kindly preparing to
review, I have no peculiar gusto to give tliem so
ioyful a trouble,” exeept indeed “ upon compulsión,
H a l;” but if, as David says in the “ Rivals,” it
should come to “ bloody sword and gun llghting,”
we “ won’t run, will we, Sir Lucius?” I do not
know what I had done to these Eclèctic gentlemen:
my works are tlicir lawful perquisite, to be hewn in
pieces like Agag, if it seem meet unto them: but
why they should be in such a hurry to kill off their
author, I am ignorant. “ The race is not alwavs to
the swift, nor the battle to the strong: ” and now,
as these Christians have “ smote me on one check, ’
I hold them up the other; and, in return for their
good wishes, give them an opportunity of repeating
them. Had any other set of men expressed such
sentiments, I should have smiled, and left them to
the “ recording ángel; ” but from the pharisees of
Christianity deeency might be expected. I can
assure these brethren, that, publican and sinner as
I am, I would not have treated “ mine enemy’s dog
thus.” To show them the superiority o f my brotlierly love, if ever the Reverend Messrs. Simeón or
Ramsden should be engaged in such a confiict as
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that in which they requested me to fall, I hope they
may escape with being “ winged” only, and that
Heaviside may be at hand to extract the ball.
Page 134, coi. 2.
“ From Corydon unkind Alexis turns.” ] Invenies
alium, si te hic fastidit, Alexin.
Page 135, col. 1.
“ And hark ’ye, Southey! pray—but doiTt be
vex’d.” ] Mr. Southey lias lately ticd anotlier eamstei
to Ilis tail in the “ Curse of Keliama,” maugre the
neglect of Madoc, írc., and has in one instancc had
a wonderful effcct. A litcrary friend of mine, walking out one lovely evening last summer, on the
eleventh bridge of the Paddington canal, was alanned
by the cry of “ one in jcopardy: ” he rushed along,
collected a bodv of Irish haymakers (supping on
butter-milk in an adjacent paddock), procured tliree
rdkes, one eel-spear, and a landing-net, and at last
(horresco referens) pulled out—his own publisher.
The unfortunate man was gone for ever, and so
was a large quarto whercwlth he had taken the
leap, wliich proved, on inquiry, to have been Mr.
Southey's last work. Its “ alacrity of sinking ” was
so great, tliat it lias nover since been heard of;
though some maintain that it is at this inornent
concealcd at Alderman Bircli’s pastry premises,
Cornhill. Be this as it may, the coroner’s inquest
brought in a verdict of “ Felo de bibliopola ” against
a “ quarto unknown;” and circumstantial evidence
being since strong against the “ Curse of Keliama’
(of which the above words are an exact description),
it will be tricd by its peers next session, in Grubstreet—Artliur, Alfred, Davideis, Richard Coeur de
Lion, Exodus Exodia, Epigoniad, Calvary, Fall of
Cambria, Siego of Acre, Don Roderick, and Toni
Thuinb the Great, are the names of the twclye
jurors. The judges are Pye, Bowles, and the bellman of St. Sepulchre’s. The same advocates, pro
and con, will be employcd as are now engaged in
Sir F. Burdett’s celebrated cause in the Scotch
courts. The publie anxiously await the resuit, and
ali live publishers will be subpccnaed as witncsscs —
But Mr. Southey has published the “ Curse of
Keliama,” —an inviting title to quibblers. By-the-by,
it is a good deal beneath Scott and Campbell, and
not much above Southey, to allow the booby Ballantyne to entitlo them, in the Edinburgh Annual
Register (of which, by-the-by, Southey is editor),
“ the grand poetical triumvirate of the day.” But,
on second thoughts, it can be no great degree of
praise to be the one-eyed leaders of the blind,
though they might as well keep to themselves
“ Scott's thirty thousand copies sold,” which must
sadly discomtit poor Southey's unsaleables. Poor
Southey, it should seem, is the “ Lepidus of this
poetical triumvirate. I am only surpnsed to see
him in such good company.
“ Such things, we know, are neither rich nor rare,
But wonder how the devil he came there.”
The trio are well defincd in the sixtli proposition ol
E l i d i d “ Because, in the triangles D B C, A O B,
D B is equal to A C, and B C commoli to both; the
two sides D B, B C, are equal to the two A €, C B,
each to each, and the angle D B C is equal to the
an-de A C B ; therefore, the base D C is equal to
the base A B, and the triangle D B C (Mr. Southey)
is equal to the triangle A C B, the lees to the greater,
which is absurd,” &c,—The editor of the Edinburgh
Register will find the rest of the theorem hard by
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his stabling; he has only to cross the riv e r; ’t is the
first turnpike t ’ other side “ Pons Asinorum.” *

of “ Rem ains” utterly destitute. The girl, if she
don’t take a poetical twist, and come forth as a
shoe-making
Sappho, may do well; but the “ traPage 135, col. 1.
gedies” are as rickety as if they had been the off“ Though ‘Madoc,’ with ‘ Pucelle,’ instead of spring of an Earl or a Seatonian prize poet. The
punk.”] Voltaire’s “ Pucelle” is not quite so im patrons of this poor lad are certainlv answerablo
maculate as Mr. Southey’s “ Joan of Arc,” and yet I for his e n d ; and it ought to be an indictable offence.
I ani afraid the Frenchman has both more truth ! B ut this is the least they have done: for, by a
and poetry too on his side—(they rarely go toge- refinement of barbarity, they have made the (late)
tlier)—than our patriòtic minstrel, whose first essay man posthumously ridiculous, by printing what he
was in praise of a fanatical French strumpet, whose would have had sense enough never to print himtitle of witch would be correct with the change of self. Certes these rakers of “ Remains ” come under
the first letter.
! the statute against “ resurrection men.” What
i does it signify whether a poor dear dead dunce is
Page 135, col. 1.
“ May travel back to Quito—on a trunk.”] Like to be stuck up in Surgeons’ or in Stationers’ Hali ?
j
Sir Bland Burgess’s “ R ich ard ;” tlie tenth book Is it so bad to unearth his bones as his blunders ?
of which I read a t Malta, on a trunk of Eyre’s, Is it not better to gibbet his body on a heath, than
19, Cockspur-street. lf this be doubted. I siiall buv his soul in an octavo ? “ We know what we are,
but we know not what we may b e ; ” and it is to be
a portm anteau to quote from.
hoped we never shall know, if a man who has passed
Page 135, coi. 2.
through life with a sort of éclat is to find himself
a mountebank on the other side of Styx, and made,
“ Fool on, as fluent as an Orpheus’ head.”]
like poor Blackett, the laugliing-stock of purgatory.
“ Tum quoque marmorea caput a cervice re- ; The plea of publication is to provide for the child;
vulsum,
now, might not some of this “ Sutor ultra CrepiGurgite cum medio portans CEagrius Hebrus,
dam ’s ” friends and seducers have done a decent
Volveret Eurydicen vox ipsa, et frigida lin g u a;
action without inveigling P ratt into biography?
Ah, miseram Eurydicen! anima fugiente voca- i And then his inscription split into so many modib a t;
cums!—“ To the Duchess of So-much, the Right
Eurydicen toto referebant flumine ripre.”
Hon. So-and-So, and Mrs. and Miss Somebody, these
Georgic., iv. 523. volumes are,” Ac. &c—why, this is doling out the
Page 136, col. 1.
“ soft milk of dedication ” in gills,—there is but a
“ The cobbler-laureats.”] I beg N athaniel’s par- quart, and he divides it among a dozen. Why,
Pratt,
liadst thou not a puff left ? Dost thou think
don : he is not a cobbler^ it is a tailor, but begged
Capel Lofft to sink the profession in his proface six famílies of distinction can share this in quiet ?
tq two pair of panta—p slia!—of cantos, wliicli hc There is a child, a book, and a dedication: send
wished the public to try o n ; but the sieve of a patrón the girl to lier grace, the volumes to the grocer, and
let it out, and so far saved the expense of an ad- the dedication to the devii.
vertiseinent to his country customers.—Merry’s
Page 136, col. 1.
“ Moorfields whine ” was nothing to all this. The
“ Delia Cruscans” were people of some education,
“There ’s plenty of the sort.”]—Here will Mr. Gifford
and no profession; but these Arcadians (“ Arcades allow me to introduce once more to his notice the
ambo ”—bumpkins both) send out their native non- sole survivor, the “ ultimus Romanorum,” the last
sense without the smallest alloy, and leave all the ! of the Cruscanti—“ Edwin ” the “ profound,” by our
slioes and smallclothes in the parish unrepaired, 1 Lady of Punislim ent! here he is, as lively as in the
to patch up Elegies on Enclosures, and Picans to days of “ well said Baviad the Correct.” I thouglit
Gunpowder. Sitting on a shopboard, they describe i
had been the tail of poesy; but, alas! he
the fields of battle, wlien the only blood they evcr Fitzgerald
is only the penultimate.
saw was shed from the flnger; and an “ Essay on !
AVar ” is produced by the ninth p art of a “ poet.”
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO THE EDITOR OF TIIE
“ And own th a t nine such poets made a Tate.”
M0RNING CHRONICLE.
Did Nathan ever read th at line of Pope? and if lie
“ W hat reams of paper, floods of ink,”
did, why not take it as his motto ?
Do some men spoil, who never think !
Page 136, col. 1.
And so perliaps you ’11 say of me,
Iu which your readers may agree.
“ Sing to Capel Lofft! ”] This well-meaning gentle- I
man has spoiled some excellent shoemakers, and
Stili I write on, and teli you why;
been accessory to the poetical undoing of many of
Nothing ’s so bad, you can't deny,
the industrious poor. Nathaniel Bloomfleld and
But may instruet or entertain
his brother Bobby have set all Somersetshire singing; ¡
W ithout the risk of giving pain, &c. <fec.
nor has the malady confined itself to one county.
P ratt too (who once was wiser) has caught the !
contagión of patronage, and decoyed a poor fellow
ON SOME MODERN QUACKS AND REFORMERS.
named Blackett into poetry; but lie died during :
In tracing of the human mind
the operation, leaving one child and two volumes !
Through all its various courses,
Though strange, ’t is true, we often find
* This Latm has sorely puzzled the Universifcy of
I t knows not its resources:
Edinburgh. Ballantyne said it meant the “ Bridge of I

Benvick,” but Southey claimed it as half English; Scott
swore it was the “ Brig o’ Stirling:” he had ju st passed
t wo king Jameses and a dozen Douglases over it. At last
it was decided by Jeffrey that it meant nothing more
nor less than the counter of Archy Constable’s shop.”
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And men through life assume a p art
For which no talents they possess,
Yet wonder that, with all their art,
They meet no better with success, Ac. Ac.

Qloíí0 io tU Curse of Qllm em , ani i (te Q3)a% .
Page 136, coi. 2.
“ If you will brecd this bastard of your brains.” ]
Minerva being the first by Jupiter’s liead-piece, and
a varietv of equally unaccountable parturitions upon
earth, síich as Madoc, &c. &c.
Page 137, col. 1.
“ And furnish food for critics, or their quilis.”
“ A crust for the critics.”—Bayes,in the “ReliearsaV’
Page 137, col. 1.
“ As yawning waiters fly.”] And the “ waiters”
are the only fortunate people who can “ fly ” from
tlie m ; all tlie rest, viz. the sad subscribers to the
“ Literary Fund,” being compelled, by courtesy, to
sit out the recitation without a hope of exclaiming,
“ Sic ” (tliat is, by choking Fitz. with bad wine, or
worse poetiy) “ me servavit Apollo! ”
Page 137, coi. 2.
“ *To die like Cato/ leapt into the Thames! ”J On
his tablc were found these words: “ W hat Cato did,
and Addison approved, cannot be wrong.” But
Addison did not “ approve ; ” and if he had, it would
not liave mended the m atter, He had invited his
claugliter on the same water-party; but Miss Budgell,
by some accident, escaped this last paternal attention. Thus feli the sycophant of “ Atticus,” and tlie
enemy of Pope.
Page 137, coi. 2.
“ Dosed with vile drams on Sunday he was
found.”] I f “ dosed with,” &c. be censured as low,
I beg leave to refer to the original for something
stili low er; and if any reader will translate “ Minx
erit in patrios cineres.” Ac. into a decent couplet,
1 will insert said couplet in lieu of the present.
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Page 139, col. 2.
“ When Venus lialf avenged Minerva’s sliame.”]
His lordship’s ñame, and that of one who no longer
bears it, are carved conspicuously on the Parthenon;
above, in a part not far distant, are the to ra remnants of the basso-relievos, destroyed in a vain
attempt to remove them.
Page 139, col. 2.
“ And well I know within th a t bastard land.”]
“ Irish bastards,” according to Sir Callaghan O’Brallaghan.
Page 140, col. 1.
“ And own himself an infant of fourscore.”] Mr.
West, on seeing the “ Elgin Collection ” (I suppose
we shall hear of the “ Abershaw” and “ Jack Sheppard ” collection) declared himself “ a mere tyro ”
in art.
Page 140, col. 1.
“And marvel a t his lordship’s ‘stone shop ’ there.”]
Poor Cribb was sadly puzzled when the marbles were
first exliibited a t Elgin House; he asked if it was
not “ a stone shop ? ”—He was rig h t; it is a shop.
Page 141, col. 1.
“ ‘Blest paper credit; ’ who shall daré to sing ? ”]
“ Blest paper c re d it! last and best supply,
That lends Corruption lighter wings to fly.”—
P ope .

Page 141, col. 1
“ And pirates barter all th a t ’s left behind.”] The
Deal ana Dover traftickers in specie.

THE WALTZ.
THE CURSE OF MINERVA.
Page 138, col. 1.
“ T hat closed their m urder’d sage’s la test d a y ! ”]
Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before
sunset (the hour of execution), notwithstanding tlie
entreaties of his disciples to wait till the sun went
down.
Page 138, col. 2.
“ The queen of night asserts her silent reign.”]
The twilight in Greece is much shorter than in our
own country; the days in winter are longer, but in
sumiller of less duration.

Page 143, col. 1.
“ 31use of the many-twinkling feet! whose charms.”]
“ Glance their many-twinkling feet.”—Gray.

Page 143, col. 1.
“ O11 Hounslow's heath to rival Wellesley’s fame.”]
To rival Lord Wcllcsley’s, or his nephew’s, as the
reader pleases:—the one gained a pretty woman,
whora he deserved, by fighting for, and the other
has been fighting in the Peninsula many a long day,
“ by Shrewsbury dock,” without gaining anytliing in
that country but the title of “ the Great Lord,”
and “ the L o rd ;” which savours of profanation,
having been hitherto applied only to that Being to
whom “ Te Deums ” for carnage are the rankest
blasphemy —I t is to be presumed the general will
Page 138, col. 2.
one day return to his Sabine farm : there
“ The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk.”] The
“ To tame the genius of the stubborn plain,
kiosk is a Turkish summer-liouse; the palm is
Almost as quickly as he conquer'd S p a in ! ”
without the present walls of Athens, not far from
tlie Temple of Theseus, between which and the tree
The Lord Peterborough conquered continents in
the wall intervenes. Cephisus’ stream is indeed a suinm er; we do more—we contrive both to conscanty, and llissus has no stream a t all.
quer and lose them in a shorter season. If the “Great
Lord’s ” Cincinnation progress in agricultura be 110
Page 139, col. 1.
speedier than the proportional average of time in
“ These Cecrops placed, this Pericles adorn'd.”] Pope’s couplet, it will, according to the farmer’s
This is spoken of tlie city in general, and not of the proverb, be “ ploughing with dogs.”
By-the-by—one of this illustrious person's new
Acrópolis in particular. The temple of Júpiter
Olympius, by some supposed the Pantheon, was titles is forgotten—it is, however, worth rememberíhíished by H ad rian ; sixteen columns are standing, ing—“ Salvador del m undo! ” credite, posteri! If
this be the appellation annexed by the inhabitants
of tlie most beautiful marble and architecture.
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o f the Peninsula to thc ñame of a man who has not
yet saved them —query—arc they worth saving, even
m this world ? for, aecording to the mildest modincations of any Cliristian creed, those three words
raake the odds much against them in the next—
Saviour of the world” quotha!—it were to be
wished that he, or any one else, could save a còrner
lfcT llis country. Yet this stupid niisnomcr, althougli it shows the near connexion between superstition and impicty, so far has its use, that it proves
there can be little to dread from those Catholics
(inquisitorial Catholics too) who can confer such an
appellation on a Protestant. I suppose next year
he will be entitled the “ Virgin Mary: ” if so, Lord
George Gordon himself would liave nothing to
object to such liberal bastards of our Lady of
Babylon.
J
Page 143, col. 2.
“ While unburnt Moscow yet had news to scnd.” ]
Ihe patriòtic arson of our amiablc allies cannot
be sufficiently comniended—nor subscribed for.
Amongst other details omitted in the various
despatches of our eloqüent ambassador, he did not
stote (being too much occupied with the exploits
of Colonei C---- , in swimming rivers frozen, and
gallopmg over roads impassable) that one entire
province perished by famine in the most melaneliolv
manner, as foliows :—In General Rostopchin’s con
summate conflagraron, the consumption of tallow
«and train oil was so great, that the market was
madequate to the demand : and thus one hundred
and thirty-three thousand persons were starved to
death, by being reduced to wholesome diet! The
lamplighters of London liave since subscribed a pint
(of oil) a piece, and the tallow-chandlers liave unanimously voted a quantity o f best moulds (four to
the pound), to the relief of the surviving Scjthians :
the scarcity will soon, by such excrtions, and
a proper attention to the (jiuility ratiier t'iaii the
quantity of provisión, lie totally alleviated It is
said, in return, that the untouched ükraine has
subscribed sixty thousand beeves for a day’s mcal
to our suffering manufacturers.
Page 114, col. 2.
. “ G 11.1 Egypt’s Almas—tantalising group.’'] Danc
ing giris—who do for hire what Waltz dotli gratis.
Page 144, col. 2.
“ Goats in their visage, ivomen in their shape ” 1 It
cannot bc complatncd now.asin the LadyBaussftrc’s
tune ot the ‘ bieur de la Croix,” that there be “ no
wlmkers; ’ but how far these are indications of
valour m thc ileld, or clsewhere, may still be
qüestionable. Much may be, and hath been, avouched on botií sides. In the olden time philosophers
had wluskers, and soldiers none—Scipio himself
was shaven—Hannibal thought his one eye handsome enough without a beard; but Adrián, the
emperor, wore a beard (having warts on bis chin
which neither the limpress Sabina nor even thc
courtiers could abide)—Turcnne had whiskers, Marlborough none—Buonaparte is unwhiskered, thc
Regent whiskered; “ arcjal" greatness of mind and
whiskers may or may not go togcther; but ccrtainly
the different occurrenecs, since the growtli of the
Iast mentioned, go furthcr in behalf of whiskers
tnan tne anathema of Anselm did against long liair
in the reign of Hcnry I.—Formerly red was a
íavoimte colour. See Lodowick Barrey's comedy
of Ilam Alley, 1661; Act I. Scene I.
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“ Taffeta. Now for a wager—What coloured
beard comes next by the window ?
“ Adriana. A black man’s, I think.
“ Taffeta. I think not so: I think a red, for that
is most in fashion.”
There is “ nothing new undcr thc sun; ” but red,
tlicn a favourite, has now subsided into a favourite's
colour.
Page 145, col. 1.
“ The court, the Regent, likc herself were new.” ]
An anachronism—Waltz and the battle of Austerlitz
are bcforc said to liave oponed the ball together ;
the bard means (if he means anything), Waltz was
not so much in vogue till the Regent attained the
acmé of his popularity. Waltz, the comet, whiskers,
and the new government, illuininated heaven and
earth, in all their glory, much about the same time:
of these the comet only has disappeared; the otlier
three continue to astonish us still.—P rin te r’s D evil
Page 145, col. 1.
“ New coins (most new) to follow those that fled.” ]
Amongst others a new nincpence—a creditable coin
now fortheoming, worth a pound, in paper, at the
fairest calculation.
Page 145, col. 1.
“ Each new, quite new—(except some ancient
tricks).” ]
“ Oh that right should thus overeóme m ight/”
Who does not remember the “ delicate investigation”
in the “ Merry Wives of Windsor ?
ilFord. Pray you, come near; if I suspect without
cause, why tlien make sport at m e; then let me be
your jest; I deserve it. How now ? wliither bear
you this ?
“ Mrs. Ford. What have you to do whither they
bear it ?—you were best meddle with buck-washing.”
Page 145, col. 1.
“ So saith the muse: my ----- , what say you?” ]
The gentle, or ferocious, reader may fill up the
blank as he picases—there are scveral dissyllabic
ñames at his Service (being already in the Regent’s ) :
it would not be fair to back any peculiar initial
against the alphabet, as every month will add to
the list now entered for thc sweepstakes;—a distinguished consonant is said to be the favourite,
much against the wishes of the knowing ones.

Page 145, col. 1.
“ That spot where hearts were once supposcd to
be.” ] “ We have clianged all that,” says the Mock
Doctor—’t is all gone — Asmodeus knows where.
After all, it is of no great importance how women’s
hearts are disposed o f ; they have nature’s privilege
to distribute them as absurdly as possible. But
there arc also some men with hearts so thoroughly
had, as to remind us of those phenomena often
mentioned in natural history; viz. a mass of solid
stone—only to be opened by forcé—and when divided,
you discover a toad in the centre, lively, and witL
the reputation of being venomous.
Page 145, col. 2.
“ I f *nothing follows all this palming work ? ’ ”]
In Turkey a pertinent, liere an impertinent and
superfluous, question—literally put, as in the text,
by a Persian to Morier, on seeing a Waltz in Pera.—
y ide Morier’s Travels.
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THE BLUES.
Page 150, col. 1.
“ Ink. I shan’t go so far—I can have them at
Grange’s.” ] Grange is or was a famous pastry-cook
and fruiterer in Piccadilly.
Page 151, col. 1.
“ I feel so elàstic—‘ so buoyant—so buoyant! ’ ” ]
Fact from life, with the words.

THE VISION OF JUDGMENT.
Page 164, col. 1.
“ Reviewing * the ungentle craft,’ and then.” ] See
“ Life of Henry Kirke White.”
Page 164, col. 1.
“ Like King Alfonso. When I thus see double.” ]
Alfonso, speaking of the Ptolomean system, said that
“ had he been consultcd at the creation of the world,
he would have spared the Maker some absurdities.”
Page 164, col. 2.
“ Like liglitning, off from his ‘ melodious twang.* ” ]
Sec Aubrey’s account of the apparition which dis
appeared “ with a curious perfume, and a most
melodious twang ; ” or see the “ Antiquary,” vol. i.
p. 225.
Page 164, col. 2.
“ For all corrupted things are buoy'd likc corks.” ]
A drowned body lies at the bottom till rotten; it
then floats, as most people know.

THE AGE OF BRONZE.
Page 167, col. 2.
“ Hear! hear Prometheus from his rock appeal.” ]
I refer the reader to the first address of Prometheus
in .Eschylus, when he is left alone by his attendants,
and before the arrival of the chorus of Sea-nymplis.
Page 169, col. 1.
“ The knife of Arragon, Toledo's Steel.” ] The
Arragonians are peculiarly dexterous in the use of
this weapon, and displayed it particularly in former
French wars. *
Page 170, col. 1.
“ Many an old woman, but no Catherine.” ] The
dexterity of Catherine extricated Peter (called the
Great by courtesy), when surrounded by thc Mussulmans on thc banks of the river Prnth.
Page 171, col. 1.
“ That nose, the liook where he suspends the
world! ” ]
“ Naso suspendit adunco.*’—I I orace.
The Roman applies it to one who merely was imperious to his acquaintance.
Page 173, col. 1.
“ There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs.”j Monsieur Chateaubriand, who has not forgotten the author in the minister, rcceived a liandsome
compliment at Verona from a literary sovereign:

efc.
“ A h ! Monsieur C., are you related to that Cha
teaubriand who—who—who has written something'!-"
(écrit quelque chose!) It is said that the author
of Atala repentcd him for a moment of his legitimacy.

CHILDE HAROLD’S
PILGRIMAGE.
Page 176, col. 1.
“ Y es! sigh’d o ’er Delphi’s longdcserted shrine.” ]
The little village of Castri stands partly on the site
of Delphi. Along the patli of the mountain, from
Chrysso, are the remains o f sepulchres hewn in and
from the rock:—“ One,” said the guide, “ of a king
who broke his neck nunting.” His majesty had
certainly choscn the fittest spot for such an achievement. A little above Castri is a cave, supposed the
Pythian, of immense depth; the upper part of it is
paved, and now a cowhouse. On the other side of
Castri stands a Greek monastery; some way above
which is the clcft in the rock, with a range of caveras
difficult of ascent, and apparently leading to the
interior of thc mountain; probably to the Corycian
Cavem mentioned by Pausanias. From this part
descend the fountain and the “ Dews of Castalie.’’
Page 179, col. 2.
“ And rest yc at ‘ Our Lady’s house of woe.’ ” ] The
convent of ‘“ Our Lady of Punishment,” Nossa
Señora de Pena, on the summit of the rock. Below,
at some distance, is the Cork Convent, where St.
Honorius dug his den, over which is his cpitapli.
From the liilís, the sea adds to the beauty of the
view.—Note to 1st Edition. Since the publication
of this poem, I have been informed [by W alter Scott]
of the misappreliension of the term Nossa Señora
de Pena. It was owing to the want of the tilde or
mark over the » , which alters the signification of
the word: with it, Peña signifles a rock; without
it. Pena has the sense I adopted. I do not think
it necessary to alter the passage; as tliough the
cominon acceptation affixed to it is “ Our Lady of
the Rock,” I may well assume the other sense from
the severities practised there.—Note to 2nd Edition.
Page 180, col. 1.
“ Throughout this purple land, where law secures
not life.” ] It is a well-known fact, that in the year
1809, the assassinations in the streets of Lisbon and
its. vicinity were not conflned by the Portuguesc to
their countrymen ; but that Englislimen were daily
butehered: and so far from redress being obtained,
we were requested not to interfere if we perceived
any compatriot defending himself against his allies.
I was once stopped in the way to the theatre at
eight o’clock in the evening, when the streets were
not more empty than they generally arc at that
liour, opposite to an open shop, and in a carriage
with a friend : had we not fortunately been armed,
I have not the least doubt that we should liave
“ adorned a tale ” instead of telling one.
Page 180, col. 1.
“ Behold the hall where chicfs were late convened! ” ] The Convention of Cintra was signed in
the palace of the Márchese Marialva.
Page 181, col. 1.
“ But liere the Babylonian whore hath built.” ]
The extent of Mafra is prodigious; it contains a
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palacc, convent, and most superb church. The six i of Parnassus, now called Atanvpá (Liakura), Dec.
òrgans are the most beautiful J ever beheld. in point 1809.
<>f dccoration: we did not hear them, but were told
Page 185, col. 2.
that tlieir tones were correspondent to their snlen“ Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient
dour. Mafra is termed the Escurial of Portugal.
days.” ] Seville was the Hispalis of the Romans.
Page 181, col. 2.
Page 186, col. 1.
“ ’Twixt llim and Lusian slave, the lowest of the
“ Ask ye, Boeotian shades! the reason why ? ” ] This
low. J As I found the Portuguese, so I have characterized them. That they are since improved, at was written at Thebes, and consequently in the best
lcast in courage, is evident. The late exploits of situation for asking and answering such a question ;
Lord Wellington have effaced the follies of Cintra. not as the birthplace of Pindar, but as the capital
He has. indeed, done wonders: he has, pcrhaps, ¡ of Boeotia, where the first riddle was propounded
changed the character of a nation, reconciled rival i and solved.
superstitions, and baffled an enemy who never rePage 188, col. 1.
treated before his predecessors— 1 8 1 2 .
Full from the fount of Joy’s delicious springs.” ]
Page 181, col. 2.
“ Medio de fonte leporum
Surgit amari aliquid quod in ipsis lloribus angat.”
“ That dyed thy mountain streams with Gothic
Luc.
gore?” ] Count Julian’s daughter, the Helen of
Page 188, coi. 2.
Spain. Pelagius preserved his independence in the
fastnesses of the Asturias, and the descendants of
“ A traitor only feli beneath the feud.” ] Alluding
lns followers. after some centuries, completcd their to the conduct and death of Solano, the governor
struggle by the conquest of Granada.
of Cádiz, in May, 1809.
Page 183, col. 2.
Page 189, col. 1 .
“ No! as he speeds, he chants ‘ Viva el R e y !’ ” ] t.
^ar *s süll the cry, ‘ War even to the
Viva el Rey Femando! ” Long live King Ferdi- kmfe. ]
War to the knife.” Palafox's answer
nand! is the chorus of most of the Spanish patriòtic to the Frendi general at the siege of Saragoza.
songs. They are chiefly in dispraise of the old King
Charles, the Queen, and the Prince of Peace. I
Page 189, coi. 2.
have heard many of them: some of the airs are
“ And thou, my friend!—since unavailing woe.” ]
beautiful. Godoy, the Principe de la Paz, of an Ihe Honourable John Wingfield of the Guards, who
ancient but decayed family, was born at Badajoz, died of a fever at Coimbra (May 14,1811). I had
on the frontiers of Portugal, and was originally in known him ten years, the better half of his life, and
the rank8 of the Spanish guards; till his person the happiest part of mine. In the short spacc of
attracted the queen’s eyes, and raised him to the One month I have lost her who gave me being, and
dukedom of Alcudia, &c. &c. It is to this man that most of those who had made that being tolerable.
the Spaniards universally impute the ruin of their To me the lines of Young are no fiction:
country.
“ Insatiate archer! could not one sufilce ?
Page 183, col. 2.
Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was
“ Which telis you whom to shun and whom to
slain,
greet. ] The rcd cockade, with “ Fernando Septimo ”
And
thrice ere thrice yon moon had ffll’d her
in the centre.
horn.”
Page 184, col. 1 .
I should have ventured a verse to the memory of
“ The ball-piled pyramid, the ever-blazing match.” ] the late Charles Skinner Matthews, Fellow of DoViiA ll who have seen a battery will recollect the pvra- ing College, Cambridge, were lie not too much
midal form in which shot and shells arc piled. The above ali praisc ofmlne. His powers ofmind,shown
Sierra Morena was fortified in every deílle through in the attainment of greater honours, against the
which I passed in my way to Seville.
ablest candidates, than those of anv gradúate on
record at Cambridge, have sufficiently established
Page 184, col. 2.
his fame on the spot where it was acquired; while
“ Foird by a woman’s hand, before a batter’d his softer qualities live in the recolfection of friends
wall? ] Such were the exploits o f the Maid of who Ioved him too well to envy his superiority.
Saragoza, who by her valour elevated hersclf to the
highest rank of heroines. When the author was at
Page 190, col. 1.
Seville, she walked daily on the Prado, decorated
“ And is, despite of war and wasting fjre.” ] Part
with raedals and orders, by command of the Junta.
of the Acrópolis was destroyed by the explosión of
a magazine during the Venetian siege.
Page 184, col. 2.
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his
Page 190, col. 1 .
touch.” ]
“ That thoughts of thee and thinc on polish’d
“ Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo
breasts bestow.” ] AVe can all feel, or imagine, the
A^estigio demonstrant mollitudinem.”—A ul. Gel. regret with which the ruins of cities, once the capi
tals of empires, are beheld: the reflections suggested
Page 185, col. 1 .
by such objeets arc too trite to require recapitula“ Match me, ye harems of the land I where now ” 1 tion. But never did the littleness of man, and the
lilis stanza was written in Turkey.
vanity of his very best virtucs, of patriotism to exalt,
and of valour to defend, his country, appear more
Page 185, col. 1 .
eonspieuous than in the record of what Athens
“ Ohjthou Parnassus! whom I now survev.” These was, and the certainty o f what she now is. This
stanzas were written in Castri (Delphos), at the foot i theatre of contention betwcen mighty factions, of
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uhe struggles of orators, the exaltation and deposition of tyrants, the triumph and punishment of
generals, is now become a scene of petty intrigue
and perpetual disturbance, betwcen the bickering
agents of certain British nobility and gentry. “ The
wild fox es, the owls and serpents in the ruins of
Babylon,” were surely less degrading than such
inhabitants. The Turks have the plea of conquest
for their tyranny, and the Greeks have only suíiered
the fortune of war, incidental to the bravest; but
how arc the mighty fallen, when two painters contest the privilege of plundering the Parthenon, and
triumph in turn, according to the tenor of eacli
succeeding firman! Sylla could but punish, Philip
subdue, and Xerxes burn Athens; but it remained
for the paltry antiquariam and his despicable agents,
to render lier contemptible as himself and his pursuits. The Parthenon, before its dcstruction, in
part, by fire during the Venetian siege, had been
a temple, a church, and a mosque. In eacli point
of view it is an object of regard: it changed its worshippers; but still it was a place of worship thrice
sacred to devotion: its violation is a triple sacrifice.
But—
“ Man, proud man,
Drest in a little brief authority,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high Heaven
As make the àngels weep.”
Page 190, col. 2.
“ Far on the solitary shore he sleeps.” ] It was
not always the custom of the Greeks to burn their
dead; the greater Ajax, in particular, was interred
entire. Almost all the chiefs becamc gods after
their decease; and he was indeed neglected, who
had not annual games ncar his tomb, or festivals
in honour of his memory by his countrymen, as
Achilles, Brasidas, &c., and at last even Antinous,
whose death was as heroic as his life was infamous.
Page 191, col. 1.
“ Here, son of Saturn ! was thy fav’ritc throne.” ]
The temple of Jupiter Olympius, of which sixteen
columns, entirely of marblc, yet survive; originally
tliere were one hundred and íifty. These columns,
liowever, are by many supposed to have belonged to
the Pantheon.
Page 191, col. 1.
“ And bear these altars o’er the long-reluctant
brine.” ] The ship was wrecked in the Archipelago.
Page 191, col. 2.
“ To rive what Goth, and Turk, and Time hath
spared.” ] A t this moment (January 3, 1810), besides what has been already deposited in Loñdon,
an Hydriot vessel is in the Pyneus to receive every
portable relie. Thus, as I heard a young Greek
observe, in common with many of his countrymen—
for, lost as they arc, they yet feel on this occasion—
thus may Lord Elgin boast of having ruined Athens.
An Italian painter of the first eminence, named
Lusieri, is the agent of devastation; and like the
Greek finder of Verres in Sicily, who followed the
same profession, he has proved the able instrument
of plunder. Betwcen this artist and the French
Consul Fauvel, who wislies to rescue the remains
for his own government, there is now a violent
dispute concerning a car employed in their conveyance, the wlieel of which— 1 wish they were botli
broken upon i t !—has been locked up by the Consul,
and Lusieri has laid his complaint before the Waywode. Lord Elgin has been extremely happy in his
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choice of Signor Lusieri. During a residence of ten
years in Athens, he never had the curiosity to proceed as far as Sunium (now Cape Colonna), till he
accompanied us in our second excursión. Howcvcr,
his works, as far as they go, are most beautiful;
but they are almost all unfinished. While lic and
his patrons confine thcmselves to tasting medals,
appreciating cárneos, sketching columns, and cheapening gems, their little absurdities are as harmloss
as insect or fox-liunting, maiden specchifying, barouche-driving, or any such pastime; but when they
carry away thrce or four shiploads of the most
valuable and massy relies that time and barbarism
have Icft to the most injured and most celebrated
of cities: when they destroy, in a vain attempt to
tear down, those works which have been the admiration of ages, I know no motive which can excuso,
no name which can designate, the perpetrators of
this dastardly devastation. It was not the least of
the crimes laid to the charge of Verres, that he had
plundered Sicily, in tlic manner since imitated at
Athens. The most unblushing impudence could
bardly go further than to afiix the name of its
plunderer to the walls of the Acrópolis; while the
wanton and useless defacement of the wliole range
of the basso-relievos, in one compartment of the
temple, will never permit that name to be pronounced by an observer without execration.
On this occasion I speak impartially: I am
not a collector or admirer of collections, conse
quently no rival; but I have some carly prepossession in favour of Grecce, and do not think tht
honour of England advanccd by plunder, whether
of India or Attica.
Another noble Lord has done better, because he
has done less: but some others, more or less noble,
yet “ all honourable men,” have done best, because,
after a deal of excavation and execration, bribery
to the Waywode, mining and countermining, they
have done nothing at all. We had such ink-shed,
and wine-shed, which almost ended in bloodshed!
Lord E.’s “ prig ” —see Jonathan Wild for the delinition of “ priggisin ” — quarrelled with another
Gropius* by name (a very good name too for his
business), and muttered something about satisfaction, in a verbal answer to a note of the poor Prussian:
this was stated at table to Gropius, who laughed,
but could cat no dinner afterwards. The rivals
were not reconciled when I left Greece. I have
reason to remember their squabble, for they wantcd
to make me their arbitrator.
Page 191, col. 2.
“ Yet felt some portion of their mother's pains.” ]
I cannot resist availing myself of the permission of
my friend Dr. Clarke, whose name requires no
comment with the públic, but whose sanction will
* This Sr. Gropius was employed by a noble Lord for
the sole purpose of sketching, in which he excels; but I
am sorry to say, that he has, through the abused sanction
of that most respectable name, been treading at humble
distance in the steps of Sr. Lusieri.—A shipful of his trophies was detained, and I believe confiscated, at Constantinople, in 1810. I am most liappy to be now enabled to
state, that “ this was not in his bond; that he was
employed solely as a painter, and that his noble patrón
disavows all connexion with him, except as an artist. It
the error in the first and second edition of this poem has
given the noble Lord a moment’s pam, I am very sorry
for i t : Sr. Gropius has assumed for years the name of his
agent; and though I cannot much condemn myself for
sharing in the mistake of so many, 1 am liappy in being
one of the first to be undeceived. Indeed, I have as
much pleasure in contradicting this as I felt regret in
stating it .— N o te to t h ir d edition.
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add tonfold iveight to my testimony, to insert tile
follmving extract from a very obiiging letter of his
to me, as a note to the above l i n e s “ When the
last of the Metopes ivas taken from the Parthenon,
and, in moving of it, great part of the superstructure
" ith one of the triglyphs ivas thrown down by the
ivorkmen whom Lord Elgin emploved, the Disdar,
who beheld the mischief doneto tile building, took
his pipe from his moutk, dropped a tear, and, in a
suppücating tone of voice, said to Lusieri. Te'Aos !—
I ivas present.” The Disdar alluded to ivas tlic father
ot the present Disdar.
Pago 191, col. 2.
" Stern Alario and Havoo on their ivay ? ”] According to Zosimus, Minerva and Achilles frightened
Alario from the Acrópolis; but others relate that
the Gothic king ivas nearlv as mischievous as the
Scottish peer.—See Chandler.
Page 192, col. 1 .
‘•The ivell-reeved guns, the netted canopy.”] To
prevent blocks or splinters from falling ¿n deck
during action.
Page 193, col. 2.
“ Bnt not in silence pass Calypso’s isles.”l Goza
is said to have bcen the island of Calypso.
. Page 195, col. 1.
“ Land of Albania! let me bend mine eyes” l
Albania comprises part of Macedonia, Illyria
Chaonia, and Epirus. Iskander is the Turkish’
ivord for Alexander; and the celebrated Seanderbeg (Lord Alexander) is alluded to in the tliird and
fourth lines of the tliirty-eighth stanza. I do not
knoiv whether I am corrcct in making Scandcrbeg
the countryman o f Alexander, ívlio ivas born at
Pella in Macedón, but Mr. Gibbon terms liim so
and adds Pyrrhus to the list, in speaking of bis
cxploits.
Of Albania Gibbon remarles that a country
“ within sight of Italy is less knoivn than the
Interior of America.” Circumstances, of little consequence to mention, led Mr. Hobhouse and myself
into that country before we visited any other part
of the Ottoinan dominions; and with the exccption
of Major Leake, then offlcially resident at Joannina
no other Englishmen have ever advanced beyond
tile capital into the interior, as that gentleman
very lately assured me. A li Pacha ivas at that
time (October, 1809) carrying on ivar against Ibrahim Pacha, whom he had driven to Berat, a strong
fortress, wílich he ivas then besieging: on our
arrival at Joannina ive ivere invited to Tepaleni
iiis highness’s birthplace, and favonrite Scrai only
one day’s distance from Berat; at thisjuncture the
l izier had made it his head-quarters. After some
stuy in the capital, ive accordingly followed; but
though furaished with cvery accommodation, and
cscortcd by one of the Vizier’s secretaries we wero
nnie days (on account of the rains) in accomplishíng a journey ivhich, on our return, barely occupied
four. On our route we passed two cities, Argyrocastro and Libochabo, apparently little inferior to
1 anina in size; and no pencil or pen can ever do
¡ustice to tile scenery in the vicinity of Zitza and
Delvinachi, the frontier village of Epirus and
Albania Proper.
On Albania and its inhabitants I am unwilling to
¡lescant, because this ivill be done so much better
by my fellow-traveller, in a ivork which may probably precede this in publication, that I as little
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wish to folloiv as I ivould to anticipate him. But
some feiv observations are necessary to the text.
The Arnaonts, or Albanese, struck me forciblv bv
their resemblance to the Highlanders of Scotland,
in dress, figure, and manner of living. Their very
mountams seemed Caledonian, with a kirider cli
mate. The kilt, though white; the spare, active
form; their dialect, Celtic in its sound, and their
hardy habits, all carried me back to Morven. No
nation are so detested and dreaded by their neiglibours as the Albanese; the Greeks hardly regard
them as Christians, or the Turks as Moslems; and
in fact they are a mixture of both, and sometimes
neither. Their habits are predatory—all are armed;
and the red-shaivled Arnaouts, tlie Montenegrins,
Chimariots, and Gegdes, are treaeherous; the others
differ somewhat in garb, and essentiallv in cha
racter. As far as my own expcrience gócs, I can
speak favourably. I ivas attended by two, an Infidel
and a Mussulman, to Constantinople and everv
other part o f Turkcy which carne ivithin my observation; and more faithful in peril, or indefátigable
in Service, are rarely to be found. The Infidel ivas
named Basilius, the Moslem, Dervish Tahiri; the
former a man of middle age, and the latter about
my own. Basili ivas strictly charged by A li Pacha
in person to attend us; and Dervish ivas one of
firty who accompanied us tlirough the forests of
Acarnania to the banks of Achelous, and onward to
Messalonghi in -Etolia. There I took him into my
own Service, and never had oceasion to repent it till
tlie moment of my departure.
When, in 1810, after the departure of my friend
Mr. Hobhouse for England, I ivas seized with a
severe fever in the Morea, these men saved my life
by frightening away my physician, ivhosc throat tlicv
threatened to cut if I ivas not curecl within a giveñ
time. To this consolatory assurance of posthumous
retribution, and a resolute rcfusal of Dr. Bomanclli’s prescriptions, I attributed my rccovery. I
had leít my last remaining Engiish servant at
Athens; my dragomán ivas as ill as myself, and my
poor Arnaouts nursed me with an attention which
would have done (íonour to civilisation. They had
a varicty of adventures; for tlie Moslem, Dervish,
being a remarkably handsomo man, ivas alwavs
squabbling with the husbands of Athens: insomuch
that four of the principal Turks paid me a visit of
rcmonstrance at the Convent, on the subject of his
having taken a woman from the bath—whom he
had lawfuUy bought, howcver—a tliing quite contrary to etiquette. Basili also ivas extremelv gallant
amongst his own pei-suasion, and had the'greatest
veneration for the church, mixed with the highest
contempt of churchmen, ivhoni he cuffcd upon
oceasion in a most heterodox manner. Yet he
never passed a church ivithout Crossing himself;
and I remember the risk he ran in entering St.
Sophia, in Stambol, because it had once been a
place of his ivorship. On remonstrating with him
on his inconsistent proceedings, he invariably
answered. “ Our church is holy, our priests are
thieves: ” and tlien he crossed himself as usual
and boxed the ears of tile flrst “ papas ” who refused
to assist in any required operation, as ivas alwavs
found to be necessary where a priest had any infiuence with the Cogía Basili of his village. Indeed,
a more abandoned race of miscreants cannot exist
than the lower orders of the Greek clergy.
When preparations were made for my return, my
Albanians were summoned to receive their pay.
Basili took his with an awkward show of regret at
my intended departure, and marched away to his
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quarters with his bag of piastres. I sent for Dervish,
but for-some time he was not to be found; at last
he entered, just as Signor Logotheti, father to the
ci-devant Anglo-consul of Athens, and some other
of my Greek acquaintances, paid me a visit. Der\ish took the money, but on a sudden dashed it to
the ground; and elasping his hands, which he
raised to his forehead, rushed out of the room
weeping bitterly. From that moment to the hour
of my embarkation, he contin ued his lamentations,
and all our efforts to consolé him only produced
this answer, “ M aestra,” “ He leaves me.” Signor
Logotheti, who never wept before for anything less
than the loss of a j ara (about the fourth of a farthing), melted ; the padre of the convent, my attendants, my visitors—and I vcrily believe that even
Sterne's “ foolish fat scullion ” would have left her
“ fishkettle” to sympathise with the unafl'ected and
unexpeeted sorrow of lilis barbarían.
For my own part, when I remembered that, a
shorb time before my departure from England,
a noble and most intimate associate had excuscd
himself from taking leave of me because he had to
attend a rclation “ to a millincr’s,” I felt no less
surprised than humiliated by the present occurrence
and the past recolleetion. That Dervish would
leave me with some regret was to be expected;
when master and man have been scrambling over
the mountains of a dozen provinces together, they
are unwilling to separate; but his present feelings,
contrasted with his nativo fcrocity, improved my
opinión of the human heart. I believe this almost
feudal fldeüty is freqüent amongst them. One day,
on our journey over Parnassus, an Er.glishman in
my Service gave him a push in some dispute about
the baggage, which he unluckily mistook for a
blow; he spoke not, but sat down leaning his head
upon his hands. Foreseeing the consequences, we
endeavoured to cxplain away the afl'ront, which
produced the following a n s w e r I have been a
robbcr: I am a soldier: no captain ever struck me:
you are my master, I have eaten your bread, but by
that bread! (a usual oath,) had it been othenvise,
I would have stabbed the dog, your servant, and
gone to the mountains.” So the affair ended, but
from that day forward he never thoroughly forgave
the thoughtless fellow who insultcd him. Dervish
exceded in the dance of his country, conjectured to
lie a remnant of the ancient Pyrrliic: be that as it
may, it is manly, and requires wonderful agility. It
is very distinet from the stupid Romaika, the dull
round-about of the Greeks, of which our Athcnian
party had so many specimens.
The Albanians in general (I do not mean the
cultivators of the earth in the provinces, who have
also that appellation, but the mountaineers) have
a fine cast of countenancc; and the most beautiful
women I ever beheld, in stature and in features, we
saw levelling the road broken down by the torrents
betwcen Delvinachi and Libochabo. Their manner
of walking is truly theatrical; but this strut is
probably the effect of the capote, or cloak, depending from one shoulder. Their long hair reininds
you of the Spartans, and their courage in desultory
warfare is unquestionable. Though they have some
eavalry amongst the Gegdes, I never saw a good
Arnaout horseman ; my own preferred the Engiish
saddles, which, however, they could never keep.
But on foot they are not to be subdued by fatigue.

Page 196, col. 1.
“ Here dwells the caloyer, nor rude is lie.” ]
Greek monks are so called.

Page 195, col. 1.
“ Where sad Penelope o’erlook'd the wave.” ]
Ithaca.

Page 196, col. 2.
“ Nature’s volcànic amphitheatro.” ] The Chimariot mountains appear to have been volcànic.

Page 195, col. 1.
“ Cliilde Harold hail’d Leucadia’s cape afar.” ]
Leucadia, now Santa Maura. From the promontory
(the Lover’s Leap) Sappho is said to have thrown
lierself.
Page 195, col. 1.
“ Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar.” ] Actium
and Trafalgar need no further mention. The battle
of Lepanto, equally bloody and considerable, but
less known, was fought in the Gulf of Patras. Here
the author of Don Quixote lost his left hand.
Page 195, col. 2.
“ Did many a Roman chicf and Asían king.” ] It
is said, that, on the day previous to the battle of
Actium, Antony had thirteen kings at his levee.
Page 195, col. 2.
“ Look where the sccond Csesar’s trophies rose.” ]
Nicopolis, whose ruins are most extensive, is at
some distance from Actium, where the wall of the
Hippodrome survives in a few fragments. These
ruins are large masses of brickwork, the bricks of
which are joined by interstices of mortar, as large
as the bricks theinselves, and equally durable.
Page 196, col. 1.
“ He pass’d bleak Pindus, Acherusia’s lakc. ’J According to Pouqueville, the lake of Yanina: but
Pouquevillc is always out.
Page 196, col. 1.
“ To greet Albania’s chief, whose dread command.” ] The celebrated A li Pacha. Üf this extraordinary man there is an incorrect account in
Pouqueville's Travels.
Page 196, col. 1.
“ Hurí their dcfiance far, ñor yield, unless to
gold.”] Five thousand Suliotes, among the rocks
and in the castle of Suli, withstood thirty thousand
Albanians for eighteen years; the castle at last Was
taken by bribery. In this contest there were severa!
acts performed not unworthy of the better days of
Greece.
Page 196, col. 1.
“ Monàstic Zitza ! from thy shadv brow.” ] The
convent and village of Zitza are four hours journey
from Joannina, or Yanina, the capital of the
Pachalick. In the valley the river Kalamas (once
the Acheron) ílows, and, not far from Zitza, forms
a fine eataract. The situation is perhaps the finest
in Greece, though the approach to Delvinachi and
parts of Acarnania and JStolia may contest tlie
palm. Delphi, Parnassus, and, in Attica, even
Cape Colonna and Port Raphti, are very inferior:
as also every scene in Ionia, or the Troad: I am
almost inclined to add the approach to Constantinople; but, from the different features of the last,
a comparison can hardly be made.
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Page 196, coi. 2.
“ Nodding above; behold black Acheron! ”] Now
called Kalaraas.

Page 198, col. 1.
“ And fellow-countrymen have stood aloof—” ]
Alluding to the wreckers of Cornwall.

Page 196, coi. 2.
“ The little shepherd in his white capote.” ]
banese- cloak.

Page 199, col. 1.
“ The feast was done, the red wine circling fast.” ]
The Albanian Mussulmans do not abstain from
wine, and, indeed, very few of the others.

A l

Page 199, col. 1.
“ Each Palikar his sabre from him cast.”] Palikar,
shortened when addressed to a single person, from
IlaAifcapi, a general ñame for a soldier amongst the
Greeks and Albanese, wlio speak Romaic: it means,
Page 196, coi. 2.
properly, “ a lad.”
Page 199, col. 1.
“ And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by.”J
The river Laos was full at the time the author
“ While thus in concert they tliis lay half sang,
passed i t ; and, immediately above Tepaleen, was to half scream’d.”] As a specimen of the Albanian or
the eye as wide as the Thames at Westminster; at Arnaout dialect of the Illyrie, I here insert two of
least in the opinion of the author and his fello w- their most popular choral songs, which are genertraveller. In the summer it must be much nar- ally chanted in dancing by men or women indisrower. It certainly is the flnest river in the Levant; criminately. The flrst words are merely a kind of
neither Achelous, Alpheus, Acheron, Scamander, chorus without meaning, like some in our own and
nor Caystcr, approaclied it in breadth or beauty.
ali other languages.
Page 196, coi. 2.
“ The sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit.”]
ciently Mount Tomarus.

An-

1. Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo,
Naciarura, popuso.
2. Naciarura na civin
Ha pen derini ti hin.
3. Ha pe uderi escrotini
Ti vin ti mar servetinl
4. Caliriote me surme
Ea ha pe pse dua tive.
5. Buo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo,
Gi egem spirta esimiro
6 . Caliriote vu le funde
Ede vete tunde tunde.
7. Caliriote me surme
Ti mi put e poi mi lc.
8 . Se ti puta citi mora
Si mi ri ni veti udo gia.
9. Va le ni il che cadale
Celo more, more celo.
10. Plu hari ti tírete
Plu hurón cia pra seti.
The last stanza would puzzle a commentator; the
men have certainly buskins of the most beautiful
texture, but the ladies (to whom the above is supposed to be addressed) liave nothing under their
little yellow boots and slippers but a well-turned
and sometimes very white ankle. The Arnaout
girls are much handsomer than the Greeks, and
their dress is far more picturesque. They preserve
1. Ndi sefda tinde ulavossa
Vettimi upri vi lofsa.
2. Ah vaisisso mi privi lofse
Si mi rini mi la vosse.
3. Uti tasa roba stua
Sitti eve tulati dua.
4. Roba stinori ssidua
Qu mi sini vetti dua.
5. Qurmini dua civileni
Roba ti siarmi tildi eni.
6 . Utara pisa vaisisso me simi rin ti liapti
Eti mi bire a piste si gui dendroi tiltati.
7. Udi vura udorini udiri cicova cilti mora
Udorini talti hollna u ede caimoni mora.

1. Lo, Lo, I come, I come; be tliou silent.
2. I come, I run; open the door that I may enter.
3. Open the door by halves, that I may take my
turban.
4. Caliriotes* with the dark eyes, open the gate
that I may enter.
5. Lo, Lo, I hear thee, my soul.
6.

An Arnaout girl, in costly garb, walks with
graceful pride.
7. Caliriot maid of the dark eyes, give me a kiss.

8.

l f I have kissed thee, what hast thou gained ?
My soul is consumed with fire.
9. Dance lightly, more gently, and gently stili.

10. Make not so much dust to destroy your embroidered lióse.
their shape much longer also, from being always in
the open air. It is to be observed, that the Arnaout
is not a written language: the words of this song,
tlierefore, as well as the one which follows, are spelt
according to their pronunciation. They are copied
by one who speaks and understands the dialect
perfectly, and who is a native of Athens.
1. I am wounded by thy love, and have loved but
to scorch myself.
2. Thou hast consumed me! Ah, maid! thou hast
struck me to the lieart.
3. I have said I wisli no dowry, but thine eyes and
eyelashes.
4. The accursed dowry I want not, but thee only.
5. Give me thy charms, and let the portion feed
the flames.
I have loved thee, maid, with a sincere soul,
but thou hast left me like a withered tree.
7. I f I have placed my liand on thy bosom, what
have I gained ? my liand is withdrawn, but
retains the llame.

6.

* The Albanese, particularly the women, are frequently termed “ Caliriotes,” for what reason I inquired in vain.
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appeared a perpetual spriug; during eight months
1 never passed a day without being as many liours
on horseoack: rain is extremely rare, snow never
lies in the plains, and a cloudy day is an agreeable
rarity. I 11 Spain, Portugal, and every part of the
East which 1 visited, except Ionia and Attica, I
perceived no such superiority of climate to our own;
and at Constantinople, where I passed May, June,
and part of J uly (1810), you might “ damn the elimato,
and complain of spleen,” five days out of seven.
The air of the Morea is heavy and unwholesome,
but the moment you pass the isthmus in the
directiou of Megara the change is strikingly per
ceptible. But I fear Hesiod will stili be found
eorrect in his description of a Boeotian winter.
We found at Livadia an “ esprit fort” in a Grcek
bishop, of all free-thinkers! This worthy hypocrite
rallied his own religión with great intrepidity (but
not before his flock), and talked of a mass as a
“ coglioneria.” It was impossible to think better of
Page 199, coi. 2.
him for this; but, for a Bceotian, he was brisk with
“ Rcmember the moment wlicn Previsa feli.” ] It all his absurdity. This phenomenon (with the exception indeed of Thebes, the remains of Chaironea,
was taken by storm from the Erench.
the plain of Platea, Orchomenus, Livadia, and its
nominal cave of Trophonius) was the only rePage 199, coi. 2.
“ Let the yellow-hair’d.” ] Yellow is the epithet markable tliing we saw before we passed Mount
Cithaeron.
given to the Russians.
The fountain of Dirce turns a m ili: at least my
companion (who, resolving to be at once cleanly and
Page 199, coi. 2.
classical, bathed in it) pronounced it to be the
1Giaours.” ] Infidels.
fountain of Dirce, and anybody who thinks it worth
while may contradict him. A t Castri we drank of
Page 199, coi. 2.
half a dozen streamlets, some not of the purest,
“ Yiew his horsetail with dread.” ] The insignia or before we decided to our satisfaction which was the
a Pacha.
true Castalian, and even that had a villainous twang,
Page 199, coi. 2.
probably from the snow, though it did not tlirow
“ When his Delhis come dashing in blood o’er the us into an epie fever, like poor Dr. Chandler.
From Fort Phyle, of which large remains stili
banks.” J Horsemen, answering to our forlorn hope.
exist, the Plain of Athens, Pentelicus, Hymettus,
Page 199, coi. 2.
the iEgean, and the Acrópolis, burst upon the eye
“ Sclictar! unsheathe then our chief s scimitar.” ] at once; in my opinion, a more glorious prospect
than even Cintra or Istambol. Not the view from
Sword-bearer.
the Troad, with Ida, the Hellespont, and the more
Page 200, col. 1.
distant Mount Athos, can equal it, though so superior
1.
in extent.
“ Fair Greece! sad relie of departed worth! ” ]
I heard much of the beauty of Arcadia, but exBefore I say anything about a city of which every- cepting the view from the Monastery of Megaspelion
body, traveller or not, has thought it necessary to (which is inferior to Zitza in a command of eountry),
say something, I will request Miss Owenson, when and the descent from the mountains 011 the way
she next borrows an Athenian heroine for her four from Tripolitza to Argos, Arcadia has little to revolumes, to have the goodness to marry her to commend it beyond the name.
somebody more of a gentleman than a “ Disdar
“ Sternitur, et dulces moriens reminiscitur Argos.”
Aga ” (who by the by is not an Aga), the most
impolite of petty ofticers, the greatest patrón of Virgil could have put this into the mouth of none
larceny Athens ever saw (except Lord E.), and the but an Argive, and (with reverence be it spoken) it
unworthy occupant of the Acrópolis, on a liandsome does not deserve the epithet. And if the Polynices
animal stipend of 150piastres (eight pounds sterling), of Statius, “ In mediis audit duo litora campis,” did
out of which he has only to pay his garrison, the most actually hear both sliores in Crossing the isthmus of
ill-regulated corps in the ill-regulated Ottoman Coruith, he had better ears than have ever been
Empire. I speak it tenderly, seeing I was once the worn in such a journey since.
“ Athens,” says a celebrated topographer, “ is stili
cause of the husband of “ Ida of Athens ” nearly
suffering the bastinado; and because the said the most polished city of Greece.” Perhaps it may
“ Disdar” is a turbulent husband, and beats his of Greece, but not of the Greeks; for Joannina in
wife; so that I exhort and beseech Miss Owenson Epirus is universally allowed, amongst themselves,
to sue for a separate maintenance in behalf of “ Ida.” to be superior in the wealth, refinement, leaming,
Having premised thus much, on a matter of such and dialect of its inhabitants. The Athenians are
import to the readers of romances, I may now leave remarkable for their cunning; and the lowcr orders
are not improperly characterised in that pro verb,
Ida, to mention her birthplace.
Setting aside the inagic of the name, and all which classes them with the “ Jews of Salónica, and
those associations which it would be pedantic and the Turks of the Negropont.”
Among the various foreigners resident in Athens,
superfluous to recapitúlate, the very situation of
Athens would render it the favourite of all who have French, Italians, Germans, Ragusans, &c., there was
eyes for art or nature. The climate, to me at least, never a difference of opinion in their estímate of the
I believe the two last stanzas, as they are in a
different measure, ought to belong to another bailad.
An idea something similar to the thought in the
last lines was expressed by Socrates, whose arm
having come in contact with one of his t*·u;ro/cóÀ.7riot,”
Critobulus or Cleobulus, the philosopher complained of a shooting pain as far as his shoulder for
some days after, and tlierefore very properly resolved
to teacli his disciples in future without touching
them.
Page 199, col. 1.
“ T am bourgi ! Tambourgi! thy 'larum afar.” ]
Drummer.
Page 199, col. 1.
“ Chimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliote ! ” ] These
stanzas are partly taken from different Albanese
songs, as far as I was able to make them out by the
exposition of the Albanese in Romaic and Italian.

864

QXofíe ío

fjarofVe (pífgnmage.

Greek character, though on all other topics they
disputcd with great acrimony.
M. Fauvel, the French consul, who has passed
thirty years principally at Athens, and to whose
talents as an artist, and manners as a gentleman,
none who liave known him can refuse their testimony, has frcquently declared in my hearing, that
the Grccks do not deserve to be emancipated ;
reasoning on the grounds of their “ national and
individual depravity! ” while he forgot that such
depravity is to be attributed to causes wliich can
cnly be removed by the measure he reprobates.
M. Roque, a French merchant of rcspectability
long settled in Athens, asserted witli the most
amusing gravity, “ Sir, they are the same canaille
that existed in the days of Themistocles/” an alarming remark to the “ Laudator temporis acti.” The
ancients banished Themistocles; the moderns cheat
Monsieur Roque; thus great men have ever been
treated!
In short, all the Franks who are fixtures, and
most of the Englishmen, Germans, Danes, &c. of
passage, carne over by degrees to their opinión, on
much the same grounds that a Turk in England
would condemn the nation by Wholesale, because he
was wronged by his lacquey, and ovcrcharged by his
washerwoman.
Certainly it was not a little staggering when the
Sieurs Fauvel and Lusieri, the two greatest demagogues of the day, who divide bctwcen thcm the
power of Pericles and the popularity of Cleon, and
puzzle the poor Waywode witli perpetual dillerences,
agreed in the utter condemnation, “ nulla virtute re
demptum,” of the Grecks in general, and of the
Athenians in particular.
For my own liumblc opinión, I am lotli to hazard
it, knowing as I do, that tliere be now in MS. no less
than live tours of the flrst magnitudo and of the
most threatening aspect, all in typographical array,
bypersonsof wit and honour, and regular commonplace books: but, if I may say this without offence,
it seems to me rather hard to declare so positively
and pertinaciously.as almost everybody has declared,
that the Greeks, because they are very bad, wilí
never be better.
Eton and Sonnini have led us astray by their
panegyrics and projeets: but, on the other hand,
De Pauw and Thornton have debased the Greeks
beyond their demerits.
The Greeks will never be independent: they will
being slaves. Our colonies are not independent,
but they are free and industrious, and such may
Greecc be hercafter.
A t present, like the Catholics of Ireland and the
Jews tliroughout the world, and such other cudgelled
and heterodox people, they suffer all the moral and
physical ills that can afflict humanity. Their life
is a strugglc against trutli; they are vicious in their
own defence. They are so unused to kindness, that
when they occasionally ineet witli it they look upon
it witli suspicion, as a dog often beaten snaps at
your fingers if you attempt to caress him. “ They
are ungrateful, notoriously, abominably ungrateful!”
—this is the general cry. Now, in the ñame of
Nemesis! for what are they to be grateful? Where
is the human being that ever conferrcd a benefit on
Greek or Greeks ? They are to be grateful to the
Turks for their fetters, and to the Franks for their
broken promises and lying comiséis. They are to
be grateful to the artist who engraves their ruins,
and to the antiquary who carries them away; to

; the traveller whose janissary flogs thcm, and to the
i scribbler whose journal abuses them. This is the
i amount of their obligations to foreigners.
11 .

F ranciscan C onvent , A thens , January 23,1811.

Amongst the remnants of the barbarous policy of
the earlier ages, are the traces of bondage which
yet exist in different countries; whose inliabitants,
however divided in religión and manners, almost all
agree in oppression.
The English have at last compassionated their
negrocs, and under a less bigoted government, may
probably one day release their Catholic brethren;
but the interposition of foreigners alone can emanci
pate the Greeks, who, otherwise, appear to have as
small a chance of redemption from the Turks, as the
Jews have from inankina in general.
Of the ancient Greeks we know more than enougli;
at least the younger men o f Europe devoto mucli of
their time to the study of the Greek writers and
liistory, which would be more usefully spent in
mastering their own. Of the moderns, we are
perhaps more neglectful than they deserve; and
while every man of any pretensions to learning is
tiring out his youth, and often his age, in the study
of the language and of the harangues of the Atlicnian demagogues in favour o f freedom, the real or
supposed descendants of these sturdy republicans
are left to the actual tyranny of their masters,
although a very slight effort is required to strike off
their chains.
To talk, as the Grccks themselves do, of their
rising agam to their pristine superiority, would.be
ridiculous: as the rest of the world must resume its
barbarism, after re-asserting the sovereignty of
Greece; but tliere seems to be no very great
obstacle, except in the apathy of the Franks, to
their bccoming an useful dependeney, or even a free
state, witli a proper guaran teeu uder corrcction,
however, be it spoken, for many and well-informed
men doubt the practicability even of this.
The Greeks have never lost their liope, though
they are now more divided in opinión 011 the subject
of their probable deliverers. Religión recommends
.the Russians; but they have twice been deceived
and abandoned by that power, and the dreadful
lesson they received after the Muscovite desertion
in the Morea has never been forgotten. The French
they dislike; although the subjugation of the rest
of Europe will, probably, be attended by the deliveranee of continental Greece. The islandcrs look
to the English for succour, as they have very latcly
possessed themselves of the Ionian republic, Corfú
exccpted. But whoever appear with arms in their
hands will be welcome ; and when that day arrives,
Heaven have merey on the Ottomans; they cannot
expect it from the Giaours.
But instead of considering what they have been,
and speculating 011 what they may be, let us look at
them as they are.
And here it is impossible to reconcilc the contrariety
of opinions: sonic, particularly the merchants, decrying the Greeks in thestrongest language; others,
generally travellers, turning periods in their eulogy,
and publishing very curious speculations grafted 011
their former state, which can have no more effect
on their present lot, than the existence of the Incas
on the future fortunes of Perú.
One very ingenious person termsthem the “ natural
allies of Englishmen; ” another, no less ingenious,
will not allow them to be the allies of anybodv, and
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denies their very descent from the ancients; a third, I However defective these may be, they are prefer
more ingenious than eitlier, builds a Greek empire on : able to the paradoxes of men who have read supera Itussian foundation, and realises (on paper) all flcially of the ancients, and seen nothing of the
the chimeras of Catherine II. As to the question moderns, such as De Pauw; who, when lie asserts
of their descent, what can it import whether the ! that the British breed of líorses is ruined by NewMainotcs are the lineal Laconians or not? or the market, and that the Spartans were cowards in the
present Athenians as indigenous as the bees of I field, betrays an equal knowledge of English horses
Hymettus, or as the grasshoppers, to which thev : and Spartan men. His “ philosopliical observations ”
once likened themselves ? What Englishman cares t have a much better claim to the title of “ poetical.”
if he be of a Danish, Saxon, Norman, or Trojan It could not be expected that he who so liberallv
blood ? or who, except a Welsliman, is attiieted with condemns some of the most celebrated institutions
a desirc of being descended from Caractacus ?
of the ancient, should have merey on the modern
The poor Greeks do not so much abound in the Greeks; and it fortunately liappens, that the abgood tliings of this world, as to render even their surdity of his liypothesis on their forefathers refutes
claims to antiquity an object of envy; it is very his sentence on themselves.
cruel, then, in Mr. Thornton to disturb them in the
Let us trust, then, that in spite of the prophecies
possession of all that time has left them; viz. their of De Pauw, and the doubts of Mr. Thornton, there
pedigree, of which they are the more tenacious, as is a reasonable hope of the redemption of a race of
it is all thev can cali tneir own. It would be worth men, who, whatever may be the errors of their re
while to publish together, and compare, the works of ligión and policy, have been amply punished by
Messrs. Tliornton and De Pauw, Eton and Sonnini; three centuries and a half of captivity.
Paradox on one side, and prejudice on the other.
Mr. Thornton conceives himself to have claims to
Ili.
public confldence from a fourteen years’ residence at
Pera • perhaps he may on the subject of the Turks, 1 A thens , F ranciscan Convent , March 17,1811.
but this can give him no more insight into the real
“ I must have some talk with this learned Tlieban.”
state of Greece and her inliabitants, than as many
years spent in Wapping into that of the Western
Some time after my return from Constantinople
IJighlands.
to this city I received the thirty-first number of the
The Greeks of Constantinople live in Fanal; and Edinburgh Review as a great favour, and certainly
if Mr. Thornton did not oftener cross the Golden at this distance an acceptable one, from the captain
Horn than his brother merchants are accustomed of an English frigate off Salamis. In that number,
to do, I should place no great reliance on his in- Art. 3,containing the review of a French translation
formation. I actually heard one of these gentlemen of Strabo, there are introduccd some remarks 011
boast of their little general intercourse with the city, the modern Greeks and their literaturc, with a
and assert of himself, with an air of triumph, that sliort account of Coray, a co-translator in the French
he liad been but four times at Constantinople in as versión. On those remarks I mean to ground a few
many years.
observations; and the spot where I now write will,
As to Mr. Thornton’s voyages in the Black Sea I hope, be sufficient excuse for introducing them
with Greek vessels, they gave him the same idea of in a work in some degree connected with the sub
Greece as á cruise to Berwick in a Scotch smack ject. Coray, the most celebrated of living Greeks,
would of Jolmny Groat’s house. Upon what grounds at least among the Franks, was born at Scio (in
then does lie arrogate the right of condemning by the Review, Smyrna is stated, I have reason to
Wholesale a body of men, of whom he can know little? think, incorrectly), and besides the translation of
It is rather a curious circumstance that Mr. Thorn Beccaria and other works mentioned by the Rcton, who so lavishly dispraises Pouqueville on every viewer, has published a lexicón in Romaic and
occasion of nientioning the Turks, has yet recourse ¡ French, if I may trust the assurance of some Danish
to him as authority on the Greeks, and terms him I travellers lately arrived from París; but the latest
an impartia! observer. Now, Dr. Pouqueville is as ; we have seen here in French and Greek is that of
little entitled to that appellation as Mr. Thornton : Gregory Zolikogloou* Coray has recently been into confer it on him.
The fact is, we are deplorably in want of informa- ¡
tion on the subject of the Greeks, and in particular | Mr. Thornton (after inflicting on us the tough participio
their literaturc, ñor is tliere any probability of our of a Turkish verb), “ it means nothing more than “ Suley being better acquainted, till our intercourse becomes m a n the e a t e r f ” and quite cashiers the supplementary
b lim a te.” Now botli are right, and botn are wrong.
more intimate, or their indcpendence confirmed. I“ fsuMr.
Thornton, when he next resides “ fourteen years
The rclations of passing travellers are as little to be in the factory,” will consuit his Turkish dictionarv,
depended on as tlie invectives of angry factors; but or ask any of his Stamboline acquaintance, he w ilí
till sometliing more can be attained, we must be discover that “ S u ley m a 'n yeyen,” put together discreetlv,
content with the little to be acquired from similar mean the “ S w allow er o f s u b l i m a t e without añy
“ S u le y m a n ” in the case: “ S u le y m a ” signifying “ co rro 
sources.*
sive s ub lim a te,” and not being a proper ñame on this
* A word en passant with Mr. Thornton and Dr.
Pouqueville, who have been guilty between them of
sadly clipping the Sultan’s Turkish.
Dr. Pouqueville telis a long story of a Moslem who
swallowed corrosive sublimate in such quantities that he
acquired tho. ñame of “ S td eym an Yeyen,” i.e. quoth
the Doctor, “ Sulej/m an , the e a te r o f co rros iv e sub lim a te.”
‘ Alia,” thmks Mr. Thornton, (angry with the Doctor
for the fiftieth time,) have I caught you?”—Then,
in a note twice the thickness of the Doctor’s anecdote,
lie qüestions the Doctor’s proficiency in the Turkish
tongue, and his veracity in his own.—“ For,” observes

occasion, although it be an orthodox ñame enough with
the addition of n. A fter Mr. Thornton’s freqüent hints
of profound Orientalista, he might have found this out
before he sang such means over Dr. Pouqueville.
A fter this, I think “ Travellers versus Factors” shall
be our raotto, though the above Mr. Thornton has condemned “ hoc genus omne,” for mistake and misrepressntation. “ Ne Sutor ultra crepidam,” “ No merchant
beyond his bales.” N.B. For the benefit of Mr. Thorn
ton “ Sutor” is not a proper ñame.
* I have ^in my possession an excellent lexicón “ Tpt'_
y\o)<r<Tov, ” which I received in exchange from S. G—,
Esq. for a small gem : my antiquarian friends ha ye never
forgotten it, or forgiven me.
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volved in an unpleasaut controvcrsy with M. Gail,*
a Parisian commentator and editor of some translations from tlic Greek poets, in eonsequcnce of the
Institute liaving awarded llim the prize for his
versión o f Hippocrates “ llepi úfiártov,’' &c., to the
disparagement, and consequently displeasure, of
the said Gail. To his exertions, literary and patri
òtic. great praise is undoubtedly duc; but a part
of that praise ought not to be withheld from the
two brothers Zosimado (merchants settled in Legliorn), who sent him to Paris, and maintained him,
for the express purpose of elucidating the ancient,
and adding to the modern, researches of his eountrymen. Coray, however, is not considered by his
countrymen equal to some who lived in the two last
centuries; more particular!}' Dorotheus of Mitylene,
whose Hellenic writings are so much esteemed by
the Greeks, that Meletius tenus him “ Merà tòv
&ovkv8íSt] v Kal s,<zvo<f>iúVTaapurroç ’EAÀrjruv, (P. 221,
Ecclesiastical History, vol. iv )
Panagiotes Kodrikas, the translator of Fontcnelle,
and Kamarases, who translated Ocellus Lucanus
on the Universe into French, Christodoulus, and
more particularly Psalida, whom I have conversed
with in Joannina, are also in liigh repute among
their literati. The last-mentioned has published in
Romaic and Latin a work on “ Truc Happincss,”
dedicated to Catherine II. But Polyzois, who is
stated by the Reviewer to be the only modern
except Coray who has distinguished himself by
a knowlcdge of Hellenic, if he be the Polyzois Lampanitziotes of Yauina, who has published a number
of editions in Romaic, was ncither more nor less
than an itinerant vender of books; with the con
tents of which he had no concern beyond his name
on the title page, placed tlicrc to secure his property
in the publlcation; and he was, moreover, a man
uttcrly destitute of scholastic acquirements. As
the name, however, is not uncommon, some other
Polyzois may have edited the Epistles of Aristametus.
It is to be regretted that the system of continental
blockade has closed the few channels through which
the Greeks received their publications, particularly
Venicc and Trieste. Even the common grammars
for childrcn are becomo too dear for the lower
orders. Amongst their original works the Geography of Meletius, Archbishop of Athens, and a multitude of thcological quartos and poetical pamphlets,
are to be met with; their grammars and lexicons
of two, three, and four l.inguages are numerous
and excellent. Their poetry is in rliyme. The
most singular piece I have lately seen is a satire
in dialogue between a Russian, English, and French
travellcr, and the Waywodc of Wallachia (or Blackbey, as they term him), an archbishop, a mercliant,
and Cogia Baclii (or primate), in succession; to all
of whom under the Turks the writer attributes their
present degcneracy. Their songs are sometimes
pretty and pathètic, but their tunes generally unpleasing to the ear of a Frank; the best is the
famous “ AeOre rraïSeç tuh> 'EAAnfatti',” by the unfortunate Riga. But from a catalogue of more than
sixty authors, now before me, only flftccn can be
found who have touchcd on any theme except theoíogy.____________________________________________
* In Gail’s pamphlet agaiust Coray, he talks of “ throwinf? the insolent Hellenist out of the Windows.” On this
a French crític exclaims, “ Ah, my God ! throw an Hel
lenist out of the window! what sacrilege!” I t certainlv
would be a serious husiness for those authors who dwell
in the attics: but I have quoted the passage merely to
prove the similarity of style among the controversialists
of all polished countries; London or Edinburgh could
hardly parallel this Parisian cbullition.

I am intrusted with a conunission by a Greek of
Athens named Marmarotouri to make arrangements, if possible, for printing in London a translation of Barthelemi s Anacharsis in Romaic, as he
has no other opportunity, unless he despatches the
MS. to Vienna by the Black Sea and Danube.
The Reviewer mentions a school established at
Hecatonesi, and suppressed at the instigation of
Sebastiani: he means Cidonies, or, in Turkish,
Haivali; a town on the continent, where that institution for a hundred students and three pro
fessors still exists. It is true that this establishment
was disturbed by the Porte, under the ridiculous
pretext that the Greeks were constructing a fortress
instead of a college: but on investigation, and the
payment of some purses to the Divan, it lias been
permitted to continue. The principal professor,
named Ueniainin, (i.e. Benjamín), is stated to be
a man of talent, but a freethinker. He was born
in Lesbos, studied in Italy, and is master of Hel—
lenic, Latin, and some Frank languages: besides a
smattering of the Sciences.
Tliough it is not my intention to enter farther
on this topic than may allude to the article in
question, I cannot but observe that the Reviewer’s
lamentation over the fall of the Greeks appears
singular, when he closes it with these words: “ The
change w to be attributed to their misfortunes
rather than to any ^physical degradationi ” It
may be true that the Greeks arc not physically
degenerated, and that Constantinople eontained oii
the day when it changed masters as many men of
six fcet and upwards as in the hour of prosperity ;
but ancient history and modern polítics instruet
us that something more than physical perfection
is necessary to preserve a state in vigour and indcpendence; and the Greeks, in particular, are a
melancholy example of the near connexion between
moral degradation and national dccay.
The Reviewer mentions a plan “ we believe ” by
Potemkin for the purifleation of the Romaic; and
I have endeavoured in vain to procuro any tidings
or traces of its existcnce. There was an academy
in St. Petersburg for the Greeks; but it was sup
pressed by Paul, and has not been revived by his
successor.
There is a slip of the nen, and it can only be a
slip of the pen, in p. 58, No. 31 of the “ Edinburgh
Review,” where these words o c c u r “ We are told
that when the capital of the East yielded to Solyman.” —It may be presumed that this last word
will, in a future edition, be altered to Mahomet II.*
The “ ladies of Constantinople,” it seems, at that
* In a former number of the Edinburgh Review, 1808,
it is observed: “ Lord Byron passed some of his early
years in tícotland, where he might have learned that
p ib ro ch does not mean a bagpipe, any more than duet
means a fidd le.” Query,— Was it in Scotland that the
young gcntlemen of the Edinburgh Review learned that
S o ly m a n means M a h om et I I . any more than critic is m
means in f a llib ilit y /—but thus it is,
“ Cmdimus inque vicem pnebemus crura sagittis.”
The mistake seemed so complctely a lapse of the pen
(from the great s im ila r it tj of the two words, and the
to ta l absence o f e r r o r from the former pages of the lite
rary leviathan) that I should have passea it over as in the
text, had I not perceived in the Edinburgh Review much
facetious exultation on all such detections, particularly a
recent one, where words and syllables are subjeets of disquisition and transposition; and the above-mentioned
parallel passage in my own case irresistibly propelled me
to hint now much easier it is to be critica! than correet.
The gcntlem en, liaving enjoyed many a triu m p h on sucli
victòries, will hardly begrudge me a slight ova tion for
the present.

(ïlo fe o ío
period spoke a dialect, “ which would not have disgraced the lips of an Athcnian.” I do not know
how that might be, but am sorry to say the ladies
in general, and the Athenians in particular, are
much altered; being far from choice either in their
dialect or expressions, as the whole Attic race are
barbarous to a proverb
’À drjva , npÓT)i X^Pa>
Tt yaiSópovç rpe<f)uç rcópa.”
In Gibbon, vol. x. p. 161, is the following seuíence
" The vulgar dialect of the city was gross and bar
barous, tliough the compositions of the church and
palace sometimes aflectod to copy the purity of the
Attic models.” Whatever may be asserted on the
subjeet, it is difflcult to conceive that the “ ladies
of Constantinople,” in the reign of the last Csesar,
spoke a purer dialect than Anna Comnena wrote
lince centuries before: and those royal pages are
not esteemed the best models of compo.sition, although the princess y\ò)TTau elx€V ’AKPIBGS ’A rrikí'Çovcrav. I 11 the Fanal, and in Yanina, the best Greek
is spoken: in the latter there is a flourishing school
under the direction of Psalida.
There is now in Athens a pupil of Psalida’s, who
is niaking a tour of observation through Grecce:
he is intelligent, and better cducatcd than a fellowcommoner of most colleges. I mention this as a
proof that the spirit of inquiry is not dormant among
the Greeks.
The Reviewer mentions Mr. Wriglit, the author
of the beautilul poem “ Hora Ioniece,” as qualilied
to give details of these nominal Romans and de
generate Greeks; and also of their language: but
Mr. Wriglit, tliough a good poet and an ablc man,
has made a mistake where he States the Albanian
dialect of the Romaic to approximate nearest to
the Hellenic; for the Albanians speak a Romaic
as notoriously corrupt as the Scotch of Aberdccnshire, or the Italian of Naplcs. Yanina, (where,
next to the Fanal, the Greek is purest,) although
the capital o f All Paclia’s dominions’ is not in
Albania, but Epirus; and beyond Delvinaclii in
Albania Proper up to Argyroeastro and Tepaleen
(beyond which I did not advance) they spoke worsc
Greek than even the Athenians. I was attended
for a year and a half by two of these singular
mountaineers, whose mother tongue is Illyrie, and
I never heard tliem or their countrymen (whom I
have seen, not only at home, but to the amount of
twenty thousand in the army of Vely Pacha) praised
for their Greek, but often laughed at for their pro
vincial barbarisms.
I have in my possession about twenty-íivc letters,
amongst which some from the Bey of Corinth,
written to me by Notaras, the Cogia Bachi, and
others by the dragomán of the Caimacam of the
Morca (which last governs in Yely PachaJs absence),
arc said to be favourable specimens of their epistolary style. I also received some at Constantinople
from private persons, written in a most hyberbolieal
style, but in the truc antique character.
The Reviewer proceeds. aftcr some remarks on
the tongue in its past and present state, to a Para
dox (page 59) on the great mischief the knowlcdge
o f his own language lias done to Coray, who, it
seems, is less likely to understand the ancient Greek,
because he is perfect master of the modern! This
observation foliows a paragraph, rccommending, in
explícit terms, the study of the Romaic, as “ a powerfuí auxiliary,” not only to the travellcr and foreign
mercliant, but also to the classical scholar; in sliort,
to cverybody except the only persen who can be
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thoroughly aequainted with its uses; and by a
parity of reasoning, our old language is conjectured
to be probably moro attainable by “ foreigners”
than by ourselves! Now, I am inclined to think.
that a Dutch T}’ro in our tongue, (albeit himself
of Saxon blood) would be sadlv perplexed with
“ Sir Tristrem,” or any other given “ Auchinlcck
MS.,” with or without a grammar or glossary; aüd
to most apprehensions it seems evident, that none
but a native can acquire a competent, far less com
plete, knowledge of our obsolete idioms. We may
give tho critic crèdit for his ingenuity, but no more
believe him than we do Smollet’s Lismahago, who
maintains that the purest English is spoken in
Edinburgh. That Coray may err is very possible;
but if he does, the fault is in the man rather than
in his mother tongue, which is, as it ought to be,
of the greatest aid to the native student.—Here the
Reviewer proceeds to business on Strabo’s trans
latore. and here I closc my remarks.
Sir W. Drummond, Mr. Hamilton, Lord Aberdeen,
Dr. Clarke, Captain Leake, Mr. Geli, Mr. Walpole,
and many others now in Eugland. have all the re
quisitos to furnish details of this fallen people. The
few observations I have offered I should have left
where I made them, had not the article in question,
and above all the spot where I read it, induccd me
to advert to those pages, which the advantage of
my present situation enabled me to clear, or at
least to make the attempt.
I have endeavoured to waive the personal feelings
which rise in despite of me in touching upon any
part of the Edinburgh Review; not from a wisli to
coneiliate the favour of its writers, or to cancel the
remembrance of a syllable I have formcrly published,
but simply from a sense of the impropriety of mixing up private resentments with a disquisition of
the present kind, and more particularly at this
distance of time and place.
Amongst an enslaved peoplè, obliged to hare
recourse to foreign presses even for their books of
religión, it is less to be wondered at that we find
so few publications on general subjeets than that
we ílnd any at all. The whole number o f the
Greeks, scattered up and down the Turkish empirc
and elsewhere, may amount, at most, to three millions; and yct, for so scanty a number, it is impos
sible to disiover any nation with so great a proporlion of books and their authors as the Greeks
of the present century. “ Ay,” but say the generous
advocates of oppression, who, while they assert the
ignorance of the Greeks, wish to prevent them from
dispelling it. “ ay, but these arc mostly, if not all,
ecclesiastical traets, and consequently good for
nothing.” W e ll! and pray what else can they write
about? It is pleasant enough to licar a Frank,
particularly an Englislmian, who may abuse the
govcrnmcnt of his own eountry; or a Freneliman,
who may abuse every government except his own,
and who may rango at will over every philosophical,
religious, scientilic, seeptical, or moral subjeet,
snecring at the Greek legends. A Greek must not
write on polítics, and cannot touch on Science for
want of instructiou; if he doubts, he is cxcommunicatcd and damned; therefore his countrymen arc
not poisoned with modern philosophy; and as to
morals, thanks to the Turks! there arc 110 such
things. What then is left him, if he has a turn for
scribbling? Religión and holy biography: and it
is natural enough that those who have so little in
this life should look to the next. It is no great
wonder, tlicn, that in a catalogue now before me
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of fifty-flve Greek writers, many oí' whorn were lately
living, not above ílfteen should havo touched on
anvtning but religión. The catalogue alluded to is
contained in the twcnty-sixth chapter of the fourth
volume of Meletius’ Ecclesiastical Historv.
Page 200 , col. 1 .
“ Spirit of frcedom! when on Phyle’s brow.” ]
Phyle, which commands a beautiful view of Athens,
has still considerable remains: it was seized by
Thrasybulus, previous to the expulsión of the
Thirty.
Page 200, col. 1.
“ Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish
liand.”J The difïiculties of travelling in Turkey
have been much exaggerated, or rather have considerably diminished, of late ycars. The Mussulmans have been beaten into a kind of sullen civility
very comfortable to voyagers.
It is liazardous to say much on the subject of
Turks and Turkey; since it is possible to live
amongst them twenty years without acquiring
inforniation, at least froïn themselves. As far as
my own slight experience carried me, I have no
complaint to make; but am indebted for many
civilities (I might also say for friendship), and
much hospitality, to A li Pacha, his son Veli Pacha
of the Morca, and several others of liigh rank in
the pro vinces. Suleyman Aga, late Governor of
Athens, and now of Thebes, was a bon vivant, and
as social a being as ever sat cross-legged at a tray
or a table. During the carnival, when our English
party were masquerading, both himself and his
successor were more happy to “ reeeive masks,”
than any dowager in Grosvenor-square.
On one occasion of his supping at the convent,
his friend and visitor, the Cadi of Thebes, was
carried from table perfectly qualifled for any club
in Cliristendom; wjiile the worthy Waywode him
self triumphed in his fall.
In all money transactions with the Moslems, I
ever found the strictest honour, the highest disinterestedness. In transacting business with them,
there are none of those dirty peculations, under the
name of interest, diffcrence of exchange, commission, «kc. «fec., uniforml.v found in applying to a
Greek consul to cash bilis, even on the lirst houses
in Pera.
With regard to presents, an established custom
in the East, you will rarely find yourself a loser; as
ono worth acceptance is generally returned by
anotlicr of similar valué—a horse, or a shawl.
In the capital and at court the citizens and
courtiers are forincd in the same school with those
of Christianity; but there does not exist a more
honourable, friendly, and high-spirited character
than the true Turkish provincial Aga, or Moslcm
countrv gentleman. It is not meant here to desig
nate the governors o f towns, but those Agas who,
by a kind of feudal tenure, possess lands and
houses, of more or less extent, in Greece and Asia
Minor.
The lower orders are in as tolerable discipline as
the rabble in countries with greater pretensions to
civilization. A Moslem, in walking the streets of
our country-towns, would be more incommoded in
England than a Frank in a similar situation in
Turkey. Regimentáis are the best travelling dress.
The* best accounts of the religión and different
sects of Islamism, may be found in D’Ohsson’s
French; of their manners, &c. perhaps in Thornton’s
English. The Ottomans, with all their defects, arc

not a people to be despised. Equal, at least, to the
Spaniards, tliey are superior to the Portuguese. It
it be diílicult to pronounce what they are, we can
at least say what they are n o t: they are not treacherous, they are not cowardly, they do not burn
heretics, they are not assassins, nor has an eneiny
advanced to their capital. They are faithful to
their sultán till he becomes unflt to govern, and
devout to their God without an inquisition. Were
they driven from St. Sophia to-morrow, and the
French or Russians cnthroned in their stead, it
would become a question whether Europe would
gain by the exchange. England would certainly
be the loser.
With regard to that ignorance of which they are
so generally, and sometimes justly, accused, it may
be doubted, always excepting France and England,
in what useful points of knowledge they are excelled by other nations. Is it in the common arts
of life? In their manufactures? Is a Turkish
sabre inferior to a Toledo? or is a Turk worse
clothed, or lodged, or fed and taught, than a
Spaniard ? Are their Pachas worse educated than
a Grandee? or an Effendi than a Knight of St. Jago?
I think not.
I remember Mahmout, the grandson of A li Pacha,
asking whether my fellow-traveller and rnyself were
in the upper or lower House of Parliament. Now,
this question from a boy of ten years old proved
that his education had not been neglected. It may
be doubted if an English boy at that age knows the
difference of the Divan from a College of Dervises;
but I am very sure a Spaniard does not. How little
Mahmout, surrounded, as he had been, entirely by
his Turkish tutors, had learned that there was sueh
a thing as a Parliament, it were useless to con
jecture, unless we suppose that his instructors did
not confme his studies to the Koran.
In all the mosques there are schools established,
which are very regularly attended; and the poor
arc taught without the cliurch of Turkey being put
into perii. I believe the svstern is not yet printed
(tliough there is such a tliing as a Turkish press,
and books printed on the late military institution
of the Nizam Gedidd); nor have I heard whether
the Mufti and the Mollas have subseri bed, or the
Caimacan and the Tefterdar taken the alarm, for
fear the ingenuous youth of the turban should be
taught not to “ pray to God their way.” The
Greeks also—a kind of Eastern Irish papists—have
a college of their own at Maynooth,—no, at Haivali;
wherc the heterodox reeeive much the same kind of
countenance from the Ottoman as the Catholic
college from the English legislature. Who shall
tlien aflirni that the Turks are ignorant bigots,
when they thus evince the exact proportion of
Christian charity which is tolerated in the most
prosperous and ortliodox of all possible kingdoms ?
But thougli they allow all this, they will not suffer
the Greeks to participate in their privileges: no, let
them fight their battles, and pay their haratch
(taxes), be drubbed in this world, and damned in
the next. And shall we then emancipate our
Irish Helots ? Mahomet forbid! We should then
be bad Mussulmans, and worse Christians: at pre
sent we unite the best of both—jesuitical faith,
and something not much inferior to Turkish toleration.
Page 200, col. 2.
“ Reeeive the fiery Frank, her former guest.’’]
When taken by the Latins, and retained for several
years.
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Page 200, col. 2.
“ The prophet’s tomb of all its pious spoil.”]
Mecca and Medina were taken some time ago by
the Wahabees, a scct yearly increasing.

sand piastres, about ninc hundred pounds! Alas !—
“ Expende — quot libras in duce summo— inyenies! ”—was the dust of Miltiades worth no more ?
It could 8carcely have fetclied less if sold by weight.

Rige 2 0 1 , col. 2 .
“ Thy vales of evergreen, thy bilis of snow.”] On
many of the mountains, particularly Liakura, the
snow never is entirely melted, notwithstanding the
intense lieat of the summer; but I never saw it lie
on the plains, even in winter.

Page 205, coi. 2.
“ In ‘ pride of place’ here last the cagle flew.” ]
“ Pride of place ” is a term of falconry, and means
the highest piteh of flight. See Macbeth, &c.:—
“ An eagle towering in his pride of place,” <fcc.

Page 201, col. 2.
“ Above its prostrate brethren of the cave.”] Of
Mount Pentelicus, from whence the marble was dug
that constructed the públic ediflees of Athens. The
modern name is Mount Mendeli. An immense
cave, formed by the quarries, still remains, and will
till the end of time.
Page 201, col. 2.
“ Colonna’s cliff, and gleams along the wave.”]
In all Attica, if we except Athens itself and Mara
thon, there is no scene more interesting than Cape
Colonna. To the antiquary and artist, sixteen
columns are an inexhaustible source of observa
ron and design; to the philosophor, the supposed
scene of some of Plato’s conversations will not be
unwelcome; and the traveller will be struck with
the beauty of the prospect over “ Isles that crown
the ACgean deep
but, for an Englishman, Colonna
has yet an additional interest, as the actual spot
of Falconer’s shipwreck. Pallas and Plato are forgotten, in the recollection of Falconer and Camp
bell:—
“ Ilerc in the dead of night by Lonna’s steep,
The seaman’s cry was heard along the deep.”
This temple of Minerva may be seen at sea from
a great distance. In two journeys which I made,
and one voyage to Cape Colonna, the view from
either side,-by land, was less striking than the
approach from the isles. In our sccond land
excursión, we had a narrow escape from a party
of Mainotes, concealed in the caverns beneath. We
were told afterwards, by one of their prisoners,
subsequently ransomed, that they were deterred
from attacking us by the appearance of my two
Albanians: conjecturing very sagaciously, but
falsely, that we had a completo guard of thesc
Arnaouts at hand, they remained stationary, and
thus saved our party, which was too small to have
opposed any effectual resistance. Colonna is no
less a resort of painters than of pirates; there
“ The hireling artist plants his paltry desk,
And makes degraded nature picturesque.”
(Sec Hodgson’s Lady Jane Grey, áre.)
But there Nature, with the aid of Art, has done
that for herself. I was fortunate enougli to cngagc
a very superior Germán artist; and hope to rencw
my acquaintance with this and many other Levan
tino scenes, by the arrival of his performances.
Page 202, col. 1.
“ When Marathon beeame a magic word.” ] “ Siste
Viator—heroa calcas!” was the epitaph on the
ftimous Count Merci;—what then must be our
feelings when standing on the tumulus of the two
hundred (Greeks) who fell on Marathon? The
principal barrow has recently been opened by
Fauvel: few or no relies, as vases, &c. were found
by the excavator. The plain of Marathon was
offered to me for sale at the kurn of sixteen thou-

Page 20G, col. 1.
“ Such as Harmodius drew on Athens’ tyrant
lord.” ] See the famous song 011 Harmodius and
Aristogiton. The best English translation is in
Bland’s Anthology,by Mr. (since Lord Chief Justice)
Denman:—
“ With myrtle my sword will I wreathe,” &c.
Page 206, col. 1.
“ And ali werit merry as a marriage-bell.”] On
the night previous to the action, it is said that
a hall was given at Brussels.
Page 207, col. 1.
“ And Evan’s, Donald’s fame rings in eacli clansman’s ears!”] Sir Evan Cameron, and bis descendant
Donald, the “ gentle Lochiel” of the “ forty-five.”
Page 207, col. 1.
“ And Ardennes waves above them lier green
leaves.” ] The wood of Soignies is supposed to be
a remnant of the forest of Ardennes, famous in
Boiardo’s Orlando, and immortal in Shakespeare’s
“ As You Like It.” It is also celebrated in Tacitus,
as being the spot of successful dofence by the
Germans against the Roman encroachments. I
have ventured to adopt the name connected with
nobler associations than those of mere slaughter.
Page 207, coi. 2.
“ I turn’d from ali she brought to those shc could
not bring.” ] My guide from Mount St. Jean over
the field secmed intelligent and accurate. The
place where Major Iloward feli was not far from
two tali and solitary trees (there was a third cut
down, or shivered in the battle), which stand a few
yards from each other at a pathway’s side.
Beneath these he died and was buried. The body
has since been removed to England. A small hollow
for the present marks where it lay, but will probably
soon be cffaced; the plougli has* been upon it, and
the grain is. After pointing out the different spots
where Picton and other gallant men had perished,
the guide said, “ Here Major Howard lay: I was
near him when wounded.” I told him my relationship, and he seemed then still more anxious to
point out the particular spot and circumstances.
The place is one of the most marked in the field,
from the pcculiarity of the two trees above mentioned. I went on liorseback twice over the field,
comparing it with my recollection of similar scenes.
! As a plain, Waterloo scems marked out for the
scene of sorae great action, though this may be
I1 mere imagination: I have viewed with attention
I¡ those of Platea, Troj7, Mantinea, Leuctra, Chaeronea,
and Marathon: and the field around Mount St.
Jean and Hougoumont appears to want little but
a better cause, and that undefinable but impressive
halo which the lapse of ages throws around a
celebrated spot, to vie in interest with any or ali of
these, except, perhaps, the last mentioned.
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Page 211, col. 2.
Page 208, col. 1.
Here Ehrenbreitstein, with her shatter’d wall.”J
'“ Like to the apples on the Dead Sea’s shore.” ] Ehrenbreitstein, i.c. “ the broad stone of honour,”
The (fftbled) apples on the brink of the lake Asphal ; onc of the strongest fortresses in Europe, was distites were said to be fair without, and, within, asiles. mantlcd and blown up by the French at the truce
Vide Tacitus, Histor. lib. v. 7.
of Leoben. It had been, and could only be, reduced
by famine or treachery. It yielded to the former,
Page 209, col. 1.
“ For sceptred cynics èarth were far too wide a aided by surprise. Aíter havmg seen the fortilicaden.”J The great error of Napoleón, “ if we have tions of Gibraltar and Malta, it did not much strike
writ our annals true,” was a continued obtrusion on by comparison; but the situation is commanding.
mankind of bis want of all eommunity of feeling ¡ General Mareeau besieged it in vain for some time,
for or witb theui; perhaps more oliensive to human i and I slept in a room where 1 was sliown a window
vanity than the active cruelty of more trembling I at which he is said to have been standing observing
and suspicious tyranny. Such were his speeches to j the progress of the siege by moonlight, when a bal!
públic assemblies as well as individuals; and the struck immediately below it.
single expression which he is said to have used on
Page 212, col. 1.
returning to Paris after the Russian winter had I “ Unsepulchred they roam’d, and shriek’d eacli
destroyed his army, rubbing his hands over a íire, 1 wandering ghost.”J The chapel is destroyed, and
“ Tiiis is pleasanter than Moscow,” would probably the pvramid of bones diminished to a small number
alienate more favour from liis cause than the de- by tile Burgundian legión in the Service of France;
struction and reverses which led to the remark.
who anxiouslv etfaced this record of their aneestors’
less successfui invasions. A lew still reinain, notPage 209, col. 2.
withstanding the pains taken by the Burgundians
“ Whafc want these outlaws conquerors should for ages (all who passed that way removing a bono
have ? "J “ What wants tliat knave tbafc a king to their own country), and tbe less justifiable
should have?” was King Jamcs’s question on larcenies of the Swiss postilíons, who carricd them
meeting Johnny Armstrong and his followers in olf to scll for knife-handles; a purpose for which
full accoutrements—See the Bailad.
the whiteness imbibed by the bleaching of years
had rendered them in great request. Of these
Page 210, col. 2.
relies I ventured to bring away as much as may
“ The castled crag of Drachenfels.’’] The castle have made a quarter of a hero, for which the solé
of Drachenfels stands on the higliest summit of excuse i3, that if I had not, the next passer-by might
“ the Seven Mountains,” over the Rhine banks; it have perverted them to worse uses Usan thc careful
is in ruins, and connected with some singular tra- preservation which I intend for them.
ditions. It is the first in view on the road from
Pago 212, col. 2.
Bonn, but on the opposite side of the river; on
this bank, nearly facing it, are the remains of
“ Levell’d Aventicum, liath strew’d her subjcct
another, cailed the Jew’s Castle, and a large cross, lands.”] Aventicum, near Morat, was the Roman
eommemorative of the murder of a chief by his capital of Helvetia, where Avenches now stands.
brother. The number of castles and cities along
Page 212, col. 2.
the course of the Rhine on botli sides is verv
“ And lield within their urn one mind, one lieart,
great, and their situations rcmarkably beautiful.
one dust.”J Julia Alpinula, a young Aventian
priestess, died soon after a vain endeavour to save
Page 211, col. 2.
“ The whiteness of his soul, and thus men o’cr her lather, condemned to death as a traitor by
him wept.”] The monument of the young and Aulus Ceccina. Her epitaph was discovered many
lamented General Mareeau (killed by a ritte-ball at years a g o i t is t h u s J u l i a Alpinula: Hic jaceo.
Atterkirchen, 011 the last day of the fourth year of Infelicis patris, infelix proles. Dese Aventine Sacer
the French republic) still remains as described. dos. Exorare patris necem non potui: Male mori
Tiie inscriptions on his monument are rather too in fatis ille erat. Vixi annos xxiii.”—I know of no
long, and not required: his ñame was enough; human composition so afiecting as this, nor a liistory
Franco adored, and her enemies admired; botli of deeper interest. These are the ñames anci
wept over him. His funeral was attonded by the actions which ouglit not to perish, and to which we
generals and detachments from both armies. I 11 tum with a truc and healthy tenderness, from the
the same grave General Hoche is interred, a gallant wretched and glittering detail of a confused mass
man also in cvery sense of the word; but though of conquests and battles, with which the mind is
he distinguished himself greatly in battle, he had rousecl for a time to a false and feYerish sympathy,
not the good fortune to die there: his death was from whence it recura at length with all the nausea
attended by suspieions o f poison. A separate conseqüent on such intoxication.
monument (not over his body, which is buried by
Page 212, coi. 2.
Marceau’s) is raised for him near Andernach, oppo
“ In the sun’s face, like yonder Alpine snow.” J
site to which onc of his most memorable exploits
This is written in the eye of Mont Blanc (June 3rd,
was performed, in throwing a bridge to an island 181C), which even at this distance dazzles mine.—
011 the Rhine. The shape and styie are different
(July 20th.) I this day observed for some time the
from that of Marceau’s, and the inscription more distinet retlection of Alont Blanc and Mont Argensimple and pleasing: —“ The Army o f the Sambre tièrc in the calui of the lake, which I was Crossing in
and Meuse to its Commander-in-Ciiief Hoche.”
my boat; the distance of these mountains from their
This is all, and as it should be. Hoche was mirror
is sixty miles.
esteemed among the first of Francés earlier generals,
Page 213, coL 1.
before Buonapartc monopolised her triumphs. He
was the destined commander of the invading armv
“ By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone.” ] The
of íreland.
I colour of the Rhone at Geneva is blue, to a depth of
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tini which I have never seen equalled in water,
salt or fresh, except in the Mediterrancan and
Archipelago.
Page 214, col. 1.
“ This hallow’d, too, the memorable kiss.” } This
refera to the account in his “ Confessions” of his
passion for the Comtesse d’Houdetot (the mistress
of St. Lambcrt), and his long walk cvery morning,
for the sake of the single kiss which was the common salutation of French acquaintance. Rousseau’s
description o f his feelings on this occasion may be
considerad as the most passionatc, yet not impura,
description and expression of love that ever kindled
into words; which, after all, must be felt, from their
very forcé, to be inadequate to the delineation;
a painting can give no sufficient idea of the ocean.
Page 215, col. 2.
“ Of eartli-o’crgazing mountains, and thus take.” l
It is to be rccollected, that the most beautiful anci
impressive doctrines of the divine Founder of
Christianity were delivered, not in the Temple, but
on the Mount. To waive the question of devotion,
and turn to human eloquence,—the most effectual
and splendid specimens were not pronounced within
walls. Demosthenes addressed the públic and popu
lar assemblies. Cicero spoke in the forum. That
this added to their etfcct on the mind of both orator
and hearers, may be conceived from the diíference
between wliat we read of the emotions then and
there produced, and those we ourselves experiencc
in the perusal in the closet. It is one thing to read
the Iliad at Sigseum and on the tumuli, or by the
springs with Mount Ida above, and the plain and
rivera and Archipelago around you; and another to
trim your taper over it in a snug library—this I
know. Were the early and rapid progress of what
is cailed Mcthodism to be attributed to any cause
beyond the enthusiasm excited by its vehement
faith and doctrines (the truth or error of which
I presume neither to canvass nor to question),
I should ventura to ascribe it to the practice of
preaching in the fielcls, and the unstudied and
extemporaneous eflusions of its teachers. The
Mussulmans, whose erroneous devotion (at least
in the lowcr orders) is most sincera, and therefore
impressive, are accustomed to repeat their prescribed orisons and prayers, wherever they may be,
at the stated honra—of course, frequently in the
open air, kneeling upon a light mat (which they
carry for the purpose of a bed or cushion as
required); the ceremony lasts some minutes, during
which they are totally absorbed, and only living in
their supplication; nothing can disturb them. On
me tbe simple and entire sincerity of these men,
and the spirit which appeared to be within and
upon them, made a far greater impression than any
general rite which was ever performed in places
of worship, of which I have seen those of almost
cvery persuasión under the sun; including most of
our*own sectàries, and the Greek, the Catholic,
the Armcnian, the Luthcran, the Jcwish, and the
Mahometan. Many of the negrocs, of wliom there
ara numbers in the Turkish empire, ara idolaters,
and have frec exercise of their belicf and its rites;
some of these I had a distant view of at Patras;
and, from what I could make out of them, they
appeared to be of a truly Pagan description, and
not very agreeable to a spectator.
Page 215, col. 2.
“ The sky is changed!—and such a change! Oh
night.” ] The thunder-storm to which these lines
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refer occurred on the 13th of June, 1816, at midnight. I have seen, among the Acroceraunian
mountains of Chimari, several mora terrible, but
none more beautiful.
Page 217, col. 1.
“ And sun-set into rose-hues sees them wrought.” ]
Rousseau’s Héloïse. Lettre 17, Part IV., note. “ Ces
montagnes sont si liautes qu’une demi-heure après
lc soleil couche, leura sommets sont éclairés de ses
rayon sdont le rouge forme sur ces cimes Manches
une belle couleur de rose, qu’on aperçoit de fort
loin.” —This applies more particularly to the heights
over Meillerie.—“ J’allai íi Vevay logcr à la Clef, et
pendant deux jours que j ’y restai sans voir personne. je pris pour cette ville un amour qui m’a
sui vi dans tous mes voyages, et qui m’y a fait établir
en fin les liéros de mon roman. Je dirais volontiers
à ceux qui ont du goüt et qui sont sensibles: Allez
à Vevay—visitez le pays, examinez les sites, pro*
menez-vous sur le lac, et dites si la Natura n’a pas
fait ce beau pays pour une Julie, pour une Claire, et
pour un St. Preux ; mais ne les y clierclíez pas.” —
Les Confessions, livre iv. p. 306, Lyon, ed. 1796.—In
July, 1816, I made a voyage round the Lake of
Geneva: and, as far as my own observations have
led me in a not uninterested nor inattentive survey
of all the scenes most celebrated by Rousseau in his
“ Heloïse,” I can safely say, that in this there is no
exaggeration. It would be difficult to see Clarens
(with the scenes around it, Vevay, Chillón, BOveret,
St. Gingo, Meillerie, Eivan, and the entranccs of
the Rhone) without being forcibly struck with its
peculiar adaptation to the persons and events with
which it has bcen peopled. But this is not a ll; the
feeling with which all around Clarens, and the
opposite rocks of Meillerie, is invested, is of a still
higher and more comprehensive order than the
mere sympathy with individual passion; it is a
sense of the existence of love in its most extended
and sublime capaeity, and of our own participation
of its good and of its glory: it is the great principie
of the universe, which is there more condensed, but
not less manifested; and of which, though knowing
ourselves a part, we lose our individuality, and
mingle in the beauty of the wholc.—If Rousseau
had never written, nor lived, the same associations
would not less have belonged to such scenes. He
has added to the interest of his works by their
adoption; he has shown his sense of their beauty
by the selection; but they have done that for him
which no human being could do for them.—I had
the fortune (good or evil as it might be) to sail from
Meillerie (where we landed for some time) to
St. Gingo during a lake storm, which added to the
magnificence of all around, although oceasionallv
accompanied by danger to the boat, which was small
and overloaded. It was over this very part o f the
lake that Rousseau has driven the boat of St. Preux
and Madame Wolmar to Meillerie for shelter during
a tempest. On gaining the shore at St. Gingo,
I found that the wind had been sufflciently strong
to blow down some fine old chestnut trees on the
lowcr part of the mountains. On the opposito
height of Clarens is a chateau. The hills are
covered with vineyards, and interspersed with some
small but beautiful woods; one of these was named
the “ Bosquet de Julie; ” and it is remarkable that,
though long ago cut down by the brutal selfishncss
of the monks of St. Bernard (to wliom the land
appertained), that the ground might be enclosed
into a vineyard for the miserable droncs of an
execrable sunerstition, the inhabitants of Clarens
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still point out the spot where its trees stood, calling and liardly sufficient dclineation of an August
it by the ñame which consecratecl and survived evening (the eighteenth), as contemplated in one
them. Rousseau has not been particularly fortunate of many rides along the banks of the Brenta, near
in the preservation of the “ local liabitations” he La Mira.
has given to “ airy nothings.” The Prior of Great
Page 225, col. 1.
St. Bernard has cut down some of his woods for the
“ Or, it may be, with demons, who impair.” ] The
sake of a few casks of wine, and Buou aparte has
levclled part of the rocks of Meillerie in improving struggle is to the full as likely to be with demons as
the road to the Simplón. The road is an excellent with our better thoughts. Satan chose the wilderone; but I cannot quite agree with a remark which ness for the temptation of our Saviour. And our
I heard made, that “ La roiíte vaut mieux que les unsullied John Locke preferred the presence of a
child to complete solitude.
souvenirs.”
Pago 217, col. 2.
Page 226, col. 1.
“ Victor or vanquish’d, thou the slave of friend or
“ Of ñames which unto you bequeatli’d a name.” J
foe.” ] The two stanzas xlii. and x liii . are, with the
Voltaire and Gibbon.
exception of a line or two, a translation of the
Page 218, col. 2.
famous sonnet of F i l i c a j a “ Italia, Italia, 0 tu cui
“ Had I not filed my mind, which thus itself feo la sorte! ”
subdued.” ]
Page 226, col. 1.
•— ■
“ I f it be thus,
“ Wandering in youth, I traced the path of him.” ]
Por Banquo’s issue have I filed my mind.” —
The celebrated letter of Servius Sulpicius to Cicero,
Macbeth. on the death of his daughter, describes as it tlicn
Page 218, col. 2.
was, and now is, a path which I often traced in
“ O’er otliers’ griefs that some sincerely grieve.” ] Greece, both by sea and land, in different journeys
It is said by Rochefoucault that “ tliere is always and voyages. “ On my return from Asia, as I was
something in the misfortunes of men’s best friends sailing from ASgina towards Megara, I began to
not displeasing to them.”
contemplate the prospect of the countries around
m e: ASgina was behind, Megara before m e; Pineus
Page 221, col. 1.
on the right, Corinth on the left: all which towns,
“ Shc looks a sea Cybele, fresli from ocean.” ] once famous and flourishing, now lie overturned and
Sabellicus, describing the appearance of Vcnice, buried in their ruins. Upon this siglit, I could not
has made use of the above image, which would not but think presently within myself, Alas! how do we
be poctical werc it not truc—“ Quo flt ut qui poor mortals fret and vex ourselves if any of our
superne urbem contempletur, turritam telluris friends liappen to die or be killed, whose life is yet
imaginem medio Oceano figuratam se putet in so short, when the carcasses of so many noble cities
lie here exposed before me in one view.” —Sec
spicere.”
Middleton’s Cicero, vol. ii., p. 371.
Page 222, col. 1.
“ Sparta hath many a worthier son tlian lie.” J
The answer of the mother of Brasidas, the Lacedeemonian general, to the strangers who praised the
memory of her son.
Page 222, coi. 2.
“ The ‘ Planter of the Lion,’ which through fire.” ]
That is, the Lion of St. Mark, the standard of the
republic, which is the origin of the word Pantaloon
-Piantalcone, Pantaleon, Pantalcon.

Page 226, coi. 2.
“ The skeleton of her Titanie form.” ] It is Poggio,
who, looking from the Capitoline hili upon ruined
Rome, breaks forth into the exclamation, “ Ut nunc
omni decore nudata, prostrata jacet, instar gigantei
cadaveris corrupti atque undique exesi.”

Page 227, col. 1.
“ Fceding on thy sweet cheek! while thy lips are.”]
’O0 0 aA/xovs èíTTiai',
Page 222, coi. 2.
“ Atque oculos pascat uterque suos.” —Ovid.
“ Redcmption rose up in the Attic Muse.” ] The
Amor. lib. ii.
story is told in Plutarch’s Life of Nicias.
Page 229, coi. 2.
Page 223, col. 1.
“ Charming the eye with dread,—a matchless
“ And Otway, Radelifle, Schillcr, Shakespcare’s cataract.” J I saw the Caseata dei Marmore of Terni
art.”] “ Venice Prc-served;” “ Mysteries of Udol- twice, at different periods—once from the summit
pho;” “ The Ghost-Seer, or Armenian;” “ The of the precipice, and again from the valley below.
Merchant of Venice;” “ Otliello.”
The lower view is far to be preferred, if the traveller
has time for one only; but in any point of view,
Page 223, col. 1.
cither from above or below, it is wortli all the
“ But from their nature will the taimen grow.” ] cascades and torrents of Switzcrland put together:
Tannen is the plural of tanne, a species of flr the Staubach, Reichenbach, Pisse Vache, fall of
peculiar to the Alps, which only thrives in very Arpenaz, <fec. are rills in comparative appearance.
rocky parts, where scarcely soil suiHcient for its Of the fall of Schaffhausen 1 cannot speak, not yet
nourishment can be found. On these spots it having seen it.
grows to a greater lieight than any other mountain
Page 229, coi. 2.
tree.
“ An Iris sits, amidst the infernal surge.” ] Of the
Page 224, col. 1.
time, place, and qualities of this kind of iris, the
“ Floats through the azurfc air—an island of the reader will see a short account in a note to Manfred.
blest!” ] The above description may seem fantas- The fall looks so mucli like “ the hell of waters,”
tical or exaggerated to tliose who have never scen that Addison thought the descent alluded to by
an Oriental or an Italian sky, yet it is but a literal the gulf in which Alecto plunged into the infernal
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regions. I t is singular enough, that two of the finest j
Page 231, col. 1.
cascades in Europe should be artificial—this of the i
“ Beheld him win two realms, and, happier, yield
Velino, and the one at Tivoli. The traveller is
strongly recommended to trace the Velino, at least his breatli.” ] On the 3rd of September Cromwell
iis high as tlie little lake called P ie ' di Lup. The gained the victory of Dunbar; a year afterwards ho
Reatine territory was the Italian Tempe (Cicer. obtained “ his crowning mercy ” of Worcester; and
Epist. ad Attic. xv. lib. iv.), and the ancient natur- a few years after, 011 the same day, which he had
alists (Plin. Hist. Nat. lib. ii. cap. lxii.). amongst ever esteemed the most fortunate for him, died.
other beautiful varielies, remarked tlie daily rainPage 232, col. 1.
bows of the lake Velinus. A scliolar of great name
“ Our senses narrow, and our reason frail.” ]------lias devoted a treatise to this district alone. Sec
“
Omnes
pene
veteres;
qui nihil cognosci, nihil
Aid. Manut. “ De Reatina Urbe Agroque,” ap.
percepi, nihil sciri posse dixerunt; angustos sensus;
Sallengre, Thesaur. tom. i. p. 773.
imbecillos animos, brevia curricula viteo; in pro
Page 229, coi. 2.
fundo veritatem demersam ; opinionibus et institutis
“ Sits on more shaggy summits, and where roar.” ] omnia teneri; nihil veritati relinqui: deincepi
I 11 the greater part of Switzerland, the avalanches omnia tenebris circumfusa esse dixerunt.” —Academ.
1. 13. The eighteen hundred vears which havo
are known by the name of lauwine.
elapsed since Cicero wrote this nave not removed
any
of the imperfections of humanity: and the
Page 230, col. 1.
complaints ofthe ancient philosophers may,without
“ The driH’d dull lesson, forced dowfi word by injustice or afiectation, be transcribed in a poem
word.”] These stanzas may probably remind the written yesterday.
reiider of Ensign Northcrton’s remarks, “ D —n
Page 233, col. 1.
Homo,” &c.; but the reasons for our dislike are not
exactly the same. I wish to express, that we become
“ There is a stem round tower of other days.” ]
tired of the task before we can comprehend the Alluding to the tomb of Cecilia Metella, called Capo
beauty; that we learn by rote before we can get by di Bove. See “ Historical Illustrations,” p. 200.
heart; that the freshness is worn away, and the
Page 233, coi. 2.
future pleasure and advantage deadened and
destroyed, by the didàctic anticipation, at an age
“ Heaven gives its favourites—carly death; yet
when we can neither feel nor understand the power shed.” ]
of compositions which it requires an acquaintance "O y o i 6eo\ <})L\ov(riv, aTrodi^CKCi veoç*
with life, as well as Latin and Greek, to rclish, or to Tò y à p d a i'c iv ovK a la \p o u aAA’ a i(T \p u )ç d a v e iv .
reason upon. For the same reason, we never can be
aware of tlie fulness of some of the finest passages Rich. Franc. Phil. Brunck. Poetro Gnomici, p. 231,
of Shakspeare (“ To be, or not to be,” for instance), edit. 1784.
Page 234, col. 1,
from the liabit of having them hammercd into us at
eight years old, as an exercise, not of mind, but
“ There is the moral of all human tales.” ] The
of memory: so that when we are old enough to author of the Life of Cicero, speaking of the opinion
enjoy them, the taste is gone, and the appetite entertained of Britain by that orator and his con
palled. In some parts of the continent, young te. 1 porary Romans, has the following eloqüent
persons are taught from more common authors, p a s s a g e “ From their railleries of this kind, on
and do not read the best clàssics till their maturity. the barbarity and misery of our island, one cannot
I certainly do not speak on this point from any help reflecting on the surprising fate and revolutions
pique or aversión towards the place of my edu- of kingdoms; how Rome, once the mistress of the
cation. I was not a slow, though an idle boy; and world, the seat of arts, empire, and glory, now lies
I believe no one could, or can be, more attached to sunk in slotb, ignorancc, and poverty, enslaved to
Harrow than I have always bcen, and with reason ;— the most cruci as well as to the most contemptible
a part of the time passed there was the happiest of of tyrants, superstition and religious imposture;
my life; and my preceptor, the Rev. Dr. Josepli while this remote country, anciently the jest and
Drury, was the best and worthiest friend I ever contempt of the polite Romans, is becomc the
possessed, whose warnings I have remembered but happyse.it of liberty, plenty, and letters; flourishing
too well, though too late, when I have erred,—and in all the arts and reflnements of civil life; yet
whose counsels I have but followed when I have running, perhaps, the same course which Rome
done well or wisely. I f ever this imperfect record of itself had run before it, from virtuous industry to
my feelings towards him should reach his eyes, let wealth; from wealth to luxury; from luxury to an
it remind him of one who never thinks of him but impatiencc of discipline, and corruption of morals:
with gratitude and veneration—of one who would till, by a total degeneracy and loss of virtue, being
more gladly boast of having been his pupil, if, grown ripe for destruction, it falis a prey at last to
by more closely following his injunctions, ne coulu some hardy oppressor, and, with the loss of liberty,
reflect any honour upon his instructor.
losing everytlnng that is valuable, sinks gradually
again into its original barbarism.” (See “ History
Page 230, coi. 2.
of the Life of M. Tullius C.cero, sect. vi. vol, ii. p.
“ The Scipios’ tomb contains no ashes now.” ] For 102.)
a comment on this and tlie two following stanzas,
Page 234, coi. 2.
the reader may consuit “ Historical Illustrations,”
“ To crush the imperial urn, whose ashes slept
p. 46.
sublime.” ] The column of Trajan is surmounted
Page 230, coi. 2.
by St. Peter; that of Aurelius by St. Paul. See
“ The trebly hundred triumphs! and the day.” ] “ Historical Illustrations,” p. 214.
Orosius gives 320 for the number of triumphs. Hc
Page 235, col. 1.
is followed by Panvinius; and Panvinius by Mr. Gib“ Rienzi! last of Romans! While the tree.” ] The
bon and the modern writers.
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ñame and exploits of Rienzi must be familiar to thc
reader of Gibbon. Some details and inedited manuscripts, relative to this unhappy liero, will be seen
in the “ Historical Illustrations of the Fourth Canto,”
p. 248.
Page 236, col. 2.
“ Yet let us ponder boldly—’t is a base.” ] “ A t all
events,” says the autlior of the “ Academical Qües
tions,” “ I trust, whatever may be the fate of my
own speculations, that philosophy will regain that
cstimation which it ought to possess. The free and
pliilosophic spirit of our nation has been the theme
of admiration to the world. This was the proud
distinction of Englishmcn.and the luminous source
of all their glory. Shall we then forget the manly
and dignified sentiments o f our aneestors, to prate
in the language of the inothcr or the luirse about
our good oíd prejudices ? This is not the way to
defend the cause o f truth. It was not thus that
our fathers maintained it in thc brilliant periods of
our history. Prejudice may be trusted to guard the
outworks for a short space of time, while reason
slumbers in the citadel; but if the latter sink into
a lothargy, the former will quickly erect a standard
for herseíf. Philosophy, wisdom, and liberty support
each other: he who will not reason is a bigot; he
who cannot is a fo ol; and he who daros not is
a slave.” —Yol. i., pref., pp. II, 15.
Page 239, col. 1.
“ Like laureis on the bald first Ccesar’s head.”]
Suetonius informs us that Julius Ctesar was particularly gratifled by that decree of the senatc which
enabled him to wear a wreath of laurel on all
occasions. He was anxious, not to show that he
was the conqueror of the world, but to hide that he
was bald. A stranger at Rome would liardly have
guessed at the motive, ñor sliould we without the
help of the historian.
Page 239, col. 1.
“ While stands thc Coliseum, Romo shall stand.” ]
This is quoted in the “Decline and Fall of the Román
Empire,” as a proof that the Coliseum was entire,
when seen by the Anglo-Saxon pilgrims at the end
of the seventh, or the beginning of the eighth,
century. A noticc on the Coliseum may be seen in
the “ Historical Illustrations,” p. 263.
Page 239, col. 1.
“ From Jove to Jesús—spared and blest by
time.” ] “ Though plundered of all its brass, except
the ring which was necessary to preserve thc aperture
above; though exposed to repeated fires; though
sometimes flooded by the river, and always open to
the rain, no monument of equal antiquity is so well
preserved as this rotundo. It passed witli little
altcration from the Pagan into the present worship;
and so convenient were its niches for the Christian
altar, that Michael Angelo, ever studious of ancient
beauty, introduccd their design as a model in the
Catholic cliurch.” —Forsyth's Italy, p. 137, 2nd edit.
Page 239, col. 1.
“ Their oyes on honour’d forms, whose busts
anmnd thcm cióse.” ] The Pantheon has been
made a receptacle for the busts of modern great,
or, at least, distinguished men. The ílood of light
which once feli through the large orb above on the
whole circle o f divinities, now shines on a numerous
íissemblage of mortals, some one or two of whom
llave been almost deified by the vencration of their

countrymen. For a notice of the Pantheon, sec
“ Historical Illustrations,” p. 287.
Page 239, col. 2.
“ There is a dungeon, in whose dim drear light.” ]
This and the tlirec next stanzas allude to the story
of the Roman daughter, which is recalled to the
traveller by thc site, or pretended site, of that
adventure, now shown at the cliurch of St. Nicholas
in Carcere. The difficulties attending the full
belief of the tale are stated in “ Historical Illustra
tions,” p. 295.
Page 240, col. 1.
“ Turn to the mole which Hadrian rear’d on
high.” ] The castlc of St. Angelo. See “ Historical
Illustrations.”
Page 240, col. 1.
“ But l o ! the dome—the vast and wondrous
dome.” ] This and the six stanzas have a reference
to thc cliurch of St. Pcter’s. For a measurement of
the comparative length of this basilica and the other
great chunches of Europe, see the pavement of St.
Peter’s, and the “ Classical Tour through Italy,” vol.
ii. p. 125 et seq., cliap. iv.
Page 242, col. 1.
“ Nations havearm’d in madness,thcstrange fate.” ]
Mary died on the seafTold; Elizabetli of a broken
heart; Charles Y. a hermit: Louis X IV. a bankrupt
in means and glory; Cromwell of anxiety; and,
“ the greatest is behind,” Napoleón lives a prisoner.
To these sovereigns a long but superfluous list
might be added of ñames equally illustrious and
unhappy.
Page 242, col. 2.
“ Lo, N em i! navcll’d in thc woody hills.” ] The
village of Nemi was near thc Arician retreat of
Egeria, and, from the shades which embosomed the
templo of Diana, has preserved to this day its distinctive appellation of The Grove. Nemi is but an
cvening’s ride from the comfortable inn of Albano.

THE GIAOUR
Page 245, col. 1.
“ That tomb which, gleaming o’er the cliff.” ] A
tomb above the rocks on thc promontory, by some
supposed the sepulchre of Themistocles.
Page 245, col. 2.
“ Sultana of the Nightingalc.” ] The attachment
of the nightingalc to the rose is a well-known
Persian fable. I f I mistake not, the “ Bulbul of
a thousand tales ” is one of his appellations.
Page 246, col. 1.
“ Till the gay mariner’s guitar.” ] The guitar is
the constant amusement of the Greek sailor by
night; with a steady fair wind, and during a calm,
it is accompanied always by the voice, and often by
dancing.
Page 246, col. 1.
“ Where coid Obstruction’s apathy ” ]
“ Ay, but to die and go we know not where,
To lie in coid obstruction ?”
Measure for Measure, Act iii. se. 1.
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Page 246, col. 2.
“ The first, last look by death rcveaPd! ” ] I trust
that few of my readers llave ever liad an opportunity
of witnessing what is here attempted in description;
but those who have will probably retain a painful
remcmbrance of that singular beauty which pervades, with few cxceptions, the features of the dcad,
a few hours, and but for a few hours, after “ the
spirit is not thcrc.” I t is to be remarked in cases
of violent death by gun-shot wound3, the expression
is always that of languor, whatever the natural
energy of the sufferer’s character; but in deatli
from a stab the countcnance preserves its traits of
feeling or fcrocity, and the mind its bias, to thc last.
Page 247, col. 1.
“ Slaves—nay, the bondsmen of a slave.” ] Athcns
is the property of the Kislar Aga (the slave of the
seraglio and guardián of the women), who appoints
the Waywode. A pander and eunuch—these are
not polite, yet true appellations—now governs the
governor of Athcns!
Page 247, col. 2.
“ In ecliocs of the far tophaikc.” ] “ Tophaike,”
musket. The Bairam is announced by the camión
at sunset: the illumination of the mosques, and the
firing of all kinds of small arms, loaded with ball,
proclaim it during the night
Page 247, col. 2.
“ Swift as the liurl’d on high jerrecd.” ] Jerreed, or
Djerrid, a blunted Turkish javelin, which is darted
from horseback with great forcé and precisión. It
is a favourite exercise of the Mussulmans; but I
know not if it can be called a manly one, sincc thc
most expert in the art are the Black Eunuchs of
Constantinople. I think, next to these, aMamlouk
at Smyrna was the most skilful that carne within
my observation.
Page 248, col. 1.
“ He carne, he went, like thc simoom.” ] The blast
of the desert, fatal to every thing living, and often
alluded to in eastern poetry.
Page 248, col. 2.
“ To bless the sacred ‘ bread and salt.’ ” ] To
partakc o f food, to break bread and salt with your
host, insures the safety of the guest: even though
an enemy, his person from that moment is sacred.
Page 248, col. 2.
“ Sincc his turban was cleft by thc infidels
sabre! ”J I need liardly observe, that Charity and
Hospitality are the first duties enjoined by Mahomet;
and to say truth, very generally practiscd by liis
disciplcs. The first praise that can be bestowed 011
a chief is a pancgyric on his bounty; the next, 011
his valour.
Page 248, col. 2.
“ And silver-sheathed ataglian.” The ataghan, a
long dagger worn with pistols in the bclt, in a
metal scabbard, generally of silver; and, among the
vvealthicr, gilt, or of gold.
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nccessity of good works: they are the worst of a very
indiflerent brood.
Page 248, col. 2.
“ ‘Ho ! who art thou ? ‘ This low salam.’ ” ] “ Salam aleikoum! aleikoum salam!” peace be with
you; be with you peace—the salutation reserved for
the faithful:—to a Christian, “ Urlarula, a good
journey; or “ salían hiresem, saban serula; ” good
morn, good even; and sometimes, “ may your end
be happy; ” are the usual salutes.
Page 249, col. 1.
“ The insect queen of eastern spring.” ] The bluewinged butterfiy of Kashmcer, the most rare and
beautiful of the species.
Page 249, col. 2.
“ Is like thc Scorpion girt by fire.” ] Alluding to
the dubious suicide of the scorpion, so placed for
experiment by gentle philosophers. Some maintain
that thc position of the sting, when turned towards
the head, is nierely a convulsive movement; but
others have actually brought in the verdict “ Fclo
de se.” The scorpions are surcly interested in a
speedy decisión of the question; as, if once fairly
established as insect Catos, thcy will probably be
allowed to live as long as they think proper, without
being martyred for the sake of an hypothesis.
Pago 249, col. 2.
“ lVlien Rhamazan’s last sun was set.” ] The camión
at sunset cióse the Rhamazan.
Page 249, col. 2.
“ By pale Phingari’s trembling light.” ] Phingari,
thc moon.
Page 250, col. 1.
“ Briglit as the jewel of Giamschid.” ] The celelirated fabulous ruby o f Sultán Giamschid, thc
cmbcllisher of Istakhar; from its splendour, named
Schebgcrag, “ the torcli of night; ” also “ the cup of
the sun,” &c. In the first edition, “ Giamschid”
was written as a word of tlirec syllables; so D ’Herbclot has i t ; but I am told Richardson reduces it to
a dissyllablc, and writes “ Jamshid.” I have left in
the text the orthograpliy of the 011c with the pronunciation of thc other.
Page 250, col. 1.
“ Though on Al-Sirat’s arch I stood.” ] Al-Sirat,
the bridge of breatli, narrower than the tliread of
a famished spider, and sharper than the edge of
a sword, over which the Mussulmans must skate
into Paradise, to which it is the only entrance; but
this is not the worst, the river beneath being heU
itself, into which, as may be expectcd, the unskilful
and tender of foot conti ive to tumblc with a “ facilis
descensus Averni,” not very pleasing in prospect to
the next passenger. There is a shorter cut downwards for the Jews and Christiana

Page 250, col. 1.
“ A soulless toy for tyrant’s lust?” ] A vulgar
error; the Koran allots at least a tliird of Paradise
to well-behavcd women; but by Jar the greater
Page 248, col. 2. *
number of Mussulmana interpret the text their own
“ An Emir by his garb of green.”] Green is the way, and exelude their moieties from lieaven. Being
privileged colour of the prophet’s numerous pre enemies to Platònics, they cannot discern “ any
tended descendants; with thcm, as here, faith (the I íitness of tliings” in the souls of the other sex,
family inheritance) is supposed to supersede the I conceiving them to be superseded by the Iíouris.
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Pagc 250, col. 1.
“ The young pomegranate’s blossoms strew.” ] An
oriental simile, which may, perhaps, tliough fairly
stolen, be deemed “ plus Arabe qu’en Arabie.”
Page 250, col. 1.
“ Her hair in liyacinthine flow.”] Hyacinthine, in
Arabio “ Sunbul; ” as common a thought in the
eastern poets as it was among the Greeks.
Page 250, col. 1.
“ The loveliest bird of Franguestan! "J “ Franguestan,” Circassia.
Page 250, col. 2.
“ Bismillah! now the peril’s past.” ] “ Intlienam c
of God; ” the commenceinent of all the cliapters of
the Koran but one, and of prayer and thanksgiving.
Page 251, col. 1.
“ Then curl’d his very beard with ire.” ] A plienomenon not uncommon with an angry Mussulman.
In 1809, the Capitan Pacha’s whiskers at a diplomàtic
audience were no less lively with indignation than
a tiger cat’s, to the horror of all the dragomans;
the portentous mustachios twisted, they stood erect
of their own accord, and were expected every moment
to change their colour.but at last condescended to
subside, which, probably, saved more heads than
they contained hairs.
Page 251, col. 1.
“ Nor raised the craven cry, Amaun! ”] “Amaun,”
quarter, pardon.
Page 251, col. 1.
“ I know liiïn by the cvil eye.” ] The “ evil eye,”
a common superstition in the Levant, and of which
the imaginary eftects are yet very singular on those
wlio conceive themselves affected.
Page 251, col. 2.
“ A fragment of his palampore.” ] The flowered
shawls gcnerally worn by persons of rank.
Page 252, col. 1.
“ His calpac rent—his caftan red.” ] The calpac
is the solid cap or centre part of the head-dress; the
shawl is wound round it, and forms the turban.
Page 252, col. 1.
“ A turban carved in coarsest stone.” ] The turban,
pillar, and inscriptive verse, decorate the tombs of
the Osmanlies, whether in the cemetery or the
wilderness. In the mountains you frequently pass
similar mementos; and on inquiry you arc informed
that they record some victim of rebellion, plunder,
or revenge.
Page 252, col. 1.
“ At solemn sound o f ‘ Alia H u ! ’ ” ] “ Alia H u ! ”
the concluding words of the Muezzin’s cali to prayer
from the highest gallery on the exterior of the
Minaret. On a still evening, when the Muezzin
has a fine voice, which is frequently the case, the
effect is solemn and beautiful beyond all the bells
in Christendom.
Page 252, col. 1 .
“ They come—their kerchiefs green they wave.” ]
The following is part o f a battle song of the Turks:—
“ I see—I see a dark-eyed giri of Paradise, and she
waves a handkerchief, a kerchief of green; and cries
aloud, ‘ Come, kiss me, for I love thee,’ ” &c.

Page 252, col. 2.
“ Beneath avenging Alonkir’s scythe.” ] Monkir
«and Nekir arc the inquisitors o f the dead, before
wliom the corpse undergoes a slight noviciate and
prep.aratory training for damnation. I f the answers
arc none of the clearcst, he is hauled up with a
scythe and thumped down with a red-hot mace till
properly seasoned, with a variety of subsidiary probations. The office of tliese àngels is no sinecure;
there are but two, and the number of ortliodox
deceased being in a small proportion to the remainder, their híinds are always full. See. Relig.
Ceremon. and Sale’s Koran.
Page 252, coL 2.
“ To wander round lost Eblis’ throne.” ]
the Oriental Prince of Darkness.

Eblisy

Page 252, col. 2.
“ But flrst, 011 earth as V«ampire sent.” ] The
Vampire superstition is still general in the Levant.
Honest Tournefort telis a long stury, which Air.
Soutliey, in the notes on Thalaba, quotes, about
these “ Vroucolochas,” as he calls them. The Romaic term is “ Vardoulacha.” I recollect a whole
family being terrified by the scream of a child,
which they imagined must proceed from such a
visitation. The Greeks never mention the word
without horror. I find that “ Broucolokas ” is an
old legitimate Hellenic appellation—at least is so
applied to Arsenius, who, according to the Greeks,
was after his death animated by the Devil. The
moderns, however, use the word I mention.
Page 252, col. 2.
“ Thy gnasliing tooth and h.aggard lip.” J The
fre8hness of the face, and the wetness of the lip with
blood, are the never-failing signs of a Yampire. The
stories told in Hungary and Greece of these foul
feeders are singular, and some of them most in*
credïbly attested.
Page 254, col. 1.
“ It is as if the desert bird.” ] The pelic.au is,
I believe, the bird so libelled, by the imputation of
feeding her ehickens with her blood.
Píigc 255, col. 1.
“ Deep in whose darkly boding ear.” ] This super
stition of a second-hearing (for I never met with
downright second-sight in the East) fell once under
my own observation. On my third journey to Cape
Colonna, early in 1811, as we passed through the
defile that leads from the hamlet between Keratia
and Colonna, I observed Dervish Tahiri riding ratlier
out of the path, and leaning his head upon his hand,
as if in pain. I rodé up and inquired. “ We «are
in peril,” he answered. “ What peril? we «are not
now in Albania, nor in the passes to Ephesus, Messal unglii, or Lepanto; there are plenty of us, well
armed, and the Choriates have not courage to be
thieves.” —“ True, Affendi, but nevertheless the shot
is ringing in my ears.” —“ The shot! not a tophaike
has been fired this morning.” —“ I hear it notwithstanding—Bom—Born—as plainly as I hear your
voice.” —“ Psha! ” —“ As you please, Affendi; if it
is written, so will it be.” —I left this quick-eared
predestinarían, apd rode up to Basili, his Christian
compatriot, whose ears,though not at all prophetic,
by no means relished the intelligence. We all
arrived at Colonna, remained some hours, and returned leisurcly, s.aying a variety of brilliant things,
in more languages than spoiled the building of

Babel, upon the mistaken seer. Romaic, Arnaout,
Turkish, ltalian, and English, were all exercised,
in v.arious conceits, upon the unfortunate Mussul
man. While we were contemplating the beautiful
prospect, Dervish was ocoupied about the columns.
I thought he was deranged into an antiquariam
and asked him if he had become a “ Palaocastro ”
man? “ No,” said he, “ but these pillars will be
uscful in making a stand;” and added other remarks, which at least evinced his own belief in his
troublesome faculty of forehearing. On our return
to Atliens we lieard from Leoné (a prisoner set
ashore some days after) of the intended attack of
the Mainotes, mentioned, with the cause of its not
taking place, in the notes to Childe Harold, Canto
2nd. I was at some pains to question the man,
and he described the dresses, arms. and marks of
the horses of our party so accurately, that, with
other circumstances. w'e could not doubt of his
having been in “ villaínous company,” and ourselves
in a bad neighbourhood. Dervish became a soothsayer for life, and 1 daré say is now hearing more
musketry than ever will be fired, to the great refreshment of the Arn.aouts of Berat, and his native
mountains—I shall mention one trait more of this
singular race. In March, 1811, a remarkably stout
and active Arnaout came (I believe the tíftieth on
the same errand) to offer himself as an attendant,
which was declined: “ Well, Affendi,” qupth he,
“ may you live!—you would have found me useful.
I shall leave the town for the liills to-morrow; in
the winter I return, perhaps you will then rcceive
me.” —Dervish, who was present, remarked as a
thing of course, and o f no conscquence, “ in the
mean time he will join the Klephtes” (robbers),
which was true to the letter. I f not cut off, they
come down in the winter, «and pass it unmolested
in some town, where they are often «as wTell known
«as their exploits.
Page 256, col. 2.
“ Looks not to priesthood for relief.”] The monk’s
sermón is omitted. It seems to have had so little
effect upon the patient, that it could have no hopos
from the reader. It may be sufficient to say, that
it was of a customary length (as may be perceived
from the interruptions and uneasiness of the patient),
and was deliyered in the usual tone of all ortliodox
preachers.
Page 257, col. 1.
“ And shining in her white symar.” ] “ Symar,”
a shroud.
Page 257, col. 2.
“ Or stay the passing pilgrim’s tread.” ] The circumstance to which the above story relates was
not very uncommon in Turkey. A few vcars ago
the wife of Muehtar Pacha complained to his father
of his son’s supposed infidelity; he asked with whom,
and she had the barbarity to give in a list of the
twelve handsomest women in Yanina. They were
seized. fastencd up in sacks, and drowned in the
lake tne same nignt! One of the guards who was
present informed me, that not one of the victims
uttered a cry, or showed a symptom of terror, at so
sudden a “ wrencli from all we know, from all we
love.” The fate of Phrosine, the fairest of this
sacrifice, is the subject of many a Romaic «and
Arnaout ditty. The story in the text is one told
of a young Venctian many years «ago, and now
nearly forgotten. I lieard it by accident recited
by one of the coffee-house story-tellers who- abound
in the Levant, and sing or recite their narratives.
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The additions and intcrpolations by the translator
will be easily distinguished from the rest, by the
want of Eastern imagery; and I regret that my
memory has retained so few fragments of the ori
ginal. For the contents of some of the notes I am
indebted partly to D ’Herbelot, and partly to that
most Eastern, and, as Air. Weber justlv entitle9 it,
“ sublime tale,” the “ Caliph Vathek.” I do not
know from what source the author of that singular
volume may have drawn his materials; some of
his incidents are to be found in the “ Bibliothèque
Orientale; ” but for correctness of costume, beauty
of description, and power of imagination, it far surpasses all European imitations: and bears such
marks of originality, that those who have visited
the East will find some difflculty in believing it to
be more than a translation. As an Eastern tale,
even ltasselas must bow before it; his “ Happv
Vallcy ” will not bear a comparison with the “ Hall
of Eblis.”

THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS.
Page 258, col. 1.
“ Wax faint o’er the gardens of Gúl in her bloom.” ]
“ Gúl,” the rose.
Page 258, col. 1.
“ Can he smile on such deeds as his children have
done ? ” ]
“ Souls made of fire, and children of the Sun,
With whom revenge is virtue.” —
Y oung ’ s Revenge.
Page 259, col. 1.
“ With Alejnoun’s tale, or Sadi’s song.” ] Alejnoun
and Leila, the Romeo and Juliet of the East. Sadi,
the moral poet of Persia.
Page 259, col. 1.
“ Till I, who lieard the deep tambour.” ] Tambour,
Turkish drúm, which sounds at sunrise, noon, and
twilight.
Page 259, col. 2.
“ He is an Arab to my sight.” ] The Turks abhor
the Arabs (who return the compliment a hundredfold) even more than they hate the Christians.
Page 260, col. 1.
“ The mind, the Alusic breatliing from her face.’ *]
This expression has met with objections. I will
not refer to “ Him who liatli not Alusic in his soul,”
but mcrcly request the reader to recollect, for ten
seconds, the features of the woman whom he be
lieves to be the most beautiful; and, if he then does
not comprehend fully what is feebly expressed in
the above line, I shall be sorry for us both. For
an eloqüent passagc in the latest work of the first
female writer of this, perhaps of any age, on the
analogy (and the immediate comparison excited by
that analogy) between “ painting and music,” see
vol. iii. cap. 10, D e l ’A llemagnk . And is not this
connexion still stronger with the original than the
copy? with the colouring of Nature than of Art?
After all, this is rather to be felt than described;
still I think there are some who will understand it,
at least they would have done* had they beheld the
countcnance whose sneakina hamiony suggested
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the idea; for this passagc is not drawn from imagination but memory, that mirror whieh Aflliction
dashes to the carth. and looking down upon the
fragments, only beholds the reflcction multiplied!
Page 2G0, col. 1.
“ But yet the line of Carasman.” ] Carasman
Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, is the principal landholder in Turkey; he governs Magnesia: those who,
by a kind of feudal tenure, possess land on condition
of Service, are callcd Timariots: thcy serve as Spahis,
according to the cxtent of tcrritory, and bring a
certain numbcr'into the íield, generallv cavalrv.
Page 2G0, col. 2.
“ And teaeh tlie messenger what fate.”J Wlien a
Pacha is sutticiently sfcrong to resist, the single
messenger, who is always the flrst bearer of the
order for his death, is stranglcd instead, and sometimes flvc or six, one after the other, on the same
errand, by command of the refractory patient: if,
on the contrary, he is weak or loyal, he bows, kisses
the Sultan’s respectable signature, and is bowstrung
with great complaeency. In 1810. several of these
presents were exhibited in the niehc of the Seraglio
gate; among others the head of the Pacha of Bagdat,
a brave young man, eut off by treachery, after a
desperate resistancc.
Pagc 260, col. 2.
“ Thrice clapp’d his liands. and call’d his steed.” ]
Clapping of the liands calls the servants. The ïurks
hate a superfluous expenditure of voicc, and they
ha ve no bells.
Page 260, col. 2.
“ Resign’d his gcm-adom’d cliibouque.” ] “ Chibouque,” the Turkish pipe, of whieh the amber
mouth-piecc, and sometimos the ball whieh contains the leaf, is adorned witli preeious stoncs, if in
possession of the wealthier orders.
Page 260, col. 2.
“ With Maugrabec and Mamaluke.”]
bee,” Moorisli mercenàries.

“ Maugra-

Page 260, col. 2.
“ His way amid his Delis took.” ] “ Delis,” bravos
who ferm the forlorn hope of the cavalrv, and alwavs
begin the action.
Page 260, col. 2.
“ Careering cleavc the foldcd felt.” J A twisted
fold of felt is used for scimitar praetice by the
Turks, and fcw but Mussulman arms can cut through
it at a single stroke: sometimos a tough turban is
used for the same purposc. The jerreed is a game
of blunt javelins, animated and graceful.
Page 260, col. 2.
“ Nor heard theirOllalis wild and loud.”] “ Ollahs,”
Alia il Allah, the “ Leilies.” as the Spanisli poets
call them, the sound is Olíali; a cry of wliich the
Turks, for a silent people, are somewhat profuse,
particularly during the jerreed, or in the chase, but
mostly in battle. Their animation in the fleld, and
gravity in the cliambcr, with their pipes and comboloios, form an amusing contrast.
Page 261, col. 1.
“ The Pcrsian Atar-guTs perfume.’’] “ Atar-gul,”
ottar o f roses. The Pcrsian is the ftnest.
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Page 261, col. 1.
“ The picturcd roof and marble íïoor.” ] The ceiling and wainscots, or ratlier walls, of tlic Mussulman
apartments aro geuerally painted, in great houses,
with one cternal and iiighly-coloured view of Constantinople, wlierein the principal feature is a noble
contempt o f perspcctive ; below, arms, scimitars, àc.,
are, in general, fancifulíy and not inelegantly disposed.
Page 261, col. 1.
“ A message from tho Bulbul bears.” ] It has been
much doubted wliethcr the notes of this “ Lover of
the rose ” arc sad or m erry; and Mr. Fox’s remarks
on the subject liavo provoked some learned controversy as to the opinions of the ancicnts on tho
subject. I dare not venture a conjecture on the
point, thougli a littlc inclincd to the “ errare mal
lem,” &c., //Mr. Fox was mistaken.
Page 261, col. 2.
“ Ev’n Azrael, from his deadly quiver.” ]
rael,” the ángel of death.

“ Az-

Page 261, col. 2.
“ Within the caves of Istakar.” ] The treasures
of the Prc-Adamite Sultans. See D’Herbelot, article
Istakar.
Page 262, col. 1.
“ Holds not a Musselim’s control.” ! “ Musselim,”
a governor, tho next in rank after a Pacha; a Waywode is the third; and then come the Agas.
Pago 262, col. 1.
“ Was he not bred in Egripo ? ” J “ Egripo,” the
Negropont. According to the proverb, the Turks
of Egripo, the Jews of Salònica, and the Greeks of
Atliens, arc tlic worst of their respective races.
Page 262, col. 2.
“ Ah! yonder see the Tchocadar.” ] “ Tchocadar”—one of the attendants who precedes a man
of authority.
Page 263, col. 1.
“ Tliino own ‘ broad Ilcllespont’ still dashes.” ]
The wrangling about this epithet, “ the broad Ilellespont” or the “ boundless Ilcllespont,” whether
it means one or the other, or what it means at all,
has been beyond all possibility of detail. I havo
even heard it disputed on the spot; and not foresceing a specdy conclusión to the controversy, amused
myself with swimming across it in the mean time;
and probably may again, before the point is settled.
Indeed, the question as to the truth of “ the tale
of Troy divine ” still continues, much of it resting
upon tlic talismanic word “ a7r«poç:” probably
Homer liad the same notion of distance that a
coquctte has of time ; and wlien he talks of bound
less, means half a mile; as tho latter, by a figure,
wlien slic says eternal attachment simply specifies
three wecks.
Page 263, col. 1.
“ Wliich Ammon’s son rau proudly round.” ] Be
fore his Pcrsian invasión, and crowned the altar
with laureis, Ac. He was afterwards imitated by
Caracalla in his race. It is believed that the last
also poisoned a friend, named Festus, for the sakc
of new Patroclan games. I have seen tlic sheep
feeding on the tombs of Aísietes and Autilochus:
the flrst is in the centre of the plain.

Q0rib£ o f cHfigboo.

Page 263, col. 2.
“ O’er whicli her fairy flngersran.” ] Wlien rubbed,
the amber is susceptible of a perfume, whieh is sliglit,
but not disagreeable.
Page 263, col. 2.
“ Her motlier’s sainted amulet.” ] The belief in
amulets engraved on genis, or encloscd in gold boxes,
containing seraps from the Koran, worn round the
neck, wrist, or arm, is still universal in the East.
The Koorsce (throne) verse in the second cap. of the
Koran describes the attributes of the Most Higli,
and is engraved in this manner, and worn by the
pious, as tlie most esteemed and sublime of all
sentences.
Page 263, col. 2.
“ And by her comboloio lies.” ] “ Comboloio ” —a
Turkish rosary. The MSS., particularly those of the
Peraians, aro richly adorned and iliuminatcd. The
Greek females are kept in utter ignorance; but many
of the Turkish giris are higlily accomplished, though
not actually qualificd for a Christian coterie.
Perhaps some of our own “ bines ” might not be the
worse for bleachinrj.
Page 264, col. 1.
“ I 11 liim was some young Galiongée.” ] “ Galiongée ”—or Galiongi, a sailor, that is, a Turkish sailor;
the Greeks navigate, the Turks work the guns.
Their dress is picturesque; and I liavc seen the
Capitán Pacha, more than once, wearing it as a kind
of incog. Their legs, however, aregenerally naked.
The buskins described in the text as sheathed bchind
with silver are those of an Arnaut robber. who was
my host (he had quittcd the profession) at liis Pyrgo,
near Gastouni in the Morea; they were platcd in
seales one over the other, like the back of an ar
madillo.
Page 261, col. 2.
“ So may the Koran verse display’d.” ] The characters on* all Turkish scimitars contain sometimos
the name of tlic place of their manufacture, but
more generally a text from the Koran, in letters of
gold. Amongst those in my possession is one with
a blade of singular construction: it is very broad,
and the edge notehed into serpentine curves like the
ripple of water, or the wavering of flame. I asked
the Armenian who sold it, what possible use such a
flgure couldadd: he said.in Italian, that he did not
know; but the Mussuhmins had an idea that those
of this form gave a severer wound; and likcd it
because it was “ piu feroce.” I did not much admire
tlic reason, but bought it for its peculiarity.
Page 264, col. 2.
“ But like the nephew of a Caiu.” ] It is to be observed, that every allusion to any thing or personage
in the Old Testament, such as the Ark, or Cain, is
equally the privilege of Mussulman and Jew: indeed,
the former profess to be much better aequainted
with the lives, truc and iabulous, of the patriarchs,
than is warranted by our own sacred w rit; and not
content with Adam, they have a biography of PreAdamites. Solomon is the monarch of all necromaney, and Moses a prophet inferior only to Christ
and Mahomct. Zuleika is the Persian name of
Potiphar’s wife ; and her amour with Joscpli constitutes one of the flnest poems in their language.
It is, tlierefore, no violation of costume to put the
ñames of Cain, or Noah, into the mouth of a Moslem.
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Page 265, col. 1.
“ And Paswan’s rebel hordes attest.” ] Paswan
Oglou, the rebel of Widdin : who, for the last years
of his life, set the wliole power of the Porto at
deflance.
Page 265, col. 1.
“ They gave their liorsc-tails to the wind.” ] Ilorsetail,” the standard of a Pacha.
Page 265, col. 1.
“ He drank ono draught, ñor needed more! ” ]
Giaíflr, Pacha of Argyro Castro, or Scutari, I am not
sure whieh, was actually taken off by the Albanian
Ali, in the manner described in the text. Ali Pacha,
whilc I was in the country, married the daugliter of
his victim, some years after the event had taken
place at a batli in Sophia, or Adrianople. The
poison was mixed in the cup of coffee, whieh is
presented before tlic sherbet by the bath keeper,
after dressing.
Page 266, col 1.
“ I souglit by turns, and saw them all.” ] The
Turkish notions of almost all islands are confined to
the Archipelago, the sea alluded to.
Page 266, col. 2.
“ The last of Lambro’s patriots there.”] Lambro
Canzani, a Greek, famous for his cfforts, in 1789-90,
for the independence of his country. Abandoncd by
the Itussians, he became a pírate, and the Arehipelago was the scene of his enter prises. He is said to
be still alive at Petersburg. He and Riga are the
two most celebrated of the Greek revolutionists.
Page 266, col. 2.
“ To snateli the Rayalis from their fate.” ] “ Rayahs,” —all who pay the capitation tax, called the
“ Haratch.”
Page 266, col. 2.
“ Ay! let me like the ocean-Patriarch roam.” ]
This íirst of voyages is one of the few with whieh the
Mussulmans profess much acquaintance.
Page 266, col. 2.
“ Or only know on land the Tartar’s home! ” ]
The wandering life of the Arabs, Tartars, and Turkomans, will be found well detailed in any book of
Eastern travels. That it possesses a charm peculiar
to itself, cannot be denied. A young French rene
gado contessed to Chateaubriand, that he never
found himself alone, galloping in the desert, without
a sensation approaching to rapture whicli was indescribable.
Page 266, col. 2.
“ Blooming as Aden in its earliest hour.” ] “ Jannat
al Aden,” the perpetual abode, the Mussulman para
dise.
Page 268, col. 2.
“ And mourn’d above his turban-stone.” ] A tur
ban is carved in stone above the graves oí men only.
Page 268, col. 2.
“ Thcloud Wul-wullèli warnhis distant ear ?” ] The
deatli-song of the Turkish women. The “ silent
slaves ” arc the men, whose notions of decorum forbld complaint in públic.
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Page 269, col. 1.
“ 4 Whcre is my child ? an Echo answers—
‘ Where ? ’ ” ] “ I carne to the place of my birth, and
crled, ‘ The friends o f my youth, where are they ? ’
and an Echo answered, * Where are they ? ’ ”—From
an Arabie MS. The above quotation (from which
the idea in the text is taken) must be already
familiar to cvery reader; it is given in the íirst annotation, p. 67, of “ The Pleasures of Memory; ” a
poem so well known as to render a rcference almost
superfluous; but to wliosc pages all will be delighted to recur.
Page 269, col. 2.
“ Will shape and syllable its sound.” ]
44 And airy tongues that syliable men's ñames.”

(Tloiee io tt>t Coreatr.
Page 277, coi. 2.

j

“ Around the waves’ phosphoric brightness broke.” ]

; By night, particularly in a warm latitude, every stroke
¡ of the oar, every motion of the boat or sliip, is followcd by a sliglit flash like shect lightning from
i the water.
Page 278, coi. 2.
I “ Tliough to the rest the sober berry’s juice.” ]
i Coft’ee.
Page 278, coi. 2.
i
“ The long chibouque’s dissolving cloud supply.” ]
“ Chibouque,” pipe.

Page 278, coi. 2.
“ Whilc dance the Almas to wild minstrelsy.” ]
Dancing giris.
For abelief that the sonis of the dead inliabit the
Page 278, col. 2.
form of birds, we need not travel to the East. Lord
“ Escaped, is here—himself would teli the rest.” ]
Lyttelton’s ghost story, the belief of the Duchess of
Kendal, that Gcorge I. flew into her window in the It has been obscrved,thatConrad’senteringdisguised
shape of a raven (see “ Orford’s Reminiscences ” ), as a spy is out of nature. Perhaps so. I find someand many other instances, bring this superstition thing not unlike it in history.—“ Anxious to explore
nearer home. Tlie most singular was the whim of with his own eyes the state of the Vandals, Majorian
a Worcester lady, who, believing her daughter to ventured, after disguising the colour of his liair, to
exist in the shape of a singing bird, literally furnished visit Carthago in the character of his own ambasher pew in the cathedral witli cagesfull of the kind ; sador; and Genseric was afterwards mortifled by the
and as shc was rich, and a benefactress in beautify- discovery, that lie had entertained and dismissed the
ing the church, no objection was made to her liarm- Emperor of the Romans. Sucli an anecdote may be
less folly. For this anecdote, see “ Orfcrd’s Letters.” rejected as an improbable flction: but it is a iiction
which would not have been imagined unless in the
lifeof a hero.” —See G ibbon ’ s Decline and Fall, vol.
vi. p. 180.
Page 279, coi. 2.
THE CORSAIR.
“ And my stem vow and order’s laws oppose.” ]
Page 270.
The Dervises are in colleges, and of different orders,
tl The Corsair.”] The time in this poem may as the monks.
seem too short for the occurrences, but the whole of
Page 280, col. 1.
the iEgean isles are within a few liours’ sail of the
continent, and the reader must be kind cnough to
“ They seize that Dcrvise !—seize on Zatanai! ” J
take the wind as I llave often found it.
“ Zatanai,” Satan.

Milton.

Page 273, col. 2.
withering íled, and Mercy sigh’d farewell! ” J
That Conrad is a character not altogether out of
nature. I shall attempt to prove by some histórica!
coincidences which I have mct witli since writing
“ The Corsair.”
44 Eccelin prisonnier,” dit Rolandini, “ s'enfermoit
dans un silence mcnayant, il flxoit sur la terre son
yisage feroce, et ne donnoit point d’essor ásaprofonde
indignation. De toutes partes cependant les soldats
ctles peuples accouroient; ils vouloient voir cet
homme, jadis si puissant, ct la joie universelle
éclatoit de toutes partes. * * * * Eccelin étoit d’une
pctite taille; mais tout l’aspect de sa personne,
tous ses mouvemens. indiquoient un soldat.—Son
langage étoit amer, son déportement superbe—et par
son seul égard, il faisoit trembler les plus liardis.”
—Sismondiy tome iii. p. 219.
Again, “ Gizericus (Genseric, king of the Vandals,
the conqueror of both Cartílago and Rome), staturfi
mediocris, et equi casu claudicans, animo profundus,
sermone rarus, luxurire contemptor, ira turbidus,
habendi cupidus, ad solicitandas gentes providentissimus,” &c. &c.—Jornandes de Rebus Geticis, c. 83.
I beg leave to quote tliese gloomy realities to keep
in coimtenance my Giaour and Corsair.
44Hope

Page 276, col. 1.
“ Of fair Olympia loved and left of oíd.” ]
Furioso, Canto x.

Orlando

Page 280, col. 1.
“ He tore his beard, and foaming fled the flght.” ]
A common and not very novel clfect of Mussulman
anser. See Prince Eugenc’s Memoirs, page 24.
“ The Seraskicr receivcd a wound in the tnigh; he
plucked up his bcard by the roots, because he was
obliged to quit the field.”
Page 280, coi. 2.
“ Brief time had Conrad now to greet Guiñare.” ]
Guiñare, a female ñame; it means, literally, the
flowcr o f the pomegranatc.
Page 283, coi. 2.
“ Till even the scaffold echoes with tlieir je s t! ” ]
In Sir Tilomas More, for instance, on the scaffold,
and Anne Boleyn, in the Towcr, wlien, grasping her
neck, she remarked, that it “ was too slender to
trouble the headsman much.” During one part of
the French Revolution, it bccame a fasnion to leave
some “ moí” as a legacy; and thequantityoffacetious
last words spoken during that period would form a
inclancholy jest-book of a considerable size.
Page 284, coi. 2.
44 Slow sinks, more lovcly ere his. race be run.” ]
The oncning lines, as far as section ii., have, perhaps,
little business here, and were anncxed to an unpublished (thougli printed) poem, [“ The Curse of Mi
nerva ” ]; but thov were written on the spot, in the

Spring of 1814. and—I scarce know why—the reader
must excuse tneir appearance here—if lie can.
Page 285, col. 1 .
“ That closed their murder’d sage’s latest day! ” ]
Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before sunset (the hour of exeeution), notwithstanding the
entreaties of his disciples to wait till the sun went
down.
Page 285, col. 1.
“ The queen of night asserts her silent reign.” ]
The twilight in Greecc is much shorter than in our
own country; the days in winter are longer, but in
summer of shorter duration.
Page 285, coL 1.
“ The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk.”] The
Kiosk is a Turkish summer-house : thcpalm is witliout the present walls of Athens, not far from the
temple of llieseus, between which and the tree the
wall intervenes.—Cephisus’ stream is indeed scanty,
and llissus has no stream at alL
Page 286, coi. 2.
11Ilis only bends in seeming o’er his beads.” ]
The comboloio, or Mahonietan rosarv; the beads
are in number ninety-nine.
Page 292, col. 1.
“ And the coid flowers her colder hand contain’d.” ]
In the Levant it is the custom to strew flowers onthe
bodies of the dead, and in the hands of young persons
to place a nosegav.
Page 293, coi. 2.
“ Link’d with onevirtue, and a thousand crimes.” ]
That the point of lionour which is represented in one
instance of Conrad’s character has not been carried
beyond the bounds of probability, may perhaps be
in some degree conftrmed by the following anecdote
of a brother buccaneer in the year 1 8 1 4 “ Our
readers have all seen the account of the enterprise
against the pirates of Barrataria ; but few, we believe,
were informed of the situation, history, or nature of
that cstablishment. For the information of sucli «as
were unacquaintcd with it, we have pi ocured from
a friend the following interesting narrative of the
main facts, o f which he has personal knowledge, and
which cannot fail to interest some of our readers :—
Barrataria is a hay, or a narrow arm, of the Gulf of
México ; it runs through a rich but very flat country,
until it reaches within a mile of the Mississippi river,
fiftecn miles below the city of New Orleans. The
bay has branches almost innumerable, in which
persons can lie concealed from the severest scrutiny.
It communicates with three lakes which lie on the
south-we8t side, and these,with the lake of the sanie
name, and which lies contiguous to the sea, where
there is an island formed by the two arms of this
lake and the sea. The east and wcst points of this
island were fortifled, in the year 1811, by a band of
iiratcs, under the command of one Monsieur La
«’itte. A large majority of these outlaws are of that
class of the population of the state of Louisiana who
fled from the island of St. Domingo during the
troubles there, and took refuge in the island of
Cuba; and when the last war between France and
Spain commenced, they were compelled to leave that
island with the short notice of a few days. Without
ceremony they entered the United States, the most
of them the state of Louisiana, with all the negroes
they had possessed in Cuba. They were notifled by the
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Governor of that State of the clause in the constitmion
which forbado the importation o f slaves ; but, at the
same time, received the assurance of the Governor
that he would obtain, if possible, the approbation oí
the General Government for their retaining this
property.—The island of Barrataria is situated about
lat. 29 deg. 15 min., Ion. 92.30.; and is as remarkable
for its health as for the superior scale and sliell flsli
with which its waters abound. The chief o f this horde,
like Charles de Moor, had, mixed with his many vices,
some virtues. I n the year 1813, this party had, from
its turpitude and boldness, claimed the attention of
the Governor o f Louisiana; and to break up the
cstablishment he thought proper to strike at the
licad. He therefore oflered a reward of 500 dollars
for the licad of Monsieur La Fitte, who was well
known to the inhabitants of the city of New Orleans,
from his immcd.ate connexion, and his once having
been a fencing-master in that city of great reputation,
which art he leamt in Buonapai te’s army, where he
was a captaiu. The reward which was oflered by the
Governor for the head of La Fitte was answered
by the offer of a reward from the latter of 15,000
for the head of the Governor. The Governor ordered out a company to marcli from the city
to La Fittc’s island, and to burn and destroy all th*o
property, and to bring to the city of New Orleans all
his banditti. This company, under the command
of a man who had been the intimate associate of this
bold Captain, approached very near to the fortifled
island, before he saw a man, orheard a sound, until
he heard a whistle, not unlike a boatswain’s call.
Then it was he found himself surrounded by armed
men who had emerged from the secret avenues which
led iuto Bayou. Here it was that the modern
Charles de Moor developed his few noble traits; for
to this man, who had come to destroy his life and
all that was dear to liim, he not only spared his
life, but oflered liim that which would have made tlie
honest soldier easy for the remainder of his days;
which was indignantly refused. He then, with the
approbation of his captor, returned to the city.
This circumstance, and some concomitant events,
proved that this band of pirates was not to be taken by
land. Our naval forcé liaving always been small in that
quarter, exertions for the destrucLon of this illicit
cstablishment could not be expected from them
until augmented: for an officcr of the navy, with
most of the gun-boats on ihat station, had toretre«at
from an ovcrwhelming forcé of La Fit te’s. So soon
as the augmentation of the navy authorized an
attack, one was made ; the overthrow of this banditti
lias been the resuit: and now this almost invulner
able point and key to New Orleans is ciear of an
enemy, it is to be hoped the government will hold it
by a strong military forcé.”—Am erican Fewspapcr.
In Noble’s continuíition of “ Granger’s Biographical History ” there is a singular passiige in his
account of Archbisliop Blackbourne; and as in
some measurc connected with the profession of the
hero of the foregoing poem, I cannot resist the
temptation of cxtracting it.—“ There is something
mysterious in the history and character of Dr.
Bl.ackbourne. The former is but imperfectly known;
and report has even asserted he was a buccaneer;
and that one of his brethren in that profession
having asked, on his arrival in England, what had
hecome of his oldchum, Blackbourne, was answered,
he is Archbisliop of York. We are informed that
Blackbourne was installed sub-dean of Exeter in
1694, which oftice he resigned in 1702 ; but after his
successor Lewis Barnefs death, in 1704, he regained
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it. In the foilowing year he became dean ; and in
1714 held with it the arclideanery of Cornwall. Ile
was consecrated bishop of Exeter, February 24,1716;
and translated to York, November 28, 1724, as a
reward, according to court scandal, for uniting
George I. to the Duchess of Munster. This, however,
appears to have been an nnfounded calumny. As
arckbisliop he behaved with great prudence, and
was cqually respectable as the guardián of the
revenues of the see. Rumour whispered he retained
the vices of his youth, and tliat a passion for the
fair sex formed an item in the list of llis weaknesscs;
but so far from being convicted by seventy witnesscs,
he does not appear to have been directly critninated
by one. In short, I look upon these íispersions as
the effects of mere malicc. How is it possible
a buccanccr sliould have been so good a scholar as
Blackbourne certainly was? He wlio had so perfect
a knowledgc of the clàssics (partieularly of the
Greek tragcdians), as to be able to read tliem with
the same ease as he could Shakespeare, must have
taken great pains to acquire the learned languages;
and have had both leisure and good masters. But
he was undoubtcdly edueated at Clirist-church
College, Oxford. He is allowed to have l>ecn a plca
sant man; this, however, was turned against him, by
its being said,‘ he gained more hearts than souls.’ ”
“ The only voice tliat could sootlie the passions
of the savage (Alphonso III.) was that of an amiable
and virtuous wife, the sole object of his love; the
voice of Donna Isabella, the daughter of the Duke
of Savoy, and the grand-daughter of Philip II.
King of Spain.—Her dying words sunk deep into
his raemory; his ílerce spirit melted into tears;
and, after the last embrace, Alphonso retired into
his chamber to bewail his irreparable loss, and to
meditate on the vanity of human life.” — Gibboris
MisceUaneous Works, vol. iii. p. 473.

LARA.
Pago 293, col. 1.
“ The Serfs are glad through Lara’s wide domain.”]
Tiie readcr is apprised, that the name of Lara being
Spanisli, and no circumstancc of local and natural
description flxing the sccnc or hero o f the poem to
any country or age, the word “ Serf,” which could
not be correctly applied to the lower classes in
Spain, who were never vassals of the soil, has nevertheless been employed to designate the followers of
our ftctitious chieftain.
Page 307, col. 2.
“ A Serf that cross’d the intervening vale.”] The
event in this section was suggested by the description
o f the death, or ratlier burial, of the*Dukc of Gandia.
The most interesting and particular account of it
is giyen by Burchard,and is in substance as follows :—
“ On the eighth day of June, the Cardinal o f Yalenza
and the Duke of Gandia, sons of the pope,supped with
their mother,Vanozza, near the church of tí. Pietro
ad vincula; several otlier persons being presentat the
entertainment. A late hour approaeliing, and the
cardinal liaving reminded his brotlier that it was
time to return to the apostolic palace, they mounted
their liorses or mules, with only a few attendants,
and proceeded together as far as the Palace of
Cardinat Ascanio Sforza, when the duko informed
the cardinal that, before he returned home, he had
to pay a visit of pleasurc. Dismissing therefore all

his attendants, excepting his staffiero, or footman,
and a person in a mask, who had paid him a visit
whilst at supper, and who, during the space of a
month or thereabouts, previous to this time, had
called upon him almost daily at the apostolic palace,
he took this person behind him on his mule, and
proceeded to the Street of the Jews, where he quittcd
his servant, directing him to remain there until
a certain hour; when, if he did not return, he might
repair to the palace. The duke then seated the
person in the mask behind him, and rode, I know
not whither; but in that night he was assassinated,
and thrown into the river. The servant, after
having been dismissed, was also assaulted and
mortally wounded; and altliough he was attendcd
with great care, yet sueh was his situation, that lie
could give no intelligible account of what had
befallen his master. In the morning, the duke not
having returned to the palace, his servants began to
be alarmed; and one of tliem informed the pontift'
of the evening excursión of his sons, and that the
duke had not yet made his appearance. This gave
the pope no small anxiety; but he conjectured that the
duke had been attracted by some courtesan to pass
the night with her, and not choosing to quit the house
in open day, had waited till the foilowing evening
to return home. When, however, the evening arrived,
and he found liímself disappointed in his expectations, he became deeply aíïiicted, and began to make
inquiries from diírerent persons, whom he ordered
to attend him for that purpose. Amongst these
was a man named Giorgio Schiavoni, who, having
discharged some timber from a bark in the river,
had remained on board the vessel to watcli i t ; and
being interrogated whether he had seen any one
thrown into the river on the night preceding, he
replied, that he sawtwo men on foot, who came down
the Street, and looked diligently about, to observe
whether any person was passing. That seeing no
one, they returned.and a short time aftenvards two
others came, and looked around in the same manner
as the former: no person still appearing, they gave
a sigu to their companions, when a man came,
mounted on a white horse, having behind him
a dead body, the head and arms of which liung on
one side, and the feet on the otlier side of the horse;
the two persons on foot supporting the body, to
prevent its falling. They thus proceeded towards
that part where the filth of the city is usually dis
charged into the river, and turning the horse, with
his tail towards the water, the two persons took
the dead body by the arms and feet, and with all
their strength flung it into the river. The person
on horseback then asked if they had thrown it in ;
to which they replied, Signor si (yes, Sir). He then
looked towards the river, and seeing a mantlc floating on the stream, he inquired what it was that
appeared blaek, to which they answered, it was
a mantle; and one of them threw stones upon it,
in consequence of which it sunk. The attendants
of the pontift' then inquired from Giorgio, why he
had not revealcd this to the governor of the city;
to which he replied, that he had seen in his time
a liundred dead bodies thrown into the river at the
same place, without any inquiry being made respccting them; and that he had not, therefore,
considered it as a matter of any importance. The
fishermen and seamen were then collected, and
ordered to searcli the river, where, on the foilowing
evening, they found the body of the duke, with his
habit entire, and thirty ducats in his purse. He
was pierced with nine wounds, one of which was in
his throat, the others in his head, body, and limbs.
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No sooner was the pontiff informed of the death of
his son, and that he had been thrown, like filth,
into the river, than, giving way to his grief, lic shut
himself up in a chamber, and wept bitterly. The
Cardinal of Segòvia, and other attendants on the
pope, went to the door, and after many hours spent
in persuasions and exhortations,prevailcd upon him
to admit them. From the evening of Wednesday till
the foilowing Saturday the pope took 110 food; nor did
he sleep from Thursday morning till the same hour
011 the ensuing day. A t length, however, giving
way to the entreaties of his attendants, he began to
restrain his sorrow, and to consider the injury
which his own health might sustain by AJie further
iudulgence of his grief.” —Roscoe’s Leo Tenth, yoI. i.
p. 265.

THE SIEGE OF CORINTH.
Pagc 309, col. 1.
“ And some are rebels on the hills.”] The last
tidings recently lieard of Dervish (one of the Arnauts
who followed me) state him to be in revolt upon
the mountains, at the head of somo of the bands
common in that country in times of trouble.
Pagc 309, col. 2.
“ The Turcoman hath left his herd.” ] The life of
the Turcomans is wandering and patriarchal: they
dwell in tents.
Page 310, col. 1.
“ Coumourgi—he whose closing scene.” ] A li Coumourgi, the favourite of three Sultans. and Grand
Vizier to Achmet III., after recovering Peloponnesus
from the Venetians in one campaign, was mortally
wounded in the next, against the Germans, at the
battle of Peterwaradin (in the plain of Cario witz). in
Hungary, endeavouring to rally his guards. He
died of his wounds next day. His last order was
the decapitation of General Breuncr, and some
other Germán prisoners; and his last words, “ Oh
that I could thus serve all the Christian dogs! ” a
speech and act not unlike one of Caligula. He was
a young man of great ambition and unbounded
prèsumption: 011 being told that Prince Eugene,
then opposcd to him, “ was a great general,” he
said, “ 1 shall become a greater, and at his expense.”
Pagc 312, col. 2.
“ There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea.”] The
reader need liardly be reminded that there are no
perceptible tides in the Mediterraneam
Page 313, col. 1.
“ And their white tusks crunch’d o’er the wbiter
skull”] This spectacle I have seen, sucli as described, beneath the wall of the Seraglio at Constautinople, in the little cavities worn by the
Bospliorus in the rock, a narrow terrace of which
projeets between the wall and the water. I tliink
the fact is also mentioned in Hobhouse’s Travels.
The bodies were probably thosc of some refractory
Janizaries.
Page 313, col. 1.
“ And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair.” ]
This tuft, or long lock, is left from a superstition
that Mahomet will draw them into Paradise by it.
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Page 313, col. 2.
“ Sent that soft and tender moan ? ” ] I must licre
acknowledge a close, thougli unintentional, resemblance in these twelve lines to a passagc in an
unpublished poem of Mr. Coleridgc, called “ Christabel.” It was not till after these lines were written
that I lieard that wild and singularly original and
beautiful poem recited; and the MS. of that
production I never saw till very recently, by the
kindness of Mr. Coleridge himself, who, I hope, is
convinced that I have not been a wilfuí plagiarist.
The original idea undoubtcdly pertains to Mr.
Coleridge, whose poem has been composed above
fourteen ycars. Let me conclude by a hope that
he will not longer delay the publication of a pro
duction, of which I can only add my mite of
approbation to the applause of far more competent
judges.
Pagc 315, col. 1.
“ There is a light cloud by the 1110011.”] I have
been told that the idea expressed in this and the
flve foilowing lines has been admired by tliose whose
approbation is valuablc. I am glad of i t : but it is
not original—at least not mine; it may be found
much better expressed in pages 182-3-4 of the
English versión of “ Yathek ” (I forget the precise
page of the French), a work to which I have before
referred; and never recur to, or read, without
a renewal of gratification.
Page 315, col. 2.
“ The liorsetails are pluck’d from the ground, and
the sword.”] The horsetails, fixed upon a lance,
a pacha’s standard.
Pagc 316, col. 2.
“ And since the day, when in the strait.” ] In the
naval battle at the mouth of the Dardanelles,
between the Venetians and Turks.
Pagc 319, col. 2.
“ The jackals’ troop, in gather’d cry.”] I believe I
have taken a poetieal licence to transplant the
jackal from Asia. In Greece I never saw nor heard
these animals; but among the ruins of Ephesus
I have heard them by hundreds. They liaunt ruins,
and follow armics.

PARISINA.
Page 319.
“ Parisina.” ] This turned out a calamitous year
for the people of Ferrara, for there occurred a very
tragical event in the court of their sovereign. Our
annals, both printed and in manuscript, with the
cxccption of the unpolished and negligent work of
Sardi, and one otlier, have given the foilowing
relation of it,—from which, however, are rejected
many details, and especially the narrative of Bandelli, who wrote a century aftenvards, and who
does not accord with the contcmporary historians.
“ By the above-mentioned Stella delT Assassino,
the Marquis, in theyear 1405, had a son called Ugo,
a beautiful and ingenuous youth. Parisina Malatesta, second wife of Niccolo, like the generality of
step-mothers, treated him with little kindness, to
the infinite regret of the Marquis, who regarded
him with fond partiality. One day she asked leave
of her liusband to undertake a certain journey, to
which he consented, but upon condition that Ugo
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should bear her company; for he lioped by these
means to induce her, in the cnd, to lay aside the
obstinate aversión whicli she had conceived against
him. And indeed his intent was accomplished but
too well, since, during the journey, she not only
divested herself of all her hatred, but fell into the
opposite extreme. After their return, the Marquis
had no longer any occasion to renew his former
reproofs. I d happened one day that a servant of
the Marquis, named Zoese, or as some cali him,
Giorgio, passing before the apartments of Parisina,
saw going out from them one of her chamber-maids,
all terrifled and in tears. Asking the reason, she
told him that her mistress, for some slight oilence,
had been beating her; and giving vcnt to her rage,
she added, that she could easily be revengcd, if she
chose to make known the criminal familiarity which
subsisted between Parisina and her step-son. The
servant took note of the words, and related them to
his master. He was astounded thercat, but, searcely
believing bis ears, he assured himself of the fact,
alas! too clearly, on the 18tli of May, by looking
through a hole made in the ceiling of his wife’s
chamber. Instantly he broke into a furious rage,
and arrested both of them, together with Aldobrandino Rangoni, o f Modena, her gentleman, and
also, as sorae say, two of the women of her chamber,
as abettors of this sinful act. He ordered them to
be brought to a liasty trial, dcsiring the judges to
pronounce sentence, in the accustomed forms, upon
the culprits. This sentence was death. Some tliere
were that bestirred themsclves in favour of the
delinqüents, and amongst others, Ugoccion Con
trario, who was all-powerful with Niccolo, and also
his aged and much-deserving minister Alberto dal
Sale. Both of these, their tears flowing down their
cheeks, and upon their knees, implored him for
mercy; adducing whatever reasons they could
suggest for sparing the offenders, besides those
motives of lionour and decency which might per
suade him to conceal from the public so scandalous
a deed. But his rage made him inflexible, and, on
the instant, he commanded that sentence should be
put in execution.
“ It was, then, in the prisons of the castle, and
exactly in those frightful dungeons which are seen
at this day beneath the chamber called the Aurora,
at the foot of the Lion’s tower, at the top of the
Street Giovecca, that on the night of the 21st of
May were belieaded, first Ugo, and afterwards Pari
sina. Zoese, he that accusod her, conducted the
lattcr under his arm to the place of punishment.
She, all along, fancied that she was to be thrown
into a pit, and asked at every step, whether she
was yet come to the spot? She was told that her
punishment was the axe. She inquired what was
become ofUgo, and received for answer, that he was
already dead ; at the which, sighing grievouslv, she
exclaimed, ‘ Now, then, I wish not mvself to live; ’
and, being come to the block. she st'ripped herself
with her own hands of all her ornaments, and,
wrapping a cloth round her liead, submitted to the
fatal strokc, which terminated the cruel scene.
The same was done with Rangoni, who, together
with the others, according to two calendars in the
library of St. Francesco,was buried in the cemetery of
that convent. Nothing else is known respecting the
women.
“ The Marquis kept watch the whole of that
dreadful night. and, as he was walking backwards
and forwards, inquired of the captain of the castle
ifü g o was dead yet? who answered him, Yes. He
then gave himself up to the most desperate lamen-

¡ tations, exclaiming, ‘ Oh that I too were dead, since
I have been hurried on to resolve thus against my
i own U go!’ And then gnawing with his teeth a cañe
| which he had in his hand, he passed the rest of the
night in sighs and in tears, calling frequently upon
his own dear Ugo. On the following day, calling to
niind that it would be necessary to make public his
justiflcation, seeing that the transaction could not
be kept secret, he ordered the narrative to be drawn
out upon paper, and sent it to all the courts of
Italy.
“ On rcceiving this adviee, the Dogo of Yenice,
Francesco Foscari, gave orders, but without publishing his reasons, that stop should be put to the
prcparations for a tournament, which, under the
auspices of the Marquis, and at the expense of the
city of Padua, was about to take place, in the
squarc of St. Mark, in order to celebrate his advancement to the ducal chair.
“ The Marquis, in addition to what he had already
done, from some unaccountable burst of vengeancc,
commanded that as many of the married women as
were well known to him to be faithless, like his
Parisina, should, like her, be beheaded. Amongst
othera, Barberina, or, as some cali her, Laodamia
Romei, wife of the court judge, underwent this
sentence at the usual place of execution; that is
to say, in the quarter of St. Giacomo, opposite the
present fortress, beyond St. Paul’s. It cannot be
told how strangc appeared this proceeding in a
prince, who, considering his own disposition, should,
as it seemed, have been in such cases most in
dulgent. Some, howevcr, there were who did not
fail to commend him.” *
Page 320, col. 1.
“ As twilight nielts beneath the moon away.’ ]
The lines containcd in this section were printed
as set to music some time since, but belongcd to
the poem where they now appear; the greater part
of which was composed prior to “ Lara.”
Page 322, col. 2.
“ That should have won as haught a crest.”]
Haught—haughty—“ Away, haught man, thou art
insulting m e .” — S h a k e s p e a r e .

THE PRESONER OF CHILLON.
Page 327, col. 1.
“ In a single night.” ] Ludovico Sforza, and
others. — The same is asserted of Marie Antoinette’s, the wife of Louis the Sixteenth, though
not in quite so short a period. Grief is said to
have the same effect: to such, and not to fear. this
change in hers was to be attributed.
Page 328, col. 1.
“ From Chillon’s snow-white battlement.’’] The
Cliateau de Chillón is situated between Clarens
and Villeneuve, which last is at one extremity of
the Lake o f Geneva. On its left are the entrances
of the Rhone, and opposite are the heights of
Meillerie and the range of Alps above Boveret
and St. Gingo. Near it, on a bilí behind, is a
torrent: below it, washing its walls, the lake has
been fatliomed to the depth of 800 feet French
measure: within it are a range of dungeons, in
* F r iz z i —“
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which the early reformers, and subsequently prisoners of statc, were confined. Across one of the
vaults is a beam black with age, on which we
were informed that the condemnea were formerly
executed. In the cells are seven pillars, or, rather,
eight, one being half merged in the w all; in some
of these are rings for the fetters and the fettered :
in the pavement the steps of Bonnivard have left
their traces. He was confined here several years.
It is by this castle that Rousseau has flxed the
catastrophe o f his Holoise, in the rescue of one
of her childrcn by Julie from the water; the
shock of which, and the illness produced by the
immersion, is the cause of her death. The chutean
is large, and seen along the lake for a great distance.
The walls are white.
Page 330, col. 2.
“ And then there was a littlc isle.” ] Between the
entrances of the Rhone and Villeneuve, not far
from Chillón, is a very small island ; the only one
I could perceive, in my voyage round and over the
lake, within its circumference. It contains a few
trees (I tliink not above three), and from its singleness and diminutive size has a peculiar effect upon
the view.

drubal; thereby accomplishing an achievement
almost unrivalled in railitary annals. The first
intelligence of his return, to Hannibal, was the
sight of AsdrubaPs liead thrown into his camp.
When Hannibal saw this, he exclaimed with a
sigh, that “ Rome would now be the mistress of
the world.” And yet to this victory o f Nero’s it
might be owing that his imperial namesake reigned
at all. But the infamy of the one has eclipsed the
glory of the other. When the ñame o f “ N ero” is
lieard, who thinks of the consul ?—But such are
human things!
Page 345, col. 2.
“ And Loch-na-gar with Ida look'd o'er Troy.” ]
When very young, about eight years of age, after
an attack of the scarlet fever at Aherdeen. I was
removed by medical adviee into the Higlilands.
Here I passed occasionally some summers, and
from this period I date my love of mountainous
countrics. I can never forget the effect, a few years
afterwards, in England, of the only thing I had
long seen, even in miniature, of a mountain, in the
Malvern Iiills. After I returned to Clieltenham,
I used to watch them every afternoon, at sunset,
with a sensation which 1 cannot describe. This was
boyish enough; but I was then only thirteen years
of age, and it was in the holidays.

MAZEPPA.

Page 346, col. 2.
“ Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell” ]
The now well-known story of the loves of the
nightingale and rose need not be more than alludcd to, being sufliciently familiar to the Western
as to the Eastern reader.

Page 332, col. 2.
“ Ricli as a salt or silver mine.” ] This comparison
of a “ salt mine” may, perhaps, be permitted to a
Pole, as the wealth of the country consists greatlv
in the salt mines.

THE ISLAND.
Page 342, col. 1.
“ And bread itself is gather’d as a fruit.” ] The
now celebrated bread-fruit, to transplant which
Captain Bligh’s expedition was undertaken.
.
Page 342, col. 2.
“ How pleasant were the songs of Toobonai.” ]
The first three sections are taken from an actual
song of the Tonga Islanders, of which a prose
translation is given in “ Mariner’s Account of the
Tonga Islands.” Toobonai is not however one of
them; but was one of those where Cliristian and
the mutineers took refuge. I have altered and
added, but have retained as much as possible of
the original.
Page 344, col. 2.
“ As Ishmael, wafted 011 his desert-ship.”] The
"ship of the desert” is the Oriental figure for the
camel or dromedary; and they deserve the metaphor well,—the former for his endurance, the latter
for his swiftness.
Page 344, col. 2.
“ Beyond itself, and must retrace its way.” ]
“ Lucullus, when frugality could charra,
Had roasted turnips in the Sabine farra.” —

P ope.

Page 344, col. 2.
“ Had formed his glorious namesake’s counterpart.” ] The consul Nero, who made the unequalled
marcli which deceived Hannibal, and defeated As

Page 347, col. 1.
“ Than breathes his mimic murmurer in the
sliell.” ] I f the reader will apply to his ear the
sea-sliell on his chimney-piece, he will be aware of
what is alluded to. I f the text sliould appear
obscure, he will find in “ Gebir” the same idea
better expressed in two lines. The poem I never
read, but have heard the lines quoted by a more
recondite reader—who seems to be of a different
opinión from the editor of the Quarterly Review,
who qualiíied it, in his answer to the Critical
Reviewer of his Juvenal, as trash of the worst and
most insane description. It is to Mr. Landor, the
author of “ Gebir,” so qualified, and of some Latin
poems, which vie with Martial or Catullus in obscenity, that the immaculate Mr. Soutliey addresses
his dcclamation against impurity!
Page 347, col. 2.
“ But deem him sailor or pliilosopher.” ] Hobbes,
the father of Locke’s and other philosophy, was
an inveterate smoker,—even to pipes beyond com
putaron.
Pago 347, col. 2.
“ Flock o’er the dock, in Ncptune’s borrow’d
car.” | This rougli but jovial ceremony, used in
Crossing the line, has been so ofti n and so well
described, that it need not be more than alluded to.
Page 348, col. 2.
“ ‘ Right,’ qiiotli Ben. ‘ that will do for the ma
rines. ] “ That will do for the marines, but the
sailors won’t believe it,” is an oíd saying; and one
of the few fragments of former jealousies which
still survive (in jest only) between these gallant
Services.

886

(ttofee

to tfyt

(pvoplkep o f ©aníe,

Tage 319, col. 1.
“ No less of human bravery than tlic brave!” ]
Archidamus, king of Sparta, and son of Agesilaus,
when lie saw a machine invented for the casting
of stones and darts, exclaimed tliat it was the
“ grave of valour.” The same story has been told
of some knights on the flrst application of gunpowder; but the original anccdote is in Plutarch.
Pago 352, col. 2.
“ Whosc only portal was the keyless wave.” ] Of
this cave (wliicli is no íiction) the original will be
found in the nintli chapter of “ Mariner’s Account
of the Tonga Islands.” I have taken the poetical
liberty to transplant it to Toobonai, tlic last island
where any distinet account is left of Ohristian and
his comradcs.
Page 353, col. 1.
“ The fretted pinnacle, the aislé, tlic nave.” ]
This may seem too minute for the general outline
(in Mariner’s Account) from whieh it is taken.
But few men have travelled without seeing something of the kind—on land, that is. Without adverting to Ellora, in Mungo Park’s last journal, he
mentions IniYing met witli a rock or mountain ,so
cxactly resembling a Gotliic cathedral, that only
minute inspcction could conviucc him that it was
a work of nature.
Page 353, col. 2.
“ With caeli new being born or to be born.” ]
The reader will recollect the epigram of the Greek
anthology, or its translation into most of the
modern languages
“ Whoe’cr tliou art, thy master see—
He was, or is, or is to be.”

Page 361, col. 1.
“ My paradise liad still been incomplete.”]
“ Che sol per le belle oprc
Che fauno in Cielo il sole e 1’ altre stelle
Dentro di lui’ si crede il Paradiso,
C osí se guardi fiso
Pensar ben dèi ch’ ogni terren’ piacere.”
Canzone, in whieh Dante describes the person of
Beatrice, Strophe third.
Page 361, col. 2.
“ I would have liad my Florence great and free.”]
“ L ’Esilio che m’ è dato onor mi tegno
*
*
*
*
*
Cader tra’ bouni ò pur di lode degno.”
Sonnet of Dante,
in wliich he represents Riglit, Generosity, and
Temporanee as banished from among men, and
seeking refuge from Love, who inhabits his bosoni.
Page 361, col. 2.
“ And doom this body forfeit to the firc.” ] “ Ut
si quis predictorum ullo tempore in fortiam dicti
communis pervenerit, talis perveniens igne com
buratur, sic quod m oriatur*' Second sentence of
Florence against Dante, and the fourteen accuscd
with him. The Latin is worthy of the sentence.

Page 363, col. 1.
“ Where yet my boys are, and that fatal she.”]
This lady, whose namc was Gemma, sprung from
one of the most powerful Guelph families naraed
Donati. Corso Donati was the principal adversary
o f the Gliibellines. She is described as being “ A d 
modum morosa, ut de Xantippe Socratis philoso
ph
i conjugo scriptum esse legimus," according to
Page 354, col. 1.
Giannozzo Manctti. But Lionardo Aretino is
“ The kindling asiles to his kindlcd breast.”] The scandali8ed with Boccace, in his Life of Dante,
tradition is attaclied to the story of Eloísa, that for saying that literary men sliould not marry.
when her body was lowered into the grave of “ Qui il Boccaccio non ha pazienza, c dice, le mog'li
Abelard (who liad been buried twcnty years), he esser contrarie agli studj; e non si ricorda che
opened his arms to rcccive her.
Socrate il piü nobile filosofo che mai fosse, ebbe
moglie e figliuoli e ufflei della Repubblica nclla sua
Page 355, col. 1.
Città; e Aristotele che, &c. &c., ebbe due jnogli
“ He tore the topraost button from his vest.” ] In in varj tempi, ed ebbe figliuoli, e ricchezze assai.—
Thibault’s account of Frederic the Second of E Marco Tullio—e Catone—c Varrone—e Seneca—
Prussia, tliere is a singular relation of a young ebbero moglie,” &c. &c. It is odd that honest
Frenchman, who with his mistress appeared to be Lionardo’s examples, with the exception of Seneca,
of some rank. He enlisted and deserted at and, for anything I know, of Aristotle, are not the
Schweidnitz; and after a desperate resistance was most felicitous. Tully’s Terentia, and Socrates’
retalien, liaving killed an oftlcer, who attempted to Xantippe, by no means contributed to their husseize him after he was wounded, by the discharge bandsf liappiness, whatever they might do to their
of his musket loaded with a button of his uni- philosophy—Cato gave away his wife—of Varro’s
form. Some circumstances on his court-martial we know nothing—and of Seneca’s, only that she
raised a great interest amongst his judges, who was disposed to die with him, but recovcred and
wislied to discover his real situation in life, whieh lived sevcral years afterwards. But says Lionardo,
he offered to disclose, but to the king only, to “ L ’uomo è animale civile, secondo piace a tutti
whom lie requested permission to writc. This was i filosofi.” And tlience concludes that the greatest
refused, and Frederic was fillcd with tlic greatest proof of the animal's civism is “ la prima congiunindignation, from baffled curiosity or some other zione, dalla quale multiplicata nasce la Città.”
motive, when he understood that his request liad
been denied.
Page 364, col. 1.
“ Nine moons shall rise o’er scenes like this and
sct.” ] See “ Sacco di Roma,” generally attributed to
Guicciardini. There is another written by a Jacopo
THE PROPHECY OF DANTE.

Buonaparte.

Page 361, col. 1.
“ ’Midst whom my own briglit Beatrice bless'd.” ]
The reader is requested to adopt the Italian pronunciation of Beatrice, sounding all the syllables.

Page 365, coi. 2.
“ Conquerors on foreign shores, and the far
wave.” ] Alexander of Parma, Spinola, Pescara,
Eugenc of Savoy, Montecucco.
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Page 365, coi. 2.
“ Discoverers of new worlds, which take their
name.” ] Columbus, Americus Vespusius, Sebastian
Cabot.
Page 365, coi. 2.
“ He who once enters in a tyrant’s hall.” ] A verse
from the Greek tragedians, with which Pompey took
leave of Cornelia 011 entering the boat in which hc
was slain.
Page 365, coi. 2.
“ A captive, sces his half of manhood gonc.’’] The
verse and sentiment are taken from Homcr.
Page 366, col. 1.
“ And hc, their princc, shall rank among my
peers.” ] Petrarch.
Page 367, coi. 2.
“ A dome, its imago, while the base expands.” ]
The Cupola of St. Peter's.
Page 367, coi. 2.
“ His chiscl bid the Hebrew, at whose word.” ]
The statue of Moses on the monument of Julius II.
SONETTO
D i Giovanni Battista Zappi.
Chi è costui, che in dura pietra scolto,
Siede gigante; e le piü illustre, e conte
Opre delí’ arte avvanza, e ha vive, e pronte
Le labbia si, clic le parole ascolto ?
Quest’ è Mosò; ben me ’1diceva il folto
Onor del mento, e ’l doppio raggio in fronte,
Quest è Mosè, quando scendea dei monte,
E gran parte dei Nume avea nel volto.
Tal era allor, che le sonanti, e vaste
Aeque ei sospese a se d’ intorno, e tale
Quando il mar cliiuse, c ne fè tomba altrui.
E voi sue turbe un rio vitello alzaste ?
Alzata aveste imago a questa eguale!
Ch’ era men fallo 1’ adorar costui.
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THE MORGANTE MAGGIORE.
Page 376, col. 1.
“ He gave him such a punch tipon tlic hcad.” ]
“ Gli dette in su la testa un gran punzone.” It is
strange that Pulci should have literally anticipatcd
the technical terms of my oíd friend and master,
Jackson, and tlic art which he has carried to its
highest pitch. “ A punch on the head,” or “ a
punch in the head,"—11un punzone in su la testa,”—
is the exact and freqüent phrase o f our best pu
gilista, who littlc dream that they are talking the
purest Tuscan.

MANFRED.
Page 386, col. 1.
“ It is not 110011—the sunbow’s rays still arcli.” ]
This iris is formed by the rays of tlic sun over the
lower part of the Alpine torrents: it is exactly likc
a rainbow come down to pay a visit, and so cióse
that you may walk into i t : this cfiect lasts till noon.
Page 387, col. 1.
“ Eros and Anteros, at Gadara.” ] The philosoplier Jamblicus. Tiic story of the raising of Eros
and Anteros may be found in his Life by Eunapius.
It is well told.
Page 388, col. 1. _
“ In words of dubious import, but fulflll’d.” ] The
story of Pausanias, king of Sparta (who comnianded
the Greeks at tlic battle of Platea, and afterwards
perished for an attempt to betray the Lacedannonians), and Cleonice, is told in Plutarch’s Life of
Cimon; and in the Lacònics of Pausanias tlic sophist, in his description of Greece.

Page 393, col. 2.
“ Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons.” ] “ And
it carne to pass, that the Sons ofGod saw the daugliters of men, that tliey were fair,” &c.—“ There wcre
giants in the eartli in those days; and also after
i that, when the Sons o/God carne in unto the daughters of men, and they liare children to tliem, the
same became mighty men which were of oíd, men
Page 367, col. 2.
“ Over the damn’d before the Judgment-tlirone.”] of renown.” — Genesis, ch. vi. verses 2 and 4.
The Last Judgment, in the Sistinc Chapcl.
Page 367, col. 2.
MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF
“ The stream of his great thouglits shall spring
YENICE.
from me.” ] I have read somewhere (if I do not err,
for I cannot recollect where), that Dante was so
A P P E N D IX .
great a favourite of Michael Angelo’s, that he liad
designed the whole of the Divina Commedia: but
N ote A.
that the volume containing these studies ivas lost
I am obliged for the following excellent transla
by sea.
tion of the oíd Chronicle to Mr. F. Cohén, to whom
Page 368, col. 1.
the reader will ilnd liimself indehted for a versión
“ Her charras to pontiffs proud, who but cmploy.” ] that I could not myself—thougli after many years’
Scc the treatment of Michael Angelo by Julius IL, intercourso with Italian—have given by any means
[ so purely and so faithfully.
and his neglect by Leo X.
Page 368, col. 2.
“ ‘ What have I done to thee, my people?’
Stern.” ] ‘ E scrisse piü volte non solamente a particolari cittadini del reggimento, rna ancora al po
pólo, e intra l’ altre una Epistola assai lunga che
comincia: ‘ Popule mi, quid feci tibi ¡ ’ ” V ita di
Dante scritta da Lionardo Aretino.

STORY OF MARINO FALIERO, DOGE XLIX.
MCCCLIV.
On the cleventh day of September, in the year of
our Lord 1351,Marino Fallero ivas eleeted and chosen
to be the Duke of the Commonivcalth of Venice.
He ivas Count of Valdemarino, in tlic Marches of
Treviso, and a knight, and a ivealthy man to boot.
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As soon us thc election was completed, it was re
solved in the Great Council, that a deputation of
twelve should be despatched to Marino Fallero the
Duke, who was then on his way from Rome; for
when he was ehosen, he was anibassador at the
court of the Holy Father, at Rome,—the Holy Father himself held his court at Avignon. When Messer Marino Faliero the Duke was about to land in
this city, on the 5th day of October, 1354, a thick
hazo came on and darkened the a ir: and he was
cnforccd to land on the place of St. Mark, between
the two columns, on the spot where evil-doers are
put to death; and all thought that this was the
worst of tokens.—Nor musfc I forget to write that
whicli I have read in a chronicle. When Mcsser
Marino Faliero was Podesta and Captain of Trcviso,
thc Bishop delayed coming in with the holy sacrament, on a day when a procession was to take place.
Ndw, the saicl Marino Faliero was so very proud
and wrathful, that he buíTeted the Bishop, and
almost struck him to the ground: and, tlierefore,
Ileaven allowed Marino Faliero to go out of his
right senses, in order that he might bring himself
to an evil death.
When this Duke had held the dukedom during
nine months and six days. he, being wicked and
ambitious, sought to make himself Lord of Venice,
in the manner which I have read in an ancient
chronicle. When the Thursday arrived upon which
they werc wont to hunt the bull, the bull hunt took
place as usual; and, according to the usage of those
times, after the bull hunt had ended, they all proceeded unto the palace of the Duke, and assembled
together in ono of his halls; and they disported
themselvcs with thc women. And until the ílrst
bell tolled they danced, and then a banquet was
served up. My Lord the Duke paid the expenses
thereof, provided he had a Duchess, and after the
banquet they all returned to their homes.
Now to this feast there carne a certain Ser Michele Steno, a gentleman of poor estáte and very
young, but crafty and daring, and who loved one
of the damsels of the Duchess. Ser Michele stood
amongst the women upon thc solajo; and he bchaved indiscreetly, so that my Lord the Duke ordered that he should be kicked oíf the solajo; and the
esquircs of the Duke flung him down from the solajo
accordinglv. Ser Michele thought that such an affront was beyond all bearing; and when the feast
was over, and all other persons had left the palace,
he, continuing heated with anger, went to the hall
of audience, and wroto certain unseemly words rclating to the Duke and the Duchess upon the chair
in which the Duke was used to sit; for in those
days the Duke did not cover his chair with cloth
of sendal, but he sat in a chair of wood. Ser Mi
chele wrote thereon—“ M arín Falier, the husbarul
of the f a ir wife; others kiss her, but he keeps her.”
In the moruing the words were seen, and the mat*
ter was considerad to be very scandalous; and the
Senate commanded the Avogadori of the Commonwealth to proceed therein with the greatest diligenee. A largess of great amount was immediatcly
proffered by the Avogadori, in order to discover
who had written these words. And at length it
was known that Michele Steno had written them.
It was resolved in the Council of Forty that he
should be arrested; and he then confessed that in
the íit of vexation and spite, occasioned by his being
thrust off the solajo in the presence of his mistress,
he had written the words. Therefore the Council
debated thereon. And the Council took his youth
into consideration, and that he was a lover; and

therefore they adjudged that he should be kept in
close confinement during two months, and that
afterwards he should be banished from Venice and
the state during one year. In consequencc of this
merciful sentencc the Duke became exceedingly
wroth, it appearing to him, that the Council had
not acted in such a manner as was required by the
respect duo to his ducal dignity; and he said that
they ought to have condemned Ser Michele to be
hanged by the neck, or at least to be banished for
life.
Now it was fated that my Lord Duke Marino was
to have his head cut off. And as it is necessary
when any effect is to bo brought about, that the
cause of such effect must happen, it therefore camo
to pass, that on the very day after sentencc had
bcen pronounced on Ser Michele Steno, being the
flrst day of Lent, a gentleman of the house of Bar
baro, a cholerío gentleman, went to the arsenal,
and required certain things of the masters of the
galleys. This he did in tho presence of the Admiral
of the arsenal, and he, hearing the request, answer
ed,—No, it cannot be done. Higli words aróse be
tween the gentleman and tho Admiral, and tho gen
tleman struck him with his ílst just above the eyc;
and as he happened to have a ring on his finger,
the ring cut the Admiral and drew blood. The
Admiral, all bruised and bloody, ran straight to
the Duke to complain, and with the intent of praying him to inflict some lieavy punishment upon the
gentleman o f Cà Barbaro.—“ What wouldst thou
have me do for thee ? ” answered the Duke:—“ think
upon thc shameful gibe which hatli been written
concerning m e: and think on the manner in which
they have punished that ribald Michele Steno, who
wrote i t ; and see how the Council of Forty respect
our person.”—Upon this the Admiral answered,—
“ My Lord Duke, if you woukl wish to make yourself a prince, and to cut all those cuckoldy gentlemen to pieces, I have thc licart, if you do but help
me, to make you prince of all this state; and then
you may punish them all.” Hearing this, tho Duke
said,—“ Ilow can such a matter be brought about ? ”
—and so they discoursed thereon.
The Duke called for his nephew, Ser Bertuccio
Faliero, who lived with him in the palace, and they
communed about this plot. And without leaving
the place, they sent for Philip Calendaro, a seaman
of great repute, and for Bertuccio Israello, who was
exceedingly wily and cunning. Then taking counsel amongst themselves, they agreed to call in some
others; and so, for several nights succcssively, they
met with the Duke at home in his palace. And tho
following inen were called in singly; to w i t N i c colo Fagiuolo, Giovanni da Corfú, Stefano Fagiono,
Niccolo dalle Bende, Niccolo Biondo, and Stefano
Trivisano.—It was concerted that sixteen or seventeen leaders should be stationed in various parts oí
the city, each being at the head of forty men, armed
and preparad; but the foliowers were not to know
their destination. On the appointed day they were
to make affrays amongst themselves here and there,
in order that the Duke might havo a pretence for
tolling the bells of San Marco; these bells ara never
rung but by the order of the Duke. And at the
sound of tho bells, these sixteen or seventeen, with
their followers, were to come to San Marco, througli
the streets which open upon the Piazza. And when
the noble and leading citizens should come into the
Piazza, to know the cause of the riot, then the conspirators were to cut them in pieces; and this work
being flnished, my Lord Marino Faliero the Duke
was to be proclaimed the Lord of Venice. Things
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having been thus settled, they agreed to fulíil their
intent on Wednesday. the I5th day of April, in the
year 1355. So covertíy did they plot, that no one
ever dreamt of their machinations.
But the Lord, who hath always helped this most
glorious city, and who, loving íts righteousness and
holiness, hath never forsaken it, inspirad one Beltramo Bergamasco to be the cause of bringing the
plot to liglit, in the following manner. This Beltramo, who belonged to Ser Niccolo Lioni of Santo
Stefano, had lieard a word or two of what was to
take place; and so, in the above-mentioned month
of April, he went to the liousc of the aforesaid Ser
Niccolo Lioni, and told him all the particulars of
the plot. Ser Niccolo, when he heard all these
things, was struck dead, as it werc, with afiriglit.
He heard all the particulars; and Beltramo prayed
him to keep it all secret; and if he told Ser Niccolo,
it was in order that Ser Niccolo might stop at home
on the 15th of April, and thus save his life. Bel
tramo was going, but Ser Niccolo ordered his ser
van ts to lay hands upon him, and lock him up. Ser
Niccolo then went to the house of Messer Giovanni
Gradcnigo Nasoni, who afterwards became Duke,
and who also lived at Santo Stefano, and told him
all. The matter seemed to him to be of the very
greatest importance, as indeed it was; and they two
went to the house of Ser Marco Cornaro, who lived
at San Felice; and, having spoken with him, they
all threc then determincd to go back to the house
of Ser Niccolo Lioni, to examine the said Beltramo;
and having questioned him, and heard all that he
liad to say, they left him in confinement. And then
they all three went into the sacristy of San Salva
tore, and sent their inen to summon the Councillors,
the Avogadori, the Capi de’ Dieci, and those of the
Great Council.
When all were assembled, the whole story was
told to them. They were struck dead, as it
were, with afiVight. They determined to send for
Beltramo. He was brought in before them. They
examined him, and ascertained that the matter was
true; and, although they werc exceedingly troubled,
yet they determined upon their measures. And
they sent for the Capi de’ Quarantè, the Signori
di Notte, the Capi dc’ Sestieri, and the Cinquè
delia Pace; and they were órdered to associate to
their men other good men and true, who were to
proceed to the liouses of the ringleaders of the conspiracy, and secure them. And they secured the
foreman of the arsenal, in order that the conspirators might not do mischief. Towards nightfall they
assembled in the palace. When they were assem
bled in the palace, they caused the gates of the
quadrangle of the palace to be shut. And they
sent to the keeper of the Bcll-tower, and forbade
the tolling of the bells. All this was carried into
effect. The before-mentioned conspirators werc secured, and they were brought to the palace; and,
as the Council of Ten saw that the Duke was in
the plot, they resolved that twenty of the leading
men of the state should be associated to them, for
the purpose of consultation and deliberation, but
that they should not be allowed to ballot.
The counsellors were the following:—Ser Giovan
ni Mocenigo, of the Sestiero of San Marco; Ser Almoro Veniero da Santa Marina, of the Sestiero of
Castello; Ser Tomaso Viadro, of the Sestiero of Canaregio; Ser Giovanni Sañudo, of thc Sestiero of
Santa Croce; Ser Pietro Trivisano, of the Sestiero
of San Paolo; Ser Pantalione Barbo il Grando, of
the Sestiero of Ossoduro. The Avogadori of the
Commonwealth were Zufredo Morosini, and Ser
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Orio Pasqualigo ; and these did not ballot. Those
of thc Council of Ten were Ser Giovanni Marcello,
Ser Tomaso Sañudo, and Ser Micheletto Dolfino,
the heads of the aroresaid Council of Ten. Ser
Lúea da Legge, and Ser Pietro da Mosto, inquisi
tore of the aforesaid Council. And Ser Marco Polani, Ser Marino Veniero, Ser Lando Lombardo,
and Ser Nieoletto Trivisano, of Sant’ Angelo.
Late in the night, just before the dawning, they
chose a junta of twenty noblemen of Venice from
amongst the wisest, and the worthiest, and the
oldest. They were to give counsel, but not to bal
lot. And they woukl not admit any one of Cà
Faliero. And" Niccolo Faliero, and anotner Niccolo
Faliero, of San Tomaso, were expelled from the
Council, because they belonged to the family of the
Doge. And this resolution of crcating the junta
of twenty was much praised throughout the state.
The following were the members of the junta of
twenty:—Ser Marco Giustiniani, Procuratore, Ser
Andrea Erizzo, Procuratore, Ser Lionardo Giusti
niani, Procuratore, Ser Andrea Contarini, Ser Si
mone Dándolo, Ser Niccolo Volpe, Ser Giovanni
Lorcdano, Ser Marco Diedo, Ser Giovanni Gradenigo, Ser Andrea Cornaro, Cavaliere, Ser Marco
Soranzo, Ser Rinieri du Mosto, Ser Gazano Marcello, Ser Marino Morosini, Ser Stefano Belegno,
Ser Niccolo Lioni, Ser Filippo Orio, Ser Marco
Trivisano, Ser Jacopo Bragadino, Ser Giovanni
Foscarini.
These twenty were accordinglv called in to the
Council of Ten ; and they sent for my Lord Marino
Faliero, the Duke: and my Lord Marino was then
consorting in the palace with people of great estáte,
gentlemen, and other good men, none of whom
knew yet how the fact stood.
At the same time Bertucci Israello, who, as one of
the ringleaders, was to head the conspirators in
Santa Croce, was arrested and bound, and brought
before the Council. Zanello del Brin, Nieoletto di
Rosa, Nieoletto Alberto, and the Guardiaga, were
also taken, together with several seamen, and people
of various ranks. These were examined, and the
trutli of the plot was ascertained.
On the 16th of April judgment was given in the
Council of Ten, that Filippo Calendaro and Bertuc
cio Israello should be hanged upon the red pillars
of the balcony of the palace, from which the Duke
is wont to look at the bull hunt: and they were
hanged with gags in their mouths.
The next day the following were condemned :—
Niccolo Zuccuolo, Nieoletto Blondo, Nieoletto Doro,
Marco Giuda, Jacomello Dagolino, Nieoletto Fidele,
the son of Filippo Calendaro, Marco Torcllo, called
Israello, Stefano Trivisano, the money-changer of
Santa Margherita, and Antonio dalle Bende. These
were all taken at Chiozza, for they were endeavouring to escape. Afterwards, by virtue of the sentencc
which was passed upon them in the Council of Ten,
they were hanged on successive days; some singly
and some in couples, upon the columns of thc
palace, beginning from the red columns, and so
going onwards towards the canal. And other prisoners were discharged, because, although they had
been involved in the conspiracy, yet they had not
assisted in it: for they were given to understand
by some of the heads of the plot, that they were
to come armed and preparad for the scrvice of
the state, and in order to secura certain criminals;
and they knew nothing clse. Nieoletto Alberto, the
Guardiaga, and Bartolommeo Ciricolo and his son,
and several others, who werc not guilty, were dis
charged.
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On Friday, the lGtli day of April, judgment was
also given in the aforesaid Council of Ten, that ray
Lord Marino Falicro, the Duke, sliould have lite
liead cut off; and that the execution should be
done 011 the landing-place of the stone staircase,
where the Dukes take their oath when they first
enter the palace. On the following day, the 17th of
April, the doors of the palace being shut, the Duke
liad liis liead cut oíf, about the hour of noon. And
the cap of estáte was taken from the Duke’s liead
before he carne down-stairs. When the execution
was over, it is said that one of the Council of Ten
went to the columns of the palace over against the
place of St. Mark, and that he showed the bloody
sword unto the people, crying out with a loud
voice—“ The terrible doom hatli fallen upon the
traitor! ’ —and the doors were opened, and the
people all-rushed in, to see the corpse o f the Duke,
who liad bccn beheaded.
It inust be known that Ser Giovanni Sañudo, the
councillor, was not present when the aforesaid
sentence was pronounced; because he was unwell
and remained at lióme. So that only fourteen
balloted: that is to say, five councillors, and ninc
of the Council of Ten. And it was adjudged, that
all the lands and chattels of the Duke, as wcll as
of the otlier traitors, should be forfeited to the
state. And as a grace to the Duke, it was resolved
in the Council of Ten, that he should be allowed
to dispose of two thousand ducats out of his own
property. And it was resolved, that all the coun
cillors, and all the Avogadori of the Coinmonwealtli,
those of the Council of Ten, and the members of the
junta, who liad assisted in passing sentence 011 the
Duke and the otlier traitors, should have the privilege of carrying arras both by day and by night
in Venice, and from Grado to Cavazerc. And they
were also to be allowed two footraen carrying arras,
the aforesaid footraen living and boarding with
them in their own liouses. And he who did not
keep two footraen raight transfer the privilege to
his sons or his brothers; but only to two. Perraission of carrying arras was also granted to the
four Notaries of the Chancery, that is to say, of
the Supreme Court, who took the depositions ; and
they were, Araedio, Nicoletto di Lorino, Stcfl'anello,
and Pictro de Compostelli, the secretaries of the
Signori di Notte.
After the traitors had been hanged,and the Duke
liad had his liead cut oíf, the state remained in
great tranquillity and peace. And, as I have read
in a Chronicle, the corpse of the Duke ivas removed
in a barge, with eiglit torches, to his tomb in the
cliurch of San Giovanni e Paolo, where it was
buried. The tomb is now in that aislé in the
niiddle of the little cliurch of Santa Maria della
Pace which was built by Bishop Gabriel of Berganio. It is a coífin of stone, with these words
engraven thereon: “ Heic jacet Dominus Marinus
Faletro Dux.”—And they did not paint his portrait
in the hall of the Great C o u n c ilb u t in the place
where it ought to have been, you see these words :—
“ H ic est locus M a rin i Faletro, decapitati pro
criminibus.”—And it is thought that his house
was granted to the church of Sant’ Apostolo; it
was that great one near the bridge. Yet this coukl
not be the case, or else the fainily bought it back
from the church ; for it still belongs to Cá Faliero.
I must not refrain from noting, that some wished to
write the following words in the place where his
portrait ought to have been, as aforesaid “ Ma
rinus Faletro Dux, temeritas me cepit. Poenas
lu i, decapitatus pro criminibus.”—Others, also,

indited a couplet, worthy of being inscribed upon
his toral).
“ D ux Venetum jacet heic,patriam qui prodere
tentans,
Sceptra, decus, censum perdidit, atque caput.”
N ote B.

PETRARCH ON THE CONSPIRACY OF
MARINO FALIERO.
“ A l giovane Doge Andrea Dándolo succedettc un
vecchio, il quale tardi si pose al tinione della repubblica, ma sempre prima di quel, che facea d’ uopo
a lui, ed alia patria: egli è Marino Faliero, personaggio a me noto per antica diraestichez/.a. Falsa
era 1’ opinione intorno a lui, giacchò egli si mostro
fornito piü di corraggio, che di senno. Non pago
della prima dignitá, entro con sinistro piede nel
pubblico Palazzo: imperciocche questo Doge dei
Yeneti, magistrato sacro in tutti i secoli, che dagli
antichi fü sempre venerato qual nuine in quella
città, 1’ altr’ jeri fü decollato nel vestibolo dell’
istesso Palazzo. Discorrerei fin dal principio le
cause di un tale evvento, e cosi vario, ed ambiguo
non ne fosse il grido. Nessuno però lo scusa, tutti
affermano, che egli abbia voluto cangiar qualche
cosa nell’ ordine della repubblica a lui tramandato
dai maggiori. Che desiderava egli di piü? Io son
d’ avviso, che egli abbia ottenuto ció, che non si
concedette a nessun altro: mentre adempiva gli
uflicj di legato presso il Pontelice, e suile rive del
Ilodano trattava la pace, che io prima di lui avevo
indarno tentato di conchiudere, gli fü conferito 1’
onore del Ducato, che ne chiedeva, ne s’ aspettava.
Tornato in patria, pensó a quello, cui nessuno non
pose mente giammai, e soffri quello che a niuno
accadde mai di soífrire: giacchò in quel luogo
celeberrimo, e chiarissimo, e bellissimo infra tutti
quelli, che io vid i, ove 1 suoi antenati avevano
ricevuti grandissimi onori in mezzo alie pompe
trionfali, ivi egli fü trascinato in modo servile, e
spogliato delle insegne ducali, perdette la testa,
e macchió col proprio sangue le soglie del tempio,
1’ atrio del Palazzo, e le scale marmoree rendute
spesse volte illustri o dalle solenni festivitá, o dalle
ostili spoglie. Hó notato il luogo, ora noto il tempo:
ò 1’ anno del Natale di Cristo, 1355, fü il giorno 18 d’
Aprile. Si alto è il grido sparso, che se alcuno esaminerá la disciplina, e le costumanze di quella città,
e quanto mutamento di cose venga minacciato dalla
morte. di un sol uomo (quantunque molti altri,
come narrano, essendo complici, o subirono 1’ istesso
supplicio, o lo aspettano) si accorgerá, che nulla di
piü grande avvenne ai nostri tempi nelía Italia. Tu
forse qui attendi il mió giudizio: assolvo il popolo,
se credere alia fama, benche abbia potuto e castigare
piü mitemente, e con maggior dolcezza vendicare il
suo dolore: ma non cosí fácilmente, si modera un’
ira giusta insieme, e grande in un numeroso popolo
principalmente, nel quale il precipitoso, ed instabile
volgo aguzza gli stimoli dell’ irracondia con rapidi,
c sconsigliati clamori. Compatisco, e nell’ istesso
tempo mi adiro con quelP infelice uomo, il quale
adorno di un’ insolito onore, non so, che cosa si
volesse negli estremi anni della sua vita: la calamita
di lui di viene sempre piü grave, perché dalla sentenza contra di esso promulgata aperirà, che egli
fü non solo misero, ma insano, e demente, e che con
vane arti si usurpo per tanti anni una falsa fama di
sapienza. Ammonisco i Dogi, i quali gli succede-

cHppenÜr ío (ïïlavtno $ a fú ro .
rano, che questo e un’ esempio posto innanzi ai
loro occhj. quale specchio, nel quale veggano d’
cssere non Signori, ma Duci, anzi nemmeno Duci,
ma onorati servi della Repubblica. Tu sta sano;
e giacchò íluttuano le pubblichc cose, sforsiamosi
di governar modestissimamente i privati nostri
affari.” — L e v a ti , Viaggi di Petrarca, vol. iv. p. 323.
The above Italian translation from the Latín
epistles of Petrarch proves—lstly, That Marino
Faliero was a personal friend of Petrarch’s; “ antica
dimestichezza,” old intimacy, is the phrase of the
poet. 2ndly, That Petrarch thought that he had
more couragc than conduct, “ piü di corraggio che
di senno.” 3rdly, That there was some jealousy on
the part of Petrarch; for he says that Marino
Faliero was treating of the peace wbicli he himself
had “ vainly attempted to conclude.” 4thly, That
the lionour of the Dukedom was conferred upon
him. which lie neither sought nor expected, “ che nò
chiedeva nò aspettava,” and which had never been
granted to any other in like circumstances, “ ció che
non si concedette a nessun altro,” a proof of the
liigli esteem in which he must have been lield.
5thly, That he had a reputation for wisdom, only
forfeited by the last cnterprisc ofhis Ufe, “ si usurpó
per tanti anni una falsa fama di sapienza.” —“ Hc
liad usurped for so many years a false fame of
wisdom,” rather a diflicult task, I should think.
People are gencrally found out before eighty years
of age, at least in a republic.—From these, and the
other historical notes which I have collected, it
may be inferred, that Marino Faliero possessed
many of the qualities, but not the success of a
liero*; and that his passions were too violent. The
paltry and ignorant account of Dr. Moore falls to
the ground. Petrarch says, “ that there had been
no greater event in his times” {our times literally),
“ nostri tempi,” in Italy. He also diifers from the
historian in sayiug that Falicro was “ on the banks
o f the Phone, instead of at lióme, when clccted:
the other accounts say, that the deputation of the
Yenetian senate met him at Ravenna. IIow this
may have bccn, it is not for me to decide, and is
of iio great importance. Had the man succeeded,
he would have changed the face of Venice, ancl
perhaps of Italy. As it is, what are they both ?
N ote C.

YE N E TIAN SOCIETY AND MANNERS.
“ Vice without splendour, sin without relicf
Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o’e r;
But, in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude,” &c.
[See p. 442.]
“ To these attacks so frequently pointed by the
government against the clergy,—to the continual
struggles between the different constituted bodies,—
to these enterprises carried on by the mass of the
nobles against the depositaries of power,—to all
those projeets of innovation, which always ended
by a stroke o f state policy, we must add a cause
not less fitted to spread contempt for ancient doc
trines ; this v:as the exccss of corruption.
“ That freedom of manners, which had been long
boasted of as the principal charm of Yenetian
society, had degcncrated into scandalous licentiousness:* the tic of marriage was less sacred in that
Oatíiolic country, than among those nations where
the laws and religión admit of its being dissolved.
Because they could not break the contract, they
feigned that it had not existed; and the ground
of nullity, immodestly allegcd by the married pair,
was adraitted with equal facility by priests and
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magistrates, alikc corrupt. These divorces, veiled
under another ñame, became so freqüent that the
most important act of civil society was discoverecl
to be amenable to a tribunal of exceptions; and
to restrain the open scandal of such proceedings
became the office of the pólice. In 1782 the Council
of Ten decreed, that every woman who should sue
for a dissolution of her marriage should be compelled to await the decisión of the judges in some
convent, to be named by the court* Soon afterwards the same council summoned all causes of
that nature before itself.t This infringement on
ecclesiastical jurisdiction having occasioned some
remonstrance from Rome, the council retained only
the right of rejecting the petition of the married
persons, and consented to refer such causes to the
lioly office as it should not prcviously have rejected.t
“ There was a moment in which, doubtlcss, the
dcstruction of prívate fortunes, the ruin of youth,
the domèstic discord occasioned by these abuses,
determined the government to depart from its
establislied maxims concerning the freedom of
manners allowed the subjcct. All the courtesans
were banished from Yenice; but their absence was
not enougli to rcclaim and bring back good morals
to a wholc people brought up in the most scan
dalous licentiousness. Depravity reachcd the very
bosom of prívate families, and oven into the cloister;
and they found themsclves obliged to recall, ancl
even to indemnify,§ women who sometimes gained
possession of important secret3, and who might he
usefully employed in the ruin of men whose for
tunes might have rendered them dangerous. Since
that time licentiousness has gone on increasing;
and we have seen mothers, not only selling the
innocencc of their daughters, but selling it by a
contract, authenticated by the signature of a public
oflicer, and the performance of which was securccl
by the protection of the laws.ll
“ The parlours of the convents of noble laclies and
the liouses of the courtesans, though the pólice
carefully kept up a number of spies about them,
were the only asscmblies for society in Venice; and
in these two places, so different l'rom each other,
there was equal freedom. Music, collations, gallantry, were not more forbidden in the parlours
than at the casinos. There were a number of
casinos for the purpose of public .assemblies, where
gaming was the principal pursuit of the company.
It was a strange siglit to see persons of cither sex
masked, or grave in their magisterial robes, round
a table, invoking chance, and giving way at one
instant to the agonies of despair, at the next to
the illusions of hope, and that without uttering a
single word.
“ The rich had private casinos, but they lived
incognito in them; and the wives wliom they
abandoned found compensation in the liberty they
enjoyed. The corruption of morals had deprived
them of their empire. We havejust reviewed the
wliole history of Venice, and we have not once seen
them cxercise the slightest iníluence.”— D aiiu : Hist.
de la Pépub. de Venise, vol. v. p. 95.
* Corresponclence of M. Schlick, French chargti d’ afFaires.
Despatch of 24th August, 1782.
t I b id. Despatch 31st August ,
í lb id . Despatch of 3rd September, 1785.
§ The decree for their recall designates them as nostre
benem erite m e r e t H c i; a fund and some liouses, called
Case ra m p a n e, were assigned to them ; henee the opprobrious appellation of C a ram p an e.
|! Mayer, Description of Venice, vol. i i . ; and M. Arclienholz, Picture of Italy, vol. i. ch. 2.
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NOTES.
Page 404, col. 2.
“ I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso.”] An historical fact. See Marín Sanuto’s “ Lives of the
Doges.”
Page 406, col. 2.
u Doge ( aside). Saint Mark’s shall strikc that
hour! ”] The bells of San Marco were never rung
but by order of the Doge. One of the pretexts for
ringing this alarm was to have been an announcement of the appcarance o f a Genoese fleet off the
Lagnne.
Page 407, col. 2.
“ A góndola, with one oar only, will.”] A góndola
is not like a common boat, but is as casily rowed
with one oar as with two (tliough, of course, not
so swiftly), and often is so from motives of privacy;
and, since the decay of Venice, of economy.
Page 418, col. 1.
“ Engaged in sccret to the Signory.”]
torical fact. See A ppendix, Note A.

An his-

Page 429, col. 1.
“ Within our palace precincts at San Polo.” ] The
Doge’s family palace.
Page 434, col. 1.
“ Of the red columns, wherc, on festal Thursday.”]
“ Giovedi grasso,”—“ fat or greasy Thursday,” —wliicíi
I cannot literally transíate in the text, was the day.
Page 434, col. 1.
“ Guards! let thcir mouths be gagg’d even in the
act.”J Historica! fact. See Sanuto, A ppendix ,
Note A.
Page 436, col. 2.
“ Ben. Say, conscript fathers, shall she be admitted? ”] The Venetian senate took the same title as
the Roman, of “ conscript fathers.”
Page 441, ool. 2.
“ Doge.
’Tis with age, then.” ] This
was the actual reply of Bailli, rnaire of París, to a
Frenchman who made him the same reproach 011
his way to execution, in the earliest part of their
revolution. I fifid in reading over (since the completion of this tragedy), forthe flrst time these six
years, “ Venice Preserved,” a similar reply on a
different occasion by Renault, and otlier coincidences arising from the subjcct. I need liardly
remind the gentle^t reader, that sucli coincidcnces
must be accidental, from the very facility of their
detection by reference to so popular a play on
the stage and in the closet as Otway’s chefd’oeuvre.
Page 442, col. 1.
“ Who shall despise her!—She shall stoop to be.” ]
Should the dramatic picture seem harsh, let the
reader look to the historical, of the period prophesied, or rather of the few years preceding that
period. V olta je calculated their “ nostre bene
merite Meretrici” at 12,000 of regulars, without
including volunteers and local militia, on what
authority I know not; but it is. perliaps, the only
part of the population not decreased. Venice
once contained two hundred thousand inliabitants: there are now about ninety thousand; and
th e se !! few individuals can conceive, and none
could describe, the actual state into which the

more than infernal tyranny of Austria has plunged
this unhappy city. From the present decay and
degeneracy of Venice under the Barbarians, there
are soinc honourable individual cxceptions. There
is Pasqualigo, the last, and, alas! posthumous son
of the marriage of the Doges with the Adriàtic,
who fought his frigate with far greater gallantry
than any of his French coadjutors in the me
morable action off Lissa. I came horne in the
squadron with the prizes in 1811, and recollect
to have lieard Sir William Hoste, and the other
offleers engaged in that glorious conflict, speak in
the highest terms of Pasqualigo’s behaviour. There
is the Abbate Morelli. There is Alvise Querini,
who, after a long and honourable diplomàtic career,
iinds some consolation for the WTongs of his country, in the pursuits of literature with his nephew,
Vittor Benzon, the son of the celebrated beauty,
the heroine o f “ La Biondina in Gondoletta.”
There are the patrician poet Morosini, and the
poet Lamberti, the author of the “ Biondina,” &c.,
and many other estimable productions; and, not
least in an Englishman’s estimation, Madame Michelli, the translator of Shakspeare. There are
the young Dándolo and the improvvisatore Carrer,
and Giuseppe Albrizzi, the accomplished son of an
aceomplished mother. There is Aglietti, and, were
there nothing else, there is the immortality of
Canora. Cicognara, Mustoxithi, Bucati, &c. &c.,
I do not reckon, because the one is a Greek, and
the others were born at least a hundred miles off,
which, throughout Italy, constitutos, if not a fo reigner, at least a stranger (forestiére).
Page 442, col. 1.
“ Then wlien the Hebrew's in thy palaces.”] The
chief palaces on the Brenta now belong to the
Jews; who in the earlier times of the republic were*
only allow’ed to inhabit Mestri, and not to enter the
city of Venice. The whole commerce is in the
hands of the Jews and Greeks, and the Huns form
the garrison.
Page 442, coi 2.
“ But in its stead, coarsc lusts of habitude.”] [See
A ppendix , Note C.]
Page 442, coi. 2.
“ ’Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar’st
not murmur.”] I f the Doge’s prophecy seem remarkable, look to the following, made by Alamanni •
two hundred and seventyyears ago :—“ There is one
very singular prophecy concerning Venice: ‘ I f
thou dost not change,’ it says to that proud re
public thy liberty, wiiich is already on the wing,
will not reckon a century more than the thousandth
year.’ I f we carry back the epocha of Venetian
freedom to the estabhshment of the government
under which the republic flourished, we shall flnd
that the date of the elcction of the ilrst Doge is 697;
and if we add one century to a thousand, that is,
eleven hundred years we shall find the sense of the
prediction to be literally this: ‘ Thy liberty will not
last till 1797.’ Recollect that Venice ceased to be
free in the year 1796, the fiftli year of the French
republic; and you will pcrceive that there never
was prediction more pointed, or more exactly
followed by the event. You will, therefore, note as
very remarkable the threc lines o f Alamanni addressed to Venice; which, liowevcr, no one has
pointed out :—
1Se non cangi pensier, un secol solo
Non contera sopra 1 millesimo anno
Tua libertà, che va fuggendo a volo.’
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Many prophecies have passed for sucb, and many
men^have been called prophets for much less.” —
Ginguené, Ilist. L it. de V Italie, t. ix. p. 144.
Page 442, coi. 2.
“ Thou den of drunkards with the blood of
princes! ” ] Of the first fifty Doges, five abdicated—
five were banished with their eyes put out—five were
m a ssa cr ed — and nine deposed—so that nineteen
out of fifty lost the throne by violence, besides two
who feli in battle: this occurred long previous to
the reign of Marino Faliero. One of his more
immediate predecessors, Andrea Dándolo, died of
vexation. Marino Faliero himself perislied as related. Amongst his successors, Foscari, after seeing
his son repeatedly tortured and banished, was de
posed, and died of breaking a blood-vessel, on
hearing the bell of Saint Mark’s toll for the election
of his successor. Morosini was impeached for the
loss of Candía ; but this was previous to his dukedom, during which he conquered the Morea, an l
was styled the Peloponnesiam Faliero might truly
say,—
“ Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes!”
Page 443, col. 2.
“ Chief of the Ten.”] “ Un Capo de’ Diece ” are
the words of Sanuto’s Chronicle.

SARDANAPALUS.
Page 445, col. 1.
“ And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha, choose.” ]
“ The Ionian ñame liad been still more compre
hensive, having included the Achaians and the
Boeotians, who, together with those to whom it was
afterwards confined, would make nearly the whole
of the Greek nation; and among the Orientals it
was always the general ñame for the Greeks.” —
M itford ’s Greece, vol. i. p. 199.
Page 448, col. 1.
“ Eat, drink, and love; the rest’s not wortli a
fillip.”] “ For this expedition he took only a small
chosen body of the phalanx, but all his light troops.
I 11 the íirst day's marcli he reached Anchialus,
a town said to have been founded by the king of
Assyria, Sardanapalus The fortifications, in their
magnitude and extent, still in Arrian s time, bore
the character of greatness, which the Assyrians
appear singularly to have affectcd in works of the
kind. A monument representing Sardanapalus was
found there, warranted ny an inscription in Assyrian
characters, of course in the oíd Assyrian language,
which the Greeks, whether well or ill, interpreted
thus: ‘ Sardanapalus, son of Anacyndaraxes, in one
day founded Anchialus and Tarsus. Eat, drink,
play ; all other human joys are not wortli a fillip.’
Supposing this versión nearly exact (for Arrian says
it was not quite so), whether the purpose has not
been to invite to civil order a people disposed to
turbulence, rather than to recommend immoderate
luxury, may perhaps reasonably be questioned.
What, indeed, could be the object of a king of
Assvria in founding sucli towns in a country so
distant from his capital, and so divided from it by
an immense extent of sandy deserts and lofty
mountains, and, still more, liow the inhabitants
could be at once in circumstances to abandon tliemselves to the intemperate joys which their prince
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has been supposed to have recomuiended, is not
obvious; but it may deserve observation that, in
that line of coast, the Southern of Lesser Asia, ruins
of cities, evidently of an age after Alexander, yet
barely named in history, at this day astonisli the
adventurous traveller by their magnilicence and
elegance. Amid the desolation which, under a
singularly barbarían government, has for so many
centuries been daily spreading in the finest countries
of the globe, whether more from soil and climate, or
from opportunities for commerce, extraordinary
means must have been found for communities to
flourish there; whence it may seem that the
measures of Sardanapalus were dirccted by juster
views than have been commonly ascribed to him ;
but that monarch having been the last of a dynasty
endtd by a revolution, obloquy on bis memory
would follow of course from the policy of his
successors and their partisans. The inconsistency
of traditions concerning Sardanapalus is striking in
Diodorus’s account of him.” —M itford ’ s Greece,
vol. ix. p. 311.
Page 478, col. 2.
“ Some twenty stadia.” ] About two miles and a
lialf.

THE TWO FOSCARI.
Page 496, col. 1.
“ Created by degrees an ocean Rome.” ] In Lady
Morgan’s fearless and excellent work upon Italy,
I perceive the expression of “ Rome of the Ocean”
applied to Venice. The same phrase occurs in the
“ Two Foscari.” My publisher can vouch for me,
that the tragedy was written and sent to England
some time before I liad seen Lady Morgan’s work,
which I only received on the 16th of August. I
basten, however, to notice the coincidcnce, and to
yield the originality of the phrase to her who first
placed it before the public.
Page 496, col. 2.
“ That melody, which out of tones and tunes.”]
Alluding to thevSwis8 air and its effeets.
Page 504, col. 1.
“ There often has been questlon about you. ’] An
historical fact. See D aru , tom. ii.
Page 510, col. 1.
“ O’er those they slew. I ’ve hcard of widows’
tears.” ]—The Venetians appear to have had a
particular turn for breaking the hearts of their
Doges The following is another instance of the
kind in the Doge Marco Barbarigo: he was succeeded by his brother Agostillo Barbarigo, whose
cliicf meíit is here mentioned.—“ Le doge, blesse de
trouver constamment un contradicteur et un ccnseur
si amer dans son frére, lui dit un jour en plem
conseil; ‘ Messire Augustin, vous faites tout votre
possible pour híiter ma m ort; vous vous flattez de
me succéder; mais, si les autres vous ccnnaissent
aussi bien que je vous comíais, ils n’auront garde
de vous élire.’ Là-dessus il se leva, ému de colóre,
rentra dans son appartement, et moui ut quelques
jours après. Ce frére, contre lequel il s etait em
porté, fut précisément le successeur qu’on lui donna.
C’était un mérite dont on aimait à tenir compte;
surtout à un parent, de s’étre mis en opposition
avec le chef de la république.”—D a r u , m st. de
Venise, t. ii. p. 533.

(Vtoíee to Caín, etc.
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Page 510, col. 2.
“ Lar. (pointing to ihe Doge's body). That he has
paid m e !” ] “ L 'h a p a g a t a An historical fact.
See H i st. de Venisc, par P. D aru, t. ii. p. 111.

CAIN.
Page 535, col. 1.
“ I3ut the four rivera would not cleanse iny soul.”]
The “ four rivera” which llowed round Edén, and
consequently the onlv waters with which Cain was
acquaintcd upon eartli.

HEAVEN AND EARTH.
Page 537, col. 1.
“ Albeit thou watcliest with ‘ the seven.’ ”] The
archangels, said to be seven in number, and to
occupy the ciglith rank in the celestial hierarchy.
Page 542, col. 1.
“ In a few hours the glorious giants’ graves.” ]
And tlicre were giants in the earth in those days,
and after, inighty men, which were of old, men of
renown.”—Genesis.
Page 542, col. 1.
“ And heaven set wide lier Windows; while mankind.”J “ The sanie day were all the fountains of
the great deep broken up, and the Windows of heaven
were opened.”—lbid.
Page 542, coi. 2.
“ The scroll of Enoch prophesied it long.” ] The
book of Enoch, preserved by the Ethiopians, is said
by tlicm to be anterior to the ilood.

WERNER.
Page 5G7, coi. 2.
“ Froni the Ravenstone by choking you myself.”]
The Ravenstone, “ Rabenstein,” is the stone gibbet
of Germany, and so called from the nivens pcrching
on it.

DEFORMED TRANSFORMER.
Page 597, coi. 2.
“ Bestrides the Ilartz Mountaiu.”] This is a wellknown Germán superstition—a gigantie shadow
produced by rcílection un the Brockcn.
Page 600, col 1.
“ From the red earth, like Adam,” ) Adam means
“ red earth" frum which the flrst man was formed.
Tage 607, col. 1.
“ Wcep not—s t r i k e for Rome is tnourning! ” ]
Scipio, thcsccond Africanus, is said to have repeated
a verse of Homer, and wept over the burning of
Carthage. Ile had better have grauted it a canituIation.

(Violee io © on Jfiuan.

BEPPO.
Page 618, col. 1.
“ The Spaniards cali the person a ‘ Cortejo.’’ ” ]
Cortejo is pronounced CorteAo, with an aspirate,
according to the Arabesque guttural. It means
wliat there is as yet no precise ñame for in England,
though the pnictice is as common as in any tramontane country whatever.
Page 619, col. 1.
“ Raphael, who died in thy embrace, and vies.”]
For the received accounts of the cause of Raphael's
death, sce his Lives.

(In talking thus, the writer, more especially
Of women, would be uuderstood to say,
He speaks as a spectator, not offlcially,
And always, reader, in a modest way;
Perliaps, tco, in no very great degree shall he
Appcar to have ofiended in this lay,
Since, as all know, without the sex, our sonnets
Would seem unilnish’d, like their untrimm’d
bonnets.)
(Signed)
P rix te r ’ s D e y il .
—

DON JUAN.
Page 626, col. 1.
“ And Wordsworth has his place in the Excise.”]
Wordsworth’s place may be in the Customs—it is,
I think, in that or the Excise—besides another at
Lord Lonsdale’s table, where this poetical charlatán
and political parasite licks up the crumbs with
a hardened alacrity; the converted Jacobin liaving
long subsided into the clownish sycophant of the
worst prejudiccs of the aristocracy.
Page 626, coi. 2.
“ And heartless daughters—worn—and pale—and
poor.”J “ Pale, but not cadayerous:
Milton’s two
eider daughters are said to have robbed him of his
books, besides cheating and plaguing him in the
economy of his liouse, «fec. &c. His feelings on such
an outrage, botli as a parent and a scholar, must
have becn singularly painful. Hayley compares him
to Lear. See part third, Life of Milton, by W.
Hayley (or Hailey, as spelt in the edition before me).
Page 626, coi. 2.
“ The intellectual eunuch Castlereagh ? ”]

Page 627, col. 1.
“ Is it not so, my Tory, Ultra-Julián ? ”] I allude
not to our friend Landor’s hero, the traitor Count
Julián, but to Gibbon’s hero, vulgarly yclept “ The
Apostate.”
Page 629, col. 1.
“ Save tliine *incomparable oil,’ Macassar! ”] Description des vertus incomparables de 1’Huilc de
Macascar.”—Sec the Advertisement.
Page 630, coi. 2.
“ As Numa’s (who was also named Pompilius).”]

Page 619, col. 1.
“ While yet Canova can create below ? ”]

—

Page 627, col 1.
“ Eutropius of its many masters,—blind.”] For
the character of Eutropius, the eunuch and minister
at the court of Arcadius, see Gibbon.

Or,—

“ Would he subside into a liackney Laureate—
A scribbling, self-sold, soul-liircd, scorn’d Iscariot ? ”
I doubt if “ Laureate” and “ Iscariot” be good
rliymes, but must say, as Ben Jonson did to
Sylvester, who cliallenged him to rhyme with—
“ I, John Sylvester,
Lay with your sister.”
Jonson answered,—“ I, Ben Jonson, lay with your
wife.” Sylvester answered,—“ That is nòt rhvme. '—
“ No,” said Ben Jonson; “ but it is trae”

-----“ primus qui legibus urbem
Fundabit, curibus parvis et paupere terra
Missus in imperium magnum.”— V iro.
Page 631, coi. 2.
“ Although Longinus telis us there is no hymn.”]
See Longinus, Section 10, “ iva gr) èv tl irepl avrr-¡v
7zàdoç (fjaívrjTOU, iraQUiV 8è avvoSoç.”
Page 631, col. 2.
“ They only add them all in an appendix.”] F act!
There is, or was, such an edition, with all the obnoxiou8 epigrams of Martial placed by Ihemselves at the
cnd.
Page 632, col. 1.
“ Which make the reader envy his transgressions.”]
See his Confessions, 1. i. c. ix. By the representation
which Saint Augustine givesof hiinself in his youth,
it is easy to sce that he was wliat we should cali a
rake. He avoided the sehool as the plague; he loved
nothing but gaming and public shows; he robbed
his father of everything lie could f.nd; lie invented a
thousand lies to" escape the rod, which they were
obliged to make use of to punish his irregularities.
Page 633, coi. 2.
“ ( ’Twas snow that brought St. Anthony to
reason).”] For the particulars of St. Anthony’s recipe
for hot blood in coid wcather, see Mr. Alban Butlcr’s
“ Liyes of the Saints.”
Page 635, coi. 2.
“ In feelings quick as Ovid’s Miss Medea.”]
Ovid. de Art. Amand. 1. ii.

Sce

Page 636, col. 1.
“ The bard I quote from does not sing amiss.” ]
Campbeir8 Gertrude of Wyoming—(I think)—the
opening of Canto Second—but quote from memory.
Page 642, coi. 2.
“ Was it for this that no Cortejo eer.”] The
Spanish “ Cortejo ” is mueh the same as the ltalian
“ Cavalier Servente.”
Page 642, coi. 2.
“ Who took Algiers, declares I used him vilely ? ” ]
Donna Julia here made a mistake. Count O’Reilly
did not take Algiers—but Algiers very nearly took
him : he and his army and flect retreated with great
loss, and not much credit, from before that city, in
the year 1776.
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Page 649, coi. 2.
“ My days of love are over ; me no more.” ]
“ Me nec femina, nec puer
Jam, nec spes animi credula mutui,
Ncc certare juvat mero;
Nec vincire novis tempora floribus.”—H or.
Page 651, col. 1.
“ Excepting the Venctian Fazzioli.” ] Fazzioli—
litcrally, the little handkcrchiefs—the veils most
availing of St. Mark.
Page 659, col. 1.
“ Itemember Ugolino condescends.” ]
“ Quandó ebbe detto ció, con gli ocelli torti
Riprese il tescliio misero coY denti.
Che furo all’ osso, come d’un can forti.”
Page 674, coi. 2.
“ Dante.” ] Dante calls his wife, in the “ Inferno,”
“ la fiera moglie.”
Page 674, coi. 2.
“ Milton.” ] Milton’s flrst wife ran awav from him
within the flrst month. I f shc had not, wliat would
John Milton have done ?
Page 678, coi. 2.
“ For none likes more to hear himself converse.” ]
“ Rispone allor’ Margutte, a dir tel tosto,
Io non credo piu al nero ch’ all’ azzurro:
Ma nel cappone, o lesso, o vuogli arrosto,
E credo alcuna volta anco nel burro ;
Nella ccrvigia, e quando io n’ lio nel mosto,
E molto piu nell’ espro che il mangurro ;
Ma sopra tutto nel buon vino ho fede,
E credo che sia salvo clii gli crede.” —
P ulci, Margante Maggiore, ca. 18, st. 151.
Page 681, coi. 2.
“ That e’er by precious metal was held in.” J The
dress is Moorish, and the bracelets and bar are worn
in the manner describcd. The reader will perceivc
liereafter, that as the motlier of Haidéc was of Fez,
lier daughter wore the garb of the country.
Page 681, coi. 2.
“ A like gold bar above lier instep roll’d.” ] The
bar of gold above the instep is a mark of sovereign
rank in the women of the families of the deys, and
is worn as such by their female relatives.
Page 681, coi. 2.
“ Her person if allow’d at large to run.” ] This is
no exaggerationi there were four women whom I
remember to have seen, who possessed their hair in
this profusión; of these, tliree were English, the other
was a Levantino. Their hair was of that length and
quantity, that, when let down, it almost entirely
shadcd*the person, so as nearly to render dress a
superfluity. Of these, only one had dark hair ; the
Oriental had, perliaps, the lightcst colour of the four.
Page 683, col. 1.
“ Tlian your sires’ ‘ Islands of the Blest.’ ” ] The
vrjaot ¡lanápojv o f the Greek poets were supposed
to have been the Cape dc Yerd islands or the
Canarios.
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Page 683, col. 1.
“ And wlien the sun set where were they ? ” ]
“ Deep were the groans of Xerxes, when he saw
This liavoc; for his seat, a lofty mound
Commanding the wide sea, o’erlook’d the hosts.
With rueful cries he rent his royal robes,
And througli his troops embattled on the shore
Gave signal of retreat; then started wild
And fled disorder’d.” —JSschylus .
Page 681, col. 1.
“ There, swan-like, let me sing and die.” ]
• . . “ Tevoípav
iv vkaev erretm itovtov
npófikyp.' clAÍk\v<ttov, aicpav
v i to n h á n a .

Sovnov.”

k

. t . A.—SOPII. A j c t X , V.

1217.

Page 681, col. 2.
“ For the flrst Mrs. Milton left his house.” ]
Johnson’s Life of Milton.

See

Page 685, col. 2.
“ Can sneer at him who drew * Achitopliel! ’ ” ]
“ The verses of Dryden, once highly celebrated, are
forgotten.” —Mr. W. W oudsworth’ s Preface.
Page 686, col. 1.
“ Oh, Hesperus ! thou bringest all good tliings.” ]
“

'’Eíxrrepe návra $epeiç,

4*epeiç olvov— 0epeiç cuya,

•béptis fxarépi 7raíSa.”—Fragment of Sappho.
Page 686, col. 2.
“A h ! surely nothing dies but something mourns! ” ]

Page 695, col. 2.
“ But sold by the impresario at no higli rate.” J
This is a fact. A few years ago a man engaged a
company for some foreign theatre, embarked them
at an Italian port, and carrying them to Algiers,
sold them all. One of the women, returned from her
captiYity, I heard sing, by a strangc coincidenee, in
llossini’s opera of “ L ’ 1tabana in Algieri,” at Venice,
in the beginning of 1817.
Page 696, col. 1.
“ From all the Pope makes yearly ’t would per
plex.” ] It is strangc that it should be the Pope and
the Sultán who are the chief encouragers of this
branch of trade—women being prohibited as singers
at St. Peter’s, and not deemcd trustworthy as guar
dians of the harem.
Page 699, col. 2.
“ Sprinkled with palaces; the Ocean stream.” ]
’ílKeavoio péoio. This expression of Homer has
been mucli criticised. It hardly answers to our
Atlantic ideas of the ocean, but is sufficientlyapplicable to the Hellespont, and the Bospliorus, with
the yEgcan intersectcd with islands.
Page 699, col. 2.
“ ’T is a grand sight from off ‘ the Giant’s Grave.’ ” ]
The “ Giant’s Grave” is a heiglit 011 the Asiatio
shore of the Bosphorus, much frequented by
holiday parties; like Harrow and Highgate.
Page 702, col. 2.
“ Of food I think with Philip's son, or ratlicr.” ]
See Plutarcli in Alex., Q. Curt. Hist. Alex., and Sir
Richard Clayton’s “ Critical Inquiry into the Life of
Alexander the Great.”

“ Era gia T ora che volge ’l disio,
A ’ naviganti, e ’ntenerisce il cuore,
Page 703, col. 1.
Lo di ch’ han detto a’ dolci amici a dio ;
“ Stretch’d in the Street, and able scarce to pant.” ]
E che lo nuovo peregrin’ d’ amore
The assassination alluded to took place on the 8th of
Punge, se ode .Squilla di lontano,
December, 1820, in the streets of Ravenna, not a
Che paia ’1giorno pianger che si muore.” —
D ante ’s Purgatory, canto viii. j hundred paces from the residence of the writer.
This last line is the first of Gray’s Elegy, taken by The circumstances were as described.
him without acknowledgment.
Page 703, col. 2.
Page 686, coi. 2.
“ Some liands unseen strewed flowers upon his
tomb.” ] See Suetonius for this fact.

“ Wond’ring what next, till the caique was
brought.” ] The liglit and elegant wherries plying
about the quays of Constantinople are so called.

Page 688, col. 1.
“ ‘ Whom the gods love die young,’ was said of
yore.” ] See Herodotus (Cleobis and Biton). The
sentiment is in a fragment of Menander.

Page 704, col. 1.
“ From Saint Bartholomew we have saved our
skin.” ] St. Bartholomew is saidto have been flayed
alive.
Page 705, col. 1.
“ Prepared for supper with a glass of rum.” ] In
! Turkey nothing is more common than for the Mussulmans to take several glasses o f strong spirits by
way o f appetizer. I have seen them take as many
as six of raki before dinner, and swear that they
dined the better for i t : I tried the experiment, but
fared like the Scotchman, who having heard that the
birds called kittiwakes wcre admirable wliets, ate
six of them, and complained that “ he was no hungrier than when he began.”

Page 693, col. 1.
“ A vein had burst, and her sweet lips’ pure dyes.” ]
This is no very uucommon effect of the violence of
conflicting and different passions. The Doge Francis
Foscari, on his dcpo3ition in 1457, hearing the bells
of St. Mark announce the election of his successor,
“ mourut subitement d’ iino hémorragie causée par
une veine qui s’éclata dans sa poitrine,” (see Sismondi and Daru, vols. i. and ii.) atthe ageof eighty
vears, when “ Who would liave thought the oíd man
had so much blood in h im ? ” Before I was sixteen
years of age, I was witness to a melanclioly instancc
of the same effect of mixed passions upon a young
person, who, however, did not die in consequence, at
that time, but fell a victim some years afterwards to
a seizure of the same kind, arising from causes intimately connected wTith agitation of mind.
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Page 705, col. 2.
“ Splendidbut silent, save in one, where a dropping. ’] A common furniture. I recollect being received by Ali Pacha, in a large room, paved with
marble, containing a marble basin, and fountain
plaving in the centre, ác. &c.
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Page 706, col. 1.
“ And the calumniated queen Semiramis.” ] Baby
lon was enlarged by Nimrod, strengthened and
beautified by Nabuchadonosor, and rebuilt by Semi
ramis.
Page 709, col. 1.
“ The gate so splendid was in all its featurcs.” ]
Features of a gate—a ministerial metaphor: “ the
feature upon whicli this question hingcsP See the
“ Fudge Family,” or hear Castlereagh.
Page 709, col. 2.
“ A good deal practised here upon occasion:” ] A
few years ago the wife of Muchtar Pacha complained
to his father of his son’s supposed iníldelity : he
asked with whom, and she had the barbarity to give
in a list of thetwelve handsomest women in Yanina.
They were seized, fastened up in sacks, and drowned
in the lake the same night. One of the guards wTho
was present informed me, that not one of the victims
uttered a cry, or showed a symptom of terror at so
sudden a “ wrench from all we know, from all we
love.”
Page 711, col. 1.
“ Though on more Mo>w^/¿-&mZorfairerfingers.’’]
There is nothing, perhaps, more distinctive of birth
than the hand. It is almost the only sign of blood
which aristocracy can generate.
Page 715, col. 2.
“ Save Solyman, the glory of their lino.” ] It may
not be unworthy of remark, that Bacon, in his essay
on “ Empire,” hints that Solyman was the last of
his lino; on what authority, I know not. These are
his w o r d s “ The destruction of Mustapha was so fatal
to Solyman’s line, as thesuccession of the Turks from
Solyman until this day is suspected to be untrue, and
of strange blood; for that Selymus the second was
thought to be supposititious.” But Bacon, in his
historical authorities, is often inaccurate. I could
give lialf-a-dozen instances from his Apophthegms
only.
bacon’ s apophthegms.

91.
Michael Angelo, the famous
painter, painting ín the Pope’s
ehapel the portraiture of nell
and damned souls, made one
of the damned souls so like a
cardinal that was his enemy,
as everybody at first sight knew
it: whereupon the cardinal
complained to Pope Clement,
humbly praying it might be
defaced. The Pope said to
him, Why, you know very well
I have power to deliver a soul
out of purgatory, but not out
ofhell.
155.
Alexander, after the battle of
Granicum, had very great offers
made him by Darius. Consult
ing with his captains concerning them, Parmenio said, Sure,
I would accept of these offers,
if I were as Alexander. Alex
ander answered, So would I, if
I were as Parmenio.

obskrvations.

This was not the
portrait of a car
dinal, but of the
Pope’s master of
the ceremonies.
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158.
Antigonus, when it was told
him that the enemy had such
volleys of arrows that they did
hide the sun, said, That falls
out well, for it is hot weather,
and so we shall fight in the
shade.
162.
Thcre was a philosopher that
disputed with Adrián the Emperor, and did it but weakly.
One of his friends that stood
by afterwards said unto him,
Methinks you were not like
yourself last day, in argument
with the Emperor: I could
have answered better myself.
Why, said the philosopher,
would you have me contend
with him that commands thirty
legions?

This happened un
der Augustus Csesar, and not during
thereign of Adrián.

164.
There was onc that found a
great masS of money, digging
underground in his grandfathers house, and being somewhat doubtful of the case signifled it to the emperor that
he had found such treasure.
The emperor made a rcscript
thus: Use it. H e writ back
again, that the sum was greater
than his state or condition
could use. The emperor writ
a new rcscript thus: Abuse it.

This happened to
the father of He
rodes Atticus, and
the answer was
made by the Em
peror Nerva, who
deserved that his
ñame should have
been stated by the
“ greatest—wisest—
meanest of mankind.”

This was not said
by Antigonus, but
by a Spartan, previously to the bat
tle of Thermopyla).

178.
This was said by
One of the seven was wont to
say, that laws were like cob- Anacharsis the Scywebs: where the small flies thian, and not by a
were caught, and the great Greek.
break through.
209.
This was not said
An orator of Athens said to
Demosthenes, The Athenians by Demosthenes,
will kill you if they wax mad. but to Demosthe
Demosthenes replied, And they nes by Phocion.
will kill you if tney be in good
sense.

221.
There was a philosopher
about Tiberius that, looking
into the nature of Caius, said
of him, That he was mire
mingled with blood.

It was after the
battle of Issus and
during the siege of
Tyre, and not immediately after the
passage of the Gra
nicus, that this is
said to have 0 0 curred.

97.
There was a king of Hungary
took a bishop in battle, and
kept him prisoner: whereupon
the Pope writ a monitory to
him, for that he had broken
the privilege of holy church,
and taken his son: the king
sent an embassage to him, and
sent withal the armour wherein
the bishop was taken, and this

This was not said
of Caius (Caligula,
I presume, is in
tended by Caius),
but of Tiberius
himself.
This reply wasno£
made by a king of
Hungary, but sent
by Richard the
First, Cceur de
Lion, of England,
to the Pope with
the breast-plate of
the bishop of Beauvais.
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only in writing— Vicie num hcec
sit vestis f il i i tui 1 Know now
whether this be thy son’s coat?
267.
Demetrius, king of Macedón,
This did not haphad a petition offered him di- pen to Demetrius,
vers times by an oíd woman, but to Philip, King
and answercd he liad no lei- of Macedón,
sure; whereupon the woman
said aloud, Why then give over
to be king.
VOLTAIRB.
Having stated tliat Bacon was frequently incorrect
in his citations from history, I have thought it
necessary in what regards so great a ñame (however
trifling), to support the assertion by such facts as
more immediately occur to me. They are but trifles,
and yet for such trifles a school-boy would be
whipped (if still in the fourth form ); and Yoltaire
for half-a-dozen similar errors has been treated as
a superficial writer, notwithstanding the testimony
of the learned Warton:—“ Yoltaire, a writer of much
deeper research than is imagined, and the first who
luis displayed the literature and customs of the
dark ages with any degree of penetratiori and comprehension.” * For another distinguished testimony
to Voltaire's merits in literary research, see also
Lord Holland’s excellent Account o f the Life and
Writings of Lope de Vega, vol. i. p. 215, edition of
1817.
Voltaire haseven been tcrmed a “ shallow fellow,”
by some of the same school who called Dryden’s
Ode “ a drunken song;
a school (as it is called,
I presume, from their education being still incom
plete) the whole of whose filthy trash of Epics,
Excursions, «fec. «fec. «fec., is not worth the two words
in Zaire, “ Vous p leu re zff or a single speech of
Tancred:—a school, the apostate lives of whose
renegadocs, with their tca-drinking neutrality of
morals, and their convenient treachery in politics—
in the record of their accumulated pretenccs to
virtue can produce no actions (were all their good
deeds drawn up in array) to equal or approach the
solé defence of the family of Calas, by tliat great
and unequalled genius—the universal Voltaire.
I have ventured to rcmark on these little inaccuracies of “ the greatest genius that England,
or perhaps any other country? ever produced,” J
merely to show our national injustice in condemning generali]! the greatest genius of France for
such inadvertencies as these, of which the highest
of England has been no less guilty. Qucry, was
Bacon a greater intellect than Newton ?
CAMPBELL.

Being in the humour of criticism, I shall proceed,
after having ventured upon the slips of Bacon, to
touch upon one or two as trifling in the edition of
the British Poets, by the justly celebrated Campbell.
But I do this in good will, and trust it will be so
taken. I f anything could add to my opinión of the
talents and truc feeling of that gentleman, it would
be his classical, honest, and triumphant defence of
Pope, against the vulgar cant of the day, and its
existing Grub Street.
* Dissertation I.
f ---- “ II est trop vrai que l’honneur me l ’ordonne,
Que je vous adorai, que je vous abandonne,
Que je renonce à vous, que vous le désirez,
Que sous une autre l o i . . . Zaire, vous pleurez ?”—
Zaïre, acte iv, se. ii.
t Pope, in Spence’s Anee<Jotes, p, 158. Majone’s editiop.

The inadvertencies to which I allude are—
Firstly, in speaking of Anstey, whom he accuses
of having taken “ his leading characters from
Smollett." Anstey’s Bath Guide was published in
1766. Smollett’s Humphrey Clinker (the only work
of Smollett’s from which Tabitha, «fec. «fec. could
have been taken) was written during Smollett’s last
residence at Leghorn in 1770—AArgal,” if there
has been any borrowing, Anstey must be the
creditor, and not the debtor. I refer Mr. Camp
bell to his own data in his Lives of Smollett and
Anstey.
Secondly, Mr. Campbell says in the Life of
Cowpec (note to page 358, vol. vii.) that he knows
not to whom Cowper alludes in these lines,—
“ Nor he who, for the bañe of thousands born,
Built God a church, and laugh’d his word to scorn.”
The Calvinist meant Voltaire, and the church
of Ferney, with its inscription “ Deo erexit Voltaire.”
Thirdly, in the Life of Burns, Mr. Campbell quotes
Shakspeare thus,—
“ To gild refined gold, to paint the rose,
Or addfresh perfume to the violet.”
This versión by no means improves the original,
which is as follows—
“ To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,
To throw a perfume on the violet,” «fec.—King
John.
A great poet quoting another should be correct;
he should also be accurate, wlien he accuses a
Parnassian brother of that dangerous charge
“ borrowing:” a poet liad better borrow anything
(excepting money) than the tlioughts of another—
they are always sure to be reclaimed; but it is very
liard, having been the lender, to be denounced as
the debtor, as is the case of Anstey versus Smollett.
As there is “ honour amongst thieves,” let there
be some amongst poets, and give eacli his due,—
nonc can afford to give it more than Mr. Campbell
liimself, who, with a high reputation for originality,
and a fame which cannot be shaken, is the only
poet of the times (except Rogers) who can be reproached (and in him it is indeed a reproach) with
having written too little.
Ravenna, Jan. 5,1821.
Page 717, col. 2.
“ ‘ Which, taken at the flood,’—you know the rest.” ]
See Shakspeare, Julius Ceesar, act iv. se. iii.
Page 718, col. 2.
“ Who lent his lady to his fricnd Hortensius.” !
Cato gave up his wife, Martia, to his friend Hor
tensius ; but, on the death of the latter, took her
back again. This conduct was ridiculed by the
Romans, who observed, that Martia entered the
house of Hortensius very poor, but returned to
the bed of Cato loaded with treasures.—P lutarch .
Page 719, col. 1.
“ (A ‘ Highland welcome ’ all the wide world over.)” J
See Waverley.
Page 719, col 2.
“ In his monàstic concubine of snow.” ] “ The
blessed Francis, being strongly solicited one day
by the emotions of the flesh, pulled off his clothes
and scourged liimself soundly: being after this
inflamed with a wonderful fervour of mind, he
plunged his naked body into a great lieap of snow.
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The devil, being overeóme, retired immediately, and
the holy man returned victorious into his cell.”—See
B u t l e r ’s Lives o f the Saints.
Page 720, col. 2.
“ The tyrant’s wish, ‘ that mankind only had.” ’J
Caligula—See Suetonius. “ Being in a rage at the
people, for favouring a party in the Circensian
games in opposition to him, he cried out, ‘ I wish
the Roman people liad but one neck.’ ”
Page 720, col. 2.
“ He went forth with the lovcly Odalisques.” ! The
ladies of the seraglio.
Page 721, col. 1.
“ Who with the brightest Georgians might com
pare.”! “ It is in the adjacent climates of Georgia,
Mingrelia, and Circassia, that nature luis placed,
at lcast to our eyes, the model of beauty, in the
shape of the limbs, the colour of the skin, tlic
svmmetry of the features, and the expression of
the countenance; the men are formed for action,
the women for love.”—Gibbon.
Page 721, col. 2.
“ They would prefer to Padisha or Pacha.” ]
Padisha is the Turkish titlc of the Grand Signior.
Page 725, col. 2.
“ A ‘ wood obscure,’ like that wlicrc Dante found.”!
“ Nell’ mezzo del’ caminin’ di nostra vita
Mi ritrovai per una selva oscura,” «fec.—Inferno.
Page 735, col. 2.
“ Was tcaching his rccruits to use the bayonct.” ]
F act: Souwarrow did this in person.
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hell.’ ” ] The Portuguese proverb says, that “ hell
is paved with good intentions.”
Page 743, col. 2.
“ By thy humane discovery, Friar Bacon! ” ] Gun
powder is said to have been discovered by this
friar.
Pago 750, col. 1.
“ That you and I will win St. George’s collar.” J
A Russian military order.
Pago 755, col. 1.
“ Humanity would rise, and thunder ‘ N a y !’ ” ]
Query, Ney ?—Printer’s Devil.
Page 755, col. 2.
“ And ‘ Europe’s Liberator’ — still enslavcd.” !
Vide Speeches in Parliament, after the battlc of
Waterloo.
Page 757, col. 1.
‘“ But heaven,’ as Cassio says, ‘ is above all.’ ” ]
See Othello.
Page 758, col. 1.
“ I ’ve hcard them in the Ephesian ruins howl.’ V
In Grcecc I never saw or lieard these animals; but
among the ruins of Ephesus I have hcard them by
hundreds.
Page 758, col. 2.
“ Becausc lie could 110 more digest his dinner.” ]
He was killed in a conspiracy, after his temper liad
been exasperated by his extreme costivity to a
degree of insanity.
Page 760, col. 1.
“ And had just buried the fair-faced Lanskoi.” ]
He was the grande passion of the grande Catherine.
See her Lives under the hcad of “ Lanskoi.”

Page 740, col. 2.
“ A ll sounds it pierccth, ‘ A llali! A lla li! I I u ! ’ ” J
Page 760, col. 2.
Allah Hu ! is properly the war-cry of the Mussul“ Bid Ireland’s Londondcrry’s Marquess show.” ]
mans, and they dwcll 011 the last syllable, which This was written long before the suicide of that
gives it a wild and peculiar cffcct.
person.
Page 761, col. 1.
Page 740, col. 2.
“ Oh thou ‘ teterrima causa ’ of all ‘ belli.’ ” J Hor.
“ Carnage, (so Wordswortli tells you) is God’s
Sat. lib. i. sat. iii.
daughter.” !
“ But Thy # most dreaded instrument
Page 762, col. 1.
In working out a puré intent,
‘“ A man ’ (as Giles says): for though she would
Is man array’d for mutual slaughter;
widow alL” J “ His fortune swells him, it is rank,
Yca, Carnage is thy daughter! ”
he’s married.” —S ir Giles Overrcach ; M assinger's
W ordsworth’s Thanksgiving Ode. New Way to Pay Oíd Debts.”
Page 741, col. 2.
Page 763, col. 2.
“ Was printed Grovc, although his ñame was
“ Ofsevcral ribands, and some thousand peasants.” ]
Grose.” ! A fact: see the Watcrloo Gazettes. I A Russian estáte is always valued by the number of
recollect remarking at the time to a friend:— the slaves upon it.
There is fa m e ! a man is killed, his ñame is Grose,
Page 765, col. 2.
and they print it Grove.” I was atcollege with the
deceased, who was a very amiablc and clever man,
“ Would scarccly join again the ‘ reformadoes.’ ” J
and his society in great request for his wit, gaiety, “ Reformers,” or rather “ Reformed.” The Barón
and “ Chansons à boire.”
Bradwardine, in Waverley, is authority for the
word.
Page 742, col. 1.
Page 766, col. 1.
“ (The antiquarians who can settle time.” ] See
“ The endless soot bestows a tint far deeper.” ]
General Valancey and Sir Lawrence Parsons.
Query, suit ?—Printer’s Devil.
‘“ ’Tis pity ‘ that such meaning should pave
Page 766, col. 2.
To wit, the D eity s; this is perhaps as pretty a pedi“ TheDee,the Don, Balgounie’s brig’s black wall.” ]
gree for murder as ever was found out by Garter K in g at
Arms.—W hat would have been said, haa any free-spoKen The brig of Don, near the “ auld toun ” of Aberdeen,
people discovered such a lineage?
with its one arch, and its black deep salmon-stream
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below, is in my ineraory as yesterday. I still rcmember, tbough perhaps I may misquote, the awful
proverb which made me pause to cross it, and yet
lean over it with childish delight, being an only son,
at least by the mother’s side. The saying as recollected by me was this, but I have never lieard or
seen it since I was ninc years of age :—
“ Brig of Balgounie, black ’s your wa\
W i’ awife’s ac son, and a mear’s aefoal,
Doun ye shall fa’ ! ”
Page 767, col. 1.
“ With his Agrarian laws, the high estáte.” ]
Tiberius Gracehus, being tribune of the people,
demandcd in their ñame the execution of the
Agrarian law; by which all persons possessing
above a certain number of acres were to be deprived
of the surplus for the benefit of the poor citizcns.

I f there be any geminan so ignorant as to require
a traduction, I refer him to my oíd friend and
corporeal pastor and master, John Jackson, Esq.,
Professor of Pugilism; who, I trust, still retains
the strength and symmetry of his model of a form.
together with his good-humour and athletic as welí
as mental accomplishments.
Page 777, col. 1.
“ St. Jamcs’s Palace and St. James’s ‘ llells.’ ” ]
“ Helia,” gaming-houses. What their number may
now be, in this lifc, I know not. Before I was of
age I kncw them pretty accurately, both “ gold”
and “ silver.” I was once nearly called out by an
acquaintance, because when he asked me where I
thought that his soul would be found liereafter,
I answcred, “ In Silver Hell.”

Page 778, col. 2.
Page 767, col. 2.
‘ Spirit would ñame, and thereforc oven I won’t
“ But getting nigh grim Dante’s ‘ obscure wood.’ ” J anent.”] “ Anent” was a Scotcli phrase meaning
“ Mi retrovai per un selva oscura.” —Inferno,Canto 1. “ concerning” —“ with regard t o :” it has been made
English by the Scotch novéis ; and, as the FrenchPage 768, col. 1.
man said, “ l f it be not, ought to be English.”
“ Oh for a forty-parson powcr to cliant.” ] A
Page 779, col. 2.
metaphor taken from the “ forty-horse power ”
of a steam-engine. That mad wag the Reverend
“ The milliners who furnish ‘ drapery Misses.’ ” ]
Sydney Smith, sitting by a brother clergyman at “ Drapery Misses.”—This temí is probably anything
dinner, observed aftcrwards, tliat his dull neiglibour now but a mystery. It was, howevcr, almost so
had a “ twelve-parson poiver ” of conversation.
to me when I first returned from the East in 1811—
1812. It means a pretty, a high-born, a fashionable
Page 768, col. 2.
young female, wefl instructed by her friends, and
“ To strip the Saxons of their hydes, like tanners.” ] furnished by her millincr with a wardrobc upon
“ Hyde.” —I believe a hyde of land to be a legitimate credit, to be repaid, when married, by the husband.
The riddle was first read to me by a young and
word, and, as such, subject to the tax of a quibblc.
pretty heiress, on my praising the “ drapery” of
Page 770, col. 1.
the “ untochered" but “ pretty virginitics” (like
“ Was given to her favourite, and now boro his.” ] Mrs. Anne Page) of the tnen day, which has now
The empress wcnt to the Crimea, accompanied by been some years yesterday; she assured me that
the thing was common in London; and as her
the emperor Joseph, in the year—I forget which.
own thousands, and blooming looks, and rich simPage 770, coL 2.
plicity of array, put any suspicion in her own case
“ Which gave her dukes the graceless ñame of out of the question, I confess I gave some credit
* Biron.’ ” ] In the Empress Annc’s time, Biren, her to the allegation. I f necessary, authorities might
favourite, assumed the ñame and arms of the be citcd; in which case I could quote both
“ Birons” of France, which families are yet extant “ drapery” and the wearers. Let us nope, howwith that of England. There are still the daugliters ever, that it is now obsolete.
of Courland of that ñame; one of them I remember
Page 780, col. 2.
secing in England in the blessed year of the Allies
“ ’T is strange the mind, that flery particle.” ]
(1814)—the Duchess of S.—to whom the English
“ Divina; particulum auné.”
Duchess of Somerset presented me as a namesake.
Page 771, col. 1.
“ The greatest number flesh hath ever known.” ]
St. Ursula and her eleven thousand virgins were
still extant in 1816, and may be so yet, as much as
ever.
1Page 776, col. 1.
“ And so knowing ? ” ] The advance of Science
and of language has rendered it unnecessary to
transíate the above truc and good English, spoken
in its original purity by the select mobility and
their patrons. The following is a stanza of a song
which was very popular, at least in myearly days
“ On the high toby-spice flash the muzzle,
In spite of each gallows oíd scout;
I f you at the spellken can ’t hustle,
Y o u ’ll be hobbled in making a Clout.
Then your Blowing will wax gallows haughty,
When she hears of your scaly mistake,
She’ll surely turn snitch for the forty—
That her Jack may be regular weight.”

Page 781, col. 1.
“ And Centaur Nessus garb of mortal clothing.” ]
“ Illita Nesseo tibi texta veneno.”—Ovid, Epist. ix.
Page 781, col. 2.
“ In mind, a sort of sentimental bogle.” ] Scotch
for goblin.
Page 784, col. 2.
“ Who rouse the shirtless patriots of Spain?” ]
The Descamisados.
Page 786, col. 1.
“ And Mitford in the nineteenth century.” ] See
Mitford’s Greece. “ Gracia Verax.” His great
pleasure consists in praising tyrants, abusing Plutarch, spelling oddly, and writing quaintly; and
what is strange, after all his is the best modern
history of Greece in any language, and he is
perhaps the best of all modera historians whatsoever. Having named his sins, it is but fair to
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State his virtues—learning, labour, research, wrath,
and partiality. I cali the latter virtues in a writer,
because they make him write in earnest.
Page 788, col. 1.
“ A hazy widower turn’d of forty’s sure.” J This
line may puzzle the eommcntators more tlian the
present gencration.
Page 792, col. 1.
“ Like Russians rushing from hotbaths to snows.” ]
The Russians, as is well known, run out from their
hot baths to plunge into the N eva; a pleasant
practical antithesis, which it seems does them no
harm.
Page 792, col. 2.
“ Which flash’d as far as where the musk-bull
browses.”] For a description and print of this
inhabitant of the polar región and native country
of the Aurora Boreales, see Parry’s Voyage in
search of a North-west Passage.
Page 793, col. 1.
“ As Philip’s son proposed to do with Athos.” ]
A sculptor projecteu to hew Mount Athos into a
statue of Alexander, with a city in one hand, and,
I believe, a river in his pocket, with various other
similar devices. But Alexander ’s gone, and Athos
remains, I trust ere long to look over a nation of
freemen.
Page 796, col. 1.
“ Also there bin another pious reason.’’]
“ With everything that pretty bin,
My lady sweet, arise.”—Siiakspkarr .
Page 798, col. 1.
“ They and their bilis, ‘ Arcadians both,’ are left.”]
“ Arcades ambo.”
Page 800, col. 2.
“ Orwildergroup of savage Salvatore’s.”] Salvator
Rosa.
Page 801, col. 1.
“ His bell-mouth’d goblet makes me feel quite
Danish.”] I f I err not, “ your Dañe” is one of
lago’s catalogue of nations “ exquisite in their
drinking.’’
Page 801, col. 2.
“ Even Nimrod’s self might leave the plains of
Dura.” ] In Assyria.
Page 802, col. 1.
“ And shine the very S iria of the spheres.” ] Siria,
i.e., bitch-star.
Page 803, col. 2.
“ That Scriptures out of church are blasphemies.” ]
“ Mrs. Adams answered Mr. Adams, that it was
blasphemous to talk of Scripture out of church.”
This dogma was broaclied to her husband—the
best Christian in any book—See Joseph Andrews.
Page 804, col. 2.
“ Should have a hook, and a small trout to pulí
it.” ] It w’ould have taught him humanity at least.
This sentimental savage, whom it is a mode to quote
(amongst the novelists) to show their sympathy for
innocent sports and oíd songs, teaches how to sew
up frogs, and break their legs by way of experiment,
in addition to the art o f angling, the cruelest, the
coldest, and the stupidest of pretended sports. They
may talk about the beauties o f nature, but the
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angler merely thinks of his dish of flsli; he has
no leisure to take his eyes from off the streams,
and a single bite is worth to him more than all
the sccnery around. Besides, some fish bite best
011 a rainy day. The whale, the shark, and the
tunny fishery have somewhat of noble and pcrilous
in them; even net lishing, trawling, &c., are more
humane and uscful. But angling!—No angler can
be a good man.
“ One of the best men I ever knew,—as humane,
delicate-minded, generous, and excellent a creature
as anyin the world,—was an angler: true, he angled
with painted flies, and would have been incapable
of the extravagances of I. Walton.”
The above addition was made by a friend in
reading over the MS. -.—“ Audi alteram partem.” —
I leave it to counterbalance my own observation.
Page 808, col. 2.
“ And never craned, and made but few lfaux
pas.’ ”] Craning.— 1To crane ” is, or was, an expression used to denote a gentleman’s stretching
out his neck over a hedge, “ to look before he
leaped:” —a pause in his “ vaulting ambition,”
which in the fleld doth occasion some delay and
execration in those who may be immediately behind the equestrian sceptic. “ Sir, if you don’t
choose to take the leap, let m e!” —was a phrase
which generally sent the aspirant on again; and
to good purpose: for though “ the liorse and rider ”
might fall, they made a gap through which, and
over him and his steed, the field might follow.
Page 809, col. 1.
“ Ask’d next day, ‘ I f men ever hunted twice V ” ]
See his Letters to his Son.
Page 810, col. 2.
“ Go to the coffee-house, and take another.” ] In
Swift’s or Iiorace Walpole’s letters I think it is
mentioned that somebody, regretting the loss of
a friend, was answered by an universal Pylades:
“ When I lose one, I go to the Saint James’s Cofleehouse, and take another.” I recollect having lieard
an anecdote of the same kind. Sir W. D. was a
great gamester. Corning in one day to the club of
which he was a member, lie was observed to look
melancholy. “ What is the matter, Sir William? ”
cried Haré, of facetious memory. “ A h ! ” replied
Sir W., “ I have just lost poor Lady D.” —'“ Lost!
What at? Quinze or Razará í ” was the consolatory rejoinder of the querist.
Page 811, col. 2.
“ And I refer you to wise Oxenstiern.” ] The
famous Chancellor Oxenstiern said to his son, on
the latter expressing his surprise upon the great
efleets arising from petty causes in the presumed
mystery of politics: “ You see by this, my son, with
how little wisdom the kingdoms of the world are
governed.”
Page 813, col. 2.
“ Or Swiss Rousseau, cry ‘ Voilil la Pervenche!' ” ]
See “ La Nouvclle Héloïse.”
Page 813, col. 2.
“ 1Beatus ille p ro cu l/’ from ‘negotiis.’' ” ] Hor.
Epod. Od. ii.
Page 818, col. 1.
“ Great Socrates ? And tliou, Diviner still.” ] As
it is necessary in these times to avoid ambiguity,
I say that I mean, by “ Diviner still,” Ciirist . lf
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ever God was man—or man God—he was both.
I never arraigned his creed, but the use, or abuse—
made of it. Mr. Canning one day quoted Christianity to sanction negro slavery, and Mr. Wilberforce
bad little to say in replv. And was Cbrist crucifled
tbat black men migbt be scourged? I f so, be bad
better becn born a Mulatto, to give both colours
an equal chance of freedom, or at lcast salvation.
Page 819, col. 2.
“ When Rapp tbe Harmonist embargo’d marriage.” ] This extraordinary and flourisbing Ger
mán colony in America does not entirely exclude
matrimony, as the “ Shakers” do; but lays such
restrictions upon it as prevenís more than a certain quantum of birtlis within a certain number
of years; whicb births (as Mr. Ilulme observes)
generally arrive “ in a little flock like tbose of a
fariner’s lambs, all within the same month perliaps.” These Harmonists (so called from the
ñame of tbeir settlement) are represented as a
remarkably flourisbing, pious, and quiet people.
See the various recent writers on America.
Page 820, col. 1.
“ Nor canvass what ‘ so eminent a hand ’ meant.” ]
Jacob Tonson, according to Mr. Pope, was accustomed to call bis writers “ able pens,” “ persons
of honour,” and especially “ eminent hands.” Vide
Correspondence, &c. &c.
Page 821, col. 1.
“ Of Brutus at the pageant of Tiberius.” ] See
Tacitus, b. vi.
Page 823, col. 1.
il {There's f ame)—young partridge flllets, deck’d
witli trufties.”] A dish “ à la Lucullus.” This hero,
who conquered the East, has left his more extended
celebrity to the transplantation of cherries (which
he flrst brought into Europe), and the nomenclature o f some very good dishes:—and I am not
sure that (barring indigestión) he has not done
more Service to mankind by his cookery than by
his conquests. A cherry-tree may weigh against
a bloody laurel: besides, he has contrived to earn
celebrity from both.
Page 823, col. 2.
“ There’s pretty picking in those ‘ petits puits.’ ” ]
“ Petits puits d’amour garnis des confitures,”—a
classical and well-known dish for part of the flank
of a second course.
Page 825, col. 1.
“ Observe; for that with me’s a ‘ sine qua.” ’]
Subauditur “ n o n ;” omitted for the sake of
euphony.
Page 826, col. 1.
“ It makes my blood boil like the springs of
Hecla.” ] Hecla is a famous hot-spring in Iceland.
Page 826, col. 1.
“ Shall ‘ fool me to ¿he top up of my bent.’ ” ]
Hamlet, Act iii. sc. 2.
Page 826, col. 1.
“ Like those of the philosopher of Malmsbury.” ]
Hobbes: who, doubting of his own soul, paid that
compliment to the souls of other people as to
decline their visits, of which he had some apprehension.

Page 826, col. 2.
‘To draw the bow, to ride, and speak the truth.” ]
Xenophon, Cyrop.
Page 827, col. 1.
“ ‘ For this eftcct defectivo comes by cause.'” ]
Hamlet, Act ii. sc. 2.
Page 827, col. 2.
“ I f from a shell-fisli or from cochineal.” ] The
composition of the old Tyrian purple, whetlier
from a shell-flsh, or from cochineal, or from
kermes, is still an article of dispute: and even
its colour—some say purple, others scarlet: I say
nothing.
Page 832, col. 1.
“ Was much consoled by his own repartee.” ] I
think that it was a carpet on which Diogenes trod,
with—“ Thus I trample on the pride of Plato!”—
“ With greater pride,” as the other replied. But
as carpets are ineant to be trodden upon, my
memory probably misgives me, and it might be
a robe, or tapestry, or a tablecloth, or some other
expensive and uncynical piece of furniture.
Page 832, col. 1.
“ To soothe our cars, lest Italy sliould fail.”] I
remember that the mayoress of a provincial
town, somewhat surfeited with a similar display from foreign parts, did rather indecorously
break tlirough the applauses o f an intelligent
audience—intelligent, I mean, as to music—
for the words, besides being in recondite languages (it was some years before the peace, ere
all the world had travelled, and while I was a
collegian), were sorely disguised by the performers:—this mayoress, I say, broke out with, “ Rot
your Italianos! for my part, I loves a simple
ballat! ” Rossini will go a good way to bring most
people to the same opinión, some day. Who would
imagine that he was to be the successor of Mozart ?
However, I state this with diftidence, as a liege
and loyal admirer of Italian music in general,
and of much of Rossini’s ; but we may say, as the
connoisseur did of painting, in “ The Vicar of
Wakefield,” “ that the picture would be better
painted if the painter had taken more pains.”
Page 833, col. 2.
“ For Gothic daring shown in English money.” ]
“ Ausu Romano sere Veneto” is the inscription (and
well inscribed in this instance) on the sea walls
between the Adriàtic and Venice. The walls were
a republican work of the Venetians; the inscrip
tion, I believe, imperial; and inscribed by Napoleón
the First. It is time to continue to him that
title—there will be a second by and by, “ Spes altera
inundi,” i f he live; let him not defeat it like his
father. But, in any case, he will be preferable to
Imbéciles. There is a glorious fleld for him, if he
know how to cultívate i t —[Napoleón, Duke of
Reichstadt, died at Vienna, July 22, 1832—to the
disappointment of many prophets. He had just
completed his twenty-first year.]
Page 833, col. 2.
“ ‘ Untying’ squires *to fight against the churches.’”]
“ I conjure you, by that which you profess
(Howe’er you come to know it), answer m e:
Thougli ye untie the winds, and let them fight
Against the churches."—Macbeth.
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Page 835, col. 1.
“ ‘ And Champion him to the utmost—’ he would
keep it.” ]
“ Rather than so, come, fatc, into the list,
And Champion mc to the uttcrancc.” —Macbeth.
Page 837, col. 2.
“ Thcy err—’tis merely what is call’d mobility.” ]
In French “ mobilité
I am not sure that mobility
is English; but it is expressive of a quality which
rather belongs to other climates, though it is sometimes seen to a great extent in our own. It may
be deflned as an excessive suseeptibility of im
mediate impressions—at the same time without
losing the past; and is, though sometimes apparently useful to the possessor, a most painful
and unhappy attribute.
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Page 838, col. 1.
“ Drapericd her form with curious felicity!”]
“ Curiosa felicitas.” - P etronius A rbiter.
Page 839, col. 2.
“ A noise like to wet fingers drawn on glass.” ]
See the account of the ghost of the únele of Prince
Charles of Saxony, raised by Schroepfer—“ Karl—
Karl—was willst du mit mir V”
Page 840, col. 2.
“ Should cause more fear than a whole host’s
identity! ” ]
“ Shadoics to-night
llave struck more terror to the soul of Richard,
Than could the substance of ten thousand sol*
diers,” &c.
Richard 111,

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■

The titles of thc principal pieccs arc prinled in sm all capitals , and the flrst line o f every
distinet piece, and of every canto, in italics.

A.
A spirit pass’d before me, 82.
A year ago, you sworc,fond she! 87.
Abencerragc, 168. “ Granada’s ílower,” 98.
Aberdeen, George Hamilton Gordon.fourth Earl o f ;
“ The travelTd Thane,” 117, 848. “ Aberdeen and
Elgin,” 123.
Aberdeen, “ the auld toun” of, 899.
Abernethy, John, the eminent surgeon, 7b9.
Absent or present, still to thec, 65.
Absent friend. See Friend.
Abydos. See Bride of Abydos.
“ Acarnania’s forest wide,” 198.
Acheron, 196.
“ Acherusia’s lake,” 196 ; its present name, 861.
Achilles, “ him wno felt the Dardan’s arrow,” 263.
Alexander’s race round his tomb, 878. “ The
unshorn boy of Peleus,” 598. Place of his sepulture, 695. 697.
A.chitophel. See Dryden.
Acroceraunian mountains, 230.
Acrópolis, the, Minerva’s Temple, 190, 858.
Actium, 195, 861. “ Lost for Cleopatra’s cyes,” 718.
“ Ada, sole daughter of my house and lieart,” 203,219.
Adam, his costume, 160; his fall, 640. “ Exclianged
his Paradise for ploughing,” 813.
Adams, John, the drunken carrier, epitaph on, 51.
Addison. Joseph, illustrative quotations from ; his
Cato, 855.
A dieu, Th e; written under the impression that thc
author would soon die, 47.
Adieu, adieu! my native shore, 178.
Adieu, thou H i l l ! where earlyjoy, 47.
Adieu, ye joys of L a Valette! 61.
Admiration. See Nil Admirari.
A d r ia n ’ s address to his Soul, 4. llis reason for

A ge of B ronze, The, 165.

Age of Gold, 723.
Agradan Laws, simile drawn from the, 767. I iberius
Gracchus’s demand for their execution, 900.
Ah, gentlc.fleeting, wav'ring sprite, 4.
A h ! hcedíess giri l ichy thus disclose, 48.
A h ! Love was never yct ivitkout, 68.
A h /— What should follow slips from my reflection,

Albania, 194, 860.
Albanians, 195, 196, 860. Characteristics of the,
861-2; sample of their popular chants, 862.
“ Albano’s boys,” 801.
Albano’s scarce divided waves, 242.
Albion, lot of Vcnice shameful to, 223; “ lost Albion,"
140; “ secs her son depart,” 59. “ Earth’s chief
dictatress,” 123. Iler “ clialky belt,” 771. Her
“ earliest beauties,” 772.
“ Albucra! glorious fleld of grief! ” 182.
Alcceus. See Montgomcry.
Alcibiades, “ fairest and bravest of Athenians,’’ 598.
His “ art of living,” 817.
Alexander the Great and his “ madman’s wish,” 165.
His run round the tomb of Achilles, 263, 878.
His characteristic reply to Parmenio, 897.
Alexander I. of ltussia, “ the coxcomb Czar.” 170.
“ The Czar’s look,” 75. His tutor, 170. “ On thou
grand legitimate,” 727. “ Bald-coot bully,” 814.
Alíleri, Vittorio, quotation from, 220. His íast resting-place and tomb, 227. His “ Tramelogedia,” 511.
Alfonso, king, 164.
Alhama, bailad on thc conquest of, 97.
Ali Pacha of Yanina, “ Albania’s chief,” 196,197,861.
“ All is vanity,” 79, 730.
“ Alia l l u ! ” cxplanation of, 252, 876.
Almachius. See Telemachus.
Almogava. See Boscan.
wcaring a beard, 856.
Adriàtic, “ the spouseless,” and the “ annual mar- Alpinula. See Julia Alpinula.
Alps, description of the, 212.
riage,” 222.
A l Sirat, “ tne Bridge of Breath,” 250, 875.
Adversity, 687; “ flrst path to truth,” 789.
Advice, good, 646; “ good rarely comes from,” 812; “ Ambition’s honour’d fools,” 182; “ steel’d tliee”
[NapoleonJ “ on too far,” 208. “ Vile ambition,”
“ small thanks” its “ marketprice,” 819.
232; “ forsook his crown to follow woman,” 58.
JEgle, beauty and poet, has two little crimes, 65.
“ Ambition in his humbled hour,” 331. “ Glorious
.¿Eschvlus, translation from the “ Prometheus Vinc
ambition,” 599. “ Ambition was my idol,” 649.
tus ” of, 6. Quotation from his “ Persians,” 896.
“ Blood only serves to wash Ambition’s hands,’
“ Afric is all the sun’s,” 692.
761.
Agamemnon, “ Bravo men lived before,” 627.

Gg 3

9 o6

3ut>e;c.

“ Ambracia’s Gulf, where once was lost a world for
woman,” 195. Stanzas written in passing it, 58.
America (Colúmbia), 282, 819.
“ Am itió: l ’amour sans ailes,” 40.
Amulets universally believed in by fche Orientals,
263.
Anacreon, translations from, 5. Worthlessness of
bis morals, 631. His “ song divine,” 683.
“ Ancient of days! august Athena! ” 190.
And thou art dead, as young andfair, 64.
And thou wert saa—yet I was not with thee, 92.
And wüt thou weep when I am low ? 55.
Andrews, Miles Peter, 120.
“ Anent,” 778; its meaning, 900.
Angelo, Michael, last resting-place of, 227. His statue
of Moses and sonnet thereon, 367, 887. His Last
Judgment, 367. His treatment at the hands of
Julius II., 887. His pictorial revenge on a Papal
officer, 897.
“ Anger’s hasty blush,” 247. Its effect on Orientals,
880.
Angiolini’s “ breast of snow,” 119.
Anglers, philippic against, 901.
Angling, “ that solitary vice,” 804.
Anne, To, 48. To the same, 49.
Annuitants, alleged longevity of, 657.
Anstey’s “ Batli Guide,” error of poet Campbell
relative to, 898.
Anteros and Eros, story of the raising of, 387, 887.
Anthony, Saint, what brought him to reason, 633,
895.
Anthropophagi, 816.
Antinous, character of the death of, 859.
Antony, Mark, “ who lost the world for love,” 598.
Slave of love, 672, 718.
Apennines, “ the infant Alps,” 229.
Apollo Belvidere, the, “ Lord of the unerring bow,”

211.

u Apollo plucks me by the ear,” 687.
Apparitions, belief in, 828-9.
Appetite, “ prophetic eye ” of, 705.
Applause, popular, “ the glorious meed of,” 682.
Arcadius. See Eutropius.
Archidamus and the “ grave of valour,” 886.
Archimedes and his “point d’appui,” 814.
Ardennes, forest of, 207. Its historical assoeiations,
869.
Aretino’s protest against Boccaccio’s anti-marriage
advice to literary men, 886.
Argo, “ the merehant-ship/” 813.
Argus, Ulysses’ dog, modern contrast to, 676.
Argyle Rooms, goings on at the, 119, 849.
Argyro Castro, fate of the Pacha of, 879.
Ariosto’8 bust struck by lightning, 225. Portraitures
of him and Tasso, 366.
Aristippus, 672.
Aristotle, his rules, 639. “ Vade mecum of the truc
sublime,” 648. Every poet his own, 648. His
“ unities,” 819. A punstcr, 851.
Arithmetic, the poets of, 838.
“ Armageddon,” plan and ultimate fate of Townsend’s poem of, 128, 851.
“ Arms and the man,” 242.
Arnaouts, or Albanians, resemblance of the, to the
Highlanders of Scotland, 860. See Albanians.
Arno, smiling, 226.
14Arno’s dome of Art,” 228.
Arqua and Petrarch’s tomb, 224. “ l·Ier store of
tuneful relies,” 228.
Arragon, “ the knife of,” 169, 857.
“ Art of Ilappiness,” Horace’s, 797. See Ilappiness.
“ Arts, Arms, and George,” 171.
As o'er the cold sepulchral stone, 57.

As the Liberty lads o'er the sea, 99.
Ascham, Kogèr, epigrammatio remark on Venice
by,64.
Asdrubal’s defeat by the consul Nero, 885.
Atalantis, 783.
“ Athanasius’ curse,” 720.
Athens, apostrophe to, 190. On the removal of its
sculptured remains, 191,859. Its situation, climate,
&c., 863-4.
Athos, Mount, 193. Extravagant sculptural project
relating to it, 793, 901.
“ Attic bee,” 832.
“ Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe,” 122.
“ Atticus,” the sycophant of, 855.
Attila, expression of, before a battle, 845.
Augusta, Stanzas to, 88. Epistle to, 89.
Augustine, Saint, and his confessions, 632. His
dictum on the impossible, 827. His youthful
irregularities, 895.
“ Auld Lang Syne,” 766.
A urora Borealis, a new, 156. “ A versified Aurora
Borealis,” 730.
Authors: “ fellows in foolscap uniforms,” 622.
Autumn in England, and its pleasures, 801.
“ Autumn’s bleak beginning, 700.
Avarice, “ a good old-gentlemanly vice,” 649. Byron’s
panegyric on, 784, 785.
“ Ave Maria! blessed be the hour,” 685.
Aventicum, 212, 870.
Away, away, ye notes of woe! 62.
Away, away, your flattering arts, 4.
Away ivith your fictions offlimsy romance, 9.
Away, ye gay landscapes, ye garaens of roses I 29.
B.
Babel and Babylon, 706, 746, 897.
Bacchus, “ they say he was a god,” 447. A helpmate
to Venus, 668, 836.
Bacon, Francis, Lord, saying of his, 806. Instances
of historical inaccuracy in his apophthegms, 897.
Bacon, Friar, and his brazen liead, 649. His “ humane
discovery,” 743, 899.
Bailli (Maire of Paris), reply of, to a taunt, when
going to execution, 892.
Baillie, Joanna, 399.
Baillie, Dr. Matthew: “ Mild Baillie,” 769.
Bajazet, image suggested by the cage of, 73, 845.
“ Bald coot bully,” The, 814.
“ Balgounie’s brig’s black wáll,” 766, 899.
Banks, Sir Joseph, sportive allusion to, 175.
Barbarossa, Frederic, “ the Suabian,” 222.
Barnave, 627.
Barrataria, account of the buccancer establishmcnt
at, 881.
Barrey, Lodowick, cxtract from a comedy of, 856.
Barrow, Dr. Isaac, 668.
Baslifulness, “ so sweet the blush of,” 260.
Basili, Byron’s Greek servant, sketch of, 860.
Bathurst, Earl, allusion to the “ harangues ” of, 166.
“ Battle’s minions,” 183.
Battles, description of, 205, 280,315, 316.
Baxter’s “ Shove,” 130, 852.
Bayard, Chevalier, 175.
Bayes’s expedient when he had “ grand designs in
hand,” 132.
Beatrice, Dante’ s, 361, 886. See Dante.
“ Beaumont’s pilfered Caratach,” 118. The Pilferer,
848.
Beaumont, Sir George, 150.
Beauties, Sleeping, 118.
“ Beauty at the season’s cióse,” 680.

“ Beauty and the Beast,” origin and fate of a picture
so called, 125, 851.
“ Beauty lures the full-grown cliild,” 249.
“ Beauty, blighted in an hour,” 249.
“ Beauty’s lieavenly ray,” 260.
Becher (Rev. J. T .): Answer to a complaint of his,
30. Response to advice given by him, 38.
“ Becket’s bloody stone,” 7f2.
Beckford, William, author of “ Vatliek,” Cintra,
rctreat at, 179. Great merits of his “ Vathek,” 877.
Idea borrowcd therefrom by Byron, 883.
Bed o f Ware, 719.
Beecher. See Becher.
Beef and Battles, 667. English Beef, 836.
Beggar’s Opera. See Gay.
Behmen, Jacob, and his reveries, 718.
Belisarius, “ liero, conqueror, and cuckold,” 672.
Belshazzar! fro m the banquet tu m , 76. Vision
of, 80. “ Belshazzar in his liall.” 680.
Bender, “ obstinate as Swedish Charles at,” 751.
Beneath Blessington's eyes, 110.
Benzon, Vittor, and his mother “ the celebrated
beauty,” 892.
B eppo, a Venetian Story, 614. Specimen of the
model, 624.
Berkeley, Bishop, and his “ no matter” theory, 774.
Bernis, Abbé, alleged consequence of a Royal verse
upon, 398.
Betty, Master, “ the young Roscius,” 118.
Bigamy, “ that false crime,” 751.
Bigotrv: “ Who doom to hell, themselves are on the
way, 355.
Bile, energetic, “ nought’s more sublime than, 714.
Birds inhabited by the souls of the dead: instances
of sucli a belief, 880.
Biren and Biron, “ the graceless ñame of Biron,” 770.
Fortunes of the race in Russia, 900.
“ Bismillah ! ” 250; its meaning, 876.
“ Black Edward’s helm,” 772.
Black Friar, Legend of the, 831.
Blackbourne, Archbishop, an alleged buccanecr,
881, 882.
Blackett, Joseph, the Poetic Cobbler; Epitaph upon
him, 60. Notice of, 120, 136. His patrón, 854.
Blake, the fashionable tonsor, 132, 852.
Bland, Rev. R., and his “ associate Bard,” 122, 850.
Blank verse allied to Tragedy, 127; preferred by
“ prose poets,” 648.
Blasphemy and blasjphemers, 717. Fielding’s Mrs.
Adams on this topic, 803.
Blessington, To the Countess of, 110.
Bligh, Captain: “ Awake, bold Bligh! ” 340. Object
of his expedition, 885.
“ Blood serves to wash Ambition’s hands,” 761.
Bloomfleld, Nathaniel, 120, 849, 854.
Bloomfleld, Robert, his patrons, and his fate, 120,
849, 854.
Blue, intensity of, and instrument for measuring
same, 698.
“ Blue devils for his morning mirrors,” 816.
Blues, our, contrasted with the Turkish ladies, 879.
B lues, T he, a Literarv Eclogue, 146.
“ Boatswain,” Byron’s dog, inscriptions on the
monument of, 53.
Bob Southey ! You're a poet—Poet laureate, 625.
Boccaccio, “ the Bard of Prose,” 227. Treatment of
his asiles, 228. “ Boccaccio’s loro,” 686. His
aversión to the marriage of literary men, 886.
Boeotia and Boeotian Shades, 186, 858. “ Dull Boeo
tia, ” 139.
Boileau’s “ rash envy,” 225.
Bolero, “ like a personifled,” 809.
Boleyn, Anne, remark of, on the scaífold, 880.

Bolingbrokc, Lord, traduces Pope by proxy, 116,817.
Bolivar, Simón, 168.
Bonaparte. See Napoleón.
Bonmvard, François de, biographic sketch of, 326,327
Boon, General, “ back-woodsman of Kentucky,” 746.
“ Livecl liunting up to ninety,” 746.
Boros and Bored, “ two mighty tribes,” 803.
Born in the garret, in the kitchen bred, 86.
Boscan, Almogavà, 636.
Bourbon, Constable of France, Song of the soldiers
of, 604.
Bouts rimés, 832.
Bowles, Rev. W. Lisie, song written to “ shock ” him,
106. “ Why, how now, Billy Bowles,” 107. “ Maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers,” 115. Byron’s
ludicrous interpretation of one of his episodes,
115, 116, 847. His edition of Pope stigmatised,
116, Byron’s confession relative thereto, 847.
“ Sonneteering Bowles,” 122. “ Don’t begin like
Bowles,” 128. “ Rev. Rowley Powley,” 780.
“ Brandy for heroes,” 340. “ Heaven’s brandy,” 774.
See “ Cogniac.”
Brass. See Corinthian Brass.
Brazier’s Company, On the intended address of the,
106.
Bread-fruit, 342, 885.
Brennus, 364.
Brenta,“ the deep-dyed,” 224; present owners of the
palaces on its banks, 892.
Brewster, Sir David, reference to his Kaleidoscopc,
660.
Briareus, “ Oh, enviable,” 720.
B ride of A bydos, The, “ a Turkish Tale,” 258.
Bridge of Sighs, 221.
Brig of Balgounie. See Balgounic.
Bright be me place ofthy soul! 52, 97.
Brighton Pavilion, 814.
Brissot de Warville, 627.
Britain, “ Bulwark of the world,” 123. Compared
with ancient Rome, 873.
“ Bronze, Age of,” 165.
Bronze she-wolf, “ thunder-stricken nursc ofRome,”
231.
Brougham, Ilenry L ord: “ Blundering Brougham,”
117, 848.
Brummell, Wm. (Beau Brummell): “ Where ’s Brummell ? ” 782.
Brunswick, Ferdinand, Duke of (“ Prince Ferdinand ” ) 627.
“ Brunswick’s fated chieftain,” 206.
Brutus’s bust at the pageant of Tiberius, 821.
Bryant, Jacob, 695.
Bucentaur, The (the Venetian State gallev), 222.
Budgell, Eustace, “ rogue and rliymester, 137. His
suicide and the discreditable circumstances attending it, 137.
Bullflght, description of a, 186. Inveterate rage for
tlie amusement in Spain, and its results, 187.
Buonaparte, Napoleón. See Napoleón.
Burgage tenures and titiles, “ discord’s torches,” 833.
Burgess, Sir Jas. Bland, fate of an Epic poem of,
854.
Burgoyne, General, 627.
Burke, Edmund, and his lament for chivalry, 175.
Saying attributed to him, 340.
Burns, Robert, 120. “ Whom Dr. Currie well
describes,” 684.
Busby, Tilomas, Mus. Doct. (“ Dr. Plagiary” ), 142.
“ Oh for the flow of Busby,” 143. Parody on a
monologue by him, 66.
Butler, Dr., liead master at Ilarrow (“ Pomposus ” ):
satirio allusions to, 9, 33.
Byron, Augusta (the poet’s sister). See Leigh.
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Byron, Augusta Ada (tlic poet’s daughter): paternal
apostrophes to, 203, 219.
Byron, John, Commodore, afterwards Admiral
(grandfathcr of the poet), incident of the destruction of his dog, 656. Further rcferences to “ my
grand-dad’s ” narrati ve, 665.
Byron, Lady (the poet’s widow, néc Milbank): Lines
on licaring that she was ill, 92. Lines on her
patronage of a charity ball, 106.
Byron, Lord: His anccstry, thcir cxploits, &c., 3, 4,
29,30. [SecBiren.] His daughter Allegra, 46. His
fondness for the sea, 244. His poètic eulogium on
JefTrey, 765,766. Autobiographic notes by him, 841,
885. His animosity against Jeftïey, 847. 848.
Byron, Mrs. (the poet’s mother): “ Cliildc Harold
had a mother,” 177.
“ Byron Oak,” The, 50.
“ By the rivers of Babylon,” 81.
C.
Cádiz, 185.
Csesar, the suitor of Love, 672. “ Hero, conqueror,
and cuckold,” 672. “ Obliged to snatch a shield,”
743.

Caín , a Mysterv, 511.
Caina, in “ Dantc’s Inferno,” 379.
Cairn Gonne, simile drawn from the, 759.
Calderón, 628.
Caledonian Meeting, address intended for the, 74.
Calenture, The; “ that malady,” and its nature,
496. “ The calenturcs of music,” 832.
Caligula, modern parallel to an act of, 883. The
tyrant’s wish, 720, 899.
Calm on the wàters: “ It was the night,” 295.
“ Calmar and Orla,” 38. Source of the story, 843.
“ Calpe’s adverse height,” 123. “ Calpe’s rock,” 242.
Calpe’s straits, 192.
“ Calvin saw Servetus blazc,” 130.
“ Calypso’s isles,” 193. Geographic note thercon,
860. “ Endearcd by days gonc by,” 58.
Cambridge University: “ Granta’s sluggisli shade,”
25. “ Hoary Granta,” 122. “ Dark asylum of a
Vandal race,” 123, 850.
Camilla, simile drawn from the swiftncss of, 809.
Camoens, “ Stanzas to a lady, with the poems of,” 8.
Satirical allusions to his translator, 115, 847.
Campbell, Thomas: Lines entitlcd “ Bowles and
Campbell,” 106. “ Come fortli, oh Campbell,” 121,
849. His “ Hippocrene,” 648. Some of his slips of
the pen, 898. His “ triumphant defence of Pope,”
893.
“ Can Grande,” humorous rendering of the name,
169.
Candía, 222.
Candour compcls me, Bcclicr! to commcnd, 30.

“ Camire’s carnage,” 212.

Canning, Ut. Ilon. George: His “ colleagues liate
him for his wit,” 123. Poetic tribute to his genius,
171.
Canova, 227. Lines on his bust of Iiclen, 99.
Cant, the “ crying sin ” of the time, 717.
Cantemir, Demetrius, the Ottoman historian, 715,
720.
Canterbury Cathedral and its relies, 772.
Capo di Bove, “ stern round tower of other days,”
233, 873.
Caracalla, act of Alexander the Great imitated by,
878.
“ Caravaggio’s gloomier stain,” 801.
“ Carbonaro cooks,” 170.
“ Care brings every week his bilis in,” 768.

Carlislc, Fredcrick Howard, flfth Earl of: Dedication of “ Hours of Idlcness” to him, 2. His
“ paralytic puling,’ 120. “ Lord, rhymester, petitmaitre, and pamphletecr,” 120. His Champion,
Mr. Jerningham, and his threat, 124. His “ eigliteen-penny pamphlet,” and its object, 849. The
pocfs justification of his satirical allusions to the
Earl, 850.
“ Carnage is God’s daughter,” 740. Origin of the
phrase, 899. Satine comment thercon, 899.
Carnival, origin of the, 614.
Caroliue, verses to, 7, 8.
Caroline, Queen, On the Brazicrs’ proposed address
to, 106. “ That injured queen,” 706. “ The unhappy
queen,” 782.
“ Carpe diem,” 783.
Carr. Sir John, justificatory quotation from, 842.
Cartnage, 243, 746.
Cash, potency of, 785. “ Ambrosial casli,” 804.
Casimir, John, “ a learned monarch, faitli! ” charac
ter of, 332.
“ Cassandra’s fate,” 123.
Castalian tea, 698.
Castalie, the dews of, 857.
Castelnau’s Histoirc de la Nouvelle Russie, Byron’s
obligations to, 716.
“ Castle Spectre,” Monk Lewis’s characteristic reason
for introducing negroes into the, 852.
Castlereagh, Viscount (Robert Stewart, Marquess of
Londonderry), 163i “ Ne’er (enough) lamented,”
171. Epigrams and epitaph upon him, 107. “ A
wretch never named but with curses and jeers/’
109. “ The intel·lectual cuiiuch,” -626. “ Atinkering slave maker,” 626. “ Ireland’s Londonderry’s
Marquis,” 760. “ Carotid-artcry-cutting,” 771.
“ Little Castlereagh,” 782. His suicide, 107; and
the inquest on his body, 717.
Castri, site of the village of, 857. Its Castalian
springs, 863.
Catalani, Madamc, and her flrst appearance in
pantaloons, 118, 848.
Cathay. See Ceylon.
Catherine of Russia, 170. Instance of lier dexteritv,
8 5 7 . Whom glory stili adores,” 727. “ The Christian Empress,” 737. Her “ boudoir at threescore,”
747. Her occasional iiking for juveniles, 760.
Her “ touch of sentiment,” 761. Her bcaring
and personal aspect, 761, 762, 763, 764.
Catiline “ chased by ali the demons,” 729.
Cato, to die likc, 137. “ Who lent his lady to his
friend,” 718, 898.
Cattle breeding, ancient promotor of, 667.
Catullus, translations from, 4, 5. Jmitation from, 5.
“ Wliose old laureis yield to new,” 169. “ Scarcely
has a decent poem,” 631. Scholar of love, 672.
Caucasus, Mount, “ Kaff ciad in rocks,” 123.
“ Cavalicr,” the, 747.
“ Cavalier servente,” 616. A “ supernumerary slave,”
618. “ The strange tliing some women set a valué
on,” 760.
Cecilia Metella, tomb of, 873.
Ceres, Venus’s coadjutor, 668, 836. “ She feli with
Buonaparte,” 758.
Cervantes and his “ too truc tale,” 794.
“ Ceylon, Inde, or far Cathay,” 785.
“ Cliange grows too changeable,” 783.
Charity a saving virtue, 699.
“ Charity Ball,” The, 106.
Charles the First, fate of a tragedy named after 853.
Charles “ the royal wittol ” of Spain, 183.
Charles V. “ the Spaniard,” 73.
Charles XII. of Sweden, his obstinacy at Bender,
751.
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Charlotte, Princess of Wales, deatli o f: Lines to her
(“ To a lady weeping ” ), 65. “ Hark from the abyss,”
241. “ The daughter, whom the Isles loved well,”
782.
Chase, the English, 801.
“ Chateaubriand fornis new Books of Martyrs,” 173.
Equivocal compliment paid to him, 857.
Chatham, William Pitt. flrst Earl of, 792.
“ Chaucer and old Bcn,” 131.
Chaworth, Mary Anne (afterwards Mrs. Musters):
“ Fragment, written sliortly after the marriage of,”
11. Stanzas to her: viz. “ To a Lady,” 42. “ W e ll!
thou art liappy,” 53. “ To a Lady,” 54. “ On
leaving England,” 55.
Cheops, “ Old Egypt’s king,” 650.
Cherries, by whom transplanted into Europe, 902.
Chesterfleld, Earl of, and his struggle for dramatic
freedom, 130, 852. His witty query relative to
fox-hunting, 809.
C lIlLD E H á ROLD’S PlLGRIMAGE, 174.

Ciiildish Recollections, 32.
Children, “ the lisp of,” 639. “ Running restive,” 680.
“ Like cherubs round an altar-piece,” 680.
Chill and mirk is the nightly hlast, 57.
Chillón, Sonnet on, 326. See “ Prisoner of Chillón.”
Chimari’s “ thunder-hills of fear,” 229.
“ China’s vasty wall,” 181. Its “ crockery warc
metropolis,” 774.
“ Chínese nympli of tcars,” 692.
Chivalry and “ the good old times,” 174, 175.
“ Hugg’d a conqueror’s chain,” 188.
“ Christabel” of Coleridge, lines from, 85, 86, 883.
Christianity quoted to sanction negro slavery, 902.
Cliureh. See Mother Cliurch.
“ Ciiurchill ’s Grave, a fact literally rendered,” 95.
Cicero, Marcus Tullius, “ Rome’s least mortal mind,”
226, 234. lllustrative quotations from his life,
872, 873.
Cid, the, 167, 169.
Cid Hamet Benengeli, 845.
“ Cintra’s glorious Eden,” 179. Beckford’s “ Para
dise ” there, 180. The “ hall where chiefs were late
convened,” 180.
Circassian slaves, 699.
Civilisation: “ civilised Civilisation’s son,” 345. The
inconvenience of, 746. Its “ great joys,” 747.
Clare, John Fitzgibbon, Earl of: Stanzas to him,
45, 46.
“ Clarence in his Malmsey butt,” 644.
“ Clarens, sweet Clarens,” 216, 871.
Clarke, Dr. Edward Daniel, on an incident connected
with the destruction o f the Parthenon, 859.
Clarke, Hewson, “ stili striving piteously,” 123. His
despicable avocation, 123, 850. “ Poor Hewson,”
123, 850. His “ quarrel with a bear,” 124.
Clàssics, “ the drill’d dull lesson,” 230. Consequences
of a too early study tliereof, 873.
Claudian’s “ good old man,” 169.
Cleonice and Pausanias, story of, 887.
“ Cleopatra on her galley’s dock,” 144. Actium lost
for her eyes, 718. Her “ melted pearls,” 823.
Clitumnus, river, 229.
Clitumnus, temple of, 229.
Clootz, Jean Baptiste, 627.
Clytemnestra, “ not the best wife,” 764.
Cobbett, W illiam : Epigram on his digging up Tom
Paine’s bones, 106. Derisive epithet bestowed by
him on “ lioarse Fitzgerald,” 845.
Coblentz and the “ simple pyramid” there, 211.
“ Cogniac! Sweet Naiad of the Phlegethontic rlll,”
692. See Brandy.
Cohén, F. See Palgrave, Sir Francis.
Colbleen, mouutain of, 844.

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor: “ to turgid ode and
tumid stanza dear,’T 114, 846. Lines from his
« Christabel,” 85, 86, 883. Further satirical allu
sions to him, 625, 636, 648, 684.
Coliseum, present state and former glories of the,
236, 237, 239, 395, 874.
College education recommendcd, 632. “ Thoughts
suggested by a College Examination,” 24.
“ Colner’s curse,” 130, 852.
Collini’s “ love inspiring song,” 119.
Colman, George, 118.
Cologne and its eleven thousand virgins, 771, 900.
“ Colonna’s Cliff,” 201. Its historical and artistic
associations, 869.
Colúmbia, 232.
“ Columbia’s caperers,” 144.
“ Columbus found a new world in a cutter,” 819.
His sceptics, 827.
Comboloio, the, or Turkish rosary, 263, 286, 879.
Come, blue-eyea maid of heaven! but thou, alas!
190.
Comedy, the days of, gone, 803.
Commandant, the murdered, 703. Circumstances of
the murder, 896.
“ Commoli Lot, The,” answcr to James Montgomcry’s poem, so entitled, 37.
“ Commonwealtli is past and gone,” 103.
Condorcet, Marquis de, 627.
Congress: “ Wliat! that hallowed nam e!” 169.
“ Doing ali that’s mean,” 783.
“ Congreve’s sccncs,” 113. His “ fool,” 803.
Congreve rockets, “ a kind antithesis to,” 640.
“ Conquest, The,” 107.
Conscience, sportivo allusions to, 635, 644, 672.
Constantinople: “ Oh Stamboul,” 200. Its slavemarket, 698, 699.
Conversationists, The, 803.
Cookery and its acliievements, 822, 823.
Coquette: “ Who can’t say ‘ no,’ and won’ t say
‘ yes,’ ” 790. What she means by eternal attachment, 878.
Corinna. See St.ael.
Corinth. See “ Siege of Corinth.”
Corinthian brass, 723.
“ Cornelian, The,” 26. “ On a Cornelian Heart whiob
was broken,” 65.
Cornwall, Barry. See Procter.

Corsair, T he, 270.
“ Cortejo,” 618, 642, 895.
Cottie, Amos, 116. Amos and Joseph, the “ pair of
epies,” 847.
Could I remount the river o f my years, 96.
Could Love for ever, 105.
“ Coumourgi, he wliose closing scene,” 310. Points
in wliich he resembled Caligula, 883.
Country and Town, 836.
Coxe, Archdeacon, reviver of Marlborough’s fame/
684.
Crabbe, Rev. George, “ nature's sternest painter, yet
the best,” 121.
“ Craning,” in fox-hunting, 808, 901.
Crashaw, Richard, the poet, 682.
Cribb, the pugilist, query of, on the Elgin marbles,.
140, 855.
Crime “ not the cliild of solitude,” 746.
“ Critics ali are ready made,” 112. Side of literature
belicld by tliem, 766.
Cromwell, Oliver: “ The flerce usurper,” 32. “ Sagest
of usurpers,” 231. His “ pranks,” 684. Polémica!
consequence of the tempest whicli followed his
deatli, 843. His “ fortunate day,” 873.
Cruel Cerinthus! does the feli disease, 5.
“ Cruscan quire,” the, 225.
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Cumberland, Richard, dramatist and essayist, 118.
His poetic protégé, 851.
Cumberland, William, Duke of, “ the buteher,” 627.
“ Cupid’s cup intoxicates apaee,” 762.
Curtí, Edmund, 116, 847.
Curran, Right Hon. John Philpot, 782. “ Longbow
from Ireland,” 803.
Currie, Dr., biographer of Burns, 684.

Curse of Minerva, 138.

Curtis, Sir William. “ in a kilt,” 173. Harsh lines on
him, 774.
Cuvier, Barón, use made by Byron of the geologic
theory of, 511. “ So Cuvier says,” 759. “ His
mouldy mammoths,” 770.
Cyclades, 664.
Cypress, the: “ Dark tree, still sad,” 24.8. “ ’Tis a
gloomy tree,” 528.
Czar. See Alexander I. of Russia.
D.
D a MíEtas, 15. A portrait of the author’s self, 841.
Damas, Count de, 733.
“ Damme," the British, 778.
“ Dance, On witli the,” 206.
“ Dance of Death,” 820.
Dancing, and its fascinations in Greece, 677. Good
dancing, 809.
Dandies. See Dandy.
Dándolo, Henry: “ blind oíd Dándolo,” 222.
Dandy, a broken, 619. “ The dynasty of Dandies,”
620.
’
Danes and “ their drinking,” 901.
Dante Alighieri, 225, 227. Sheltered at Verona, 169.
“ Dante sleeps afar,” 227. His love for Florence,
and treatment by its citizens, 361, 362. His early
and lasting love for Beatrice, 362. His wife,
“ that fatal she,” 363. Translation of his “ Fran
cesca da Rimini,” 379., “ Hapless in his nuptials,”
674. “ Where Dante’s bones are laid,” 698. “ Grim
Dante,” 767. The second sentence against him,
886. Michael Angelo’s esteem for him, 887. Quotation from his Purgatory, 896. See “ Francesca
of Rimini,” “ Prophecy of Dante.”
Danton, 627.

Darkness, 93.

“ Darwin’s pompous chime,” 122. Neglect of his
poems a proof of returning taste, 850.
Dates, “ I like to be particular in,” 637.
David, Ring, danced before the Ark, 130. “ The
monarch minstrel,” 77. His “ medicine,” 644.
Davies, Scrope Berdmore, Dcdication to, 319.
Davy, Sir Humphry, 151. His safety lamp, 640.
Dead, aspect of the, characterised, 246. Belief that
their souls inhabit the forms of birds, 880.
Bear are the days ofyouth, 38.
Bear Becher, you tell me to m ix icith mankind, 33.
Bear Long, in this sequester'd scene, 41.
Bear object of defeated care, 59.
Bear, simple girl, those flattering arts, 4.
Death; his “ unequal hand,” 5. A victory, 96. “ A
quiet of the lieart,” 96. “ Stern Death,” 203. “ The
spectre,” 215. “ The sable smoke,” 236. “ What
is death,” 522. “ Shuns the wretch,” 647. “ All
tragedies are flnished by,” 674. “ Death and the
lady,” 674. Deaths escaped by those who die
voung, 688. “ Can this be death ? ” 703. “ Death
laughs,” 756. “ The sovereign’s sovereign,” 767.
“ A thing whicli makes men weep,” 805. Thou,
dunnest o f all duns,” 817. “ Gaunt Gourmand ”
817.
Deatii of Calmar and Orla , 38. Source of the
story, 843.

Bcep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 275.
“ Dee’s rushing tide,” 44, 766, 844.
De Foix, Gastón, 697.
Deformed T ransformed, T he ; a drama, 595.
Deformity an incentive to ambition, 599.
Delawarr, Geo. John, fiftli Earl of (“ Euryalus ” ), 36.
Stanzas to him, 44, 45.
“ Delphi’s long deserted shrine,” 176. Present occupation o f its site, 857.
Demetrius Poliorcetes: “ was he e’er human only ? ”
598.
J
Dcnman, Tilomas, Lord (late Lord Chief Justice),
merit of a translation by, 869.
Dennis, John, the critic, 116, 847. His liatred of
operas, 129.
De Pauw, blunders of, relative to “ Englisli liorses
and Spartan men,” 865.
Dervish Taliiri, Byron’s faithful Arnaout guide, 860.
His energetic resentment of an insult, 861. His .
prophecy of peril, 877. Last tidings heard o f him,
883.
Desaix, Napoleon’s General, 627.
“ Despair a smilingness assume,” 205. “ Stronger
than my will,” 257. “ Spoils lo n g e v itv 657.
De Staél. See Stael.
De Tott, 720.
Devil’ s Drive, The, an unfinislied rhapsody, 71.
Devotion, Byron’s notion of, 686.
“ Dian’s wave-reflected sphere,” 193.
“ Difficile est proprie communia dicere,” discussion
on the proper rendering of the passage, 851.
Dinner, dependence of man’s happiness on, 804.
Dinner-bell, “ the toesin of the soul,” 704.
Dinner’s knell, 804.
Diogenes, 170, 209, 730, 777, 824. His “ trampling on
Plato’s pride,” 832, 902.
Dionysius the Younger, “ Corinth’s pedagogue,” 73.
Dirce, the fountain of, and its present use, 863.
Disdar. anecdote of a, 860. Status of a “ Disdar
Aga ” 863.
“ Dives, T o ; a Fragment,” 61.
Dodona’s “ aged grove,” 196.
DOiMESTIC PlECES, 85.
Don, Brig of, 766, 899,900.
D on J uan, 625. Ironical Dedication, 625.
“ Don Quixote,” “ that too true tale,” 794 815.
Dorotheus of Mitylene, merit of the writings of, 866.
Dorset, Gco. Jno. Frcdk., fourtli Duke of. Lines to
9,10.
Borset! whose early steps with mine have stray'd,
Dover, satiric anathema on, 772.
Boubtless, sweet g ir i! the hissing lead 14.
Draehcnfels, “ The Castled Crag of,” 210. Jts position
on the Rhine, 771, 870.
Drama, the, and modern dramatists.satirical allusion
to, 118, 130, 852.
Dramatic unities, Byron’s adherence to the, 399,
443.
“ Drapery Misses,” 779. Elucidation of the plirase,
900.
“ Drawcansir,” 128.

Diieam, T he, 90.

Dream of Haidée, 690.
Dream of Sardanapalus, 468.
Drummond, Sir William, characteristic quotation
from, 874.
Drury, Rev. Dr. Joseph; Byron’s affectionate remembrances of him, 33,843,873. His anticipations
of Byron’s oratorical powers, 36.
Drury Lane Theatre. Address spoken at the opening
of, 65. Parody on Dr. Busby’s monologue on the
same occasion, 66.67.
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lnïe,v.
Dryden, John: “ careless Dryden,” 113. “ Great
Dryden poured the tide of song,” 113. Origin of
his Sàtires, 127,851. “ Him who drew Achitophel,”
685. Wordswortli’s dictum regarding his verses,
896.
Dubost’s pictorial libel on Thomas Hope, and its
deserved fate, 125.
Duff, Mary, “ my sweet Mary.” 43.
Dying Gladiator, The, 238. “ The ever-dying gladia
tores air,” 693. See Gladiators.
E.
E—, Lines to, 3.
Early death, evils escaped by, 688.
Early rising, stanza in praise of, 665.
Eating “ makes us feel our mortality,” 702.
Eblis, Oriental Prince of Darkness, 252, 876.
Eclèctic Review: “ mild Eclèctics,” 134. The poet’s
strictures on a “ disgraceful passage ” in the Re
view, 853.
Eddlestone (Cambridge cliorister), verses on a gift
from him, 26. “ And thou, my friend,” 47.
Edgeworth, Maria, 628.
Edinburgh Review, strictures on an article in,
relative to Modern Greece, 865-8. The poet’s re
tort on its detection of an error by him, 866. See
Jeflrey.
Edward the Black Prince. See Black Edward.
“ Egeria! sweet creation of some heart,” 235. Poetic
description of the fountain and grotto, 235. Her
Arician retreat, 874.
Egripo (the Negropont), 262. Proverb relative to
the Turks of, 878.
“ Egypt’s Almas,” 144. Their occupation, 856.
“ Ehrenbreitstein, witli her shattered wall,” 211.
Fate of its fortress, 870.
Ekenhead, Lieutenant, swimming feat of Bvron and,
662.
Elba, “ thou Isle,” 167.
Eldon,John Scott, Earl of: “ Impartial as Eldon,”
826.
Elgin, Lord, and the “ Elgin Marbles,” 123, 139, 851,
855, 859. “ Erostratus and Elgin,” 140.
Eliza, whatfools are the Mussulman sect, 28.
Elizabeth, Queen, and “ her vile ambiguous inethod
of flirtation,” 764.
Ellen, Lines to, 5.
Emma, Lines to, 6.
“ England! with all thy faults I love thee still,” 619.
E nglish Bards and Scotcii R eviewers, 111. Preface, 111. PostScript to the sccond edition, 124.
“ English look,” an, 700.
English people, consequences of the beef-eating propensities of the, 667.
Ennui, 685. “ A growth of English root,” 804.
Enthusiasm “ a moral inebricty,” 797.
“ Epaminondas saved his Thebes, and died,” 756.
Epic, components of an, 648.

Epigrams :
“ On Moore’s last Operatic Farce,” 61.
“ On Napoleon’s Escape from Elba,” 83.
“ From the Frencli of Rulhières, 105.
“ On my Wedding-day,” 106.
On Cobbett’s digging up Tom Paine’s bones, 106.
“ This world is a bundle of hay,” 106.
On the Braziers’ Company’s Address, 106.
“ On my thirty-third birthday,” 106.
From Martial, 106.
On Lord Castlereagh, 107.

Epistles :
“ To Augusta,” 89.
“ T o a Friend,” 61.

To Thomas Moore (Fragment), 75.
“ Mr. Murray to Dr. Polidori,” 100.
“ To Mr. Murray,” 100.

Epitapiis :
On a Friend, 3.
On Virgil and Tibullus (translated), 5.
On John Adams, a drunken carrier, 51.
On a Newfoundland Dog, 53.
“ My Epitaph,” 59.
“ For Joseph Blackett,” 60.
For William Pitt, 106.
On Lord Castlereagh, 107.
Equal to Jove that youth must be, 4.
E re the daughter of Brunswick is cold in her
grave, 107.
Eros and Anteros, story of the raising of, 387, 887.
Erse language, clàssic origin of the, 742.
Erskine. L ord: “ Strongbow from the Tweed,” 803.
Eternal Sp irit of the chainless M in d ! 326.
Etiquette, “ nothing in the world like,” 710.
Etna, 167. “ Restless Titan,” 740.
Euripides, Translations from the Medea of, 24,59.
Euthanasia, 63.
Eutropius, eunuch and minister of Arcadius, 627.
His character, 627.
Eve’s fig leaf, 160. Eve’s slip and Adam’s fall,” 757.
“ Made up millinery,” 813.
Evil and good, “ the two principies,” 528.
Experience, the usual price of, 646. The chief
philosopher,” 818.
Eyes, the, 633, 651.
F.
Faintness, “ last mortal birtli of Pain,” 102.
F a ir Albion, smiling, sees her son depart, 59.
Falconer, the poet, actual spot of the shipwreck of,
869.
Falkland, Lucius Cary, Lord: “ godlike Falkland,”
31, 843.
Falkland, Charles John, 8th Viscount, 119. His
death in a duel, 849.
Fame, uúsdom, love, and power were mine, 79.
Fame, 109, 204, 207, 649, 697, 758, 792, 830.
Fa m ed for contemptuous breach ofsacrcd ties, 72.
Fan, on flnding a, 49.
“ Fancy falls into the yellow leaf,” 687.
“ Fans turn into falcliions in fair liands,” 629.
Fare thee u e ll! and i f f o r ever, 86.
Farewell! i f ever fondest prayer, 51.
“ Farewell to Malta,” 61.
Farewell to the land where the gloom ofm y glory,
85.
“ Farewell to the Muse,” 49.
Fariners and “ gcntlemen fariners,” 758.
Fashion, “ the great world,” 779, 807.
‘ Fate will leave the loftiest star,” 208. Futility of
opposition to, 701. “ Fate is a good excuse,” 794.
Father of L ig h t! great God of llcaven /41.
Fauvel, M., depreciatory opinion of the Greeks
expressed by, 864.
“ Faux pas.” in England, 811.
Fazzioli, the Venetian, 651. Explanation thereof,
895.
Features, 709. Lord Castlereagh’s misuse of the
word, 897.
Feelings, innate: “ what we mortals call romàntic,”
688 .
Female friendship, 815.
Fénélon, 730.
Ferdinand of Brunswick. See Brunswick.
Ferney, 217.
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Ferrara’s “ grass-grown streets,” 225. Its Tassonian
and other relies, 356.
Few years have pass’d since thou and I , 52.
Fiction, truth stranger than, 816. “ Passes with
least contradiction, 816.
Filicaja, translation from: “ Italia! olí Italia! ” 226,
872.
F ill thc goblct again ! f o r I never before, 55.
Firnmess, obstinacy, and pertinacity, eonvertible
terms according to cireuinstanees, 814, 815.
“ First Kiss of Love,” 9.
First love, “ it stands alone,” 640. “ Nature’s oraele,”
670.
,
, *
Fitzgerald, Lord Edward, Sonnet on tne Repeal of
the Forfeiture of, 104.
Fitzgerald, William Thomas, and his “ ereaking
couplets,” 112. Derisive epithet bestowed on liim
by Cobbet, 845.
“ Fitzscribble’s lungs,” 137, 782.
Fiye per cents., the, “ those martyred saints,” 782.
Fletcher, William, Byron’s faithful valet, “ my
staunch yeoman,” 178.
Florence: “ Etrurian Atliens,” 226. “ Ungratcful
Florence,” 227.
“ Florence.” See Sinith, Mrs. Spencer.
For Orford and fo r Waídegrave, 107.
Forsyth, Joseph, the Italian tourist: his remarks on
the Coliseum, 874.
Fortune, 167, 208, 231, 620. Fortune a female, 436,
700, 701.
“ Forty-parson power,” 768, 900.
Fox, ltight Hon. Charles James, lincs on the death
of, occasioned by an 44illiberal impromptu, ’ 26.
Fox-hunting to a foreigner, 808. Lord Chesterfleld’s
huinorous query on the sport, 809.
“ France got drunk with blood to vomit crime,” 232.
“ Retaken by a single march,” 167.
F rancesca of R im in i , 379.

Francis, Sir Philip, 162.
Franklin, Benjamín, 168. “ Stoic Franklin’s energetic shade,” 169.
Fraser, Mrs., 61.
Frederic the Second, “ the Great:” “ Frederics
but in name and falsehood,” 167. Resuit of a
verse of his, 398. His iiight from Molwitz, 742.
Romàntic incident in the army of, 886.
“ ‘ Free to confess’—whence comes this phrase,”
835.
Freedom, apostrophe to, 233.
“ Freedom’s best and bravest friend,” 683.
“ Freedom’s chosen station,” 775.
Frere, Rt. Hon. John Hookham: “ Pronouncing on
the nouns and partides,” 101.
Friend of my youth ! when young we roved, 45.
Friend, “ what were humanity without a,” 810.
“ Sweet the task to shield an absent,” 838.
Friends: “ one’s quite enough,” 810.
Friendship between the two sexes, 815.
“ Friendship is Love without his wings,” 40.
“ Friuli’s Mountains,” 224.
From out the mass of never-dying ill, 365.
From the last hill that looks on thy once holy dome,
81.
Fry, Mrs., the prison visitor, 773.
Funds, Public. See Fiye per Cents.
G.
Gail, M., and his Greek Commentaries, 866.
Galileo, “ the starry,” 227.
Galiongée, 264, 879.
“ Garne of Goose,” 790.

“ Gaming gains a loss,” 784. “ Its two pleasures,”
806.
Gaming houses. See Helis.
Gandia, Duke of, particulars relative to the mysteri
ous assassination of the, 882.
Garcilasso de la Vega, warrior and poet, 636.
Garrick, David, 66.
Gay, John : Author of the “ Beggars’ Opera.” “ Maclicath’s examplc formed no thieves, 130.
Gazellc, the, and its eyes; Oriental compliment
dcduced tlierefrom, 175.
Gebir. See Landor.
Geli, Mr., afterwards Sir William, 867. “ Rapid
Geli,” 123.
Gemma, Dante’s wife, “ that fatal she,” 363. Her
parentage, 886.
Genevra, Sonnets to, 70.
‘“ Gentlemen fariners,’—a race worn out quite,”
758.
George theThird, “ of kings the best,” 143. Burlesque
Apotheosis of—( “ The Vision of Judgmcnt” ),
152—164. “ Wliere is his will ? ” 782.
George, Prince Regent, afterwards George the
Fourth, 145. “ Between the cofiins of Henry V III.
and Charles I.,” 72. Sonnet to him on the repeal
of Lord Edward Fitzgerald’s forfeiture, 104. “ The
despised,” 108. “ Fourth of the fools and oppressors call’d ‘ George,’ ” 108. Satirical allusions to
him, 759, 782. “ A flnislied gentleman from top to
toe,” 793.
Georgian beautics, 721, 899.
“ Germany, how much to thee we owe! ” 143. Items
of the debt, 143.
Gesner’s “ Death of Abel,” 511.
Ghosts, 826, 902.
Giaffar, Pacha of Argyro Castro, fate of, 879.
“ Giant’s Grave,” The, 699, 896
G iaoür , T he , a fragment o f a Turkish Tale, 245.
Source o f the story, 245.

Gibbon, Edward, “ the lord of irony,” 218.
Gibraltar, “ Calpe’s rock,” 242.
Giíford, William, 113. His “ heavy hand,” 120.
“ Why slumbers Gilford?” 121. “ Arouse thee,
Giíford! ” 121. His Baviad and Majviad, 849.
Giorgione and his “ portrait of his son and wife and
self,” 615.
Gladiator. See Dying Gladiator.
“ Glory’s stainless victòries,” 212. Its “ gewgaws,”
234. “ What is it ? ” 739. “ A great thing,” 741.
“ God save the King ! ” 155, 619, 682, 745.
Godoy, Don Manuel, Prince of Peace, notice of,
858
Goethe: Dedication of “ Sardanapalus ” to him, 443.
His Mephistopheles, 794.
Gold, Apostrophe to, 784.
Golden Age. See Age of Gold.
Golden Fleece, the, 679.
Gondola, description of a, 616, 892.
Gondolier, 221. “ Adria’s Gondolier,” 639. See Gón
dola,
“ Good Night,” Lord Maxwell’s, 174. Childe Ilarold’s
“ last good night,” 178.
Good plays are scarce, 61.
Goose, Royal Gamo of, 790.
Cordons, the, Byron’s ancestors, 842.
Goza, Calypso’s island, 860.
Gracchus, Tiberius, and the agrarian law, 900.
Graham’s narrative of the kidnapped Vocalists, 896.
Grahame, James: “ sepulchral Grahame,” 115. His
poetical performances, 847.
Granby, Marquis of, 627.
“ Granta, a Medley,” 11. See Cambridge University.

Grattan, Rt. Hon. Ilcnry, “ the best of thc good,”
108, 109, 717.
Gray, Thomas, lino pilfered from Dante by, 896.
Great Britain’s coast, 651.
“ Great Jove, to whose almighty throne,” 6.
Greecc, past and present condition of, 185,191, 200.
“ No lightsome land of social mirth,” 132,138, 168,
202, 246, 312, 349. See Grecks.
Greek sailors and thcir guitars, 874.
Greek War Song, translation of a, 59. Carccr of its
author, 844.
“ Greeks only should frec Grcece,” 168.
Greeks, the modern, and thcir literature, 865-868.
See Éomaic.
“ Greenwood’s gay designs,” 118, 848.
Grenvillcs, wliere arc the, 782.
Grcville, Colonei, 119.
Grey, Charles, second Earl, 792.
Gropius, Sr., and llis quarrcl with Lord Elgin’s
“ prig,” 859. His employmcnt, 859, note*.
Grosvenor, Earl (“ Bcnvolio ” ), “ Suppressing peer,”
130, 852.
Guesclin, Constable of Francc, 166.
Guiccioli, Countcss of, Prophecy of Dante dedicated to, 360.
“ Guido’s famous fresco,” 809.
Gunpowdcr, “ the sulphury charm,” 349. Friar
Bacon’s “ humane discovery,” 743, 899.
Gurney, the short-hand writer, 647.
Gustavus Adolphus, “ the Swcde of victory,” 167.
Gynocracy, “ loveliest oligarchs of our,” 791.

Hcaring. See Sccond-hcaring.
I I kaven and E a r t ii , A mystery, 536.
H ebrbw Melodies, 76. Purpose for which they
wcre written, 76.
Ilecla,44qucnchlcss,” 167.
Helcn, on Canova’s bust of, 99. 44The Greek Eve,”
813.
Ilell paved with good intentions, 157, 742. Origin of
thc proverb, 899.
Hellespont, the, and Leander’s swiinming feat, 58.
Byron’s similar performance, 662. The “ broad
Hellespont,” 263. What is meant by the epithet,
878.
Helis and Clubs, differcncc between thc two, 852.
Saint James’s helis, 777. “ Silver” and “ gold”
helis, 900.
Henry, Patrick, “ thc forest-born Demosthenes,”
169.
Ilcrbert, Hon. and Rev. William, “ shall wield
Thor’s hammer,” 117. Specimen of his 44vulgar
tonguc,” 848.
Here once cngagcd a stranger's view, 51.

Here 's a happy new year! but with reason, 106.
44Hereditary bondsmen! know yc not,” 200.
“ Ilerod’s Lament for Mariamnc,” 81.
44Hesperus, thou bringest all good things,” 686.
Iíigh in thc midst, surrounded by his pecrs, 24.
Highgatc, the steep of, 186.
44Highland welcome.” 719.

Iíills of Annesley bleak and barren, 11.
H ints

from

H oracr, 125.

His father's sense, his mother's grace, 102.

44History’s purchased page,” 209. Takes 44things in
the gross,” 740.
lloare, Rev. Charles James, 123.
l·Iobbes, Thomas,44Philosopher of Malmsbury,” an
inveterate smoker, 885. His fear of ghosts, 826,
Ilaidée’s dream, 690.
902.
H ail, M use! et ccetcra.— We left Juan sleeping, 673.
Hobhouse, Sir John Cam, afterwards Lord BroughHall, Capt. Basil, “ the staring stranger,” 166.
ton,
Dedication to, 219, 220.
Hallam, Henry, “ clàssic Hallam,” 117. “ Honest
Hallam,” 118. His “ Middle Ages,” 787. His mis- Iloche, General, suspectcd cause of the death of,
870.
take in reviewing Payne Knight’s “ Taste,” 848.
44Hock and Soda Water,” 625, 669.
Hamburg, 143.
Hannibal: His cxclamation on the successful march Ilodgson, Rev. Francis, 850. Lines to him, 56.
Epistle to him, 61.
of Nero the Consul, 885.
Ilappiness: “ born a twin,” 669. 44An art on which Holbein’s Dance of Death, 820.
the artists greatly vary,” 797. The “ Nil Admirari ” Holland, Henry Richard, Lord, 117. 44Illustrious
Holland,” 118. Dedication to him, 258. llis
theory discussed, 710, 797.
translations, 848.
Hardinge, George, “ thc waggish Wclsli Judge,”
Holland llouse, “ blcst be the banquets sprcad at,”
802.
118.
Harley, Lady Charlotte (the “ Ianthc” of Childe
Holland, Lady,44skims thc cream of eaeh critique,”
Harold): Poetical dedication to, 175.
118, 848.
Harmodius and his sword, 168, 206.
Harmodius and Aristogeiton, best translation of thc Home, “ the parted bosom clings to,” 202. “ What
the joys of,” 291, 639. Siglit of, after long absong on, 869.
sence, 676. 44Without liearts there is no home,
“ 4Harmony,’ a state sans wedlook,” 819. Sec Rapp.
679.
I Iarpe. See La Harpe.
Harrow: “ On a chango of masters at,” 9. “ On a Homer’s notion of distancc, 878. 44Etcrnal Ilomer,”
738. “ llis Catalogue of ships,” 801.
distant view of the village and school,” 12. “ Lines
written bcncatli an elm in the churchyard,” 46. Ilook, Theodore: “ Conceal his heroes in a cask,”
118.
“ On revisiting Harrow,” 51, 844.
Ilarvey’s odd mode o f exliibiting his liking for Hope, Tilomas: Pietorial lampoon on him by “ low
Dubost,” 125, 851.
Virgil, 852.
“ Havard’s Fate,” 133. Cause of the failure o f his “ Hoppncr, John William Rizzo, On the birth of,”
102.
tragedy, 853.
Horace, “ wliora I hated so,” 230. Translation of his
Hawke, Admiral Lord, 627.
“ Justum et tenacem,” 5. Scholar of love, 672.
Hawke, Edward Harvey, third Lord; “ Lord H —,”
His “ Nil Admirari” theory, 710, 797. Quotations
11.
from, 706, 807, 813.
Hayley, William, and his “ Triumphs of Temper,”
H
ours
of I dleness, 1.
Author’s note on the
115, 832, 847. His attempts in the terza rima,
reception of Lord Carlisle’s works, 2.
360.
Houson. Miss, Lines addressed to ( “ To a young
He unto whom thou art so partial, 106.
Lady*’), 14. Occasion of the lines, 14.
He who sublime in epic numbers roll'd, 5.
II.
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Ilow pleasant were the sonas ofToobonai, 342.
IIoio sweetly shines through azure skies, 16.
Howard, Major Frederick (killed in battle), tribute
to the memory of, 869. Circumstances attending
his fall, 869.
Howe, Admiral Lord, 627.
Hoyle, Hev. Charles, and his “ epic blank,” 123, 850.
lloyle, Games of, 123, 684, 850.
Hudibras, matchless, 131.
Humane Society; “ unsuffocates men gratis,” 640.
Ilumboldt, “ the first of travellers,” and his “ airy
instrument,” 698.
Hunting. See Fox-hunting.
Ilush’d are the winds, and still the cvening gloom, 2.
lluzza! Ilodgson, ice are going, 56.
Hymettus and “ his honey’d wealth,” 201.
Ilypocrisy: “ Oh for a forty-parson power to chant
tny praise,” 768.

I.
I enter thy garden o f roses, 60.
I had a dream, which was not all a dream, 93.
I now mean to be serious ;—it is time, 793.
I read the “ C h ris ta b e l99.
I saw thee weep—the big bright tear, 78.
I speak not, I trace not, 74.
I stood beside the grave ofh im who blazed, 95.
I stood in Venice, on the Bridge o f Sighs, 221.
I want a hero: an uncommon want, 627.
I wish to tune my quivering lyre, 5.
/ icould 1 were a careless child, 43.
I would to heaven thai I were so much clay, 625.
Ianthe. See Harley, Lady.
I f f o r silver or fo r gold, 105.
lff r o m great nature’s or our own abyss, 805.
//, in the month of dark December, 58.
I f sometimes in the haunts of men, 64.
I f that high world, which lies beyond, 77.
Ilion and Ilion’s wall, 695.
Ill-fated H e a rt! and can it be, 65.
“ Imagination droops her pinion,” 687.
In Coron’s bay Jloats many a galley light, 278.
In digging up your bones, Tom Paine, 106.
I n law an infant, and in years a boy, 15.
In moments to delight devoted, 70.
In one dread night our city saw, and sigh'd, 65.
I it one whofelt as once hefelt, 49.
In the beginning was the Word next God, 369.
In the year since Jesús diedfor men, 309.
In thee Ifo n d ly hoped to clasp, 3.
I n this beloved marble view, 99.
Inconstancy, 673. “ Nothing more than admiration,” 673.
“ Indifference don’t produce distress,” 797.'
Indigestión and its penalties, 756,774.
Inez, To, 188.
Ink, potency of a drop of, 684.
“ Innovation’s spirit,” 835.
Inscription on the monument of a Newfoundland
dog, 53.
Insolence in públic offices, 778.
Intoxication, humorous recominendation of, 669.
Iris: “ like Hope upon a death-bed,” 229,872. “ The
sunbow’s rays,” 386. Formation of the phenomenon, 887.
I r is ii A v a t a r , T iie , 107.
Irisli mine, poor as an, 133, 853.
Irish, or “ old Erse,” 742.
Irus, poor as, 133. “ Who boxed witli Ulvsses,” 853.
Is thy face like thy mother's, m y fa ir child, 203.
I sland, The; or Christian and his Comrades, 339.
Foundation of the story, 339.

“ Islands o f the Blest,” 683.
“ Isles of Greece,” The, 683.
Ismail, siege of, 716, 731 740. See also notes to Don
Juan, 899.
I t is the hour whenfrom the boughs, 320.
“ Ita lia ! oh, Ita lia ! ” 226.
Italian language, aequisition of the, 369.
Italian music, protest of a provincial mayoress
against, 902.
“ Italy! thou art the garden of the world,” 224.
“ Thy wrongs shall ring from side to side,” 226.
“ Thy Roman soul desponds,” 627.
J.
Jackals, number of, among the ruins of Ephesus,
883.
Jackson, John. professor of pugilism, 134. Byron’s
esteem for him, 887, 900.
Jamblicus, the philosopher, 887.
Jealousy, 187, 633, 637.
Jeflrey, Francis Lord, Edinburgh Reviewer, 112,117.
His duel with Moore, 117, 844, 848. “ Pertest of
the train,” 117. “ Literary anthropophagus,” 124.
Poètic expression of Byron’s later feelings regarding him, 765,766.

Jepiitiia’ s Daugiiter, 78.
Jersey, Sarah Countess o f condolatory address to, 75.
Jerusalem? On the day of the Destruction of, 81.
Jesús Chnst, cause o f the crucifixión of, 717. His
“ puré creed made sanction of all ill,” 818, 902.
Jews. was ever Christian land so rich in, 172. “ Those
unbelicvers, who must be believed,” 706.
John Adams lies here, of the parish of Southwell,
“ John Bull, that bottle-conjurer,” 735.
Johnson, Samuel, LL. D.,and his “ haltered heroine ”
Irene, 129. Her murder on the stage prevented,
852. His Life of Milton, 684. His liking for “ an
honest hater,” 794. His belief in ghosts, 827.
“ Journal de Trevoux,” the English, 148.
“ Joy is harbinger of woe,” 68.
Julia Alpinula, “ the daughter, the devoted,” 212.
Cause of her deatli, 870. Epitaph upon her, 870.
Julián the Apostate, 895.
Julián, Count, “ Cava’s traitor-sire,” 181. Yiolation
of his daughter, and its consequences, 858.
Julie, Rousseau’s, 214.
'Julius Cresar, his baldness and means of concealing
it, 239, 874. “ Had Ciesar known but Cleopatra’s
kiss,” 346. “ The black-cyed Roman,” 597. Suitor
of love, 672.
Jungfrau’s “ never-trodden snow,” 229.
“ Junius,” the political-letter-writer, 161. “ Old ‘ No
minis Umbra,’ ” 162.
Júpiter Olympius, temple of, 855, 859.
Jura’s “ capt lieights, 215. “ Her misty shroud,’
216.
Juvenal wrong “ for speaking out so plainly,” 631.
K.
Kalamas, 861
Kaleidoscope, the, 660.
Kant, Immanuel, “ the great Professor,” 771.
Kcats, John, “ who was killed oíT by one critique,”
780.
Kenney, James, the dramatist, 118.
Keppel, Admiral, 627.
Kibitka, “ a cursed sort of carriage,” 758.
Kind Reader! take your choice to cry or laugh, 59.

Kinnaird, Lord, 755.
Knight-errantry and Cervantes, 794.
Knolles, the Turkish historian, 715.
Know ye the land where the cypress and myrtle,
258.
Kosciusko, 167, 771.
Koutousow, afterwards Prince of Smolensko, and his
military exploits, 747.
L.
“ Lachin y Gair,” or, “ Loch na Garr.” 29, 345, 842.
“ Ladies intel·lectual” and “ learnea virgins,” 629.
“ Lie with such a grace,” 645. “ They blush and
we believe them,” 645.
L a d y ! iff o r the cold and cloudy clime, 360.
La Fayette, 627.
Lafltte, “ the truly liberal,” 784.
La Harpe, Colonei, tutor to Alexander I. of Rússia,
170.
Laing’s edition of Ossian, 843.
“ Lake Leman, with its crystal face,” 212,215. Sonnet
to, 97.
Lamb, Charles, and his poètic partnership with
Charles Lloyd, 122, 850.
Lambe, Hon. George, 112, 845. His “ Bceotian
head.” 112, 845. “ Thalia’s luckless votary,” 117.
His dramatic labours, 848.
Lamberti, the Yenetian poet, 892.
Lambro Canzani, 266. His efforts for Greek independence, 879.

L ament of T asso, 356.
Lancilot, one of Arthur’s knights, 379.
Landed interest, the, 171.
Landor, Walter Savage, and his poem of “ Gebir,”
153. Character of his Latin poems, 885. “ That
deep-mouthed Bceotian,” 780.
Langeron, Count de, 733.
Lannes, Duke of Montebello, 627.
Lansdowne, Marquess of. See Petty.
Lanskoi. See Catherine of Rússia.

L ara, A Tale, 293.

“ Laocoon’s torture dignifying pain,” 241. His “ all
eterna! throes,” 693.
“ Laos, wide and fierce,” 196. Characteristics of the
river, 862.
Lascy, General, 743, 745.
Laugier, Abbé, on the character of the Doge Faliero,
398.
Laura, Petrarch’s, 224, 674.
Lausanne, 217.
Lauwinc, “ the thundering,” 229. A name for
avalanche, 873.
Lawyers behold the baser side of life, 766.
“ Learncd virgins,” 629.
Lee, Ilarriet, contributions to the “ Cantcrburv
Tales,” by, 550.
Legacy, sweet is a, 640.
Legal brooms, why so dirty, 766.
“ Legión of Honour, On the Star of the,” 85.
Legitimacy, 713. Its crutch, 755.
Lcigh, Hon. Augusta (Byron’s sister), verses addressed to [“ The castled crag of Drachenfels” J,
210. Stanzas to her, 88. Epistle to her, 89.
Lely, Sir Peter, and his drapery, 800.
Leman, Lake. See Lake Leman.
L ’Enclos. See Ninon.
Leonidas, 739. “ Wliosc every battlc-ficld is holy
ground,” 740.
Leopold, Prince (afterwards King of Belgium),
“ lonely lord and desolate consort,” 242.
Lepanto, battle of, 195, 222, 861.

Lesbia! since fa r fro m you 1 ’ve ranged, 13.
Let Folly smile, to view the ñames, 3.
Lethe’s spring, 687.
“ Leucadia’s cape,” and “ far-projecting rock of
woe,” 195. Sappho’s leap therefrom, 861.
Lcwis, Matthew Gregory, “ wonder-working Lewis,”
115. “ Lewis’ self with all his sprites,” 129. His
advice to Byron in re “ Marino Faliero,” 398.
Foundation of his “ Wood Demon,” 595. His
reason for a dramatic anachronism, 852.
Liakura mountain and its perpetual snow, 869.
Liars, “ praised be all,” 778.
Liberty, royal opponent of, 158. “ Brightest in
dungeons,” 326.
“ Liberty lads o’er the sea,” 99.
Licensing Act, Dramatic, 852.
Lies and lying, 778.
Life in despair, 208. “ Loathing our lifc, and
dreading still to die,” 388. “ Not worth a
potato,” 730. “ Onelife savedathing to recollect,”
758.
“ Lightning sanctifles whate’er it strikes, 225.
Ligne, Prince de, and his memoirs, 733. Wounded,
740.
L ines written in Rousseau’s “ Letters of an Italian
Nun,” 4.
“ Addressed to a young lady,” 14.
“ To Rev. J. T. Becher,” 38.
“ Written beneath an elm in Harrow churchyard,” 46.
“ On hearing that Lady Byron was ill,” 92.
“ Inscribed on a cup formed from a skull,” 53.
“ To Mr. Hodgson,” 56.
“ Written in an album at Malta,” 57.
“ In the Travellers’ Book at Orchomenus,” 59.
“ Written beneath a picture,” 59.
“ From the French,” 65.
“ To a lady weeping,” 65.
“ Written on a blank leaf of the ‘ Pleasures of
Memory,’ ” 65.
See Stanzas. Windsor Poètics.
Lisboa—Lisbon, 179. Its filthiness, 179.
Lisbon packet, lines written on board the, 56.
Literary men, Boccaccio’s objection tc the marriagc
of, 886.
“ Littlc! sweet melodious bard,” 45. Sec Moore,
Thomas.
Livadia and its free-thinking bishop, 863.
Liver, “ the lazaret of hile,” 673.
Lloyd, Charles, and his poctic partnership with
Charles Lamb, 122, 850.
Loans, not merely speculative hits, 784.
Locke’s aversión to poctic culture, 133, 853.
Lofi’t, Capel, 120. “ Còbbler laureats sing to him,”
136. “ Maïcenas of slioe-makers,” 849. “ Accessary” to their “ poctical undoing,” 854.
London and its citizens’ Sunday amusements, 186.
“ Its smoky cauldron,” 618. “ The Devil’s drawing-room.” 773. Its first appearance, 774. “ Whcrc
mischiers daily brewing,” 786. “ One superb
menagerie,” 786. “ London’s noon,” 805. Sec
Westminster.
Long years!—I t tries the th rillin g fram e to bear,
356.
Londonderry, Robert Stewart, second Marquess of.
Sec Castlereagli.
Loneliness, 212.
Long, Edward N o e l: “ generous Cleon,” 36. Yerses
to him, 41.
Longinus, 631, 818. “ O’er a Bottlc,” 648
“ Longman’s liberal aid,” 133.
“ Longueurs,” 685.
Lorraine, Claude, 801.
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Lovc, on thc origin of. 68. “ Love ! young lovc!”
201. “ Love’s reccss,” 217. “ Watching madness,”
229. “ Dics as it was born,” 235. “ No habitant
of eartb,” 236. “ W ill find its way,” 255. “ Light
from hcaven,” 255. Platònic love, 635, 639. First
lovc, 610, 670, 689. Woman’s love, 617, 671, 671.
Man’s love, 672. “ A caprieious powcr,” 652.
“ Naturc’s oracle,” 670. “ The very god of evil,”
672. Its “ best interpreter,” 671. “ His own
avenger,” 691. “ The flrst net,” 701. “ llis lovcliest throne,” 719. “ Grcat opencr of the lieart,”
761. “ Makes man siek,” 781. Its powcr contnisted with that of cash, 785. I’ropriety of the
phrasc “ tender passion,” 815.
“ Love in idleness,” 813.
“ Love of glory’s but an airy lust,” 697.
“ Love of money.” Sec Aloney.
“ Lovc of oflspring’s nature’s general law,” 711.

L ove’s la st A dieu, 11.

Lucifer’s sin. 687.
“ Luck’s all,” 769.
“ Lucretius’ irreligión is too strong,” 631.
Lucullus’s turnip-roasting, 885. His Services to

cookery, 823, 902.

Ludditcs, song for the. 99.
Lusicri, Lord Elgin’s “ agent of devastation,” 859.
Luther, 730.
“ Lutzcn, where fell the Swede,” 167.
“ Lykanthropy,” 757.
Lyttelton, Lord, ghost story related by, 880.
M.
“ M------- ,” To, 12.
“ Mac Flccknoe,” 851.
Machiavelli, Nicolo, 227. See also 730, 773.
Macneil, Hector, 121. Popularity of his poems, 819.
Macpherson’s Ossian, spuriousness of, 813.
“ Madeira trembled to a kiss,” 116, 817.
Mafra, “ where dwelt the Lusian’s luckless queen,”
180. Its extent and magnificence, 857, 858.
Mahomet, 672. First duties enjoined by him, 875.
Maid o f Á thens, ere we part, 59.
Maid of Saragoza. The. See Saragoza.
Majorian’s hazaraous visit to Carthage, 880.
Mallet, David, 116. Work for which Bolingbrokc
hired him, 817.
Malta, Farewell to, 61.
Malthus. Rev. T. R., and his anti-niarriage tlieory,
785. “ Docs the thing ’gainst which he writes, 786.
“ His book ’s the eleventh commandinent,” 820.
Man, “ a strange animal,” 610. “ A phenomenon,”
611. “ Always unjust to wonian,” 672. Frail, compared with paper, 681.
Man’s love. See Lovc.
Manfred, A Dramatic Pocm, 380.
Manfrini Palace, Venicc, 615.
Manley, Mrs. See Atalantis.
“ Mann, of London,” and his pumps, 653.
Mansel, Dr. William Lort, “ Magnus,” 21, 812.
Mansion-House, the, “ a stiflf yct grand ercction,”
777.
Many arc poets who Tiave never penn'd, 367.
Marat, the revolutionist, 627.
Marathon, 202, 212. “ The mountains look on Ma
rathon,” 683. Oirered for sale to Lord Byron, 869.
Marceau, “ honour to,” 211. His monument and
character, 870.
Maria Louisa, Emp'Vess, “ proud Austria’s mournful flower,” 73. Her career after Napoleon’s abdication, 173. Her second husband, “ the martial
Argus,” 173.
Marie Antoinette, effect of grief upon, 881.

“ Marinct’s affair,” and Lord Kinnaird’s connexion
therewith, 755.
Marino F aliero, Doge of Y enice ; An Historical
Tragcdy, 397. Character and career of the liero,
397. Dr. Moorc’s mistakes regarding him, 397,398.
Mr. F. Cohén (now Sir F. PalgraveJ’s translation
of the story, 887. Petrarch on the Doge’s conspiracy, 890.
M a n o n ! why that pensivc brow, 15.
Marius, 792.
Markow, General, 711.
Marlborough, Coxe’s Life of, 681.
Marmion, the “ golden-crested,” 113. “ Good night ”
to, 111, 816. His “ acts of darkness,” 122.
“ Marriage from love,” 671. All comedies ended by,
671. “ The best or worst” of any state, 815.
“ Best state for morals,” 819.
Martial, epigram from, 106. “ Those nauscous epigrams,” 631.
Mary, To, “ on recciving her picture,” 13. “ I havo
a passion for thc name.” 699.
Mary. Queen of Scots, 710, 763.
Matcímiaking, 819.
Matrimony, 785.
Mattcr, Bishop Berkeley’s thcory rcspccting, 771.
“ Tremblcs to come near ” spirit, 839.
Maurice, Rev. Thomas, and “ ali his granite weight
of leaves,” 116. Ilis literary productions, 817.
Mazeppa, 331. Foundation of the tale, 331.
Medici, tne, “ mcrchant-dukcs,” 228.
Meditation, 193.
Megaspelion, view from the monastery of, 863.
Mcknop. General, 718.
Melanctnon, 757.
Mclton jackct, the, 801.
Mcmmon’8 statue, 800.
“ Memory flashes on my brain,” 191.
Mendeli, Mount, and its cave, 869.
Merci, Count, epitaph on, 869.
Merivale, J. H., and “ his associate bard,” 122, 850.
His Ronccsvalles, 369.
Merry’s metaphors, 120.
“ Metaphysics. that labyrintli,” 791.
Metella, Cecilia, tomb of, 873.
Methodisin. cause of the succcss of, 871.
“ Metternieli, power’s foremost parasite,” 173.
Michelli, Madame, thc translator of Shakspcare,892.
Middle age of man, 781.
Milman, Rev. Henry Hart, character of “ The Fall
of Jerusalem ” by, 399.
Milo, Napoleón compared to, 73.
Miltiades, “ the dust of,” 869. “ Freedom's best and
bravest friend,” 683.
Milton, John, 126, 133, 626. His “ heartless daughters,” 626. “ Hapless in his nuptials,” 671. “ A
harsh sire,” 681, 895.
Minotaur, the “ old fablc” of thc, 667.
Mirabeau, 627.
Miser, the, and “ his glittering heaps,” 610. “ Why
cali the miser miserable?” 781. “ He is your
only poet,” 781. His dclights, 785.
Mitford, William, the historian, “ gives thc good old
Greek the lie,” 786. Mcrits and dcfccts of his
history, 900, 901.
Mithridates, “ the Pontic monarch,” and his poison
food, 92.
Mob, the, “ sick of imitating Job,” 715.
Mobility defined, 837, 903.
“ Money is Aladdin’s lamp,” 785. Love of, “ the
only pleasure which requites,” 801. See Cash.
Monkir and Nekir, superstition relative to, 876.
Monks, “ a-propos of, 811.
“ Monmouth GeoflVy’s chronicle,” 827.

MONODY ON THE DeATII OF THE R t . HON. R. B.
Sheridan, 91.
Monsoon, the, “ her steady breath,” 711.
Montagu, Lady Mary Wortley, “ charming Mary,”
699
Montaigne, motto of, 757.
Mont Blanc, 229, 870. “ The monarch of mouiitains,” 381.
Montgomery, James, answcr to a poem of, 37. “ Sad
Alcajus,” ‘ ll6. His “ Wanderer of Switzerland,”
817.
Montgomery! true, the common lot, 37.
Montmorenci, “ sworn foe to charters,” 173.
Moon, the, an exciter of mischief, 638. “ Of amatory egotism the Tuism,” 828.
Moore, Dr. John, mistakes of, relative to Marino
Faliero, 397, 398.
Moore, Thomas, “ poor Little,” 45. His intended
duel with Jeftrey? 45, 817. On his “ last operatic
farce,” 61. On his intended visit to Leigli Ilunt
in gaol, 70. Fragment of an epistle to him, 75.
Verses to him, 100. “ Young Catullus of his day,”
115. “ Little’s leadless pistol,” 117. Dedieation
to him, 270. “ Anacreon Moore,” 637.
“ Morat! the proud, the patriot-ticld,” 212. “ Morat
and Marathon, twin ñames.” 212.
More, Hannali, and her “ Ctelebs,” 628.
More, Sir Thomas, on the scaffold, 880.
Moreau, General, 627.
Morelli, Abbate, 892.
“ Morena’s dusky height,” 184.
Morgan, Lady. See Owenson, Miss.
Morqante Maggioiie of Pulci, 369. Byron’s reasons
for translating it, 369. Pulci’s design in writing
the poem, 369. His “ punch on the head,’’ 887.
Morosini, Venetian poet, 893.
“ Mortality! tliou liast thy monthly bilis,” 741.
Moscow conflagration : “ Her flery exit,” 113. “ Sublimest of vulcanoes,” 167. Sympathy of the lampligliters and tallow-chandlcrs, 856. Napoleon’s
heartless allusion to, 870.
Moses (“ the Hebrew” ), Michael Angelo’s statue
of, 367.
Mossop, the actor, 12, 841.
“ Mother Cliureh weeps o’er her offspring, Tithes,”
172.
“ Mountains are a feeling,” 213.
Muchtar Pacha’s son’s wife’s jealousy and its tragic
results, 877.
“ Muezzin’s call,” 197, 876.
Murat, “ of the snow-white plume,” 83. Treatment
of his remains, 815.
Murray, John, Epistle from, to Dr. Polidori, 100.
Poetic epistles to, 100, 101, 107.
Muse, Farewell to the, 49.
Muse of the many twinkling fe e t! 113.
“ Music breathing from her face,” 260. Remarks on
the correctness of the expression, 878. “ Music in
ali things,” 816.
“ Music, Triumph of,” 847.
Mussulmans, sincerity in the devotions of the, 871.
Mussulwomen, unintcllectual condition of the,
622.
Musí thou go, my glorious Chief 81.
Musters, Mrs. See Chawortli.
My boat is on the shore, 100.
My dear Mr. Murray, 101.
“ My grandmother’s review, The British,” 619.
My hair is grey, but not with years, 327.
My sister ! my sioeet sister! i f a name, 89.
My soul is dark—O h! quickly string, 78.
“ Mysteries and moralities,” the flrst theatrical
representations, 852.

N.
“ Nabuchodonosor. king of men,” 706.
Nadir Shah, and tne cause of his deatli, 758.
Naidi, the singer, 118,818.
Napoleón Buonaparte, “ greatest nor worst of men,”
poetic rcflcctions on, 208. Ode to him, 72. “ The
new Sesostris,” 165. His annoyances at Saint
Helena, 165, 166. “ To melt three fools to a Napo
león,” 169. The farmers’ “ great Triptolemus,”
171. “ Crushed by the northern Tlior,” 620. “ Ceres
feli with Buonaparte,” 758. Colour of his eyes,
763. “ The modern Mars,” 771. “ Where is Napo
león the Grand?” 782. “ Seemed quite a Júpi
ter,” 783. “ Had Buonaparte won at Waterloo,”
815. A Polish oftlcer’s devotion to him, 845. His
heartless allusion to Moscow, 870. His inscription
on the sea walLs of the Adriàtic, 902. His Empress:
See Maria Louisa. His son: See Reichstadt.

N apoleon’s F arewell, 85.
Napoli di Romania, 308.
Native land, sensation on leaving one’s, 651.
Nature, “ the kindest mother, 191. “ Maternal
nature,” 209. “ Sacred nature,” 239. “ Teaches
more than power can spoil,” 712. “ Might forego
her debt,” 817. “ Nature’s nature,” 821.
Nay, smile not at my sullen brow, 188.
Nebuchadnezzar. See Nabuchodonosor.
Neippcrg, Count, Empress Maria Louisa’s second
husband, “ The martial Argus,” 173.
Nekir. See Monkir.
“ Nelson was once Britannia’s god of war,” 627.
“ Nem. con. leads oft to cnm. con.,” 825.
Nemesis, great, 231, 237.
“ N em i! navell’d in the woody hilis,” 212. The retreat of Egeria, 871.
Nero, flowers strewed upon the tomb of, 686, 696.
Nero, the Consul, unequalled march of, 885.
Nessus’ robe, 781, 827.
“ New Jerusalem,” and modern Jews, 172.
Newfoundland dog, inscriptions on the monument
of a, 53.
Newstead, To an oak at, 50.
Newstead Abbey, On leaving, 3. Elegy on, 30. Described under the ñame of “ Norman Abbey,” 799.
Newstead! fast-falling, once resplendent dome! 30.
Newton. Sir Isaac, “ that proverb of the mind,” 730.
Anecdote of the falling apple, 764.
Ney and “ Nay,” 755, 899.
Niger. See Nile.
“ N ight! thou wert not sent for slumber,” 216.
Night wanes—the vapours round the mountains
curVd, 301.
Nightingale, the, or “ Bulbul,” and its “ Sultana,”
245, 874. Its attachment to the rose, 261, 871, 878.
“ Unseen as sings the,” 689. Nature of its notes,
878.
“ N il admirari,” happiness of the, 710, 797.
“ Nile’s famous flood,” 167.
Nile or Niger, “ those shuflling negroes,” 791.
“ Nimrod’s hunting box,” 706.
Ninon de 1’Enclos, 710.
“ Nisus, the guardián o f the portal, stood,” 19.
N o breath of a ir to break the wave, 215.
N o specious splcndour of this stone, 26.
Noble, life of a young, 782.
North, the moral, 633.
Northerton, Ensign, 873.
North-west passage, 797.
N ot in those elimes where 1 have late been straying,
175.
Nothing so difficult as a beginning, 686.
“ Noveltiesptease less than tliey impress,” 791.
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Novéis “ set young hearts bleeding,” 688.
Numa Pompilius, 630.

P.
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O Love! O Glory! what are ye iuho fiy,
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“ Oak a t Newstead,” To an, 50.
Obstinacy and flrmness, convertible terms according
to circumstances, 815.
Ocean, apostrophe to the, 243.
Ocean stream, the, 699.
O de on V e n ic e , 102.
O de to N a po león , 72.

Odessa, founder and benefactor of, 716.

O'er the glad waters ofthe darle blue sea, 271.
Offspring, love of, 714.

Of all thebarbarous middle ages, that, 784.
Of two fa ir virgins, modest, though aamired, 99.
Oh! Anne , your offences to me have been gnevous,
48.
“ Oh! banish care ”—such ever be, 61.

Oh, blood and thunder! and oh, blood and wounds!
739.

Oh, Castlereagh! thou art a patriot now, 107.
Oh! could Le Sage's demon1s gift, 11.
Oh! did those eyes, instead of fire, 12.
Ohfactious viper! whose envenom’d tooth, 26.
Oh, Friend! for ever loved, 3.
Oh! h a d m yfate beenjoin'dwith thine,i2.
Oh! how I wish that an embargo, 59.
Oh L ady! when I left the shore, 51.
Oh, M ariamne! now foí' thee, 81.
Oh! might I kiss those eyes of fire, 5.
Oh, my lonely- lonely—lonely Pillow, 110.
Oh, say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have
decreed, 49.
Oh! snatcli’d away in beauty's bloom, 78.
Oh, talk not to me of anam é great in story, 109.
Oh, thou ! in Helias deein’d ofheavenly birth, 176.
Oh, Venice! Venice! when thy marble icalls, 102.
Oh! weepfor those that v:ept by BábeVs stream, 77.
Oh, Wellvngton! (or “ Villainton !”)—for fame, 755.
Oh! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow, 8.
Oh y e ! who teach the ingenuous youth ofnations,
650.

Oh! yes, I wül oum we were dear to each other, 44.
Oh you, who in all ñames can tickle the town, 70.
Oíd age, “ creeping on apace,” 680.
O’Meara, Barry, “ the stiff surgeon,” 166.

On Joraan’s banks the Arab's camels stray,

77.
O n t h is day I com plete my t iiir t y -s ix t ii y e a r , 110.

Once moi'e in marts frail world! which 1 liad
left, 361.
One struggle more, and I amfree, 63.
Orchomenus, Lines written in the Travellers’ Book
at, 59.
O’Reilly, General Count, “ who took Algiers,” 642.
“ Origin of Love,” On the, 68.
Orla. See Calmar and Orla.
Orphans, loneliness of, 820.
Orthodoxy. See Heterodoxy.
O scar o f A lva , A T a le , 16.

Ossian. See Macpherson.
Otho, “ Rome’s sixth emperor,” 392.

Our life is two-fold: Sleep hath its own world, 90.
Our natiortsfoes lament on Fox’s death, 26.
“ Ovid ’s a rake,” 631. Love’s tutor, 672.
Owenson, Miss (Lady Morgan), and her “ Ida of
Athens,” 863.
Oxenstiern, wise, 811. His remark on world government, 901.
Oysters, “ amatory food,” 668. “ May be cross’d in
love,” 814.

“ Pagets for your wife,” 119.
“ Pain,” 92.
Palafox’s htroic answer, “ W ar to the knife,” 189,858.
Palatine, Mount, “ the Imperial Mount,” 234.
Palgrave, Sir Francis (Mr. F. Cohén), translation of
the story of Marino Faliero by, 887.
Palmerston, Lord, 11.
Pantaloon, origin of the word, 872.
“ Pantheon! pride of Rome,” 239, 874.
“ Pantisocrasy,” 684.
Paper, man’s survivor, 684. Gold preferable to, 784.
Paper credit, 141.
Parca?, the, 700.
Parent of golden dreams. Romance! 29.
P a r e n t iie tic al A ddress , by Dr. Plagiary, 66.
Paris, “ the D ardan boy,” 813.
P a r is in a , 319. Occurrence on which the poem is
founded, 319, 883, 884.
Parker. Margaret, on the death of (“ a young
lady”), 2.
Parker, Sir Peter, elegiae stanzas on the death of, 76.
Parks, “ those vegetable puncheons,” 781.
Parnassus, 185. “ The Muses’ seat,” 185. “ Loved
Parnassus,” 195. “ Poor as Irus,” 133.
Parthenon, mutilation of the, 859.
Parting, On, 60.
“ Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle,” 667.
Pasqualigo, naval bravery of, 892.
Passion “ raves itself to rest,” 188. Its fruits, 194.
“ F ix’d passion holds his breatli,” 215. “ Most
dissembles,” 634. “ Glorious in a lover,” 674.
“ Overwrouglit with,” 693.
“ Passions in their full growth,” 691. “ Their ex
treme verge,” 698.
Paswan Oglou and his “ rebel hordes,” 265, 879.
Paternóster Row, 133.
Patience, “ th a t word was made for brutes of
burthen,” 385.
Patroclus. 695.
Pausanias and Cleonice, tragic story of, 388, 887.
Peacock, the, “ whose ta il’s a diadem,” 738.
Pelagio. Or Pelagius, 181.
Pentelicus, Mount, and its cave, 869.
Persecution not refutation, 717.
Persian, “ devilish doctrine of the two principies of
the,” 797.
Pertinacity. See Firmness.
Petersburgh, “ th a t pleasant capital of painted
snows,” 759.
Pétion, Mayor of Paris, 627.
Petrarch, 227. His “ laureate brow,” 227. “ Platònic
pimp of all posterity,” 699. His remarks on the
conspiracy of Marino Faliero, 890. See Arqua.
Laura.
“ Petticoat influence,” 808.
Petty, Lord Henry (afterwards Marquis of Lansdowne), 25,118, 842.
Phsedra, 713.
“ Philanthropy’s rare stamp,” 198.
Phillips, Ambrose, 131.
“ Philo-genitiveness,” 786.
Philosophy, 188, 825. A short colloquy with, 673.
“ Phyle’s brow,” 200. Fort Phyle, 863. Its remains,
868.

“ Physicians mend or end us,” 769.
“ Picture (a) is the past,” 828.
Pigot, J. M. B., Esq.. reply to some verses of, 28.
Pigot, Miss (“ E liza”), verses to, 28.
“ Pillans shall traduce his friend,” 117.
“ Pindar sang horse-races,” 683.

“ Pindus’ inland peak,” 195. “ Bleak Pindus,” 196.
Pins, “ those cursed,” 724.
Pistol, effect of the cocking of a, 691.
Pitt, Rt. Hon. William, 26, 27, 126. Epitaph for
liim, 106. Opinión entertained of him by “ his
very rival,” 165. Proximity of their graves,
165. “ Renowned for ruining Great Britain gratis,
756. His addi tions to our Parliamentary tonguc,
851.
Plato, Pagan, 130. His “ dialogues drainatic,” 825.
“ Consoled by his own repartee,” 832. Book found
under his pillow a t his death, 852. His retort on
Diogenes, 902.
Platonism and Platònic love, 635, 638, 815.
Play, the two pleasures of, 806.
Playhouses. See Drama.
“ Pleasure! you are indeed a pleasant thing,” 639.
“ A sin,” 641. Its shrine,649. “No sterner moralist
tlian,” 680.
“ Pleasures of Memory,” lines written on a blank
leaf of, 65.
Plutarch, “ the good oíd Greek,” 786. Mitford’s
abuse of him, 900.
Plymlev, Peter. See Smitli, Rev. Sydney.
Poesy, “ nothing so difiieult as a beginning in,” 686.
Poets and Poetry. “ Many are poets who have
never penn’d,” 367. Poets “ the foster-babes of
Fame,” 697. Amatory poets “ little think what
mischief is in liand,” 699. Duties of a truc poet,
749. “ Greatest living poets,” 780.
Poggio’s exclamation over ruined Rome, 872.
Poland, “ still a waste,” 167.
Polidori, Dr., epistle from Mr. Murray to, 100.
Polycrates, 683.
Polygamy “ spawns warriors by the seorc,” 751.
Pompey’s “ dread statue,” 23J. “ Hero, conqueror,
and cuckold,” 672.
Pope, Alexander, “ better to err with,” 113. His
“ puré strain,” 113. His youthful eclogucs, 131.
“ Would stop to polish by the way,” 132.
Popular applause, the “ glorious meed ” of, 682.
Porson, Professor, 842.
Pòrtland, William Henry Cavendish, tliird Duke o f ;
“ oíd dame Pòrtland,” 123. Jeu d’esprit upon him,
850.
Portugal, “ Lusitania,” 181. Character of its people,
857.
Posterity “ a dubious kind of reed,” 786.

“ Pygmalion’s statue waking,” 722.
Pylades and Orestes, 842.
Pyramus and Thisbe, 706.
Pyrrhic dance, the, 677, 683.
“ Pyrrho, on a sea of speculation,” 757.
Q.
Quaker, To a beautiful, 25.
Queens, “ generally prosperous in reigning,” 769.
Querini, Alvise, honourable career of, 892.
“ Quiet to quick bosoms is a liell,” 209.
“ Quite refreshing
“ affected phrase,” 749.

R.
Rage, “ the wine of passion,” 340.
Rage in woman, 714.
Rainbow, description of a, 660. See Iris.
“ Ramazani’s Fast,” 197.
“ Ram Alley,” extract from Barry’s comedy of, 856.
“ Raphael, who died in thy embrace,” 619, 894.
Women “ can transfigure brighter than.” 818.
“ Rapp the harmonist embargo’d marríage,” 819.
“ Reverse of zealous matrons,” 820. State of the
colonies founded by him, 902.
Ravenna, “ fortress of falling empire,” 228. Reverence of its people for D ante.228. Its “ immemorial
wood,” 686. Its “ carnage, 697.
Ravenstone, meaning of the epithet. 894.
Reason: “ let it not be overswayecl,” 528. “ Ne’er
was hand in glove with rhyme,” 763.
Red Sea, not red, 665.
“ Reformadoes,” the, 765.
“ Refreshing.” See Quite refreshing.
Reichstadt. Napoleón Francois Charles Josepli,
Duke of (son of Napoleón I.), “ the young Astyanax
of modern Troy,” 173. Hopes defeated by his
death, 902.
Religious persecution, folly of, 717.
Rem brandt’s darkness, 801.
Remember him, whom passion1s poner, 69.
Remember thee ! remember thee, 67.
“ Remcmbrance,” 38.
Remind me not, remind me not, 54.
Remorse: “ the mind th a t broods o’er guilty woes,”
249.
Posterity will ne'er survey, 107.
“ Renown ’s all h it or miss,” 733.
Potemkin, Prince, 734. His pithy order to Suwarrow Rent, “ the grand agrarian alchymy.” 171. “ Down
to take Ismail, 734.
with everything and up with rent,” 172.
Potiphar, the spouse of, 713.
Repletion, 702.
Pouqueville, M. de, 861.
“ Revenge in person ’s certainly no virtue,” 630.
“ Powell’s pistol ready for your life,” 119.
“ Revolution alone can save the earth,” 745
Pratt, Samuel J a s .: “ Hail, Sympathy,” 115.
Reynolds, Frederick, dramatist, and his favourite
P r a y e r o f N a tu r e , The, 41.
expletives, 118, 848.
Prayer, the hour of, 685.
Rhine, the, “ exulting and abounding river,” 210.
Pride “ leads the mind to soar too far,” 687.
“ The wicíe and winding,” 210. “ These banks of,”
“ Pride's oppressive weight,” 795.
211. “ Adieu to thee,” 211.
Prince Regent. See George the Fourth.
Rhonc, “ the arrowy,” 213. “ The swift,” 216 Depth
P r iso n e r o f C h illó n , T h e , 326.
of its blue, 870, 871.
Proctor, Bryan Waller, “ Barry Cornwall” (“ gentle Rialto, the, 221, 616.
Euphues ” ), “ a sort of moral me,” 780.
Ribas, Admiral, “ known in Russian story,” 734.
Ribaupierre, General, 747.
Prologue for a private theatrical performance, 26.
P rom eth eu s , 96. His “ unforgiven ” íilching, 610.
Rich, Claudius, Esquire, and the “ bricks of Babel,”
P r o piie c y of D a nte , The, 360. Occasion of the
706.
poem, 360. See Dante.
Richards, Rev. George, D.D., “ wakes a genuine
Protesilaus, 695.
poet’s fires,” 123.
Pulci, “ sire of the half-serious rhyme,” 687. See Richelieu, Duc de, liumanity of, 716.
Ridotto, description of a, 620.
Morgante Maggiore.
“ Rienzi! last of Rom ans! ” 235, 873, 874.
Punning, classical authority for, 851.
Pye, Henry James, poet laureate, 113. “ W h at! Pye, Riga, Greek patriot, translation of the famous warsong of, 59. His career and end, 844.
come again ? ” 163.
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Ring: “ the damn’dest part of matrimony,” 763.
River, that rollest by the ancient walls, 104.
Rochefoucault’s maxims, 872.
Rogers, Samuel: “ melodious Rogers,” 121. Characterised as “ Pollio,” 135. Dedication to liim, 245.
Byron’s opinión of liis “ Pleasures of Memory,”
849, 880. Idea borrowcd from liirn, 880.
Romaic—or modern Greek—Songs, translations of,
59, 60.

Romance, T o, 29.

Roman daughter, story of the: “ There is a
dungeon,” 239, 874.
Roman Labourers’ Chorus, 220.
Rome, “ bows her to the storm,” 226. “ Lone mother
of dead empires,” 230. “ The Niobe of nations,”
230. Poggio’s exclamation o’er its ruins, 872. lts
present degradation, 873. “ The spoiler or the spoil
of France.” 364.
Romilly, “ the lamented late Sir Samuel,” 628. His
suicide, 628.
Roque, M., on the character of the modern Greeks,
864.
Rosbach, trivial cause which led to the battle of,
398.
Roscoe’s Leo the Tenth, mysterious story from, 882,
883.
“ Rothschild, and his fellow Christian, Baring,” 784.
Rousseau, Jean Jacques: Lines written in his
Letters of an Italian Nun, 4. “ Self-torturing
sophist,” 213. His “ memorable kiss,” 214. 871.
His life “ one long war with self-sought foes,” 214.
Scenery of Clarens, and his connexion with it, 216.
871. Scene of the catastrophe of his “ Heloise,”
885.
“ Rousseau—Yoltaire—our Gibbon—and De Staél,”
97.
“ Rumour, that live gazette,” 817.
Rushton, Robert (“ my little page” ), 178.
S.
Sabbath in London, 186.
Sabellicus, epithet bestowed on Yenice by, 872.
Sadness, Greeee the abiding place of, 202.
Saint Angelo, castle of, “ the mole which Hadrian
reared,” 240, 874.
Saint Anthony. See Anthony.
Saint Augustine. See Augustine.
Saint Bartholomew, 704. Nature of his martyrdom,
896.
Saint Francis and his “ monàstic concubine,” 719.
How he overcame the devil, 898, 899.
Saint Helena, “ yon lone isle,” 165. “ The rocky
isle,” 166.
Saint Mark’s, Venice. 222. The Saint’s lion, 872.
Saint Peter sat by the celestial yate, 153.
Saint Pcter’s, Rome, “ the vast and wondrous dome,”
240, 367, 887.
Saint Sophia, Constantinople: “ Sopliia’s bright
roofs,” 240. “ Cupola with golden glearn,” 699.
Salamis, “ unconquered,” 138. “ The day of,” 168.
“ The gulf, the rock of,” 246. “ Sea-born Salamis,”
683.
Salvator Rosa. “ savage Salvatore,” 800.
Sanguinetto, ‘‘ where the dead made the earth wet,”
228.
“ Santa Croce’s holy precincts,” 227, 228.
Sappho, “ the Lesbian,” 195. Doubtful morality of
her “ Ode,” 631. “ Sage blue stocking,” 672. The
place of her leap, 861.
Saragoza, heroism of the maid of, 184. “ Her more
than Amazonian blade,” 169.
S ard an apa lu s , a Tragedy, 443. Sketch o f the
story on which it is founded, 893.

Satan’s “ power to pay a heavenly visit,” 157.
“ Satirio rhyme íirst sprang from selfish spleen,”
127.
“ Satanic Scliool,” the, 152.
S aú l , 79. His “ Song beforc his last battle,” 79.
Savary’s devotion to Napoleón, 845.
“ Scamander, oíd,” 695.
Sehiller, 223.
Scliroepfer, ghost raised by, 903.
Seimitars, Turkish, peculiarities of, 879.
Scipio Africanus weeping over Carthage, 894.
“ Scipios’ tomb contains no ashes now,” 230.
“ Scorpion girt by flre,” 249. Its alleged suicidal
habit, 875.
Seotland and “ Auld lang syne,” 766.
Scott, Sir Walter, satirical allusions to, 113,114,122,
126. Dedication to him, 511.
“ Scriptures out of churcli are blasphemies,” 803,
901.
“ Sea attorney,” specimen of a, 675.
Sea-coal fires, 619, 801.
Sea-sickness, “ best of remedies ” against, 651.
Sea walls of the Adriàtic, inscription on the, 902.
Seale’s “ false quantities,” 11. His Greek Metres,
841.
Second-hearing, superstition of, 876.
“ Self-love,” 719, 762.
Semiramis, 446. “ Glorious parent of a lmndred
kings,” 447. “ A sort of semi-glorious human
monster,” 447. “ The calumniated queen,” 706.
Babylon rebuilt by her, 897.
S en n ac iie rib , The Destruction of, 82.
Senses, trust not your, 805.
Servetus, 130.
S estos, Verses written after swimming from, 58.
Seven Towers, prison of tlie, 715.
Seville, proud, 183, 185, 858. “ Famous for oranges
and women,” 628.
Sforza, Ludovico, 884.
Shakspcare, 65, 223, 732, 869. His “ ever-blooming
garden,” 813.
Shaving, an entailed curse, 808.
She walks in beauty, like the night, 76.
“ She epistle,” earth has nothing like a, 804.
Shee, Sir Martin Archer, P.R.A., poetic eulogy on,
121.

Sheridan, Rt. Hon. Richard Brinsley, Monody on
the death of, 94. His eloquence, 94, 95.
Sheridan, Tilomas, and “ Beaumont’s pilfer’d Caratach,” 118.
Shipwreck of the “ Trinidada,” 652—661.
Shooter’s Hill, 773, 775.
S iege of C o r in tii , The, 308. Incident on which the
poem is founded, 308.
Sierra Morena, the, and its fortifications, 184, 858.
Sigamm, Cape, 695.
Simeón, llev. Charles, 130. His Calvinistic ardour,
and rustic coadjutor, 852.
Simoom, the, and its cfi'ects, 248, 693.
Since now the hour is come at last, 6.
Since our country, our God—Oh my sire ! 78.
Since the refi.ne.ment of this p o lis ta age, 26.
“ Sinking Fund’s unfathomable sea,” 838.
Skeftington, Sir Lumley, 118.
S ketch , A, 86.
Skull, Lines inscribed on a cup formed from a, 53.
Slave market at Constantinople, 698—702.
Slavery o f men to their own whims, 702.
“ Sleep hath its own world,” 90. “ Sleep is awful,”
666. State of sleep, 690.
Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run, 138,284.
Smith, Mrs. Spencer, “ sweet Florence,” 194. Verses
to her, 57. “ Sweet Florence, where art thou ? ” 58.

Smith, Rev. Sydney, “ smug Sydney,” 117. Characterised as “ Peter Pith,” 836. His “ fat fen vicarage,” 836. His Plymley Letters, 848. His “ twelve
parson-power ” joke, 900.
Smith, Wm., M.P. See Southey.
Smoking, eulogy on, 347.
Snow a remedv for not blood. 633, 719, 895, 898.
So Castlereagh has cut his throat! 107.
So he has cut his throat at last! 107.
So we ll go no more a-roving, 100.
Socicty, “ the sweet eonsequence of,” 747. “ Is but
a gamo,” 790. “ That china without flaw,” 792.
“ One polish’d liorde,” 803. “ That wild,” 806.
“ The snakc,” 815.
Sócrates, the “ murder’d sage,” 138. His confession
of ignorance, 730. “ Great Socrates,” 818. “ Model
of all duty,” 825. His death, 855. Why put to
death, 858.
Soignies, wood of, and its historical associations, 869.
Solano “ the traitor,” 188, 858.
Solitude, true elements of, 193. “ Least alone in,”
215. “ Should teach us how to die,” 225. Humorous deflnition, of 636. “ Her realms,” 705. Crime
not her child, 746.
“ Solitudes called social,” 689.
Solyman; was he the last of his line ? 897.

Song for tiie L uddites, 99.
Song of Saúl before iiis last battle, 79.
Sonnet on Chillón, 326.
“ To Genevra,” 70.
“ To the same,” 70.
“ To George the Fourth,” 104.
“ To Lake Leman,” 97.
“ From Vittorelli,” 99.
Sons of the Greeks, arise, 59.
“ Soraete’s ridge,” 230.
“ Sorrow ponders on the past,” 203. “ Preys upon
its solitude,” 503.
Sotheby, William, 121. “ His Orestes,” 101. “ Oíd
Botherby,” 148. His muse, 648. His writings, 849.
“ Soul,” 813.
South, Dr., “ Whom every week I study,” 668.
Southcote, Joanna, and her “ Shiloh,” 156, 685, 783.
Southey, Robert, LL.D., 113. “ The bailad monger,”
114. His “ tremendous Thalaba ” and other works,
114, 134, 846. Ludicrous story fathered on his
“ Curse of Kehama,” 853. Kis “ Joan of Are,”
114. His “ epic mountains,” 128. Strictures on
his alleged political apostasy, 152. His culogium on Walter Savage Landor, 153. Sarcastic
allusions to him, 156, 160, 162-164. Satirical account of his career, 163, 164. His “ last Pican,” 75.
Ironical dedication of “ Don Juan” to him, 625.
Lines playfully quoted from him, 650. Allusions
to him in that poem, 648, 684, 780.
Spagnoletto’s “ tainted brush,” 801.
Spain, “ compass’d by unyielding focs,” 181. “ Renown’d, romàntic land,” 181. “ Saa will be thy
reckoning day,” 184.
Spanish maids and women, 184.
Spartan broth. 836.
“ Spartan’s epitaph,” the, 222. Its origin, 872.
Spot ofm y youth! whose hoary branches sigh, 46.
Staél, Madame de (Corinna): “ Pray Heaven she tell
the truth,” 101.
Stamboul. See Constantinople.

Stanzas:

“ To a lady with the poems of Camoéns,” 8.
“ To Augusta,” 87, 88.
“ To a lady on leaving England,” 55.
“ Composed during a thunder-storm,” 57.
“ Written in passing the Ambracian gulf,” 58.
“ For music, 74, 83, 97, 99.

St a n z a s :

“ Elegiae, on the death of Sir Peter Parker,” 76.
“ To the Po,” 104.
“ Could Love for ever,” 105.
“ When a man hath no freedom,” 106.
“ Written on the road between Florence and
Pisa,” 109.
“ To a Hindoo air,” 110.
Star of the brave!—whose beam hath shed, 85.
Start not—ñor deem my spirit fied, 53.
Stiekles, John, 852.
Stili musí 1 hear í—shall hoarse Fitzgerald bawl,
112.

“ Stoics—men without a heart,” 702.
S ton ch en g cw h a t the devil is it? ” 776.
Stott. grovelling, 113. Specimen of his bathos, 846.
Strahan, Tonson, Lin tot ofthe times, 102.
Stranger! behold, inteir'd together, 60.
Strangford, Lord, “ Translator of the tinsel song,”
115. His egotistic laudation of blue eyes, 115, 847.
Character of his rendering of Camoéns, 115, 847.
Suicide, the impelling motive to, 805, 806.
“ Suli’s rocks” and “ shaggy shore,” 195, 198, 684.
Suliotes, liospitality of the, 198.
Sulpicius’s letter to Cicero, 872.
Sun of the sleepless! melancholy star! 80.
Sunday in London, 186.
“ Sunium’s marbled steep,” 684.
Sunrise, 665.
Sunset, “ an hour dear unto all,” 689.
Superstition: “ sacerdotal gain,” 195.
“ Suspense, the surest way for ladies,” 815.
“ Suspicion’s sanctuary,” 214.
Suwarrow or Souvarotf, 701, 731, 734, 735, 736, 737.
“ Could rhyme like Ñero,” 754. His “ mad
rhymes,” 761.
Sweet g i r l ! though only once we met, 25.
Sylla, triumphant, 231. The man-slayer, 746.
Sympathy, “ nought in this bad world like,” 810.
Symplegades, “ the new,” 172. “ The blue,” 699.
“ System dotli reverse the Titan’s brcakfast,” 805.
T.
Tact, “ that modern phrase,” 645.
“ Talavera’s plain,” 182.
Tam bourgi! Tam bourgi! thy 'larum afar, 199.
Tarpeian rock, the, 234.
Tasso, Torquato, 225. “ Victor unsurpass’d in
modern song,” 225. Relies of him at Ferrara, 356.
See Lament of Tasso.
Tattersall, Rev. John Cecil—“ Davus (Byron’s
schoolfellow), 35.
Tavell, Rev. G. F., college tutor, 128. Cause of
Byron’s satiric mention of him, 852.
Tea, “ Chínese nymph of tears,” 692.

T ear, The, 27.
Tears, difference between men’s and women’s, 712.
Temporanee delights Venus, 836.
Teniers, 801.
Tepalen, the “ glittering minarets” of, 197.
Terni, cascade of, “ a matchless cataract,” 229, 872.
Thames, the: “ thy Thamis,” 186. “ H a il! Thamis,
lia il! ” 776. “ The gentle sound of,” 776.
The antique Persians taught three useful things,
826.
The Assyrian carne doum like thewolfon thefoíd, 82.
The brdziers, it seems, are preparing to pass, 106.
The castled crag of Drachenfels, 210.
The chain 1 gave was f a ir to view, 65.
The Devil returned to hell by two, 71.
Thefight was o'er; thefiashmg through the gloom,
348.
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The “ good oíd tim es"—all times when oíd are
good, 165.
The harp the monarch minstrel swept, 77.
The isles of Greece. the isles of Greece, 683.
The K iiig ivas on his throne, 80.
The kiss, dear m a id ! thy lip has left, 60.
The land where I was bom sits by the seas, 379.
The man o f firm and noble soul, 5.
The modest bard, like muny a bard unknown, 59.
The Moorish K in g vides up and down, 97.
The m om ing watch ivas come ; the vessel lay, 339.
The “ Origin of Love! " —Ah, why, 68.
The roses o f love glad the garden o f Ufe, 14.
The serfs are glad through Lava’s ivide domain,
293.
The Son of Love and Lovd of War 1 sing, 107.
The spell is broke, the charm is flotan! 58.
The S pirit of the fervent days ofO ld , 363.
The ivild gazelle on Judalïs hills, 77.
The winds are high on Helle’’s wave, 263.
The ivorld is a bundle of hay, 106.
Themistocles, tomb of, 245, 874.
There be none o f Beauty's daughters, 82.
There is a tear fo r all that die, 76.
There is a tide in the affairs ofmen, 717.
There's not ajoy the ivorld can give, 83.
There ivas a time, I need not ñame, 54.
Thermopylae, 246, 364, 683.
These locks which fondly thus enturiñe, 16.
“ Theseus’ fané,” 138.
They say that Hope is happiness, 99.
Thine eyes' blue tenderness, thy lon gfa ir hair, 70.
Think'st thou 1 saiv thy beauteous eyes, 7.
This band, which bound thy yellow hair, 37.
This day, of all our days, lias done, 106.
T h iffa in t resemblance ofthy charms, 13.
This votivo pledge offond esteem, 8.
Thornton, Thomas, mistakes of, relative to the
character of the modern Greeks, 865. Ilis miscorrection of Pouqucville, 865, note *.
Those flaxen locks, thosc eyes ofblue, 51.
Thou art not false, but thou art fickle, 68.
Thou “ lay thy branch of laurel down," 69.
Thou Power! who hast ruled me through infancy's
days, 49.
Thou whose spell can raise the dead, 79.
Though the day of my destiny's over, 88.

T hoüohts süggested by a College E xamination,

24.
Thrasimene’s lake, and defeat of the Romans there,
228.
“ Thrasybulus and his train,” 200.
Through cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 58.
Through life's dull road so dim and dirty, 106.
Through thy battlements, Neivstcad, the hollow
winds whistle, 3.
Thunderstorm, description of a, 215, 871. Stanzas
composed during one, 57.
Thurlow, Thomas Hovell, second Lord: On the
poems of, 69. Lines “ To Lord Thurlow,” 69.
Thy cheek is palé with thought, but not fro m woe,
70.
Thy days are done. thy fame begun. 79.
Thy verse is “ sad " enough, no douot, 49.
T iiyrza, T o, 62. Otber pieces devoted to the same
fair one, 62, 63.
Tibullus, imitation of, 5.
Tillotson, Archbishop, 668, 730.
Timbuctoo, there “ black is fair,” 791.
Time, 204, 223, 241, 684, 687, 688.
T im e ! on whose arbitrary iving, 67.
Tiresias, 813.
'T is done—and shivering in the gale, 55.

'T is done—but yesterday a K in g ! 72.
'T is done !—l saw it in my dreams, 38.
'T is known, at least it should be, that throughout,
614.
’T is time this heart should be unmoved, 110.
T ita n ! to whose immortal eyes. 96.
“ Tittle-tattlc, that abominable,” 788.
Titus, Love’s master, 672.
To be thefather of the fatherless, 104.
To hook the reader, you, John Murray, 100.
“ Tobacco, sublime,” 347.
Tombs, huge, 706.
Tomerit, vast, 196. Its ancient ñame, 862.
Tom Jones, “ we have no accomplish’d blackguards
like,” 805.
Tonson, Jacob, epithets bestowed on his writers by,
902.
Tower of Babel. See Babel.
Town and country, 836.
Townsend, Rev. George, plan and fatc of a poem by,
851.
Trafalgar, 195, 243.
Trajan, Emperor, 234. “ His sovereign virtues,”
234. His column, 873.

T ranslations and I mitations :

From yEschylus, 6.
Anacreon, 6.
Catullus, 4, 5.
Dante, 379.
Domitius Marsus, 5.
Euripides, 24, 59.
French, the, 83, 84, 85, 105.
Horaee, 5.
Martial, 106.
Portuguese, the, 70.
Pulci, 369.
Romaic or modern Greek, the, 60,68.
Spanish, the, 97.
Tibullus, 5.
Vittorelli, 99.
Trccentisti, the, 683.
“ Trec of knowledgc has bcen pluck’d,” 640.
Trimmer’s, Mrs., books on cducation, 628.
Triumph, the rock of, 234.
Troy, 684, 697.
Truth “ stranger tlian fletion,” 816.
“ Tully’s voice and Virgil’s lay,” 231.
Turkey and the Turks, 868. Sincerity of their
devotions. 871. Condition of their women 621,
716.
Turnpike roads, culogy on, 773.
’Twas after dread Pultowa's day, 331.
’Twas now the hour when N iglit had driven, 6.
Twilight in Greece. 855. “ Sweet hour,” 686.
“ Two F oscari,” The. 483.
“ Tyre’s proud piers,” 123.
Tyrian purplc, 827, 902.

U.
Ulysses and his “ Argus,” 676. His whistle, 804.
Unhappy Dives! in an evil hour, 61.
Unities. See Dramatic Unities.
Utraikey, lone, 198.

y
Vaccination, 640.
Vampire, superstition of the, 876.
Vandals, ancient and modern, in Cambridgeshire.
850.
“ Vathek.” See Beckford.
Vatican, the, and its Art-treasures, 241.

“ Velino cleaves the wave-worn precipice,” 229.
Veniee. “ a sea Cybele,” 221. “ Her songless gondoliers, 221. Her poetic attractions, 221,222. “ Sinks,
like a sea-weed,” 222. Her youth, 222. Their
morals and manners, 891. Verifled prophecy of
her fate, 892. Violent end of her Doges, 893.
See Ode.
Venus and her coadjutors, Ceres and Bacchus, 668,
836.
Venus of Medicis, the, 226, 693.
“ Vcrnet’s ocean íights,” 801.
Vernon, General, 627.
Verona, Congress of, 169. “ Thrice blest Verona,”
169. Its “ good oíd man,” 169.
Versatility not heartlessness, 837.

V ersicles, 99.

Vesuvius and “ gaping tourists,” 167. “ Red Vesu
vius,” 741.
“ Vice clings to the tott’ring walls,” 183. “ How soft
are thy voluptuous ways,” 185. “ Spares nothing
for a rarity,” 699.
Victory, “ king-making,” 205. “ Such is victory,” 751.
Vineyards, “ the very best of,” 801.
Virgil, Harvey’s odd mode of expressing admiration
for, 852. His “ songs are puré,” 631.
Virgin, the, “ mucli teased to shrive them free,” 186.
Virtues, the, are saving, 699.

V ision of Belsiiazzar, 80.
V ision of J udgment, 152. Occasion of the poem,

152,153.
Voice, sweet, “ an arrow for the heart,” 817.
Voltaire’s retreat at Ferney, 217. His dictum on
eating, 702. Character of his writings, 898. His
dcfence of Calas, 898.

W.
Walton, Izaak, “ quaint. oíd, cruel coxcomb,” 804.
“ Sentimental savage, 901.
W altz,T he, an Apostrophic Hymn, 142. “ The only
dance which teaches girls to think,” 781.
War, 739, 740. “ Pious pastime,” 753. “ Brain-spattering, windpipe-slittfng art,” 755.
Warriors and chiefs! should the shaft or the
sword, 79.
Wars, trivial origin of many, 397, 398.
Warton, Thomas, on Voltaire’s writings, 898.
Washington, George, 162, 168, 232. “ The tyranttainer,” 169. His battle-flelds “ lioly ground,” 740.
“ liad thanks, and nought beside,” 756.
“ Wat Tylcr.” See Southey.
Waterloo, “ the grave o f France,” 205. “ Fatal
Waterloo,” 208. “ With Canme’s carnage vies,”
212. The battle, and the ball previous thereto, 206,
869. “ Bloody and most bootlcss,” 167. “ We do
not curse tliee,” 83. See also 171, 745, 755, 815.
Watson, Bishop, anecdote of, 511.
We do not curse thee, Waterloo! 83.
We sate doivn and wept by the waters, 81.
Weber, Henry, Sir W. Scott’s amanuensis, 851.
“ Wedlock and padlock mean the same,” 716.
Weep, daughter o f a royal line, 65.
W ellf thou art happy, and l feel, 53.
Wellesley, Long Pole, afterwards Lord Momington,
782.
Wellesley, Lord, 143, 855.
Wellington, Arthur Wellesley, Duke of. “ His nose
the hook where he suspenda the world,” 171.
Sarcastic allusions to him, 745, 753, 755, 786.
Extravagant title bestowed on him, 855.
Were my bosom as false as thou deem'st it to
be, 81.

W erner ; or, The Inheritance: a Tragedy, 550.
West, Benjamín, P.R.A.: “ Europe’s worst dauber,”
140.
Westminster Abbey and Westminster’s lamps, 777.
What are you doing now, 100.
What matter the pangs of a husband and father,
106.
“ What say I ? " not a syllable further inprosc, 75.
When a man hath nofreedom to fig h tfo r at home,
106.
When all around grew drear and dark, 87.
When amatory poets sing their loves, 699.
When Bishop Berkeley said there ivas no matter
774.
When coals to Newcastle are carried, 69.
When coldness wraps this suffering clay, 80.
When Dryden'sfool, “ unknowing what he sought,’’
67.
Whene'er I view those lips of thine, 7.
“ When energising objeets men pursue," 66.
Whenfierce conflicting passions urge, 24.
When Friendship or Love our sympathies move, 27.
When, fro m the heart where Sorrow sits, 70.
When 1 drca.m that you love me, you'll surely
fo r give, 13.
When I hear you express an affection so uarm, 7.
When 1 rovea a young Highlander o'er the dark
heath, 43.
When Man, expelí’d from Eden's bowers, 54.
When Newton saw an applefall, hefound, 764.
When slow Disease, with all her host ofpains. 32.
When some proud son ofm an returns to carta, 53.
When the last sunshine o f expiring day, 94.
When the vain triumph of the imperial lord, 75.
When Thurlow this damn'd nonsensc sent, 69.
When Time, or soon or late, shall bi'ing, 63.
When, to their airy hall, my father's voice, 3.
When we two parted, 52.
Where are those honours, Id a ! once your oivn, 9.
Whigs, the, 782.
Whistíecraft. See Frere.
Whitbrcad, 782.
White as a white sail on a dusky sea, 351.
White, Henry Kirke, 121. His genius and fate, 850.
White, Lydia, “ Miss Diddle,” 151.
Who hath not glow'd above the page where fame,
74.
Who kill'd John Keats ? 107.
Who would not laugh, i f Lawrence, hired to grace,
125.
Why, how now, Billy Bowles? 107.
Why, how now, sauey Tom í 106.
Why, Pigot, complam of this damsel’s disdain, 28,
Why should my anxious breast repine, 40.
Wicklow gold mines, 853.
Widdin, 701.
Wilberforce, William, 699. “ Wortli a million
flghters,” 786. “ The Washington of Africa,” 814.
Wilkes, John, “ a merry, cock-eyed, curlous-looking
8prite,” 160.
Wilson, John (Professor), 399.
W indsorPoetics : Lines on the Prince Regent being
seen standing between the cofflns of Henry V III.
and Charles I., 72.
Wine and its penalties, 689, 692.
Wingfield, Hon. John : “ Alonzo ; best and dearest,”
35. “ And thou, my friend,” 189. Byron’s great
regard for him, 858.
Wisdom’s world, 209.
With death doom'd to grapple, 106.
Without a stone to mark the spot, 62.
“ W it’s siren voice,” 126.
“ Wives in their husbands’ absences,” 676.
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Wolf. See Bronze She-wolf.
Wolfe, General, 627.
Woman and women, 194. 671, 672. 676, 689, 713, 726.
“ Poor thing of usages, 808. “ Who ean penetrate
their sufferings,” 808.
Woman’s love. See Love.
Woman! experience inight ham told me, 13.
“ Wooden spoons of verse,” 686.
“ Words are things,” 684.
Wordsworth, William, “ mild apostate from poètic
rule,” 114. “ Vulgar,” and “ simple,” 122. His
oíl·lcial employment, 626. Sharp remarks thereon,
894. His “ Excursión,” 625. “ A drowsy, frowzy
poem,” 685. “ Crazed beyond all liope,” 648. His
“ Waggoners,” 685. “ Poet Wordy,” 698. His
genealogy of Carnage, 740, 899. See also 636,650.
World, vicissitudcs of the, 692. When this world
shalí be former,” 759. Meaning o f “ the great
world,” 779. “ Where is the world?” 782. No
description recent, 807.
Worms, “ 8ad hungry Jacobins,” 719.
Wright, Walter Rodwell, 122, 867
Wrinkles, “ the d—d democrats, won’t ilatter,” 767.
X.
Xerxes, 364, 639, 669.

Yanina, 196.
Ye Cupids, droop each little head, 5.
Ye scencs of my childhood, 12.
“ Years steal flre from the mind,” 204.
You call me still your life.—O h ! change the word,
70.
You have ask'dfor a verse, 110.
Young Oak! when 1 planted thec deep in the
ground, 50.
Young, Dr. Edward, 782.
Your pardon, m yfriend, i f my rhymes did offend,
28.
Youth, “ a chymic treasure,” 649.
Youth, Nature, and relenting Jove, 59.

Zappi, Giovanni Battista, sonnet by, 887.
Zegri, the, 169.
Ziska, John, use made of the skin of, 166.
Zitza, convent and village of, 196, 861.
Zoroaster, “ the Persian,” “ devilish doctrine of,”
797.
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