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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS:

Ae TURKISH TALE.

* Had we never loved so kindly,
Had we never loved so blindly,
Never met or never parted,
We hagd ne’er been broken-heagted.”
DuRNs.




{The Bride of Abydos” was published in the beginning of
December, 1813.  The mood of mind in which it was #truck off is
¢hus stated by Lord Byron, in g letter to Mr. Gifford : —* You
have begn good enowgh tu look at a thing of mine in MS.—a

o Turkislystory —and I should feel gratified if you would do it the
same favour in its probatlonary state of printing. It was written,
1 cannot say fef amusement, nor * obliged® by hunger and.request
, of friends,’ but in a state of mind, from circumstances which oc-
casionally occur to ‘ ufyouth,” that rendered it necessary for m~
to apply my mind to something, any thing, but realit§ ; and ur
this not very brilliant inspiration it was composed.  S§.id it eit
to the flames, or

¢ A hundred hawkers’ load,
On wingg of winds to fly or fall abroad.’

It deserves no better than the first, as the work of a week, and
sc.ibbled * stans pede in uno’ (hy the bye, the only foot I have.to
stand on) ; and 1 promise never to trouble you again usder forty
cintos, and a voyage betwecn each.”)



TO
THE RIGHT ‘IONOU RABLE

LORD HOLLAND,

.
THIS TALE
IS INSCRIBED,
WITH EVERY SENTIMENT OF REGARD
AND RESPECT,
BY HIS GRATEFULLY OBLIGED
AND SINCERE FRIEND,

BYRON,
L)
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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS.'

CANTO THE FIRST.

3
L

Kvow ye the land where the cypress and myrtle 2
Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime ?
Where ihe rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle,
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 ;
r

! [* Murray tells me that Croker asked him why the thiing is
called the Bride of Abydos? It is an awkward question, being
unanswerable : she is not « bride ; only about to be one 1 don’t

® wonder at his finding out the bzl ; but the detection is too late to
do any good. I was a great fool to have made it, and am ashamed
of not being an Irishman.” — Byron Diary, Dec. 6. 1813.]

2 [To the Bride of Abydos, Lord Byron made many additions
during its progress through the press, amounting to about two
hundred lines ; and, as in the case of the Giaour, the passages 4o
added will be seen to be some of the most splendid in the wholc
poem. These opening lines, which are amo~g the new insertions,
are supposed to have been suggested by a song of Goethe’s —

“¢ Kennst du das Land wo die cit.onen bliihn."]
A4
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Where the light wings of Zcphyr, oppress'd with per-
fume, .

Wax faint o’er the gardens of GGl & in het bloom ;

‘Where the citron and olive are fairgst of fruit,

And the voice of tge nightingale never is mute:

Where the tints of the carth, and the hues of the sky,

In colour though varied, in beauty may vie, ¢

And the purple of ocean is deepest in dye;

Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twirte,

And all, save the spirit of mag, is divine ?

»'Tis the clime of thasEast ; ’tis the land of the Sun —

“Cen he émile on such deeds as his, children have
done?? | .

Oh! wild as tHe accents of lovers’ farewell

Ace the hearts whiclk they bear, and the tales which
they tell.

II.

Begirt with many a gallant slave,
Apparell'd as becomes the brave,
Awaiting each his lord’s behest
'To guide his steps, or guard his rest,
OMld Giaffir sate in his Divan:
Decp 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 hide
All but unconquerable pride,
His pensive cheek and’ pondering brow
Did more than he was wont avow.

WKL Gl,” the rose.

2 Souls made of fire, and children of the Sun,
With whom revenge is virtue,” — YOUNG's Revenge.
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II1.

“ Let the chamber be clear'd.” — The train disap-
peard — .
« Now call me the chief of the Flaram guard.”
With Giaffir is none but his only son,
And the Nubian awaiting the sire’s award.
¢ Haroun -— when all the crowd that wait
Are®pass’d beyond the outer gate,
(Woe to the head whose eye beheld
My child Zuleika's face unveil’a !)
Hence, lead my daughter from her tower;
Her fate is fixi this very hour:
Yet not to her repeat my thought ;
By me alone be duty taught !’

¢ Pacha! to hear is to obey.”

No more must slave to despot say —

Then to the tower had ta’en his way,

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:

For son of Moslem must expire,

Ere dare to sit before his sire!

¢ Father! for fear that thou should’st chide
My sister, or her sable guide,
Know — for the “1ult, if 1ault there be,
‘Was mine, then fall thy frowns on me —
So lovelily the morning shone,

That — Iet the old and weary sleen —
I could not; and to view alone

The fairest scenes of land and deep,

AS
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With nonc to listen and reply
To thoughts with which my hcart be:{tfhigh
Were irksome — for whate’er m$ mood,
In sooth I love not solitude; ¢ °
I on Zulcika's sunfer broke,
And, as thou knowest that for me
Soon turns the Haram’s grating key,
Before the guardian slaves awoke
We to the cypress groves had flown,
And made earth, main, andheaven our own
. There linger'd we beguiled too long
*With Xcjnoun’s tale,or Sadi’s song 3!
‘Till I, who heard the deep tambour 2
Beat thy Divan's approaching hour,
*To thee, and to my duty truc,
Warn'd by the sound, to greet thee flew :
But there Zuleika wanders yet —
Ny, Father, rage not — nor forget
"I'hat none ean pierce that sceret bower
But those who watch the women's tower.”

1V.

* Son of a slave” — the Pacha said —

“ From unbelieving mother bred,

Vain were a father’s hope to see

Aught that beseems a man ia thee.

‘I'hou, when thine arm should bend the bow,
And hurl the dart, an€ curb the Steed, .
Thou, Greck in soul if not in ereed,

» Must pore where babbling waters flow,

1 Mejnoun aud leila, the Romeo and Juliet of the East. Sadi,
the moral poct of Persia.

2 Tambour. Turkish drum, which sounds at sunrise, noon.
and 'wibght,
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1
And watch unfolding roses blow.
‘Would that yon orb, whose matin glow
Thy listless eyeseso much admire,
‘Would lend*thee’ something of his fire !
Thou, who would’st see this Latt’ement
By Christian cannon piecemeal rent ;
Nay, tamely view old Stambol’s wall
Before the dogs of Moscow fall,
Nog strike onc stroke for life and death
Against the curs of Nazareth !
Go — let thy less than woman® hand
Assume the distaff — not the brand.
But, Haroun | —to my daughter speed:
And hark — of thine own head take aged — '
If thus Zulcika oft takes wing—
Thou see’st yon bow — it hath a string !”

V.

No scand from Selim’s lip was heard,
At least that met old Giaffir's ear,
But every frown and every word
Pierced keener than a Christian’s sword.
“* Son of a slave ! — reproach'd with fear !
Those gibes had cost another dear.
Spn of a slave ! — and who my sire?”
Thus held his thoughts their dark carcer;
And glances ev'n of 110re than ire
Flagh forth, tlen faintly disappear.
Old Giaffir gazed upon his son
And started ; for within his eye
He read how much his wrath had done ;
He saw rebellion there begun:
¢ Come hither, boy — what, no reply ?
AG
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I mark thee — and I know thee too;
But there be deeds thou dar'’st not do,:
But if thy beard had manlicr length,
And if thy hand had skill and strgngtfl,
I'd joy to see the@ bfeak a lance,
Albeit against my own perchance.”

As snecringly these accents fell,
Oun Selim’s eye he ficreely gazed :
* That eye return'd him glamee for glance,
® And proudly to hi®sire’s was raised,
® Till @iaftir’s quail’d, and shrunk askance —
And why — hq felt, but durst not te}l.
* « Much 1 mifdoubt this wayward boy
‘Will one day work me more annoy :
T never loved him from his birth,
And — but his 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:
N&— nor the blood so ncar my own.
‘I'hat blood — he hath not heard — no more —'
11l watch him closer than before.
He is an Arab! to iy sight,
Or Christian crouching in the fight —
But hark ! — I hear Zuleika'§ voice ;
Like Houris' hymn it eets mjne%ar :
She is the offbpring of my choice ;
Oh! more than ev’n her mother dear,

3 The Turks abhor the Arabs (who return the compliment
hund: ed fold) even more than they hate the Christians.
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[

With all to hope, and nought to fear —
My Peri! ever welcome here !
Sweet, as the desert fountain’s wave
To lips justscoold in time to save —

Such to my longing sight zrt *hou ;
Nor can they waft to Mecea’s shrine
Morgythanks for life, than I for thine,

Who blest thy birth and bless thec now.”

+ VI

Fair, as the first that fell of womankind,
When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling,
Whose Laage thén was stamp’d upon Lor mind —
But once beguiled — and evey more beguiling ; .
Dazzling, as that, oh ! too transcendent vision
To Sorrow’s phantom-peopled slumber given,
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian,
And paints the lost on Earth revived in 1lcaven ;
Soft, as he memory of buried love;
Pure, as the prayer which Childhood wafts above ;
Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief,
Who met the maid with tears — but not of grief. »

‘Who hath not proved how feebly words essay !
To fix one spark of Beauty’s heavenly ray ?
Who doth not feel, until his failing sight
Faints into dimness wita its own delight,

His changing c*eek, his sirking heart confess
The might — the 1aajesty of Loveliness?
Such was Zuleika — such around her shone
The nameless charms unmark’d by her alone ;

1 [These twelve fine lines were added in the course of printing ]
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The light of love, the purity of grace,
The mind, the Music ! breathing from ‘he; face, 2

1 This exﬁrenlon has met with objecﬂi%u. ‘I will not refer to,
“ Him who hath not Musir in his soul,” but merely request the
reader to rccollect, Tor ten seconds, the features of the womman
whom he believes to be the most beautitul ; and, if he then does
not comprehend fully what Is feebly expressed in the ghove line,

1 shall be sorry for us both. For an eloquent passage 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 waalogy,
betyecn * painting and music,” seg vol. ni. cap. 10. Dk L’ALLE-
MAGNC. And is not this connection 8till stronger with the origmal
than the copy? with fuc colouring of Nature than of Art? .
Afwer all, ths is rather to be felt than descrjbed ; still I think
there are some who will understand it, at leaSt they would have
done had they behgld the countenance whose speaking harmony
shiggested the idea’; for this passage is not drawn from imagina-
tior but memory, that mirgor which Afiliction dashes to the earth,
and looking down upon the fragments, only beholds the reflection
multiplied |

’ﬁAmong the imputed plagiarisms so industtiously hunted out
in Lord Byron's writings, this hne has been, with somewhat
more plausibility than is frequent in such charges, included ; the
1yric poet Lovelace having, it seems, written * The g clody and
music of her face.” Sir Thomas Browne, too, in his Rehgio
Medici, says, * There is music even in beauty.” The coinci-
dence, no doubt, is worth observing, and the task of *tracking
thus 3 favourite writer in the snow (as Dryden expresses 1t) of
others,” is ti not g ; but to those who found*
upon such resemblances a general charfc of plagiarism, ¥.e may
apply what Sir Walter Scott says:— * It is a favourite theme of
laborious dulness to trace such coincidences, because they appear
to reduce genius of the higher order to the usual standard of hu«
manity, and of course to bring the author nearer to a level with
his critics.” It is not only curious, bat instructive, to trace the
grogress of this passage to its present state of finish. Having at
rst written — 4 . .

.
* Mind on her lip, and music in her face,”
he afterwards altered it to—
* The ming! of music breathing in her face ;

but this not mtisl‘iﬂng him, the next step of correction brought
the line to what it is at present. — Moore.]
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The heart whose softness harmonized the whole ~—
And oh ! thageye was in itself a Soul!!

¢ Her graceful'armé in meekness bending

Across her gently-budding breust ;
At one kind word those arms extending

To ®lasp the neck of him who blest
His child caressing and carest,
Ztleika came — and Giaffir felt
His purpose half witiin him melt :
Not that against her fancied weal
His heart hough stern covld ever feel ;
Affection chgin'd her to that heart -
Ambition tore the links apart.

VIL

« Zuleika! child of gentleness!
Ilow dear this very day must tell,
When 1 forget my own distress,
In losing what I love so well,
To bid thee with another dwell :
Another ! and a braver man
‘Was never scen in battle’s van.

« ! [“ This morning, a very pretty billet from the Staél. She
has heen pleased to be pleased with my slight eulogy in the note
annexed to the ¢ Bride.” 'This is to be accounted for in several
ways : — firstly, all -vomen like 211, or any praise ; secondly, this
wis unexpected, becau. @ I have never courted her ; and, thirdly,
as Scrub says, those who have heen all their lives r:gular\y
prawed by regular critics, like a little variety, and are glad when
any one goes out of his way to say a civil thing; and, fourthly
she is a very good-natured creature, which is the best reason
?{‘z&r]m. and, perhaps, the only one.” — Byrofi Diary, Dec. 7!
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‘We Moslem reck not much of blood ;
But yet the line of Carasman ! |

Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood
First of the bold Timariot bangs *

That won and ev8l1 tan keep their lands,

Enough that he who comes to woo

Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou :

His years need scarce a thought employ ;

I would not have thee wed a boy.

And thou shalt have a noble dower:

And his and my thited power

‘Will lafigh to scorn the death-firman,

Which otherg.tremble but to scan, ,

And teach the messenger 2 what fate

The bearer of such®oon may wai

And now thou know’st thy father’s will ;
All that thy sex hath need to know :

*Twas mine to teach obedience still —
The way to love, thy lord may show.”

1 Carasman Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, is the principal
landMolder in Turkey ; he governs Magnesia: those who, by a
kind of feudal tenure, possess land on condition of service, ard®
called Timariots : they serve as Spahis, ac- ording to thé® extent
of te{ritory, and bring a certain number into the field, gencrally
cavalry,

2 When a Pacha is sufficiently strong to resist, the single mes
senger, who is always the first bear8r of the order for his death,
is strangled instead, and sometinges five or six, one after the other,
on the same errand, by command of the *ngfractory patieitt ; 1f, on
the contrary, he is weak or loyal, he bows, kisses the Sultan’s re-
spectable signature, and is bowstrung with great complacency. In
1810, scveral of these presents were exhibited in the niche of the
Seraglio gate ; a'mo%g others, the head of the Pacha of Bagdat, a
by:;vo young man, Cut off by treachery, after a desperate re-
sistance.
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VIIL
In silence bdw'd the virgin’s head ;

And if her gye was fill'd with tears
That stifled feeling dare not shed, o ,
And changed her cheek from pale to red,

And red to pale, as through her ears
Those winged words like arrows sped,

t could such be but maiden fears ?
So bright the tear in Beauty’s eye,
Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; »
So sweet the blush of Bashfulness,
Even Pity scafc? can wish it less |

Whate'er it was the sire forgot ;»

Or if remember’d, mark’d it not ;

Thrice clapp’d his hands, and call’d his steed,!
Resign’d his gem-adorn'd chibouque, 2

And mounting featly for the mead,
With Maugrabee 3 and Mamaluke,
His way anaid his Delis took, 4

To witness many an active dced

‘With sabre keen, or blunt jerreed.

*The Kislar only and his Moors
‘Watch well the Haram's massy doors.

# Clapping of the hands calls the servants. The Tutks hate a
superfluous expenditure of voic2, and they have no bells.

2 ¢ Chibguque,” the Tujsl‘h glpt.. of which the amber mouth-
piece, and sometimes the which contains the leaf, is adorned
with precious stones, if in p ion of the lthier orders.

3 ¢ Maugrabee,” Moorish

4 « Delis,” bravos who form the forlorn hope o‘f the cavalry, and
always begin the action.
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0

IX.

His head was leant upon his hand,”

His eye look’d o’er the dark blueswater
That swiftly glades and gently swells
Between the winding Dardanelles;

But yet he saw nor sea nor strand,
Nor even his Pacha’s turban’d band
Mix in the game of mimic slaughter,
. Carecering cleave the foldeg felt !
‘With sabre strolse right sharply dealt ;
o Nor mark’d the javelin-darting crowd,
Nor heard their Ollahs 2 wild and.lt)ud —
He thouBht but of old Giaffir’s daughter !
- L]

X.

No word from Selim’s bosom broke;
One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke :
Still gazed he through the lattice grate,
Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. ®
To him Zuleika’s eye was turn'd,

But little from his aspect learn’d :
Equal her grief, yet not the sane;
Her heart confessed a gentler flame:

1 A twisted fold of felt is used for scimitar practice by the
Turks, and few but Mussulman args can cut through it ata single
stroke : sometimes a toufgh turban is used for the same purpose.
The jerreed is a game of blunt javeling, g.nimatcd and graceful.

2 ¢ Ollahs,” Alla il Allah, the * Leilies,” as the Spanish poets
call them, the sound is Ollah ; a cry of which the %lll‘kl. for a
silent people, are somewhat profuse, particularly during the
er: , orin theghase, but mostly in battle. Their animation
n the field, and gravity in the chamber, with their pipes and
comboloios, form an amusing contrast.
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But yet that heart, alarm’d or weak,
She knew not why, forbade to speak.
Yet speak she must — but when essay ?

. “ How strange he'thus should turn away !
Not thus we e’er before have met 9 ,

Not thus shall be our parting yet.”

Thriceapaced she slowly through the room,
And watch’d his eye — it still was fix'd :
She snatch’d the urn whersin was mix’d

The Persian Atar-gul’s# perfume,

And sprinkled all its odours o'er?

The pictured goof% and marble floor : ’

The drops, that through his glittering vest

The playful girl's appeal address'd, *

Unheeded o’er hi¢ bosom flew, ¢

As if that breast were marble too.

“ What, sullen yet? it must not be —

Oh ! gentle Selim, this from thce !

She saw in curious order set
The hirest flowers of castern land —

« He lovd them once; may touch them yet,
If offer’d by Zuleika’s hand.”

» The childish thought was hardly breathed
Before the rose was pluck’d and wreathed ;
The next fond moment saw her seat
Her fairy form at Sclim’s feet :

»
1 ¢ Atar-gul,” ottar of roses. The Persian is the finest.

.
2 The ceiling and wafnscnts. or rather walls, of the Mussul-
man afmrtmmts are generally painted, in great houses, with one
eternal and highly coloured view of Constantinople, wherein the
« principal feature is a noble contempt of perspective; below,
all'mmmltlrs, &c. are in general fancifully &nd not inelegantly
sposed.
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¢ This rose to calin my brother’s cares
A message from the Bulbul ! bears;
It says to-night he will prolong.

For Selim'’s ear his sweetest sorfg ;
And though hic note is somewhat sad,
He'll try for once a strain more glad,
With some faint hope his alter'd lay
May sing these gloomy thoughts away.

. XI°

4 What ! not receive my foolish flower ?
Nay then I am indeed unblest :
On me can .hus thy forehead lower ?
And know’st thcu not who loves thee best?
Oh, Sclim dear! oh, more than dearcst !
Say, is it me thou hat'st or fearest?
Come, lay thy head upon my breast,
And I will kiss thee into rest,
Since words of mine, and songs must fail,
Ev'n from my fabled nightingale.
I knew our sire at times was stern,
Eut this from thee had yet to learn :
Too well I know he loves thee not ;
But is Zuleika's love forgot ?
Ah! deem I right ? the Pacha’s plan —
This kinsman Bey of Carasman
Perhaps may prove some fot: of thine.
If so, I swear by Mecca’s sln-iqej .

1 It has been much doubted whether the notes of this * Lover
of the rose” are sad or merry; and Mr. Fox's remarks on the
subject have provoked some learned controversy as to the opinions
of the ancients on the subject. 1dare not venture a conjecture
on the point, though a little inclined to the ** errare mallem,” &c.
¢f Mr. Fox was mistaken.
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If shrines that ne’er approach allow
To woman’s step admit her vow,
Without thYy free eonsent, command,
The Sultan should not have my hand |
Think’st thou that I could bear te part
With thee, and learn to halve my heart ?
Ah! were I severd from thy side,
‘Where were thy friend — and who my guide ?
Years have not seen, Time shall not see,
The hour that tears my,soul from thee:
Evn Azrael ], fiom his deadly quiver
‘When flies ghat shaft, and fly it must,
That parts all c]sc, shall doom for ever
Our hearts to umhuded dust1® 4

XII.

He lived — he breathed — he moved — he felt ;
He raised the maid from where she knelt;
His tralice was gone — his keen eye shone
With thoughits that long in darkness dwelt ;
With thoughts that burn — in rays that melt.
. As the stream late conceal’d

By the fringe of its willows,
‘When it rushes reveal'd

In the light of its billows ;
As the bolt bursts on high

From the black clovll that bound it,
Flashd the soul o ﬁjhat eye

Through the lonig lashes round it.
A war-horse at the tmmpet’s sound,
A lion roused by heedless hound,

1 « Agrael,” the angel of death.

21
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A tyrant waked to sudden strife

By graze of ill-directed knife,

Starts not to more convulsive life

Than he, who heard that vow, display'd,
And all, befopesrepress'd, betray'd :

¢ Now thou art mine, for ever mine,

‘With life to keep, and scarce with life resign ;
Now thou «rt mine, that sacred oath,
Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. «
Yes, fondly, wisely hast thpu done;

That vow hath seved more heads than one:
But blench not thou — thy simplest tress
Claims more from me than tenderness ; -

I would no? wrong the slenderest hair
That clusters round thy forchead fair,

For all the treasures buried far

Within the caves of Istakar. !

This morning clouds upon me lower'd,
Reproaches on my head were shower'd,
And Giaffir almost call'd me coward! !
Now I have motive to be brave ;

The son of hus neglected slave,

Nay, start not, 't was the term he gave,
May show, though little apt to vaunt,

A heart his words nor deeds can daunt.
His son, indced ! — yet, thanks to thee,
Perchance I am, at least shall be;

But let our plighted secret ‘vow

Be only known to us as now.

I know the wretch who dares demand
From Giaffir thy reluctant hand ;

1 The treasures of the Pre- Adamite Sultans. See D'Herbelot,
article Istakar.
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More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul

Holds not 2 Musselim’s ! control :

‘Was he not bred in Egripo? 2

A viler race let Istael show |

But let that pass — to none be‘told ,

Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold.

To mesand mine leave Osman Bey ;

I ’ve partisans for peril’s day :

Think not I am what I appear ;

I’ve arms, and friends, and vengeance near.”
i

XIIL ’ ’
« Think not thou art what thou appedrest !
My Selim, thot art sadly chunged :
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, nor can be more.
To see Yhee, hear thee, near thee stay,
And hate the night I know not why,
Save that we mect not but by day ;
,  W_th thee to live, with thee to die,
T dare not to my hope deny :
Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to Kkiss,
Like this — and this — no more than this;
For, Allah! sure thy lips are flame :
‘What fever in thy vdins is flushing ?
My own have nearly caught the same,
At'least I feel iffy cheek too blushing.

1 ¢Musselim,” a governor, the next in rank after a Pacha; a
‘Waywode is the third ; and then come the Agss.

2 « Egripo,” the Negropont. According to the proverb, the
Turks of Egripo, the Jews of Salonica, and the Greeks of Athens,
are the worst of their respective races.
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To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health,
Partake, but never waste thy wealth,
Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by,
And lighten half thy poverty; ¢, *
Do all but clgs® thfy dying eye,
For that I could not live to try;
To these alone my thoughts aspire :
More can T do? or thou require?
But, Selim, thou must answer why
‘We need so much of mystery ?
The cause I canmt dream nor tell,
® But beit, since thou say’st "tis well;
Yet what thou mean'st by ‘arms’ gnd friends,’
Beyond my®weaker sense extends.
I meant that Giaflir 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 ? 1
‘What other hath Zulcika seen *
From simple childhood’s earliest hour ?

® What other can she seek to see
Than thee, companion of her hower,

The partner of her infancy ?

These cherish’d thoughts with life begun,

Say, why must I no more avow ?

What change is wrought td®make me shun

The truth; my pride, and tijine till now?,
To meet the gaze of stranger’s eyes
Qur law, our creed, our God denies ;

Nor shall one wandering thought of mine
At such, our Prophet’s will, repine :
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No | happier made by that decree,
He left me all in leaving thee.
Deep were n.y anguish, thus compell’d
To wed with one I ne'er beheld :
This wherefore should I not reveal 2
Why wilt thou urge me to eonceal ?
I know the Pacha’s haughty mood
To thee hath never boded good ;
And he so often storms at nought,
Allah ! forbid that e’er he ought!
And why I know not, but within
My heart concealment weighs like sin.
If then such seciecy be crime,

And such it fecls while lurking here ;
Oh, Selim ! tell me yet in time,

Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear.
Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar, 1
My father leaves the mimic war ;
I tremble now to meet his eye —
Say, Selimg canst thou tell me why? »

.

XIV.

¢ Zuleika — to thy tower’s retreat

Betake vhee — Giaffir I can greet :

And now with him I fain must prate

Of firmans, imposts, levies, state.

There s fearful news from ,Danube’s banks,
Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks,

For which the Giaour,snay give him thanks !

! « Tchocadar " — one of the attendants who precedes a man of
authority.
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Our Sultan hath a shorter way

Such costly triumph to repay.

But, mark me, when the twilight-dram
Hath warn'd the troops to food gnd sleep,

Unto thy cellpwidl Selim come:
Then soffly from the Haram creep
‘Where we may wander by the deep:
Our garden-battlements are steep ;

Nor these will rash intruder climb

To list our words, or stint our time

And if he doth, I want Rot steel

‘Whgch some have felt, and more may feel.

Then shalt thou learn of Selim more

Than tha hast heard or thought before :

Trust me, Zulejka — fear not,me !

Thou know'st I hold a Haram key.”

“ Fear thce, my Selim ! ne’er till now
Did word like this »

“ Delay not thou;
I keep the key — and Ilaroun’s guard *
Have some, and hope of more reward.
To-night, Zuleika, thou shalt hear
My tale, my purpcse, and my fear:
I am not, love ! what I appear.”

C¢NTO L
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CANTO THE SECOND,

————

L

. .
THE 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 brave,

The 'gnely hope of Sestos’ daughter.
Oh ! when alone along the sky
Her turret-torch was blazing high,
Though rising gale, and breaking foam,

~ And shrieking sea-birds warn’d him home3;
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 forebgding fear ;
His eye but saw that light of love,
The only star it hagd’'d above ;
His ear but rang with Iero’s song,
“ Ye waves, divide not lovers long ! "—
That tale is old, but love anew N
May nerve young hearts to prove as true.

B 2
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I

The winds are high, and Helle’s tide®
Rolls darkly heaving to the anain ;
And Night's descending shadoWs hide
That field ‘with blood bedew’d in vain,
The desert of old Priam’s pride ;
The torrbs, sole relies of his reign,
All — save immortal dreams that could beguile
The blind old man of Scio’s rocky isle !

.

111 .

Oh | yet —a for there my steps have been;
These feet have press'd the sacred shore,
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne —

Minstrel ! with thee to muse, to mourn,
To trace again those fields of yore,
Believing every hillock green
Contains no fabled hero’s ashes,
And that around the undoubted scepe
Thine own “broad Hellespont 1 still dashes,
. Be long my lot ! and cold were he
‘Who there could gaze denying thee |

! The wrangling about this 3plthet, “the broad Hellespont”
or the “boundless Hellespont,” whether it means one or the
other, or what it means at all, has been beyond all possibility of
detail. I have even heard it disputed on the spot ; and not fore-
sceing a speedy conclusion to the controversy,amused myself with
swimming across it in the mean time ; and probably may again,
before the point is settled. Indeed, " e question asto the truth
of “ the tale of Troy divine™ still continues, much of it resting
upon the talismanic word * aweiges: ™ probably Homer had the
sume notion of distance that a coquette has of time ; and when he
talks of houndless, means half a mile; as the latter, by a like
ﬁgu;:, when she says ctcrnal attachment, simply s es three
weeks.
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IV,

The night hath cloged on Helle’s stream,
Nor yet hathi ris>n on Ida’s hill
That moon, which shone on his high theme :
No warrior chides her peaceful beam,
But cSnscious shepherds bless it still.
Their flocks are grazing on the mound
Of Him who felt the Dardan’s arrow :
That mighty heap of gatier'd ground
‘Which Ammon’s son ran proudly found, !
By nations rais~d, by monarchs crown’d,
Is now a lone ~nd namecless barrow !,
Within — thy dwelling-place how narrow !
‘Without — can only strangers brecathe
The name of him that was beneath :
Dust long outlasts the storied stone ;
But Thou — thy very dust is gone!

.

V.

Late, late to-night will Dian cheer

The swain, and chase the boatman’s fear ;
Till then —no beacon on the cliff

May shape the course of struggling skiff;
The scatter’d lights that skirt the bay,
All, onc by one, have dicd away ;

The only lamp of this lorie hour

Is glimmering in Zygika's tower.

! Before his Persian invasion, and crowned the altar with laure),
&c. He was afterwards imitated by Caracalla in his race. It is
believed that the last also poisoned a friend, named Festus, for
the sake of new Patroclan es. Ihave seen tde sheep feeding
on the tombs of ZEsietes and Antilochus : the first is in the ceutre
of the plain.

. B3



30 THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS CANTO It,

Yes ! there is light in that lone chamber,
And o’er her silken ottoman -
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber,

O’er which hes fairy fingerseran ;1
Near these, with emerald rays besct,
(How could she thus that gem forget ?)
Her mother’s sainted amulet, ¢
Whereon engraved the Koorsee text,
Could smooth this life, and win the next ;
And by her comboloio 3 Yies
A Koran of illimined dycs;

And many a bright emblazon'd rhyme
By Persign scribes redeem’d from time;
And o’er those sgrolls, not oft g0 mute,
Reclines her now neglected lute;

1 When rubbed, the amber is susceptible of a perfume, which is
slight but ot disagreeable. [On discovering that, in some of the
early copies, the all-important monosyllable *zo¢” had been
omitted, Lord Byron wrote to Mr. Murray,—* TR:re is a diabo-
lical mistake which must be corrected ; it ise¢he omission of ‘no¢’
before disagreeable, in the note on the amber rosary. This is
recally horrible, and nearly as bad as the stumble of miue at the
threshold—1 mean the misnomer of Bride. Pray do not leta
copy go without the ‘not:’ it is nonsense, and worse than son-
sense. I wish the printer was saddled with a vampires™]

2 The belief in amulets engraved on gems, or enclosed in gold
boxes, containing scraps from the Koran, worn round the neck,
wrist, or arm, is still universal in the East. The Koorsee (throne)
verse in the second cap. of the Koran describes the attributes of
the Most High, and is engraved in_this manner, and worn by the
pious, as the most esteemed and sub@m of all sentenges.

3 ¢ Comboloio’ —a Turkish rosary. The MSS., particularly
those of the Persians, arc richly adorned and illuminated. 'he
Greek females are kert in utter ignorance; but many of the
Tharkish girls ar¢: highly accomplished, though not nctuaﬁy quali-
fied for a Christian coterie. Perhaps some of our own *blucs
might not be the worse for dleaching.
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And round her lamp of fretted gold

Bloom flowers in urns of China’s mould ;

The richest work of Iran’s loom,

And Sheeraz? tnbute of perfume ;

Al that can eye or sense delight o
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 hence, and on so rude a night?

VL

Wrapt in the’darkest sable vest,

‘Which none®ave noblest Moslem %ear,

To guard from winds of heavea 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 oiethe smoother pathway treading,

More free her timid bosom beat,

The maid pursued her silent guide ;

And though her terror urged retreat,
Eow could she quit her Selim’s side ?

ow teach her tender lips to chide?

VIL

2
They reach’d at length a grotto, hewn
By nature, busgenlarged by art,
‘Where oft her lute she wont to tune,
And oft her Koran conn’d apart ;
And oft in youthful reverie
She dream'd what Paradise might be:
B 4



THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS., caflro .

‘Where woman'’s parted soul shall go
Her Prophet had disdain’d to show ;
But Selim’s mansion was secure,

Nor deem'd she, could he long endure
His bower in othet worlds of blfss
Without ker, most beloved in this!

Oh! who so dear with him could dwell ?
‘What Houri soothe him half so well ?

VIIL.

Since Jast she vis‘lted the spot

Some change scem’d wrought withifi the grot:
It might besonly that the night *
Disguised things spen by better dight
That brazen lamp but dimly threw

A ray of no celestial hue;

But in a nook within the cell

Her eye on stranger objects fell.

There arms were piled, not such as wield ¢
The turban’d Delis in the field ; .

But brands of foreign blade and hilt,

And one was red — perchance with guilt !
Ah! how without can blood be spilt?

A cup too on the board was sct

That did not seem to hold sherbet.

‘What may this mean ? she turn’d to see
Her Selim — “ Oh ! can this be he?”

IX.

His robe of pride was thrown aside,

His brow np high-crown’d turban bore,
But in its stead a shawl of red,

‘Wreathed lightly round. his temples wore:
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That dagger, on whose hilt the gem
Were worthy of a diadem,

No longer glitter'd at his, waist, .
‘Where pistols unadorn’d were braced ;
And from his belt a sabre swuhg)
And from his shoulder loosely hung
The cloak of white, the thin capote
That decks the wandering Candiote ;
Bengath — his golden plated vest
Clung like a cuirass ta,his breast ;

The greaves below his knee that wound
‘With silvery scales were sheathed and bound.
But were it rfot that high command
Spake in his cy®, and tone, and hand,®
All that a carcless eye could see

In him was some young Galiongée. !

X.

¢ 1 saidpI was not what I scem’d ;
And now d¢hou see’st my words were true :
I have a tale thou hast not dream’d,
If sooth — its truth must others rue.
* My story now ’t were vain to hide,
I midst not see thee Osman’s bride :
But had not thine own lips declared
How much of that young heart I shared,

>

1 ¢ Galiongée ”’ —or Galiongi, a sailor, thatis, a Turkish sailor ;
the Greeks navigate, the Turks work the guns. 7Their dress e
picturesque ; and 1 have-Scen the Capitan Pacha more than once
wearing it as a kind of izcog. Their legs, however, are generally
naked.  The buskins described in the text as sheathed behind
with silver are those of an Arnaut robber, who was ny host (he
had quitted the profession) at his Pyrgo, negyr Gastouni in the
Morea ; they were plated in scales one over the other, like the

k of an armadillo.

BS5
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I could not, must not, yet have shown -
The darker secret of my own.

In this I speak not now of love;

That, let time, truth, and peril prove :
But first — Oh¥l never wed another —
Zuleika ! I am not thy brother !>

XI.

“ Oh! not my brother | — yet unsay —
God! am I left alone on earth

To meurn — I dare not curse — the day ?
That saw my solitary birth ? ‘

Oh ! thou ¥ilt love me now no more!
My sinking heact foreboded ikl ;

But know me all I was before,
Thy sister — friend — Zulcika still.

Thou led’st me here perchance to kill 3
If thou hast cause for vengeance, sce!

My breast is offer’d — take thy fill! .
Far better with the dead to be
Than live thus nothing now to thee :

-Perhaps far worse, for now I know

Why Giaffir always seem’d thy foe;

And 1, alas! am Giaffir’s child,

For whom thou wert contemn’d, reviled.

If not thy sister — would’st thou save

My life, Oh ! bid me be thy slave !”

CANLO I

L [ To curse —if I conld curs® —the day.” — MS.)
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XIIL

.
« My slave, Zuleika | —nay, I'm thine:
But, gentle’love, this transport calm,
Thy lot shall yet be link’d with mine ;
I swear it by our Prophet’s shrine,
And be that thought thy sorrow’s baln.
So may the Koran ! verse display’d
Upon its steel direct my blade,
In danger’s hour to gucred us both,
As I preserve that awful oath | «
The name in which thy heart hath prided
Must change ; but, my Zuleika, know,
That tie is widen'd, not divided, ?
Although thy Sire’s my deadliest foe.
My father was to Giaffir all
That Selim late was deem’d to thee ;
That brother wrought a brother’s fall,
But spared, at least, my infancy ;
And lul®d me with a vain deceit
That yet a like return may mect.
He rear'd me, not with tender help,
But like the nephew of a Cain ; 2
I1e watch’d me like a lion’s whelp,
That gnaws and yet may break his chain.

! The characters on all Turkish scimitars i ti
the name of the place of their manufacture, but more generally a
text from the Koran, in letter of gold. Amongst those in my
Eossesslon is one with a blade of singular construction ; it is very

road, and the edge notchg 1nto serpentine curves like the ripple
of water, or the wavering of flame. I asked the Armenian who
sold it, what possible use such a figure could add: he said, in
Italian, that he did not know ; but the Mussulmans had an idea
that those of this form gave a severer wound ; and liked it because
it was “‘piu feroce.” I did not much admir® the reason, but
bought it for its peculiarity.

3 It is to be observed, that cvery allusion to any thing or per-
B 6
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My father’s blood in every vein
Is boiling ; but for thy dear sake
No present vengeance will I take;
Though here I must no more’gemiin.
flut first, beloved Zuleika! hear
How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear.

XIIL

“ How first their strife to mncour grew,

If love or envy .nade them foes,
® It mat.ers little if I knew; ,

In fiery spirits, slights, though few.
And thoughtless, will disturb rcpose.

In war Abdallah’s arm was stron,

Remember'd yet in Bosniac song,

And Paswan’s ! rebel hordes attest

How little love they hore such guest:

sonage in the Old Testament, such as the Ark, br Cain, is equally
the privilege of Mussulman and Jew : indeed, the former profess
to be much better acquainted with the lives, true and fabulous, of
the patriarchs, than is warranted by our own sacred writ ; and not
content with Adam, they have a biography of Pre-Agamites.,
Solomon is the monarch of all necromancy, and Moses a Y}mphet
inferior only to Christ and Mahomet. Zuleika js the Persian
name of Potiphar’s wife : and her amour with Joseph constitutes
one of the finest poems in their language. It is, therefore, no vio-
lation of costume to put the namgs of Cain, or Noah, into the
mouth of a Moslem. — [Some doubt having been expressed by Mr.
Murray, as to the Proprlety of ‘?umng the name of Cain into the
mouth of a Mussulman, Lord Byron ser. him the preceding note
— ¢ for the benefit of the ignorant.” ¢ I don’t care one lump of
sugar,” he says, * for my poetry ; but for my costume, and my cor-
rectness on those points, I will combat lustily.”}

! Paswan Oglnn.. the rebel of Widin ; who, for the last years of
his life, set the whole power of the Porte at defiance.
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His death is all I need relate,

The stern effect of Giaffir’s hate ;

And how my birth disclosed to me, .
Whate’er besille itymakes, hath ’ma.de me free.

XIV.

*
“ When Paswan, after years of strife,
At last for power, but first for life,
In Widin's walls too preudly sate,
Our Pachas rallied round the state ;
Nor last nor least in high command,
Fach brother fed a scparate band ;
They gave their®horse-tails 1 to the wid,
And mustering®in Sophia’s plain
Their tents were piteh’d, their post assign'd ;
- To one, alas! assign’d in vain !
‘What nced of words? the deadly bowl,
By Giaffir's order drugg’d and given,
With véhom subtle as his soul,
Dismiss'd Abdallah’s hence to heaven.
Reclined and feverish in the bath,
He, when the hunter’s sport was up,
But little dcem’d a brother’s wrath
To quench his thirst had such a cup :
‘The bowl a bribed attendant bore ;
He drank one draught,  nor needed more '
L]

1 ¢ Horse-tail,” the standard of a Pacha.

2 Giaffir, Pacha of Ar, #ro Castro, or Scutari, I am not sure
which, was actually taken off by the Albanian Ali, in the manner
described in the text. Ali Pacha, while I was in the country,
married the daughter of his victim, some years after the event had
taken place at a bath in Sophia, or Adrianoplg. The poison was
mixed in the cup of coffee, which is presented before the sherbet
by the bath keeper, after J.rem‘ng.
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If thou my tale, Zuleika, doubt,
Call Haroun — he can tell it out, '

XV,

% The deed once done, and Paswan'’s feud
In part suppress'd, though ne’er subdued, ¢
Abdallah’s Pachalick was gain’d : —
Thou know’st not what in our Divan
Czn wealth procure for warse than man —
Abdallah’s hor:surs were obtain'd

+ By him a brother’s murder stain'd ;
'Tis true, the purchase nearly dram’d
His ill got theasure, soon replaced.
Would'st question Whence? Surfey the waste,
And ask the squalid peasant how
His gains repay his broiling brow ! —
Why me the stern usurper spared,
Why thus with me his palace shared,
I know not. Shame, regret, remorse,
And little fear from infant’s force ; *
Besides, adoption as a son
By him whom Heaven accorded none,
Or some unknown cabal, caprice,
Preserved me thus ; — but not in peace ¢
He cannot curb his haughty mood,
Nor I forgive a father’s blood.

L

XVL -
¢« Within thy father's house are foes ;
Not all who break his bread are true:
To these should I my birth disclose,
His days, his very hours were fow:
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They only want a heart to lead,
A hand to point them to the deed.
But Harotn only knows, or knew
This tale, whosg close is almost nigh :*
He in Abdallah’s’palace grew,s
And held that post in his Serai
‘Which holds he herc — he saw him die :
But what could single slavery do?
Avenge his lord? alas! too late;
Or save his son from such a fate ?
He chose the last, and ¥hen elat
‘With foes subdued, or friends ietny’d,
Proud Giaffirin high triumph sate,
He led me helpless to his gate,
And not in vain it scems essgy’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 ensured.
Remgved he too from Roumelie
To this our Asiatic side,

Far from our seats by Danube’s tide,
‘With none but Haroun, who retains
Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels

A® tyrant’s secrets are but chains,
From which the captive gladly steals,
And this and more to me reveals:

Such still to guilt just,Alla sends —
Slaves, tools, accomphces — no friends!

XVIIL

« All this, Zuleika, harshly sounds;
But harsher still my tale must be:
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Howe'er my tongue thy softness wounds,
Yet I must prove all truth to thee.
I saw thee start this garb to see,
Yet is it one I oft have worn, .
And long must “wear : this Qaliongée,
To whom thy plighted vow is sworn,
Is leader of these pirate hordes,
Whose laws and lives are on their swords
To hear whose desolating tale
Would make thy waning check more pale :

CANO 1le

Those arms thop sec’st my band have brought,

The kands that wicld are not remote ;

" This eup too for the rugged knaves

Is fil'd « - once quaff'd, they nc’er repine:
Our Prophet might forgive the.slaves;
They 're only infidels in wine.

XVIIL

“ What could I be? Proseribed at home,
And taunted to a wish to roam ;

And listless left ~ for Giaffir's fear

Denied the courser and the spear —
Though oft — Oh, Mahomet ! how oft ! —
In full Divan the despot scoff'd, ¢
As if my weak unwilling hand

Refused the bridle or the brand :

IIe ever went to war alone,

And pent me here untried — unknown ;

To Haroun’s care with womep left,

By hope unblest, of fame bereft.

While thou — whose softness long endear’d,
Though it unmann’d me, still had checr'd —
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To Brusa’s walls for safety sent,

Awaitedst there the field’s event.

Haroun, who saw my spirit pining .
Bencath inaction’$ sluggish yoke,

His captive, though with dread resigning,
My thraldom for a season broke,

On promise to return before

The day when Giaffir's charge was o’er.

*T is vain — my tongue can not impart

My almost drunkenness ef heart,

‘When first this liberated eye .

Survey'd Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky,

As if my spirit pxerccd them through,

And all’their inmbst wonders knew !

One word alone caf paint to thed

That more than feeling — I was Free!

E’en for thy presence ceased to pine;

The World — nay, Hcaven itsclf was mine !

XIX.

¢« The shallop of a trusty Moor

Convey'd me from this idle shore ;

I longg to see the isles that gem

Old Ocean’s purple diadem :

I sought by turns, and saw them all ; 1
But when and where I Jom‘d the crew,

With whom I'm pledged®to rise or fall,
When all that we design to do

Is done, 't will then Y¢ time more meet

To tell thee, when the tale’s complete.

1! The Turkish notions of almost all islands afe confined to the
Archipelago, the sea alluded to
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XX.

% 'T'is true, they are a lawless brood:

But rough in form, nor mild {n mvod ;

And every cred, and every race,

With them hath found — may find a place :

But open speech, and ready hand, "

Obedience to their chief’s command ;,

A soul for every enterprise, ‘

That never sees with Ta-ror’s eyes ;

Friendship forteach, and faith to all,

Ané vengeance vow'd for those who fall,

Have made them fitting instruments

For more"than ev'n my own infents. .

And some - anfi I have studitd all
Distinguish’d from the vulgar rank,

But chiefly to my council call
The wisdom of the cautious Frank —

And some to higher thoughts aspire,
The last of Lambro’s ! patriots theret
Anticipated freedom share;  *

And oft around the cavern fire

On visionary schemes debate,

To snatch the Rayahs ¢ from: thcir fate.

So let them ease their hearts with prate

Of equal rights, which man ne'er knew ;

1 have a love for freedom too.

! Lambro Canzani, a Greek, fam&m for his efforts, in 1789-90,
for the mndcpendence of his country.¥ Abandoned by the Russians,
he became a pirate, and the Archipelago was the scene of his en-
terprises.  He is said tobe still alive at Petersburg. He and Riga
are the two most celebrated of the Greek revolutionists.

¢
2« Ra{ahs,"—all who pay the capitation tax, called the
** Haratch.”
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Ay! let me like the ocean- Patriarch ! roam,

Or only know on land the Tartar’s home | 2

My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, *

Are more than {itiex'and Serais tp me:

Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail,

Across the descrt, or before the gale,

Bound wiiere thou wilt, my barb! or glide, my prow !
But be the star that guides the wanderer, Thou!
Thou, #y Zuleika, share and bless my bark ;

The Dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! 8

Or, since that hope denicd in worla$ of strife,
Be thou the rainpow to the storms of life!
The evening beam, that smiles the clouds away,
And tints to-morroy with prophetic ray ! +

N 3

' The first of voyages is one of the few with which the Mussul-
mans profess much acquaintance.

2 The wandering life of the Arabs, Tartars, and Turkomans,
will be found well detailed in any book of Eastern travels. That
it possesses @’charm peculiar to 1tself, cannot be demed. A youn
French renegado wnfessed to Chateaubriand, that he never foun
himself alone, galloping in the desert, without a sensation ap-
proaching to rapture which was indescribable.

3 [The longest, as well as most splendid, of those p with
which tht perusal of his own strains, during revision, inspired him,
was that rich flow of eloquent fecliniz which follows the couplet,
= *Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark,” &c.—a strain
of poetry, which, for energy and tenderness of thought, for music
of versification, and selectnegs of diction, has, throughout the
greater portion of it, but few rivals in either ancient or modern
song. — MoOORE.]

4 [Originally written thus —

*“ And tints to-morrow with { :nf.-:iged ray.”

The following note being annexed : —* Mr. Merray, choose which
of the two epithets, ‘ fancied’ or ‘airy,” may be best ; or if neither
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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 trembing tear of speechless praise ;
Dear — as his native song to Exile’s ears,

Shall sound cach tone thy long-loved voice endears.
For thee in those bright isles is built a bowes
Blooming as Aden ! in its earliest hour.

A thousand swords, with Selim’s heart and hane,
Wait — wave — defend — destroy — at thy command !
Girt by my band, 2uleika at my side,

The spoi of nations shall bedeck my Rride.

The Haram’s languid years of listless ease

Are well resigh’d for cares — for joys like these:
Not blind to fate, I e, whercer I' rove,
Unnumbered perils, — but one only love !

Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay,
Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray.
How dcar the dream in darkest hours of ill,

Should all be changed, to find thee faithful &l !

will do, tell me, and T will dream another.” In a subsequent
letter, he says : — ** Instead of —

“ And tints to-morrow with a fancied ray,

1 ]
Print —
o “ And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ;
r —
“And {ﬂh‘: } the hope of?norning with its ray ;

‘“ And gilds to-morrow’s hope wlh heavenly ray.

I wish you would ask Mr. Gifford which of themis best ; or.
rather, not worst."]

! “ Jannat al Aden,” the perpetual abode, the Mussulman
paradise.
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Be but thy soul, like Selim’s, firmly shown;

To thee be Selim’s tender as thine own ;

To soothe :ach sorrow, share in each delight,
Blend every thought, do all — but disunite !
Once free, ’t is mine our horde-ag~in to guide ;
Friends to each other, foes to aught beside : 3
Yet there we follow but the bent assign’'d

By fatai Nature to man’s warring kind ;

Mark ! where his carnage and his conquests cease !
He niakes a solitude, and calls it — peace !

I like the rest must use my skill or strength,
But ask no land beyond my sabre’s length:
Power sways but by division — her resource

The blest alternative of fraud or force'

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 woe,
Or even Disgrace, would lay her lover low,

Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame —

Away suspicion ! —not Zuleika’s name !

! [*“ You wanted some reflections; and I send you, per Selim,
eighteen lincs in decent couplets, of a pensive, if not an ethical,
tendency.~ One more revise — positively the last, if decently done
—at any rate, the 7 1 Mr. Canning’s approbation, I
need not say, makes me proud.* To make you some amends for
eternally pcsteﬁnwu with alterations, I send you Cobbett, —to
confirm your orthodoxy.” — Loxd B. to Mr. Murray.)

* [Mr. Canning's note {3 Mr, Murray was as follows:— I re-
ceived the books, and among them, the * Bride of Abydos.’ It is
very, very beautiful. Lord Byron (when I met him, one day,at a
dinner at Mr. Ward’s) was so kind a> to promise to giveme a
copy of it. 1 mention this, not to save my purchase, but because
I should be really flattered by the present.”]
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But life is hazard 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 Giaffiy’s stgrn decree.
That dread shell 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 & rest.
With thee all toils are sweet, cach clime hath charms ;
Earth — sca alike — our world within our #rms !
Ay — let the lond winds'whistle o'er the deck,

So that those arms cling closer round my neck :
The deepest murmur of this lip shall be,!

No sigh fue safety, but a prayer for thee !

The war of elements no fears ippart

To Love, whose deadliest bane is human Art:
There lie the only rocks our course can check ;
Here moments menace — there are years of wreck !
But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror's shape |
This hour bestows, or ever bars escape.

Few words remain of mine my tale to cldse ;

Of thine but one to waft us from ouY foes ;

Yea — foes — to me will Giaffir’s hate decline?
And is not Osman, who would part us, thine ?

XXIL

¢ His head and faith from doubt and death
Return'd in time my guard to save ;
Few heard, none told, that o’er the wave
From isle to isle I roved the While :

1 [* Then if my lip once murmurs, it must be.” — MS.]
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And since, though parted from my band
Too seldom now I leave the land,

No deed they ’ve done, nor deed shall do, _
Ere I have heard ard doom'd it too :

I form the plan, decree the spoil, o

*Tis fit I oftener share the toil.

But now too long I’ve held thine ear;
Time presses, floats my bark, and here
‘We leave behind but hate and fear.
To-morrow Osman with his train =
Arrives — to-night must'break thy chain :
And would’st thou save that haughty Bey.

Perchance, kis life who gave thee thine,
With me this hour away — away !

But yet, thougls.thou art plighted mine,
‘Would'st thou reeall thy willing vow,
Appall'd by truths imparted now,

Ilere rest I — not to see thec wed:
But be that peril on my head!”

- XXII.

Zuleika, mute and motionless,
Stood like that statue of distress,
‘Wher, her last hope for ever gone,
The mother harden’d into stone ;
All in the maid that eye could see
‘Was 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 on high a blazing torch

47
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Another — and another — and another —
¢“ Oh! fly—no more —yet now my more than

hrother !” "
Far, wide, through every thicket sgread,
The fearful lights are gleaming red ;
Nor these alone — for each right hand
Is ready with a sheathless brand.
They part, pursue, return, and wheel
‘With searching flambeau, shining steel ;
And last of all, his sabre waving,
Stern Giaffir inchis fury raving :
Andeaow almost they touch the cave —
Oh ! must that grot be Selim’s grive ?

‘

XXI1II *

Dauntless he stood — T is 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 weye rash :
No matter — yet one effort more.”
Forth to the cavern mouth he stept ;
His pistol’s echo rang on high,
Zuleika started not, nor wept,
Despair benumb’d her breast and eye | —
“ They hear me not, or if they ply
Their oars, ’t is but to seg me die;
That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh.
Then forth my father’s scimitgr,
Thou nc’er hast seen less equal war !
Farewell, Zuleika!— Sweet ! retire :
Yet stay within — here linger safe,
At thee his rage will only chafe.
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Stir not— lest even to thee perchance
Some erring, blade or ball should glance.
Fearst thou for him ? — may I expire

If in this strife’] setk thy sire!

No — though by him that poison pour'd ;
No — though again he call me coward!
But tamgly shall I meet their steel ? |
No — as each crest save Ais may feel !”

xxIv.

One bound he made, and gain’d the sand: *
Alrcady at his fect hath sunk
The foremost of tite prymg band
A gasping head, % quivering thunk :
Another falls— but round him close
A swarming circle of his foes ;
From right to left his path he cleft,
And almost met the meeting wave :
His boat #ppears — not five oars’ length —-
His comrades strain with desperate strength —
Oh ! are they yet in time to save?
His feet the foremost breakers lave;
His bagd are plunging in the bay,
Their sabres glitter through the spray ;
‘Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand
They struggle — now they touch the land !
They come — 't is but to &dd to slaughter —
Ilis heart’s best blood is on the water.

XXV.

Escaped from shot, unharm’d by steel,®
Or scarcely grazed its force to feel,
c
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Had Selim won, betray’d, beset,
To where the strand and billows met
‘There as+his last step left the land,
And the last death-blow dealt his hnd —
Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look
For her his eye but sought in vain?
That pause, that fatal gaze he took, °
Hath doom'd his death, or fix'd his chain.
Sad proof, in peril and in pain, .
How late will Lover’s hope remain !
His back was td*the dashing spray ;
Behittd, but close, his comrades lay,
When, at the instant, hiss’d the ball —
¢ So may the focs of Giafir fall !
Whose voice is heard? whos carbine rang ?
Whose bullet through the night-air sang,
Too nearly, deadly aim'd to err?
*T is thine — Abdallah’s Murderer !
The father slowly rued thy hate,
The son hath found a quicker fate: -
Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling,
The whiteness of the sea-foam troubling —
If aught his lips essay'd to groan,
The rushing billows choked the tone !

%

XXVI,

Morn slowly rolls the clouds away ;
Few trophies of the fight are there:
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay
Are silent; but some signs of fray

That strand of strife may bear,
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And fragments of each shiver'd brand ;
Steps stamp’d ; and dash’d into the sand
The print of many a struggling hand
May there be mark’d ; nor far remote
A broken toreh, an oarless boat ;*
And tangled on the weeds that heap
The beach where shelving to the deep
There lies a white capote !
"T is rent in twain — one dark-red stain
The wave yet ripples o’ex in vain :
But where is he who worc? o
Ye ! who would o’er his relics weep,
Go, seck them Where the surges sweep
Their burthen round Sigzum’s steep
And cast on Iemnos® shore ®
The sca-birds shriek above the prey,
O’er which their hungry beaks delay,
As shaken on his restless pillow,
His head heaves with the heaving billow ;
That handg whose motion is not life,
Yet feebly seergs to menace strife,
®Flung by the tossing tide on high,
Then levell’d with the wave — !
What recks it, though that corse shall lie
Witin a living grave ?
The bird that tears that prostrate form
Hath only robb’d the meaner worm ;
The only heart, the only eye
Had bled or wept to see him die,

[ * While the Salsette lay off the Dardanelles, Lord Byron saw
the bodyhof a man, who had been executed by being cast into the
sea, floating on the stream to and fro with the trembling of the
water, which gave to its arms the effect of scaripg away several
sea-fowl that were hovering to devour. This incident has been
etrikingly depicted.” — GaLT.]

c2
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Had scen those scatter'd limbs composed,
And mourn'd above his turban-stone,!

That heart hath burst — that eye was closed —
Yea —closed before his own! ¢

XXVIL

By Helle’s stream there is a voice of wail !
And woman's eye is wet — man’s check is pale:
Zuleika ! last of Giaffir'g race,
Thy destin’d lord is come too late :
He aees not — nc'er shall see thy face !
Can he not hear
The loud Wul-wulleh ¢ warn Iv’s distant car ?
Thy handmaias weeping at the gate,
The Koran-chanters of the hymn of fate,
The silent slaves with folded arms that wait,
Sighs in the hall, and shrieks upon the gale,
Tell him thy tale !
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall !
That fearful moment when he l¢ft the cave
Thy heart grew chill :
He was thy hope — thy jov — thy love — thine all,
And that last thought on Lim thou could’st not save
Sufficed to kill ;
Burst forth in one wild cry — and all was still.
Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave !

1 A turban is carved in stone ahove the graves cf men only.
3 The death-song of the Turkish women. The * silent slaves”’

are the men, whose notions of decorum forbid complant in
wullic, .

'
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Ah! happy ! but of life to lose the worst !
That grief —!though deep — though fatal — was thy
first | .

Thrice happy ! he'er to feel nor fear the force

Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revefige, remorse !

And, oh! that pang where more than Madness lies

The worp that will not sleep — and never dies;

Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night,

That dyeads the darkness, and yet loathes the light,

That winds around, and tgars the quivering heart |

Ah ! wherefore not consume it — #ud depart !

‘Woe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! o
Vainly thou Heap’st the dust upon thy head,
Vainly the sack&foth o’er thy limbs d*st spread :
By that same haild Abdallah - Sclim bled.

Now let it tear thy beard in idle gricf:

Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman’s bed,

She, whom thy sultan had but scen to wed,

Thy Daughter’s dead !
Hope obthine age, thy twilight’s lonely beam,
The Star hath set that shone on Helles stream.
What quench’d its ray ? — the blood that thou hast
shed !
Hark ! to the hurried question of Despair:
“ Where is my child?”—an Echo answers—
“Where?” !

1 « ] came to the place of my b¥rth, and cried, * The friends of
my youth, where are they ?* and an Echo answered, ¢ Where are
they ¥’ — From an Arabic MS. The above quotation (from
Which the idea in the text is taken) must be alreug familiar to
every reader : it is given in the first annotation, p. 67., of ** The
Pleasures of Memory ;> a poem so well known as to render a re-
ferenice almost superfluous; but to whose pages all will be de-
lighted to recur. .
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XXVIIL

Within the place of thousand tombs”
That shine beneath, while dark:above
The sad but iiving cypress glooms
And withers not, though branch and leaf
Are stamp’d with an etcrnal gricf,
Like early unrequited Love,
One spot exists, which ever blooms,
Ev'n in that deadly grove —
A single rose ds shedding there
¥¢s lonely lustre, meek and pale :
It looks as planted by Despair —
So white — so faint — the ¢ ghtest gale
Might whirl the leaves on high ;
And yet, though storms and blight assail,
And hands more rude than wintry sky
May wring it from the stem — in vain —
To-morrow sees it bloom again |
The stalk some spirit gently rears,
And waters with celestial tears; -
For well may maids of Helle deem
That this can be no earthly flower,
‘Which mocks the tempest’s withering hour,
And buds unshelter’d by a bower;
Nor droops, though Spring refuse her shower,
Nor woos the summer beam :
To it the livelong nigh: there sings
A bird unseen— but not remote
Invisible his airy wings,
But soft as harp that Houri strings
His long entrancing note !
It were th2 Bulbul; but his throat,
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Though mournful, pours not such a strain: R
For they who listen cannot leave
The spot, but ¥nger there and grieve,
As if they loveg in yain |
And yet so sweet the tears they shed, »
*Tis sorrow so unmix’d with dread,
They scarce can bear the morn to break
That mefancholy spell,
And longer yet would weep and wake,
He sifgs so wild and well |
But when the day-blush butsts fromhigh
Expires that magic melody.
And some have boen who could belicve,
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive, «
Yet harsh be they ¥hat blame,) »
That note so piercing and profound
‘Will shape and syllable ! its sound
Into Zuleika’s name.
*Tis from her cypress summit heard,
That melts ip air the liquid word :
*Tis from her lowly virgin carth
That white rose takes its tender birth.
There late was laid a marble stone;
Eve saw it placed — the Morrow gone !

L[]
1 ¢ And airy tongues that syllable men’s names.”’ — MILTON.

For a belief that the souls of the dead inhabit the form of birds,
we need not travel to the East. Lord Lyttleton’s ghost story, the
belief of the Duchess of Kendal, shat George 1. flew into her
window in the shape of a raven (see Orford’s Reminiscences), and

b:g;.ny other instances, bring this superstition nearer home. The

singular was the whim of a Worcester lady, who, believing

her tuughter to exist in the shape of a linginﬁ bird, literally fur-

nished her pew in the cathedral with cages full of the kind; and

as she was rich, and a benefactress in bealltiig*lngllthe church, no

objection was made to her harmless folly. For thisanecdote, see
Orford’s Letters.
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It was no mortal arm that bore
That deep fixed pillar to the shore;
For there, as Helle’s legends tell,
Next morn ’t was found whexge Selim fll ;
Lash’d by the tumbling tide, whose wave
Denied his bones a holier grave :
And there by night, reclin’d, ’tis said,
Is seen a ghastly turban’d head : '
And hence extended by the billow,
*Tis named the * Pirate-phantom’s pillow !”
‘Where firstdt lay that mourning flower
MHath flourish’d ; flourisheth this hour,
Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale ;
As weeping Beauty’s cheek ag Sorrow’s tale!1

1 [« The * Bride,’ such as it is, is my first entzre composition of
anz ength (excefpt the Satire, and be d—d to it), for the * Giaour *
is but a string of passages, and * Childe Harold’ is, and I rather
think always will be, unconcluded. It was published on
Thursday, the 2d of December ; but how it 1s hked, I knaw not.
‘Whether it succeeds or not, is no fault of the public, against
whom I can have no complaint. But I am muc. more indebted
to the tale than 1 can ever be to the most important reader ; as it
wrung iy thoughts from reality to imagination ; from selfish re-
grets to vivid recollections ; and recalled me to a country replete
with the brightest and darkest, but always most lively colours of
my memory.” — Byron Diary, Dec. b. 1813.]

Tk END.

LoNDON :
Printed by A. SPoTTISWO0ODE,
New-Street-Square.
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| & fhe Corsair” was begun on the 18fh, and finished on the
31st, of Deceggber, 1813 ; a rapidity of composition which, taking
into i the extr 'y bgauty of the poem, is, per-
haps, unparalleled in® the literary history of the country. Lord
Byron states it to have been written * com amore, and very much
from exés ”’ In the original MS. the chief female character
was called Francesca, in whose person the author meant to de-
lineate one of his acquaintance ; but, while the work was at press,
he changed the name to Medora.] -




T0

THOMAS MOORE, ESQ.

MY DEAR MOORE, . »

I pEpICATE to you the last pro:luction with which
I shall trespass on public patience, and your indulgence,
for some years; and I own that I feel anxious to avail
myseclf of this latest and only opportunity of adorning
my pages with a name, consecrated by unshaken pub-
lic principle# and the most undoubted and various
talents. While Ireland ranks you among the firmest
of her patriots; while you stand alone the first of her
baids in her estimation, and Britain repeats and ratifies
the decreg, permit one, whose only regret, since our
first acquaintance, has been the ycars 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 lcast prove to you, that I have ncither for-
gotten the gratification derived from your society, nor
=nandoned the prospect of its renewal, whenever your
leisure or inclination allows you to atone to your
friends for too long absence. It is, said among
those friends, I trusta{:—uly, that you are engaged in
the composition of a poem whose scene will be laid in

A8 &
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the East; none can do those scencs so much justice.
‘The wrongs of your own country !, the magnificent
and ficry shirit of her sons, the beauty and feeling of
her daughters, may there be foufid; 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 swn, and less
clouded sky; but wildness, tenderness, and originality,
are part of your national claim of oriental descent, to
which you have already thws far proved your title more
clearly.than the fnost zealous of your country’s anti-
quarians. .

May I adg a few words on a subject on which all
men are supposed tp be fluent, agd none agreeable ?—
Self. T have written much, and published more than
enough to demand a longer silence than I now medi-
tate; 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 at-
tempted not the most difficult, but, perifaps, the best

L]

1 ['This political allusion having been objected to by a friend,
Lord Byron sent a second ded.cation to Mr. Moore, with a re-
quest that he would * take his choice.” It ran as follows : —

“ My nEAR MooORE, January £'th, 1814.

* 1 had written to you a long letter of dedication, which I
suppress, L , though it ined hing relating to you,
which every one had been glad to hear, yet there was too much
apout politics, and poesy, and gl things whatsoever, ending with
that topic on which most men are fluent, and none very amusing,
—one’s self. It might have been re-written ; but to what pur-
pose ? My praise could add nothing to your well-earned and firmlgr «
established fame; and with my mnost hearty admiration of you
talents, and delight in your conv i ou are already ac-
quainted. In availing myse!f of your friendly permission to in-
scribe this poem to you, I can onlyewish the offering were as
worthy your acceptance, as your regard is dear to

“ Yours, most affectionately and faithfully.“ B
Y

RON.""
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adapted measure to our language, the good old and
now neglected Qeroic couplet. The stanza of Spenser
is perhaps too slow and dignified for marrative;
though, I confess,"it is the measure most after my own
heart: Scott alonel, of the present 'generation, has
hitherto completely triumphed over the fatal facility
of the octogyllabic verse; and this is not the least
victory of his fertile and mighty genius: in blank
verse, MiJton, Thomson, and our dramatists, are the
beacons that shine along the decp, but warn us from
the rough and barren rock on which they are kin-
dled. The heroic, couplet is not the most pbpular
measure certainly ; but as I did not devipte into the
other from a wish to flatter what is called public opi-
nion, 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 eirculation is part of my present. and
will be of my future regret
With regad 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
responsiblg 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 ufldeceived, and those who
«do not, I have little intcrest in undecciving. 1 have
no particular desire that any but my acquaintance
should think the author better than the beings of his

! [After the words * Scott alone,” Lord Byron*had inserted, in
:‘ paren't,lj-esu — “He will excuse the * Mr.”—we do not say Mr.
‘2sar.

A4
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imagining; but I cannot help a little surprise; and
perhaps amusement, at some odd criticgl exceptions in
the presemt 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, nevertheless, might be found with-
little more morality than ¢ The Giaour,” gand perhaps
— but no — I must admit Childe Harold to be a very
repulsive personage ; and as to his identity, ghose who
like it must give him whatever ¢ alias” they please. !
If, however, it'were worth while to remove the im-
pressién, it might be of some service to me, that the man
who is alikg, the delight of his readers and his friends,
the poet of all circles, and the idol of his own, permits
me here and elsewhere to subsc{ibe mysclf,
Most truly,
And affectionately,
Ilis obedient servant,
January 2. 1814. BYRON.
[

1 [It is difficult to say whether we arc to x2ceive this passage as
an admission or a denial of the opinion to which it refers; but
Lord Byron certainly did the ruhlic injustice, if he supposed it
imputed to him the criminal actions with which many of his heroes
were stained. Men no more expected to meet in Load Byron the
Corsair, who * knew hiinself a villain,”” than they Intked for the
hypocrisy of Kehama on the shoics of the Derwent Water, or the
g:uﬂlg.-]my of Marmion on the banks of the T'wecd. — Sik WALTER

01T,



THE CORSAIR!

L
CANTO TIIE FIRST.

¢¢ ———— nessun maggior dolore,
Che ricordarsi del tempo felice
Nella miseria, ss————w—""
DaNTE.

I

.

« O’ea the glad waters of the dark blue 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 home !
Thesc are our realms, no limits to their sway—
Our flag the sceptre all who"mect obey.

Ours the wild life in tumult still to range

From toil to rest, and joy in every change.

! The time in this poem may seem too short for the accurrences,
but the whole of the ZEgean isles are within a few hours’ sail of
the continent, and the reader must be kind cnough to take the
wind as 1 have often found it.

AS
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0Ob, who can tell? not thou, luxurious slave !

‘Whose soul,would sicken o’er the heaviny wave ;

Not thou, vain lord of wantonness andccase !

Whom slumber ssothes not — pleasure t pl

Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried,

And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide,

The exulting sense — the pulse’s maddening” play,

That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way ?

That for itself can woo the approaching fight, *

And turn what some deem danger to delight ;
«That secks what cravens shun with more than zeal,

And where the feebler faint — can oniy feel —

Feel — to th¢ rising bosom’s inmost core,

Its hope awaken and its spirit soa. ?

No dread of death — if with us dic 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 — by disease or strife ?

Let him who crawls enamour’d of decay, ,

Cling to his couch, and sicken years ayay ;

Heave his thick breath, and shake his palsied head ;

Qurs — the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed.

While gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul,

Ours with one pang — one bound — escapes c¢bntrol.

His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave,

And they who loath'd his life may gild his grave:

QOurs are the tears, though few, sincerely shed,

When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead.

For us, even banquets fond regret supply

In the red cup that crowns our memory ;

And the bricf epitaph in danger’s day,

When those who win at ?:':lgth divide the prey,

And cry, Remembrance saddening o'er each brow,

How had the brave who fell exulted now /™-:
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II..

Such were the notes that from the Piratc's%isle
Around the kindling watch-fire rang ghe while :
Such were the sounds that thrill'd the rocks along,
And unto cars as rugged scem'd a song ! .
In scatter’d groups upon the golden sand,

They game— carouse — converse —or whet the brand ;
Select the armis —to each his blade assign,

And careless eye the bloodsthat dims its shine ;
Repair the boat, replace the helm or oar,

While others straggling muse along the shore ;'
For the wild bird the busy springes set, o

Or spread beneath thg sun the dripping net ;

Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies,
With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise ;

"Tell ocr the tales of many a night of toil,

And marvel where they next shall geize a spoil :
No matter where — their chief’s allotment this;
Theirs, to bilieve no prey nor plan amiss.

But who that CH1EF? 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 is words, but keen his eye and hand.
Ne’er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess,

But they forgive his silenge 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 ;
Earth’s coarsest bread, the garden’s homeliest roots,
And scarce the summer luxury of fruits, ¢

His short repast in humbleness supply

With all a hermit’s board would scarce deny.
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But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense,

His mind seems nourish'd by that abstinence.

“ Steer to that shore |” — they sail. _* Do this!" tis
done: -

« Now form and follow me !” — the spoil is won.

Thus prompt his accents and his actions still,

And all obey and few inquire his will; ¢

To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye

Convey reproof, nor further deign reply.

' 3 III.

« A sail ! — s1il I” — a promised prize to Hope !
Her nation — flag ~— how spcaks,_the telescope ?

No prize, alas! — but yeta weicome sail :

The blood-red signal glitters in the gale.

Yes — she is ours— a home returning bark —
Blow fair, thoa breeze ! — she anchors ere the dark.
Already doubled is the cape — our bay

Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray,
How gloriously her gallant course shic goes!

Her white wings flying — never from her foes —
She walks the waters like a thing of life,

And scems to dare the elements to strife.

‘Who would not brave the battle-fire — the wreck —
To move the monarch of her peopled deck ?

)
T IV
Hoarse o'er her side the mstling cable rings;
The sails are furl’d; and anchoring round she swings ;

And gatheripg loiterers on the land discern
Her boat descending from the latticed stern.
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*T is mann’d — the oars keep concert to the strand,
Till grates heg keel upon the shallow sand.

Hail to the welcome shout !-—the friendly speech !
When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach ;
The smile, the question, and the quick reply,

And the heart’s promise of festivity |

V.

L]
The tidings spread, and gashering grows the crowd :
Tiie hum of voices, and the laughter loud,
And woman’s gentler anxious tone is heard — ©
Friends' — husbands’ — lovers’ names iz each dear
word :
« Oh! are they safe ¥ we ask not of suceess —
But shall we see them ? will their accents bless ?
From where the battle roars — the billows chafe —
They doubtless boldly did — but who are safe?
ITere let them haste to gladden and surprise,
And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes!”

VI.

¢ Wheregis our chief ? for him we bear report —

And doubt that joy— which hails our coming—short;
Yet thus sincere — 'tis cheering, though so brief';

But, Juan ! instant guide us to our chief':

Our greeting paid, we’ll feast on our return,

And all shall hear what cach may wish to learn.”
Ascending slowly by the rock-hewn way,

To where his watch-tower beetles o’er the bay,

By bushy brake, and wild flowers blossogaing,

And freshness breathing from each silver spring,
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Whose scatter'd streams from granite basins burst,
Leap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst ;
From crag %o cliff they mount — Near yonder cave,
What lonely strngglu- looks along the wave?
In pensive posture leaning on the brand,
Not oft a resting-staff to that red hand?
«’Tis he —'tis Conrad — here — as wont - -alone ;
On — Juan | — on — and make our purpose known.
The bark he views — and tell him we would geeet
His ear with tidings he muct quickly mecet:
‘We dare not yet approach — thou know’st his mood,
When $crange or uninvited steps intrude.”

r

L VII.

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent ; —
He spake not —but a sign expressed assent.
These Juan calls— they come — to their salute
He bends him slightly, but his lips are mute.
¢ These letters, Chief, are from the Greek *—the spy,
Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh :
‘Whatc'er his tidings, we can well report,
Much that >—¢ Peace, peace!” — he cuts their prating
short.
Wondering they turn, abash'd, while each to each
Conjecture whxspers in his muttering speech :
They watch his glance with many a stcalmg look,
. To gather how that eye the tidings took ;
But, this as if he guess'd, with head a.sxd(.,
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride,
He read the scroll — « My tablets, Juan, hark —
Where is Gongalvo?”
¢ In the anchor'd bark.”

-
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¢ There let him stay — to him this order bear —
Back to your duty — for my course prepare;;
Myself this enterprise to-night will share.”
L]

¢ To-night, Lord Conrad?”

“Ay | at set of sun:
The breeze%vill freshen when the day is done.
My corslet — cloak — one hour — and we are gone,
Sling on thy bugle — see that free from rust
My carbine-lock springs wofthy of my trust;
Be the cdge sharpen’d of my boarding-brand, ,
And give its guard more room to fit my hand.
This let the armourer with speed dispose ;®
Last time, it more fatigued my arm®than foes :
Mark that the signal-gun be duly fired,
To tell us when the hour of stay,’s expired.” -

VIIL

They make obusaucc, and retire in haste,

Too soon to seck ao‘am the watery waste :

Yet they repine not — so that Conrad guides;
And who dare question aught that he decides *
That mansof loneliness and mystery,

Scarce seen to smile, and scldom heard to sigh;
Whose name appals the fiercest of his crew,

And tints each swarthy cheek with sallower hue ;
Still sways their souls with that commanding art
That dazzles, leads, yet chills the vulgar heart.
‘What is that spcll, that thus his lawless train
Confess and envy, yet oppose in vain ?

What should it be, that thus their faith can bind ?
The power of Thought — the magie of the Mind !
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Link’d with success, assumed and kept with skill,
That moulds another’s weakness to its will ;

Wields with their hands, but, still to these unknown,
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his own.
Such hath it been — shall be — beneath the sun
The many still must labour for the one !

*Tis Nature's doom — but let the wretch wo toils,
Accuse not, hate not him who wears the spoils.

Oh ! if he knew the weight of splendid chains

How light the balance of his humbler pains !

T

IX.

Unlike the heroes ¢f each ancient race,

Demons in act, but Gods at least in face,

In Conrad’s form seems little to admire,

Though his dark eyebrow shades a glance of fire :
Robust but not Herculean — to the sight

No giant frame sets forth his common height ;
Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again,

Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men, !

U [In the features of Conrad, those who have looked upon Lord
Byron will recognise some likeness; and the ascetic regimen
lech the noble poet himself observed, was no less murked in the
preceding description of Conrad’s fare. To what are we to ascribe
the singular peculiarity which induced an author of such talent,
and so well skilled in tracing the darker impressions which guilt
and remorse leave on the hum-~n character, so frequently to affix
features peculiar to himself to the robbers aud corsairs which he
sketched with a pencil as forcible as that of Salvator ? More than
one answer may be returned to this %uestion ; nor do we pretend
to say which is best warranted by the facts. The practice may

e from a temperament which radical and constitutional melan-
choly had, as in the case of Hamlet, predisposed to identify its
owner with sceffes of that deep and amazing Interest which arises
from the stings of | ding with the stubborn ener,
o:gﬂde, and delighting to be placed in supposed situations of guilt
and danger, as some men love 1nstinctively to tread the giddy edge
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They gaze and marvel how — and still confess

That thus it isybut why they cannot guess.
Sun-burnt his chgek, his forehead high and pale

The sable curls in wild profusion veil ;,

And oft perforce his rising lip reveals

The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals.
Though smeoth his voice, and calm his general mien,
Still scems there something he would not have seen :
His featwres’ deepening lines and varying hue

At times attracted, yet perpiex’d the view,

As if within that murkiress of mind

Work'd feelings fearful, and yet undefined ;

Such might it be — that none could truly gell —
"Too close enquiry his stern glance gould quell.
There breathe but few whose aspect might defy

The full encounter of his searching eye :

He had the skill, when Cunning’s gaze would seek
To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek,
At once the observer’s purpose to espy,

And on himself roll back his serutiny,

of a precipice, or, holding by some frail twig, to stoop forward over
the abyss 1gto which the dark torrent discharges itself. Or, it
may be that these disguises were assumed capriciously, as a man
might chuse the cloak, poniard, and dark lantern of a bravo, for
his disguise at 1 masquerade. Or, teeling his own powers in paint-
ing the sombre andthe horrible, Lord Byron assumed in his fervour
the very scmblance of the characters he describes ; like an actor
who presents on the stage at once his own person and the tragic
character with which for the time he is invested. Nor is it alto-
gether incompatible with his character to believe that, in con-
tempt of the criticisms which, on this account, had attended
¢ Childe Harold,” he was determined to show to the public how
little he was aftected by them, and how effectually it was in his
power to compel attention and respect, even when im, a
portion of his own likeness and his_own peculiarities to pirates
aud outlaws. — Sk WALTER ScoTT.]
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Lest he to Conrad rather should betray

Some secret thought, than drag that chigf’s to day.
There was‘a laughing Devil in his sneer,

That raised emotions both of ragc and fear ;

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell,

Hope withering fled — and Mercy sigh’d farewell 1 !

X.

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought,
Within — within — 't was there the spirit wrought !
Love shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Guile,
Betray no ferther than the bitter smile;

The lip’s least curl, the lightest paleness thrown
Along the govern’d aspect, speak alone

Of decper passions ; and to judge their mien,

He, who would sce, must be himsclf unsecn.

Then — with the hurried tread, the upward eye,
‘The clenched hand, the pause of agony,

<

1 That Conrad is a character not alto?:ther out of nature, 1
shall attempt to prove by som+ historical coincidences which I have
met with since writing * The Corsair.”

¢ Eccelin prisonnier,” dit Rolandiui, *s’enfermoit dans un
silence menacant, il fixoit sur la terre son vlsﬂit)a féroce, et ne
donnoit puint d'essor i sa proionde: indignation. De tButes partes
cependant les soldats et les peuples accouroient ; ils vouloient voir
cet h jadis si pui et la joic universelle éclatoit de
toutes partes. b * * * Eccelin étoit d'une
petite taille ; mais tout V'aspect de sa personne, tous ses mouve-
mens, indiquoient un soldat. — Soun langage étoit amer, son dé-
portement superbe — et par son seul égard, il faisoit trembler les
plus hardis.” — Sismond;, tome iii. p. 219.

Again, * Gizericus (Genseric, king of the Vandals, the con-
queror of both Carthage and Rowne), staturd mediocris, et equi
casu claudi ammo profundus, scrmone rarus, luxuria con-
temptor, ird turkidus, habendi cupidus, ad solicitandas gentes pro-
videntissimus,” &c. &c. Jornandes de Rebus Geticts, c. 33.

1 beg leave to quote these gloomny realities to kecp in countes
nance my Giaour and Corsair.
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That listens, starting, lest the step too near
Approach intrysive on that mood of fear :

Then — with cach feature working from the heart,
With feelings loosed t6 strengthen — pot depart :
That rise — convulse — contend — that freeze, or glow,
Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow ;

Then — Stmnger ! if thou canst, and tremblest not,
Behold his soul — the rest that soothes his lot !
Mark — how that lone and blighted bosom sears
The scathing thought of execrated years !

Behold — but who hath seen, or e’er shall see,

Man as himself — the secret spirit free ?

* XI.

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent

To lead the guilty — guilt’s worse instrument —

His soul was changed, before his deeds had driven

Ilim 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 virtucs for a dupe,

He cursed those virtucs as the cause of ill,

And not the traitors who betray’d him still ;

Nor deem’d that gifts bestow’d on better men

Had left him joy, and meang to give again.

Fear'd — shunn’d — belied — ere youth had lost her
foree,

He hated man too much to feel remorse,

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call,

To pay the injurics of some on all. .

He knew himsclf a villain — but he deem’d

The rest no better than the thing he seem'd ;
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And scorn’d the best as hypocrites who hid

Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did.

He knew bimself detested, but he knew

The hearts that Joath'd him, crouch’d and dreaded too.
Lone, wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt
From all affection and from all contempt :

His name could sadden, and his acts surprise ;

But they that fear’d him dared not to despise :
Man spurns the worm, but pauses cre he wake
The slumbering venom ofthe folded snake :

The first may turn — but not avenge the blow ;
The last expires — but leaves no living foc ;

Fast to the doom’d offender’s form it clings,

And he may crush «— not conquer — still it stings !

XIl.

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 name of Love !

Yes, it was love — unchangeable — unchanged,
Felt but for one from whom he never ranged ;
Though fairest captives daily met his eye,

He shunn'd, nor sought, hut coldly pass’d them by ;
Though many a beauty droop’d in prison’d bower,
None ever sooth’d his most unguarded hour.

Yes — it was Love — if thoughts of tenderness,
Tried in temptation, strengthen’d by distress,
Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime,

And yet — Oh more than all ! — untired by time
Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile,

Could render sullen were she near to smile,
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Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent

On her one myrmur of his discontent ;

Which still would meet with joy, with calmhess part,
Lest that his look of gtief should reach hee heart ;
‘Which nought removed, nor menaced to remove —
If there be love in mortals — this was love !

He was a villain — ay — reproaches shower

On him — but not the passion, nor its power,

Which only proved, all other virtues gone,

Not guilt itself could quenck this loveliest one!

XIIL

He paused a moment 4— till his hasscning men
Pass'd the first winding downward to the glen.

“ Strange tidings ! — many a peril have I past,

Nor know I why this next appears the last !

Yet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear,

Nor 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 funcral-pile.

Ay —let ¢hem 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 brave
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,
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Small merit claims — but ’t was my nobler hope
To teach my few with numbers still to cope ;
Long havé I led them — not to vairly bleed :
No mediunr now — we perish or succeed !

So let it be — it irks not me to dic;

But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly.
My lot hath long had little of my care, ~
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 cast?

Oh, Fate | — accuse thy folly, not thy fate —
She may redeem thee still — nor 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
e 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.
¢« Decp in my soul that tender secret dwells,®
Lonely 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 the slow flame, eternal — but unsecn 3
Which not the darkness of despair can damp,
'Though vain its ray as it had never been.
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. .
« Remeraber me (— Oh ! pass not thou my grave
‘Without one thought whose relics there recline :
The only pang my bosom dare not brave
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine.
.
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 — sole reward of so much love !”

]
He pass'd the portal — cross’d the corridore,
And reach'd the chamber as the strain gave o'er :
« My own Medora! sure thy song is sad —"

¢ In Conrad’s absence would’st thou have it glad ?
‘Without thine ear to listen to my lay,

Still must my song my thoughts, my soul betray :
Still must each accent to my bosom suit,

My heart unhush’d — although my lips were mute!
Oh! many a night on this lone couch reclined,

My dreamyng 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 log 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 cane — and still thou werteafar.

Oh | how the chill blast on my bosom blew,

And day broke dreary on my troubled view,
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And still T gazed and gazed — and not a prow

Was granted to my tears — my truth — my vow !
At length — ’t was noon — I hail’d and blest the mast
That met my sight — it near’d — Alas! it past!
Another came — Oh God ! ’twas thine at last !
‘Would that those days were over! wilt thou nc'er,
My Conrad ! learn the joys of peace to shase ?

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 peril that I fear,

I only tremble when thou art’not here ;

Then not for mine, but that far dearer life,

Which flies “rom love and languishes for strife —
How strange that lscart, to me s¢ tender still,
Should war with nature and its better will I”

“ Yea, strange indeed — that heart hath long been
changed ; :

Worm-like °t was trampled — adder-like avenged,

‘Without one hope on earth beyond thy love,

And scarce a glimpse of merey from above.

Yet the same feeling which thou dost condemn,

My very love to thee is hate to them,

So closely mingling here, that disentwined,

I cease to love thee when I love mankind :

1 [Lord Byron has made afthe use of the gentleness and sub-
mission of the females of these regions, as contrasted with the
lordly pride and martial ferocity of the men: and though we sus-
pect he has lent them more sowd than of right belongs to them, as
well as more delicacy and refiection ; yet, there is something so
true to female nature in general, in his representations of this sort,
and so much of the oriental softness and acquiescence in his parti-
cular delineations, that it is scarcely possible to refuse the picture
the praise of being characteristic and harmonious, as well as emi-
nently sweet and beautiful in itself. — JerFney.]
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Yet dread not this — the proof of all the past

Assures the future that my love will last ;

But — Oh, Med'oml nerve thy gentler heart ’

This hour again — but not for Jong — we part.”

¢« This hour we part ! — my hcart forcbdded this:

Thus cver fade my fairy dreams of bliss.

This hour —it cannot be — this hour away !

Yon bark hath hardly anchor'd in the bay :

Her consojt still is absent, and her crew

Have need of rest before they toil anew :

My love! thou mock’st sy weakness; and would’st
stecl ’

My breast before the time when it must feel ;

But trifle now no more with my distress,

Such mirth hath less of'play than bitterncss.

Be silent, Conrad ! — dearest! come and share

‘The feast these hands dclighted to prepare ;

Light toil! to cull and dress thy frugal fare !

See, I have pluck’d the fruit that promised best,

And where not sure, perplex'd, but pleased, I guess'd

At such as scem’d the fairest; thrice the hill

My steps have wound to try the coolest rill ;

Yes! thy sherbet to-mght will swectly flow,

See how it spa.rkles in its vase of snow !

The grapes gay juice thy bosom never cheers ;

Thou more than Moslem when the cup appears :

Think not I mean to chide — for I rejoice

‘What others deem a penance 4s thy choice.

But come, the board is spread; our silver lamp

Is trimm’d, and heeds not the sirocco’s damp :

Then shall my handmaids while the time along,

And join with me the dance, or wake the song;

Or my guitar, which still thou lov'st to héar,

Shall soothe or lull — or, should it vex thine car,

B
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W&e"ll turn the tale, by Ariosto told,
Of fair Olympia loved and left of old. !
Why — éhou wert worse than he who broke his vow
‘To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now ;
Or even that traitor chief — I 've seen thee siile,
When the clear sky show’d Ariadne's Isle,
‘Which I have pointed from these cliffs the while :
And thus half sportive, half in fear, I said,
Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than dread,
Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main:
And he deceived me — for — Le came again !”

[ J
“ Again — again — and oft again — my love !
If there be life below, and hope above, :
He will return — but now, the moments bring
The time of parting with redoubled wing :
The why — the where — what boots it now to tell?
Since all must end in that wild word — farewell !
Yet would I fain — did time allow — disclose —
Fear not — these are no formidable foes ;
And here shall watch a more than wonted guard,
For sudden sicge and long defence prepared :
Nor be thou lonely — though thy lord’s away,
Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay ;
And this thy comfort — that, when next we meet,
Security shall make repose more sweet.
List | — tis the bugle ”— Juan shrilly blew —
“ One kiss — one more — another — Oh! Adieu!”

She rose — she sprung — she clung to his embrace
Till his heart heaved beneath her hidden face,

He dared not raise to his that deep-blue eye,
Which downtast droop’d in tearless agony.

1 Orlando Furioso, Canto x.
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Her long fair hair lay floating o’er his arms,
In all the wildness of dishevell’d charms ;
Scarce beat that"bosom where hi image dwelt
So full — that feeling seem'd almost unfelt !
Hark — peals the thunder of the signaligun !
It told 't was sunset — and he cursed that sun.
Again — again — that form he madly press'd,
‘Which mutely clasp’d, imploringly caress'd !
And tottering to the couch his bride he bore,
One moment gazed — as if to gaze no more;
Felt — that for him earth held but her alone,
Kiss'd her cold forehead — turn’d — is Conrad gune?

- XV. ¢

¢ And is he gone ? ”— on suddcn solitude

How oft that fearful question will intrude !

« [ was but an instant past — and here he stood !

And now” — without the portal’s porch she rush'd,

And then at length her tears in freedom gush'd ;

Big — bright — and fast, unknown to her they fell ;

But still her lips refused to send — ¢ Farewell !

For in that word — that fatal word — howe'cr

‘We promise —hope — believe — there breathes despair.

Q’er every feature of that still, pale face,

Had sorrow fix’d what time can ne'er erase :

The tender blue of that large loving eye

Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy,

Till — Oh, how far ! — it caught a glimpse of him,

And then it flow’d — and phrensied seem'd to swim

Through those long, dark, and glistening lashes dew’d

‘With drops of sadness oft to be renew’d. |

« He’s gone !”— against her heart that hand is driven,

Convulsed and quick — then gently raised to heaven :
B 2
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She look'd and saw the heaving of the main ;
The white sail set — she dared not look again ;
But turn’d with sickeging soul within the gate —
« It is no dream — and I am desolate !” !

XVIL

. . a
From crag to crag descending — swiftly sped
Stern Conrad down, nor once he turn’d his jjead ;
But shrunk whene’er the windings of his way
Yorced on his eye what he would not survey,
His Jone, but lovely dwelling on the steep,
That hail’d him first when homeward from the decp :
And she —Sthe dim and melancholy star,
Whose ray of beatity reach’d hifn from afar,
On her he must not gaze, he must not think,
There he might rest — but on Destruction’s brink :
Yet once almost he stopp'd — and nearly gave
IIis fate to chance, his projects to the wave :
But no — it must not be — a worthy chief
May melt, but not betray to woman’s grief.
He secs his bark, he notes how fair the wind,
And sternly gathers all his might of mind :
Again he hurries on— and as he hears
The clang of tumult vibratc on his cars,
The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore,
The shout, the signal, and the dashing oar;
As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast,
The anchors rise, the sails unfurling fast,
The waving kerchiefs of the crowd that urge
That mute adicu to those who stem the surge;

! {(We do not know any thing in pouetry more beautiful or
touching than this picture of thei parting, — JEreney.]
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And more than all, his blood-red flag aloft,

He marvell’d héw his heart could scem so soft.
Fire in his glance,’and wildness in his breast,
He feels of all his former self possest; ~

He bounds — he flies — until his footsteps reach
"The verge where ends the cliff, begins the beach,
There checks his speed ; but pauses less to breathe
The breezy freshness of the deep beneath,

Than there his wonted statelier step renew ;
Nor rush, disturb’d by haste, to vulgar view :

For well hnd Conrad learn’d to curb the crowd,
By arts that veil, and oft preserve the proud ;
His was the loﬁy port, the distant mxen,

That seems to shun thé sight — and“awes if seen .
The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye,

That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy ;
All these he wielded to command assent:

But where he wished to win, so well unbent,
That kindness cancell’d fear in those who hcard,
And others' gifts show'd mean beside his word,
‘When echo'd to the heart as from his own

His deep yet tender melody of tone:

But such was foreign to his wonted mood,

Ile cared not what he soften’d, but subdued :
The evil passions of his youth had made

Him value less who loved — than what obey’d.

XVIIL

Around him mustering ranged his ready guard.
Before him Juan stands — ¢ Are all prepared? "

« "They arc — nay more — embark’d : the latest boat
‘Waits but my chief

¢“ My sword, and my capote.
B3
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Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung,

His belt and cloak were o'er his shoulders flung :

<« Call Pedro here!” He comes—and Conrad bends,
With all the cvurtesy he deign’d his friends;

¢ Receive these tablets, and peruse with care,
Words of high trust and truth are graven, there ;
Double the guard, and when Anselmo’s bark
Arrives, let him alike these orders mark:

In three days (serve the breeze) the sun shall shine
On our return — till then all pcace be thine !”

Thig said, his brother Pirate’s hand he wrung,
Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung.
Flash’d tht dipt oars, and sparkling with the stroke,
Around the wave}’ phosphoric ¢ brightness broke ;
They gain the vessel — on the deck he stands, —
Shrieks the shrill whistle — ply the busy hands —
He marks how well the ship her helm obeys,

How gallant all her crew — and deigns to praise.
His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo turn —

‘Why doth he start, and inly seem to mourn?

Alas ! those eyes beheld his rocky tower,

And live 2 moment o’er the parting hour ;

She — his Medora— did she mark the prow ?

Ah ! never loved he half so much as now !

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day —
Again he mans himself and turns away ;

Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends,

And there 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 ;

! By night, parﬁmﬂarlw a warm latitude, every stroke of the
oar, every motion of the boat or ship, is followed by a slight flash
like sheet lightuing from the water.
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They to the midnight watch protract debate ;

To anxious eyes what hour is ever late?
Meantime, the stetdy breeze serenely blew, °

And fast and falcon-like the vesscl flewg

Pass'd the high headlands of each clustering isle,
To gain their port — long — long ere morning smile:
And soon tift night-glass through the narrow bay
Discovers where the Pacha’s galleys lay.

Count thdy each sail — and mark how there supine
The lights in vain o’er heedless Moslem shine.
Secure, unnoted, Conrad’s prow pass'd by, o
And anchor’d where his ambush meant to lie ;
Screen’d from espial by the jutting cape, ®

That rears on high its eude fantastic®shape.

Then rose his band to duty — not from sleep —
Equipp’d for deeds alike on land or deep;

While lean’d their leader o'cr the fretting flood,
And calmly talk’d —and yet he talk'd of blood!
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THE CORSAIR.

CANTO THE SECOND,

* Conosceste i dubiosi desirt 2
1 NIL.

J.

In Coron’s bay floats many a galley light,
Through Coron’s lattices the lainps are bright,
For Seyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night:
A feast for promised triumph yet to come,
When he shall drag the fetter'd Rovers homv ;
‘This hath he sworn by Alla 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 ;
T is but to sail — no doubt to-morrow’s Sun
‘Will see the Pirates bound — their haven won '
Meantime the watch may slumber, if' they will,
Nor only wake to war, but dreaming kill.
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Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek
‘To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ;
How well such deed becomes the turban'd bfave —
To bare the sabre’s edgle before a slave}

Infest his dwelling — but forbear to slay,

"Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day,

And do notadeign to smite because they may !
Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow,

To kecep in practice for the coming foe.

Revel and rout the evening hours beguile,

And they who wish to wear a head must smile ;
For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer?
And hoard their curses, till the coast is clegr.

II.

High in his hall reclines the turban’d Seyd ;
Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead.
Remov'd the banquet, and the last pilaff —
Forbidden draughts, 't is said, he dared to quaff,
Though to the rest the sober berry’s juice 1

The slaves bear round for rigid Moslems’ use;
The long chibouque’s 2 dissolving cloud supply,
While dauce the Almas3 to wild minstrelsy.
The rising morn will view the chiefs embark ;
DBut waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark
And revellers may more securely sleep

On silken couch than o’er the rugged deep :
Feast there who can — nor combat till they must,
And less to conquest than to Korans trust ;

And yet the numbers crowded in his host

Might warrant more than evn the Pachags boast.

1 Coffee 2 « Chibouque,” pipc. 3 Dancing girls.
B S5
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ITI1.

With cautious reverence from the outer gate
Slow stalks the glave, whose offite therc 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:
Escaped, 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 arms were folded on his dark-green vest,
Xlis step was feeble, and his look deprest ;

Yet worn h-~ seem’d of hardship more than years,
And pale his checl. with penance, not from fears.
Vow'd to his God — his sable locks he wore,
And these his lofty cap rose proudly o’er:
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown,
And wrapt a breast bestow’d on heaven alone ;
Submissive, yet with self-possession mann'd,

He calmly met the curious eyes that scann’d ;
And question of his coming fain would seek,
Before the Pacha’s will allow’d to speak.

! It has been obsecrved, that Conrad’s entering didguised as a
spy is out of nature. Pcrhaps so. 1 find something not unlike it
inhistory. — * Anxious to explore with his own eyes the state of
the V: s, Majorian ventured, after disguising the colour of his
hair, to visit Carthage in the character of his own ambassador ; and
Genseric was afterwards mortified by the discovery, that he had
entertained and dismissed the Emperor of the Romans. Such an

dote may be rej d as an improbable fiction; but it isa
fiction which would not_have been imagined unless in the life of a
hero.” — See GisBox’s Decline and Fall, vol. vi. p. 180,
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1v.
“ Whence com’st ¢hou, Dervise ?”

«“ From the sutlaw's den,
A fugitive —"

¢ Thy capture where and when ?”

“ From Scatanovo’s port to Scio’s isle,
The Saick was bound ; but Alla did not smile
Upon out course — the Moslem merchant’s gains
The Rovers won; our limbs have worn their chains.
I had no decath to fear, nor wealth to boast,
Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost;
At length a fisher’s humble boat by night »
Afforded hope, and offer’'d chance of flight ;
I seized the hour, and find my safety here —
With thee —most mighty Pacha ! who can fear 2"

« ITow speed the outlaws ? stand they well prepared,
Their plundcred wealth, and robber’s rock, to guard ?
PDream they of this our preparation, doom’d

To view with fire their scorpion nest consumed ?

“ Pacha ! the fetter'd captive's mourning eye,
That weeps for flight, but ill can play the spy ;
1 only heard the reckless waters roar,
Those waves that would not bear me from the shore;
I only mark’d the glorious syn and sky,
Too bright — too blue — for my captivity ;
And felt — that all which Freedom’s bosom checrs,
Must break my chain before it dried my tears.
‘This may’st thou judge, at least, from my escape,
They little deem of aught in peril’s shape;
Else vainly had I pray’d or sought the chance
That leads me here — if cyed with vigilance:

B 6
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The careless guard that did not see me fly,
May watch as idly when thy power is nigh.
Pacha | — iy limbs are faint — and nature craves
Food for my hugger, rest from tbssing waves -

1 Permit my absence — peace be with thee ! Peace
With all aromd -—NOw grant repose — ulcase

¢« Stay, Dervise | I have more to questxon-—stay,
I do command thee — sit —dost hear ?— obey !
More 1 must ask, and food the slaves shall bring ;
Thou shalt not pine where all are banqueting :
The stipper done — prepare thee to replv,
Clearly and full —I love not mystery.”

*T were vain to guers what shook, the pious man,
‘Who look’d not lovingly on that Divan ;

Nor show’d high relish for the banquet prest,
And less respect for every fellow guest.

*T was but a moment’s peevish hectic past

Along his cheek, and tranquillised as fast :

He sate him down in silence, and his look
Resumed the calmness which before forsook :
The feast was usher’d in — but sumptuous fare
He shunn'd as if some poison mingled there.

For one so long condemn’d to toil and fast,
Methinks he strangely spares the rich repast.

“ What ails thee, Dervise? cat— dost thou suppose
This feast a Christian’s? or my friends thy foes?
‘Why dost thou shun the salt? that sacred pledge,
‘Which, once partaken, blunts the sabre’s edge,
Makes ev'n contending tribes in peace unite,

And hated hos¢s seem brethren to the sight ! ”

« alt seasons dainties— and my food is still
The humblest root, my drink the simplest rill ;
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And my stern vow and order’s ! laws oppose

To break or mingle bread with friends or foes ;

It may scem strange — if there be aught to dfead,
That peril rests upon my single head; »

But for thy sway — nay more — thy Sultan’s throne,
I taste nor bread nor banquet — save alone;
Infringed out order’s rule, the Prophet’s rage

To Mecca;s dome might bar my pilgrimage.”

* Well — as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art —

One question answer; then in peace depart.

How many ? — Ha! it cannot sure be day ?

‘What star — what sun is bursting on the buy?

It shines a lake of fire l— away —away !

Ho! treachery | my guards! my scimitar !

The galleys feed the flames — and I afar !

Accursed Dervise ! — these thy tidings — thou

Some villain spy — seize — cleave him — slay him now !

Up rose the Dervise with that burst of light,

Nor less his change of form appall'd the sight :
Up rose that Dervise — not in saintly garb,

But like a warrior bounding on his barb,

Dash’d hi®high cap, and tore his robe away —
Shone his mail'd breast, and flash’d his sabre’s ray !
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume,
More glittering eye, and black brow’s sabler gloom,
Glared on the Moslems’ eyes some Afrit sprite,
‘Whose demon death-blow left no hope for fight.
The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow

Of flames on high, and torches from below ;

! The Dervises are in colleges, and of different orders, 2s the
monks.
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The shriek of terror, and the mingling yell —

For swords began to clash, and shouts to swell —
Flung o’¢r that spot of earth the aireof hell !
Distracted, to gnd fro, the flyirig slaves

Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves ;
Nought heeded they the Pacha’s angry cry,

They scize that Dervise ! — seize on Zatanai ! !
He saw their terror — check’d the first despair
That urged him but to stand and perish thete,
Since far too early and too well obey’d,

The flame was kindled ere the signal made ;

He saw their terror — from his baldric drew

His bugle ¢~ brief the blast — but shrilly blew ;
’T'is answer'd — “ Well ye speed my gallant crew !
Why did I doubt their quickness of career ?

And deem design had left me single here ?”
Sweeps his long arm — that sabre’s whirling sway,
Sheds fast atonement for its first delay ;

Completes his fury, what their fear begun,

And makes the many basely quail to onc.

The cloven turbans o'er the chamber spread,

And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its head :
Even Seyd, convulsed, o’erwhelm’d, with rage, surprise,
Retreats before him, though he still defies. *

No eraven he — and “yet he dreads the blow,

So much Confusion magnifies his foe !

His blazing galleys still distract his sight,

He tore his beard, and foaming fled the fight ;2

1 ¢ Zatanai,” Satan.

2 A common and not very novel effect of Mussulman anger.
See Prince E#enc’s Memoirs, page 24. * The Seraskier re-
ceived a wound in the thigh; he plucked up his beard by the
roots, becaure he was obliged to quit the field.”
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For now the pirates pass'd the Haram gate,

And burst within — and it were death to wait ;

Where wild Amazement shrieking — krteeling
throws ' »

The sword aside — in vain — the blood o’erflows !

The Corsairs pouring, haste to where within

Invited Comd’s bugle, and the din

Of groaning victims, and wild cries for life,

Proclaim’® how well he did the work of strife.

They shout to find him grim and lonely there,

A glutted tiger mangling in his lair !

But short their greeting — shorter his reply —

« T'is well —but Seyd escapes — and he myst die —

Much hath been done - but more remains to do —

Their galleys blaze — why not their city too ?”

V.

Quick at the word — they seized him each a torch,
And fire the dome from minaret to porch.

A stern delight was fix'd in Conrad’s eye,

But sudden sunk — for on his ear the cry

Of women struck, and like a deadly knell

Knock’d aé that heart unmoved by battle’s yell.

¢ Oh ! burst the Haram — wrong not on your lives
One female form — remember — we have wives.
On them such outrage Vengeance will repay ;
Man is our foe, and such ’tis ours to slay :

But still we spared — must sparc the weaker prey.
Oh'! I forgot — but Heaven will not forgive

If at my word the helpless cease to live:

Follow who will— I go— we yet have time

Our souls to lighten of at least a crime.”
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He climbs the crackling stair — he bursts the door,
Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor ;

His breath choked gasping with thecvolumed smoke,
But still from goom to room his way he broke.

They search — they find — they save : with lusty arms
Each bears a prize of unregarded charms;

Calm their loud fears; sustain their sinkiwg frames
‘With all the care defenceless beauty claims:

So well could Conrad tame their fiercest moed, -
And check the very hands with gore imbrued.

But who is she ? whom Conrad’s arms convey

Frorh reeking pile and combat’s wreck — away —
Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed ?

The Ilaram queer — but still the slave of Seyd !

VI.

Brief time had Conrad now to greet Gulnare,!
Few words to re-assure the trembling fair ;

For in that pause compassion snatch’d from war,
The foe before retiring, fast and far,

‘With wonder saw their footsteps unpursued,

First slowlier fled — then rallied — then withstood.
This Seyd perceives, then first perceives how few,
Compared with his, the Corsair’s roving crew,
And blushes o'er his error, as he eyes

The ruin wrought by panic and surprise.

Alla il Alla! Vengeance swells the cry —

Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die!
And flame for lame and blood for blood must tell,
The tide of triumph cbbs that flow’d too well —

! Gulnare, a female name ; it means, literally, the flower of the
pomegranate:.
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When wrath returns to renevated strife,

And those who fought for conquest strike for life.
Courad beheld the danger — he beheld
~His followers faint by freshening foes repell’d :

“ One effort — one — to break the circling host 1”
They form — unite — charge — waver —all is lost |
Within a naribwer ring compress'd, beset,
Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet —
Ah! now they fight in firmest file no more,
Hemm'd in—ecut off—cleft down —and trampled
o'er;

But cach strikes singly, silently, and home,

And sinks outwearied rather than o’ercome, ¢

Ilis last faint quittance sendering with his breath,
Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death!

VIL

But first, ere came the rallying host to blows,

And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose,
Gulnare and all her Haram handmaids freed,

Safe in the dome of one who beld their creed,

By Conrad’s mandate safely were bestow'd,

And dried those tears for life and fame that flow'd
And when that dark-eycd lady, young Gulnare,
Recall’d those thoughts late wandering in despair,
Much did she marvel o'er the ¢purtesy

That smooth’d his accents ; soften'd in his eye :

*T was strange — that robber thus with gore bedew'd,
Seem’d gentler then than Scyd in fondest mood.
The Pacha woo'd as if he deem’d the slave

Mpygt scem delighted with the heart he gave;

The Corsair vow'd protection, soothed affright,

As if his homage were a woman’s right.
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¢ The wish i« wrong — nay, worse for female — vain :
Yet much I long to view that chicf again ;

If but td thank for, what my fear forgot,

The life— mz loving lord remember’d not !”

VIIIL

And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread,
But gather'd breathing from the happier dead ;

Far from his band, and battling with a host

That deem right dearly won the field he lost,

Fef'd —blecding — baffled of the death he sought,
And snat~h’d to expiate all the ills he wrought ;
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 him ever dying — ne’er to die |

Can this be he? triumphant late she saw,

When his red hand's wild gesture waved, a law |

’T is he indeed — disarm’d but undeprest,

His sole regret the life he still possest ;

His wounds too slight, though taken with that will,
‘Which would bhave kiss'd the hand that thea could kill.
Oh wecre there none, of all the many given,

To send his soul — he scarcely ask’d to heaven ?
Must he alone of all retain his breath,

‘Who more than all had striven and struck for death ?
He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel,
‘When thus reversed on faithless fortune’s wheel,
For crimes committed, and the victor’s threat

Of lingering tortures to repay the debt —

He deeply, darkly felt; but evil pride

That led to perpetrate — now serves to hide,
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Still in his stern and self-collected mien

A conqueror’s more than captive’s air is seen,,
Though faint with “wasting toil and stiffening wound,
But few that saw —so calmly gazed aroand :
Though the far shouting of the distant crowd,

Their tremors o'er, rose insolently loud,

The better whrriors who beheld him near,

Insulted not the foe who taught them fear ;

And the gtim guards that to his durance led,

In silence eyed him with a secret

IX.

The Leech was sent —but not in metey — there,
To note how much the life yet left could bear;
He found enough to load with heaviest chain,
And promise feeling for the wrench of pain :
To-morrow — yca — to-morrow’s evening sun
Will sinking sec impalement's pangs begun,
And rising with the wonted blush of morn
Behold how well or ill those pangs are borne.

Of torments this the longest and the worst,
Which adds all other agony to thirst,

That day by day death still forbears to slake,
While famish’d vultures flit around the stake.

“ Oh | water — water ! ” — smiling Hate denies
The victim’s prayer — for if ho 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.
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There is a war, a chaos of the mind,

When all its elements convulsed — combined —
Lie dark and j jarring with pt.rturbed force,

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 voice ! the spirit burning but unbent,

May writhe — rebel — the weak alone repent !
Even in that loncly hour when most it feels,
And, to itself, all — all that self reveals,

No single passion, and no ruling thought

That leaves the rest as once unseen, unsought ;
But the wild prospeet when the soul reviews —
All rushing through their thousand avenues.
Ambition’s dreams expiring, love’s regret,
Endangered glory, life itself beset ;

The joy untasted, the contempt or hate

*Gainst those who fain would triumph in our fate ;
The hopeless past, the hasting future driven

Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven;
Deceds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remember’d not
So keenly till that hour, but ne’er forgot ;

Things light or lovely in their acted time,

But now to stern reflection cach a erime ; *

The withering sensc of evil unreveal'd,

Not cankering less because the more conceal'd —
All, in a word, from whigh all eyes must start,
That opening sepulchre — the naked heart

Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake,

To snatch the mirror from the soul — and break.
Ay — Pride can veil, and Courage brave it all.
All— all —"before — beyond — the deadliest fall.
Each hath some fear, and he who least betrays,
The only hypocrite deserving praise :
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Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies ;
But he who looks on death — and silent dics.

So steel'd by pondering o’er his far career,
/He half-way meets him should he menace near !

XI.

t

In the high chamber of his highest tower
Sate Conragl, 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 sentence blame,
His foe, if vanquish’d, had but shared the same : —
Alone he sate —in solitude had scann’'d
His guilty bosom, but tliat breast he mann'd :
One thought alonc 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 nced 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 hardly midnight when that fray begun,
For Conrad’s plans matured, at once were done ;
And IIavoc 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 — con-

demn'd —
A chief on land — an outlaw on the dcep <~
Destroying — saving — prison’d — and aslecp |
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XIIL

He sleptcin calmest seeming — for his breath

Was hush'd so deep —Ah | happy if in death |

He slept — Who o’cr his placid slumber bends ?
His foes are gone — and here he hath no friends ;
Is it some scraph 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,

An¢ once unclosed — but once may close again.
That form, with eye so dark, and check so fair,
And aubutn waves of gemm’d and braided hair ;
With shape of fairy lightness — naked foot,

That shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute—
Through guards and dunnest night how came it there?
Ah! rather ask what will not woman dare ?

Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnare !

She could not sleep — and while the Pacha’s rest
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest,

She left his side — his signet-ring she bore,

Which oft in sport adorn'd her hand hefore —

And with it, scarcely question’d, won her way
Through drowsy guards that must that sign obey.
Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows,
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose ;

And chill and nodding # the turret door,

They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more;
Just raised their heads to hail the signet-ring,

Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring.
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XIIIL.

She gazed in wonder, * Can he calmly slecep,

While other eyes his fall or ravage weep ?

And mine in restleseness are wandering here —
What sudden spell hath made this man so dear ?
True — 'tis toshim my life, and more, I owe,

And me and mine he spared from worse than woe :
'T is late to think — but soft — his slumber breaks —.
Ilow heavily he sighs ! — he starts — awakes ! »

He raised his head — and dazzled with the light,
IIis eye seem’d dubious if it saw aright : °
He moved his hand — the grating of hjs chain
‘Too harshly told him that he lived again.

“ What is that form ? if not a shape of air,
Methinks, my jailor’s face shows wondrous fair | »

¢ Pirate ! thou know’st me not — but I am one,

Grateful for deeds thou hast too rarely done ;

Look on me — and remember Ler, thy hand

Snatch’d from the flames, and thy more fearful band.

1 come through darkuness — and I scarce know why —
Yot not to hart — I would not see thee die.”

« If so, kind lady | thine the only eye

That would not here in that gay hope delight :
Theirs is the chance —and let them use their right.
But still I thank their courtesy or thine,

"That would confess me at so fair a shrine 1"

Strzfnge though it scem — yet with extremegt grief
Is link’d a mirth — it doth not bring relief—
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That playfulness of Sorrow ne'er beguiles,

And smigcs in bitterness — but still it smiles ;

And sometimes with the wisest and the Dest,

Till even the scaffold ! echoes with their 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, row

A laughing wildness half unbent his brow :

And these his accents had a sound of mirtly

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 — hope — nor even thy strength allow ;
But all I can, I will: at least, delay

The sentence that remits thee scarce a day.

More now were ruin — even thyself were loth

The vain attempt should bring but doom to both.”

“ Yes ! —loth indeed : — my soul is nerved to all,
Or fall'n too low to fear a further fall :

Tempt not thyself with peril ; me with hope,

Of flight from foes with* whom I could not cope :

! In Sir Thomas More, for instance, on the scaffold, and Anne
Boleyn, in the Tower, when, grasping her neck, she remarked,
that it * was too slender to trouble the headsman much.” During
one part of the French Revoluti t b a fashion to leave
some * mot** 4s a legacy ; and the quantity of facetious last words

spoken during that period would form a melancholy jest-book of a
“ considerable s'ze. »
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Unfit to vanquish — shall I meanly fly,

The one of all my band that would not die ?

Yet there is one—to whom my memory clin}s,

Till to these eyes her own wild softness springs.

My sole resources in the path I trod

Were these‘;l- my bark — my sword — my* love — my
God |

The last I left in youth {— he leaves me now —

And Man.but works his will to lay me low.

T have no thought to mock his throne with prayer

Wrung from the coward crouching of despair ;

It is enough — I breathe — and I can bear.

My sword is shaken from the worthless hang

That might have better kept so truee brand ;

My bark is sunk or captive — but my love —

For her in sooth my voice would mount above:

Oh ! she is all that still to earth can bind —

And this will break a heart so more than kind,

And blight a form — till thine appear'd, Gulnare !

Mine cye ne’er ask’d if others were as fair.”

¢ Thou lov'st another then ? — but what to me

Is this— 't is nothing — nothing e’er can be:

But yet —thou lov'st —and — Oh! I envy those
‘Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose,

‘Who never fecl the void — the wandering thought
That sighs o'cr visions—such.ns mine hath wrought.”

¢ Lady — mcthought thy love was his, for whom
This arm redeem’d thee from a fiery tomb.”

“ My love stern Seyd’s! Oh-— No -— No —not my
love —
Yet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove
(¢}
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To meet his passion — but it would not be.

I felt — ] feel —love dwells with — with the free.

I am a slave, a favour'd slave at best,

To share his splendour, and seem very blest !

Oft must my soul the question undergo,

Of — ¢ Dost thou love ?”’ and burn to answer, *No !’
Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain, *

And struggle not to feel averse in vain;

But harder still the heart’s recoil to bear,

And hide from one — perhaps another there.

He gakes the hand I give not — nor withhold —
Tts pulse nor check’d — nor quicken’d — calmly cold :
And wher. resign’d, it drops a lifcless weight

From one I never loved enough to hate.

No warmth these lips return by his imprest,

And chill’d remembrance shudders o'cr the rest.
Yes — had I ever proved that passion’s zeal,

The change to hatred were at lcast to feel :

But still —he goes unmourn'd — returns unsought —
And oft when present — absent from my thought.
Or when reflection comes — and come it must —

1 fear that henceforth °t will but bring disgust ;

T am his slave — but, in despite of pride,

T were worse than bondage to become his tride.
Oh ! that this dotage of his breast would cease }

Or seek another and give mine release,

But yesterday — I coulq have said, to peace !
Yes — if unwonted fondness now I feign,
Remember — captive ! 't is to break thy chain ;
Repay the life that to thy hand I owe;

To give thee back to all endear'd below,

‘Who share such love as I can never know.
Farewell — morn breaks — and I must now away :
*T will cost me dear — but dread no death to-day!”



OANTQ I1. THE CORSAIR. 31

XV.

She press'd his fetter'd fingers to her heart,

And bow’d her head, and turn'd her to depart,

And noiscless as a lovely dream is gone.

And was she here ? and is he now alone?

What gem h&th dropp’d and sparkles o'er his chain?

The tear most sacred, shed for others’ pain,

That starts at once — bright — pure — from Pity’s
mine,

Already polish’d by the hand divine !

Oh ! too convincing — dangerously dear —

In woman's eye the unanswerable tear | 'y

That weapon of her wegkness she caa wicld,

To save, subdue — at once her spear and shield :

Avoid it —Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs,

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers |

What lost a world, and bade a hevo fly ?

The timid tear in Cleopatra’s cye.

Yet be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven,

By this — how many lose not earth — but heaven !

Consign their souls to man’s eternal foe,

And seal their own to spare some wanton’s woc !

XVI.

*I'is morn — and o’cr his alter’d features play

The beams — without the hope of yesterday.

What shall he be ere night? perchance a thing
O’er which the raven flaps her funeral wing,

By his closed eye unhceded and unfelt ;

Wahile sets that sun, and dews of evening welt,
Chill — wet — and misty round each stiffen’d limb,
Refreshing earth — reviving all but him !—

c 2
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THE CORSAIR.

CANTO THE THIRD.

T

« Come Vedi —ancor nok m’abbandona.”
DANTE.

I.

Srow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run,!
Along Morea’s hills the setting sun;

Not, as in Northern climes, obscurely bright,
But one unclouded blaze of living light !

Qer the hush’d deep the yellow beam he throws,
Gilds the green wave, that trembles as it glows.
On old Aigina’s rock, and Idra’s isle,

The god of gladness shegs his parting smile;
O’er his own regions lingering, loves to shine,
Though there his altars are no more divine.

1 The opening lines, as far as section ii., have, 1rerhnps. little
bu_sh::;; heree a‘:ldt zvhere mmexe_c'l;t to ant l;.ll‘lpllb si}ll‘ettih (tgoqsh
rinf poem ; but they were written on the s e Sprin,
gf 1811, an —i scarce knva why— the reader rggtx't excuse thei%

appearance here — if he can. [See * Curse of Minerva.”}
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Descending fast the mountain shadows kiss

Thy glorious gulf, unconquer’d Salamis !

Their azure arches through the long expanse *
More dceply purpled meet his mellowing glance,
And tenderest tints, along their summits driven,
Mark his gay course, and own the hues of heaven ;
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep,
Behind his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep.

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast,
When — Athens ! here thy Wisest look’d his last.
How watcl’d thy better sons his farewell ray, *
That closed their murder'd sage’s ! latest dayal
Not yet — not yet — So], pauses on tlte hill —
The precious hour of parting lingers still ;

But sad his light to agonising cyes,

And dark the mountain’s once delightful dyes:
Gloom o'er the lovely land he seem’d to pour,
The land, where Phaebus never frown’d before ;
But ere he sunk below Citharon’s head,

The cup of woe was quaff'd — the spirit fled ;
The soul of him who scorn’d to fear or fly —
‘Who lived and died, as none can live or die !

[
But lo! from high Hymettus to the plain,
The quecen of night asserts her silent reign.2
No murky vapour, herald of th.e storm,
Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowing form;

! Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before sunset (the
g the entreaties of his disciples

our of
to wait till the sun went down.

2 The twilight in Greece is much shorter than in our own
gountry : the days in winter are longer, but in summer of shorter

) c3
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With cornice glimmering as the moonbeams play,
There the white column grects her grateful ray,
And, brize;ht around with quivering beams beset,
Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret :

The groves of olive scatter'd dark and wide
Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide,
The cypress saddening by the sacred mostjue,
The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk.!

And, dun and sombre *mid the holy calm,

Near Theseus’ fane yon solitary palm,

All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye —
And dull were his that pass'd them heedless by.

Again the ZEgean, heard no more afar,

Y.ulls his chafed breast from elemental war ;

Again his waves in milder tints unfold

"Their long array of sapphire and of gold,

Mix'd with the shades of many a distant isle,

That frown — where gentler ocean seerns to smile. 2

! The Kiosk is a Turkish summer house : the palm is without
the present walls of Athens, not far from the temple of Theseus,
between which and the tree the wall intervenes. — Cephisus’
stream is indeed scanty, and Ilissus has no stream at all.

2 [Of the brilliant skies and variegated landscapes of Greece
every one has formed to himself a general notion, from having
contemplated them through the hazy atmosphcre of some prose
narration ; but, in Lord Byron’s poetry, every image is distinct
and glowing, as if it were -illuminated by its native sunshine ;
and in the ﬁ'gures which people the landscape we behold, not only
the general form and but the , and the at-
titude, and the play of features and of gesture accompanying, and
indicating, the sudden impulses of momentary feelings. 'The
magic of colouring b{‘:hich this is effected is, perhaps, the most
striking evidemce of Lord Byron’s talent. — GeoRGE ELLis.]
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Not now my theme — why turn my thoughts to thee ?
Oh | who can look along thy native sea,

Nor dwell upon thy name, whate’er the tale,

So much its magic must o’er all prevail ?

‘Who that baheld that Sun upon thee set,

TFair Athens! could thine cvening face forget ?
Not he — whose heart nor time nor distance frees,
Spell-bound within the clustering Cyeclades !

Nor seems this homage foreign to its strain,

Iis Corsair’s isle was once thine own domain — »
Would that with freedom it were thine agaig !

IIL

The Sun hath sunk — and, darker than the night,
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height

Medora’s heart — the third day ’s come and gone —
‘With it he comes not — sends not — faithless one !
The wind was fair though light ; and storms werc none.
Last eve Anselmo’s bark return'd, and yet

His only tidings that they had not met !

Though wild, as now, far different were the tale

Had Conrad waited for that single sail.

The night-breeze freshens — she that day had pass'd
In watching all that Hope ptoclaim’d a mast ;
Sadly she sate — on high — Impaticence bore
At last her footsteps to the midnight shore,
And there she wander'd, heedless of the spray
That dash’d her garments oft, and warn’d away :
She saw not — felt not this — nor dared depart.
Nor deem’d it cold — her chill was at her heart ;

c 4
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Till grew such certainty from that suspense —
His very Sight had shock’d from life or sense!

It came at lasf — a sad and shatter'd boat,

‘Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought ;

Some bleeding — all most wretched — these the fow —

Scarce knew they how escaped — this all ihey knew.

In silence, darkling, each appear'd to wait

His fellow’s mournful guess at Conrad’s fate :

Something they would have said; but seem’d to fear

To trust their accents to Medora’s ear.

She‘saw at once, yet sunk not— trembled not —

Bencath that grief, that loneliness of lot,

Within that meck fair form, were feelings high,

That deem’d not till they found their cnergy.

While yet was Hope — they soften'd — flutter'd —
wept —

All lost — that 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 — nor would I hear you tell

‘What —speak not — breathe not — for I know it well—
Yet would I ask — almost my lip denics

The — quick your answer — tell me where he lies.”

« Lady! we know not — scarce with life we fled ;
But here is one denies that he is dead :
He saw him bound ; and bleeding — but alive.”

L
She heard no further — ’t was in vain to strive —
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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 ¢he wave

Perchance but snatch’d her from another grave;

But that with hands though rude, yet weeping cyes,

They yield Such aid as Pity’s haSte supplies :

Dash o’er her deathlike cheek the occan dew,

Raise — fan — sustaxn — till life returns anew ;

Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave

That fainting form o’er which they gaze and gnevc H

Then scek Anselmo’s cavern, to report

The tale too tedious — when the triumph sjort.

1v.

In that wild council words wax’d warm and strange,
With thoughts of ransom, rescue, and revenge;

All, save repose or flight : 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 ! there yet survive a few,

Whose dceds are daring, as their hearts are true.

V.

Within the Haram’s secret ciamber sate!

Stern Seyd, still pondering o’er his Captive’s fate ;
His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell,

Now with Gulnare, and now in Conrad’s cell ;

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclineds

Surveys his brow — would soothe his gloom of mind ;

1 [The whole of this scction was added in the course of printing.]
cs
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‘While many an anxious glance her large dark eye
Sends in its idle search for sympathy,

His 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 rest!
His doom is fix’d — he dies: and well his fate
‘Was earn’d — yet much too worthless for thy hate ;
Methinks, a short release, for ransom told

‘With all his treasure, not unwisely sold ;

Repbrt speaks largely of his pirate-hoard —
Would thqt of this my Pacha were the lord !
‘While baffled, wesken'd by thig fatal fray —
‘Watch’d — follow’d — he were then an easicr prey ;
But once cut off — the remnant of his band
Embark their wealth, and seck a safer strand.”

« Gulnare | — if for each drop of blood a gem

Were offer'd rich as Stamboul’s diadem ;

If for each hair of his a massy mine

Of virgin ore should supplicating shine ;

If all our Arab tales divulge 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;

1 The boloio, or Mah tan rosary; the beads are in
number ninety-nine.
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My thoughts were only to secure for thee

His riches — thus released, he were not free :
Disabled, shorn of half his might and band, *
His capture could but wait thy first copmmand.”

¢ His capture could /! — and shall I then resign
One day tohim — the wretch already mine ?
Release my foe ! — at whose remonstrance ? — thine !
Fair suitor ! — to thy virtuous gratitude,

That thus repays this Giaour’s relenting mood,
Which thee and thine alonc of all could spare,
No doubt — regardless if the prize were fair,

My thanks and praise alike are due — now Jicar !
I have a counsel for thy gentler ears

I do mistrust thee, wornan ! and each word

Of thine stamps truth on all Suspicion heard.
Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai —
Say, wert thou lingering there with him to fly ?
Thou nced'st not answer — thy confession speaks,
Already reddening on thy guilty checks;

Then, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware :
*T'is not kis life alone may claim such care!
Another word and — nay — I need no 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?
In words alone I am not wont to chafe:

Look to thyself — nor deem thy falsehood safe !

He rose — and slowly, sternly thence withdrew,
Rage in his eye and threats in his adieu :
c6
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Ah | little reck’d that chief of womanhood —
Which frowns nc'er quell’d, nor menaces subdued ;
And little deem'd he what thy heart, Gulnare |
‘When soft could feel, and when incensed could dare.
His doubts appear’d to wrong — nor yet she knew
How deep the root from whence compassion grew —
She was a slave — from such may captives: claim

A fellow-feeling, differing but in name;

Still half unconscious — heedless of his wrath,
Again she ventured on the dangerous path,

Again his rage repell'd — until arose

That strife of thought, the source of woman's woes !

VI .

Meanwhile — long anxious — weary — still — the same
Roll'd day and night — his soul could terror tame —
This fearful interval of doubt and dread,

When every hour might doom him worse than dead;
‘When every step that echo’d by the gate,

Might entering lead where axe and stake await ;
‘When every voice that grated on his car

Might be the last that he could ever hear ;

Could terror tame — that spirit stern and high

Had proved unwilling as unfit to die;

I'was worn — perhups decay'd -— yet silent bore
That conflict, deadlier far than all before :

The heat of fight, the hudrry of the gale,

Leave scarce one thought inert enougl: to quail ;
But bound and fix’d in fetter’d solitude,

To pine, the prey of every changing mood ;

To gaze on thine own heart ; and meditate
Irrevocable faults, and coming fatc —
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Too late the Jast to shun — the first to mend —
To count the hours that struggle to thine end,
With 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 calumny ;

Before thee Yortures, which the soul can dare,
Yet doubts how well the shrinking flesh may bear;
But deeply feels a single cry would shame,

T'o valour’s praise thy last and dearest claim ;
The life thou leav’st below, denied above

By kind monopolists of heavenly love;

And more than doubtful paradise — thy hesven
Of carthly hope — thy Joved one frotn thee riven.
Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain,
And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain :

And those sustain'd he — boots it well or ill ?
Since not to sink beneath, is something still !

VII.

The first day pass’d —he saw not her—Gulnare —
The second — third — and still she came not there ;
But whatsher words avouch’d, her charms had done,
Or else he had not seen another sun.

The fourth day roll'd along, and with the night
Came storm and darkness in gheir mingling might
Oh! how he listen’d to the rushing deep,

That ne’er till now so broke upon his sleep ;

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent,

Roused by the roar of his own element !

OA had he ridden on that winged wave,»

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave;

And now its dashing echo’d on his ear,

A long known voice — alas' too vainly near!

61
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Loud sung the wind above ; and, doubly loud,
Shook o'er his turret cell the thunder-cloud ;
And flash'd the lightning by the latticed bar,

To him more genial than the midnight star:
Close 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 ffiay’d
One pitying flash to mar the form it made:!

His steel and impious prayer attract alike —

The storm roll'd onward, and disdain’d to strike;
Its peal wax'd fainter — ceased — he felt alone,
As if some faithless friend had spurn'd his groan'!

VIIIL.'

The midnight pass’d — and to the massy door

A light step came — it paused — it moved once more ;
Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen %key :

*T'is as his heart foreboded — that fair she!

1 [BBy the way— I have a charge against you. As the great
Mr. Dennis roared out on a similar occasion, * By G—d, that 15
my thunder ! ’—so do lexclaim, * T%us is my lightning ! * T allude
to a speech of Ivan’s, in the scene with Petrowna and the lm-
press, where the thought and almost expression ase similar to
Conrad’s in the third canto of the ‘ Corsair.” I, however, do not
say this to accuse you, but to except myself fromn suspicion ; as
there is a priority of six months’ publication, on my part, between
the appearance of that composition and of your tragedies.”—Lord
Byron to Mr. Sotheby, Sept.825. 1815. — The following are the
lines in Mr. Sotheby’s tragedy ;: —
¢ And I have leapt

In transport from my flint couch, to welcome

The thunder as it burst upon my roof ;

And beckon’d to the lightning, as it flash'd

And sparkled on these fetters.”
Notwithstanding Lord Byron’s prccaution, the coincidence in
quemon]wu cited against him, some ycars after, in a perodical
journal.
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Whate'er her sins, to him a guardian saint,

And beauteous still as hermit’s hope can paint :

Yet changed since last within that cell she cathe,
More pale her cheek, more tremulous heg frame :

On him she cast her dark and hurried eye,

Which spoke before her accents — * Thou must die!
Yes, thou must die— there is but one resource,

The last — the worst — if torture werc not worse.”

¢« Lady ! I look to none — my lips proclaim

What last proclaim'd they — Conrad still the same:
Why should’st thou seek an outlaw’s life to spare, *
And change the sentence I deserve to bear? ,

Well have I earn’d — nor here alone o— the meed
Of Seyd's revenge, by miany a lawless deed.”

“ Why should I scck ? because — Oh ! didst thou not

Redeem my life from worse than slavery’s lot ?

Why should I seek ? —hath misery made thee blind

To the fond workings of a woman’s mind ?

And must I say? albeit my heart rebel

‘With all that woman feels, but should not tell —

Because — despite thy crimes — that heart is moved :

It fear'd thee — thank’d thee — pitied — madden’d —
loved.

Reply not, tell not now thy tale again,

Thou lov’st another —and I love in vain;

Though fond as mine her bosdm, form more fair,

I rush through peril which she would not dare.

If that thy heart to hers were truly dear,

Were 1 thine own — thou wert not lonely here:

An outlaw’s spouse — and leave her lord o roam}

What hath such gentle dame to do with home?
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But speak not now — o'er thine and o'er my head
Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ;

If thou h¥st courage still, and would’st be free,
Reccive this poniard — rise — and follow me I”

% Ay —in my chains! my steps will gently tread,
With these adornments, o'er each slumbe~ing 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,
Riffe for revolt, and greedy for reward.

A single grord of mine removes that chain :

Without some aié how here could I remain?

‘Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time,

If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime:

The crime — 't is 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 disCuin’d —

Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chain'd.

Yes, smile !|—but he had little cause to sneer, -
I was not treacherous then — nor thou too gear :
But he has said it — and the jealous weli,

Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel,

Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell.

I never loved — he bouBht me — somewhat high —
Since with me came a heart he could not buy.

I was a slave unmurmuring ; he hath said,

But for his rescue I with thee had fled.

*T was false éhou know’st—but let such augurs rue,
Their words are omens Insult renders true.
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Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer;

This fleceting 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 will:

When wearier of these fleeting charms and me,

There yawns the sack —and yonder rolls the sea!

What, am I then a toy for doturd’s play,

To wear but till the gilding frets away ?

I saw thee —loved thee — owe thee all —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 pronounced in .erife)

I still had saved thee — put the Pachi spared.

Now I am all thine own — for all prepared :

Thou lov'st me not — nor know’st — or but the worst.

Alas! this love — that hatred are the first —

Oh! could’st thou prove my truth, thou would'st 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 Vainote prow :

But in one chamber, where our path must lead,

There sleeps —he must not wake— the oppressor
Seyd!”

“ Gulnare — Gulnare — I nevgr felt till now
My abject fortune, wither’d fume 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 stumber’s life,
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Thine saved I gladly, Lady, not for this —

Let me not deem that merey shown amiss. .
Now fare thee well — more peace be with thy breast |
Night wears upace — 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 sce —

If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee.

My life —my love — my hatred — all below

Are on this cast — Corsair ! 'tis but a blow !
Without it flight were idle — how evade

His sureepursuit? my wrongs too unrepaid,

My youth disgrated — the long, long wasted yeors,
One blow shall eancel with our future fears;

But since the dagger suits thec less than brand,
I'll 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 glance followed far with eager cyc;
And gathering, as he could, the links that bound
His form, to curl their Iength, and curb their sound,
Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude,
e, fast as fetter'd limbs allow, pursued.
"T'was dark and winding, and he knew not where
That passaga led ; nor lamp nor guard were there:
He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seck
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ?
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Chance guides his steps — a freshness seems to bear
Full on his brow, as if from mommg “air —
He reach’d an open gallery — on his eye
eam’d the last star of night, the clearing sky :
Yet scarcely heedcd these — another light
From a lone chamber struck upon his sight.
Towards it h® moved ; a scarcely closing door
Reveal'd the ray within, but nothing more.
With hasty step a figure outward past,
Then paused — and turn’d — and paused — 'tis She at
last |
No poniard in that hand — nor sign of ill —
“ Thanks to that softening heart—she could st kill!”
Again he look’d, the wilglness of her dye
Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully.

L]

She stopp'd — threw back her dark far-floating hair,
That nearly veil’d her face and bosom fair ;

As if she late had bent her leaning head

Above some object of her doubt or dread.

They meet — upon her brow — unknown — forgot —
Her hurrying hand had left — 't was but a spot —
Its hue was all he saw, and scarce withstood —

Oh ! slight but certain pledge of crime — ’t is blood |

X.

He had seen battle — he had bfooded lone

O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown ;
Ie had been tempted — chasten’d — and the chain
Yet on his arms might ever there remain :

But ne'er from strife — captivity — remorse —
I'rom all his feelings in their inmost force —
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So thrill'd — so shudder'd every creeping vein,
As now they froze before that purple stain.
That spét of blood, that light but guilty streak,
Had banish’d all the beauty from her cheek !
Blood he had view’d—could view unmoved—but then
It flow’d in combat, or was shed by men!
.

X1

«*T'is done — he nearly waked — but it is done.
Corsair | he perish’d — thou art decarly won.

AR words would now be vain — away — away !
Our bard is tossing — ’tis already day.

The few gain’d over, now are wholly mine,

And these thy yet surviving band shall join :
Anon my voice shall vindicate my hand,

When once our sail forsakes this hated strand.”

XII.

She clapp'd her hands — and through the gallery pour
Equipp'd for flight, her vassals — Greek and Moor;
Silent but qmck they stoop, his chains unbind ;

Once more his limbs are fre as mountain wind |
But on his heavy heart such sadness sate,

As if they there transferr'd that iron weight.

No words are utter'd — at her sign, a door

Reveals the secret passage to the shore ;

The city lies behind — they speed, they rcach

The glad waves dancing on the yellow beach;

And Conrad following, at her beck, obey’d,

Nor cared he now if rescued or betray'd ;

Resistance were as useless as if Seyd

Yet livad to view the doom his ire decreed,
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XIIIL.

Embark’d, the sail unfurl’d, the light breeze blew—
How much had Conrad’s memory to revica !

Sunk he in contemplation, till the cape

‘Where last he anchor'd rear'd its giant shape.

Ah | —since that fatal night, though brief the time,
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime.

As its far shadow frown’d above the mast,

He veil'd his face, and sorrow'd as he pass'd ;

He thought of all — Gonsalvo and his band,

His fleeting triumph and his failing hand ;

He thought on her afar, his lonely bride : .

He turn'd and saw — Gu‘lnarc, the homicide !

XIV.

She watch'd his features till she could not bear
Their freezing aspect and averted air,

And that strange fierceness foreign to her eye,

Fell quench’d in tears, too late to shed or dry.

She knelt beside him and his hand she press'd,

“ Thou may'st forgive though Allah’s self detost ;
But for that,deed of darkness what wert thou ?
Reproach me — but not yet — Oh ! spare me now /
I am not what I seem — this fearful night

My brain bewilder'd — do not madden quite !

If I had never loved — though iess my guilt,

Thou hadst not lived to — hate me — if thou wilt.”

XV.

She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid
Than her, though undesign'd, the wretch he made;
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But speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest,
They bleed within that silent cell — his breast.
Still on¥ard, fair the brecze, nor rough the surge,
The blue wawes sport around the stern they urge;
Far on the horizon’s verge appears a speck,

A spot — a mast — a sail — an armed deck !
Their little bark her men of watch desery,

And ampler canvass woos the wind from high ;
She bears her down majestically near,

Specd on her prow, and terror in her tier;

A flash is seen — the ball beyond her bow

B8oms harmless, hissing to the deep below.

Up rosaskeen Conrad from his silent trance,

A long, long absent gladness in his glance ;

«'T is mine — my blood-red flag ! again — again —
I am not all deserted on the main !”

They own the signal, answer to the hail,

Hoist out the boat at once, and slacken sail.

“"I'is Conrad! Conrad!” shouting from the deck,
Command nor duty could their transport check !
With light alacrity and gaze of pride,

They view him mount once more his vessel’s side ;
A smile relaxing in cach rugged face,

Their arms can scarce forbear a rough emprace.
He, half forgetting danger and defeat,

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet,
Wrings with a cordial grasp Anselmo’s hand,
And feels he yet can ednquer and command !

XVIL

These greekings o’er, the feelings that o'erflow,

Yet grieve to win him back without a blow ;

They sail’d prepared for vengeance — had they known
A woman’s Fand secured that deed her own,
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She were their queen — less scrupulous are they
Than haughty Conrad how they win their way.
With many an asking smile, and wondering stare,
They whisper round, and gaze upon Gulnare;
And her, at once above — beneath her scx,
‘Whom blood appall'd not, their regards perplex.
To Conrad tusns her faint imploring eye,
She drops her veil, and stands in silence by ;
Her arms are meckly folded on that breast,
Which — Conrad safe — to fate resign’d the rest.
Though worse than frenzy could that bosom fill,
Extreme in love or hate, in good or ill,
The worst of crimes had left her woman still ! -
¢

XVIIL

This Conrad mark’d, and felt —ah | could he less? —

Iate of that deed — but grief for her distress ;

What she has done no tears can wash away,

And Heaven must punish on its angry day :

But — it was done: he knew, whate’er her guilt,

For him that poniard smote, that blood was spilt ;

And he was free !— and she for him had given

Her all on earth, and more than all in heaven !

And now he turn’d him to that dark-eyed slave

Whose brow was bow’d beneath the glance he gave,

‘Who now seem’d changed and humbled : — faint and
meek, -

But varying oft the colour of her check

To deeper shades of pal —all its red

That fearful spot which stain'd it from the dead !

o
1 [ I have added a section for Gulnare, to fill up the parting,
and dismiss her more ceremoniously. If Mr. Gifford or you dis-
like, ’tis but a sponge an h idnight.” — Lord Byron to
Mr. Murray, Jan. 11. 1814.]
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He took that hand — it trembled — now too late —
So soft in love — so wildly nerved in hate;

He clasp’d that hand — it trembled — and his own
Had lost its firmness, and his voice its tone.

« Gulnare !” — but she replied not — ¢ dear Guinare !”
She raised her eye — her only answer there —

At once she sought and sunk in his emlyace :

If he had driven her from that resting-place,

His had been more or less than mortal heart,

But — good or ill — it bade her not depart.
Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast,

Hés latest virtue then had join'd the rest.

Yet eveg Medora might forgive the kiss

That ask’d fromeform so fair no more than this,

The first, the last that Frailt} stole from Faith —
To lips where Love had lavish’d all his breath,

To lips — whose broken sighs such fragrance fling,
As he bad fann'd them freshly with his wing !

XVIIL
They gain by twilight's hour their lonely isle.
To them the very rocks appear to smile ;
The haven hums with many a cheering sound,
The beacons blaze their wonted stations round,
The boats are darting v’er the curly bay,
And sportive dolphins bend them through the spray;
Even the hoarse sea-bitd’s shrill, discordant shrick,
Greets like the welcome of his tuneless beak !
Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams,
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams.
Oh! what gan sanctify the joys of home,
Like Hope’s gay glance from Ocean’s troubled foam ?
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XIX.

The lights are high on beacon and from bower,
And ’midst them Conrad secks Medora's tbwer :
He looks in vain —’t is strange — and all remark,
Amid so many, hers alone is dark.

*T is strange — of yore its welcome never fail'd,
Nor now, perchance, extinguish’d, only veil'd.
‘With the first boat descends he for the shore,

And looks impaticnt on the lingering oar.

Oh ! for a wing beyond the falcon's flight,

To bear him like an arrow to that height !

With the first pause the resting rowers gave, -
Ile waits not — looks nos— leaps intd the warve,
Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, and high
Ascends the path familiar to his eye.

He rcach’d his turret door — he paused — no sound
RBroke from within; and all was night around.
He knock’d, and loudly — footstep nor reply
Aunounced that any heard or decin’d him nigh ;
e knock'd — but faintly — for his trembling hand
Refused to aid his heavy heart's demand.
The portal dpens «— 't is a well known face —
liut not the form he panted to embrace.
1ts lips are silent — twice his own essay’d,
And fail'd to frame the question, they delay’d ;
He snateh’d the lamp — its light will answer all —
It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall.
He would not wait for that reviving ray —
As soon could he have linger'd there for day; *
But, glimmering through the dusky corriddre,
Another chequers o’er the shadow'd floor ;

D
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His steps the chamber gain — his eyes behold
All that hi; heart believed not — yet forctold !

XX.
He turn’d not — spoke not — sunk not — fix'd his look,
And set the anxious frame that lately shook :
He gazed — how long we gaze despite of pain,
And know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain !
In life itself she was so still and fair,
That death with gentler aspect wither'd there ;
And the cold flowers ! her colder hand contain'd,
In thatt.ast grasp as tenderly were strain'd
As if she scarcely felt, but feign’d a sleep,
And made it almost mockery yet to weep :
The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow,
And veild — thought shrinks from all that lurk’d
below —
Oh ! o'er the eye Death most exerts his might,
And hurls the spirit from her throne of light ;
Sinks thosc blue orbs in that long last eclipse,
But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips —
Yet, yet they sceem as they forbore to smile,
And wish’d repose — but only for a while,
But the white shroud, and each extended tress,
Long — fair — but spread in utter lifelessness,
‘Which, late the sport ¢f every summer wind,
Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind ;
These — and the pale pure cheek, became the bier —
But she is nothing — wherefore is he here?

1 In the LeVant it is the custom to strew flowers on the bodies
of the dead, and in the hands of young persons to place a nose-
gar.



CANTO 111, THE CORSAIR. 75

XXI.

He ask’d no question — all were answer'd now

By the first glance on that still — marblebrow.

It was enough — she died — what reck’d it Low ?
‘The love of youth, the hope of better years,

The source of softest wishes, tenderest fears,

The only living thing he could not hate,

‘Was reft at onee — and he deserved his fate,

But did not feel it less ; — the good explore,

For peace, those realms where guilt can never soar :
The proud — the wayward — who have fix'd belowe
Their joy, and find this earth enough for woe.o
Lose in that one their all — perchance a mite —
But who in patience parts with all delight ?

Full many a stoic eye and aspect stern

DMask hearts where grief hath little left to learn ;
And many a withering thought lies hid, not lost,
In smiles that least befit who wear them most.

XXII.

By thosc, that deepest feel, is ill exprest
‘The indistigictness of the suffering breast ;
Where thousand thoughts begin to end in one,
Which secks from all the refuge found in none ;
No words suffice the secret soul to show,
For Truth denies all eloquencé to Woe.
On Conrad’s stricken soul exhaustion prest,
And stupor almost lull’d it into rest ;
So feeble now — his mother’s sofiness crept
To those wild eyes, which like an infant’s gept :
It was the very weakness of his brain,
‘Which thus confess'd without relicving pain,

D 2
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None saw his trickling tears — perchance, if scen,
That useless flood of grief had never been :

Nor long they flow’d — he dried them to depart,
In helpless - hopeless — brokenness of heart :

The sun goes forth — but Conrad’s day is dim ;
And the night cometh — ne’er to pass from him.
There is no darkness like the cloud of mund,

On Grief’s vain eye — the blindest of the blind !
Which may not — dare not sce — but turns aside
To blackest shade — nor will endure a guide!

XXIIL

Y
His heart was form'd for softness — warp'd to wrong ;!
Betray'd too early, and beguiled too long;
Each feeling pure — as falls the dropping dew
Within the grot ; like that bad harden’d too ;
Less clear, perchance, its earthly trials pass'd,
But sunk, and chill'd, and petrified at last,
Yet tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rock,
If such his heart, so shatter'd it the shock.
There grew one flower beneath its rugged brow,
Though dark the shade — it shelter'd — saved till now.
The thunder came — that bolt hath blasted both,
The Granite’s firmness, and the Lily's growth :
The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell
Its tale, but shrunk and wither'd where it fell ;
And of its cold protectar, blacken round
But shiver’d fragments on the barren ground !

1 [These sixteen lines are not in the original MS.]
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XXIV.

*T'is morn — to venture on his lonely hour

Few dare ; though now Anselmo sought his tower.

Hc was not there — nor seen along the shore ;

Erc night, alagrm’d, their isle is traversed o'er :

Another morn — another bids them seek,

And shout his name till echo waxeth weak ;

Mount — grotto — cavern — valley scarch’d in vain,

They find on shore a sea-boat’s broken chain :

Their hope revives — they follow o’er the main.

*Tis idle all — moons roll on moons away,

And Conrad comes not — came not since thawday :

Nor trace, nor tidings ofphis doom de8lare

‘Where lives his grief, or perish’d his despair !

Long mourn’d his band whom none could mourn
beside ;

And fair the monument they gave his bride :

For him they raise not the recording stone —

His dcath yet dubious, deeds too widely known ;

He left a Corsair’s name to other times,

Link’d with one virtue, and a thousand crimes.!

! [In ¢ The Corsair,” Lord Byron first felt himsclf at full
liberty ; and then all at once he shows the unhroken stream of his
native eloquence, of rapid narrative, of vigornus and intense, yet
unforced, imagery, sentiment, and thought; of cxtraordinary
elasticity, transparency, purity, casey and harmony of language 3
of an arrangement of words, never trite, yet always simple and
flowing ; —in such a perfect expression of ideas;always impres-
sive, generall¥ pointed, frequently passionate, and often new, that
it is perspicuity itsclf, with not a superfluous word, and not a word
out of its natural place. It is strange that he who was so young,
who had led a life of adventure more than of study, nay, who had
often seemed a good deal encumbered in his phrnseoloiy, could
all at once arrive at this exccllence. It must have heen the exalt-
ation of spirit caused by temporary and unexpected favour, which,
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vigour to his intellect. — Sk E. BRYDGES.

The * Corsair ** is written in the regular heroic cm"]i:‘“’ with
a spirit, freedom, and vanety of tone, of which, notwithstanding
the example qf Dryden, we scarcely believed that measure sus-
ceptible. ~ It was yet to be proved that this, the most ponderous
and stately verse in our 1 could be dated to the
variations of a tale of passion and of pity, and to all the breaks,
starts, and transitions of an adventurous and di"matic narration.
This experiment Lord Byron has made, with equal boldness and
success ; and has satisfied us, that the oldest and most respectable
measure that is known amongst us, is at least as flexible as any
other, and capable, in the hands of 1 master, of vibrations as strong
and rapid as those ot a lighter structure. — JEFFREY.]

l.%remaving the gloom from his heart, imparted extraordinary

That the point ot honour which i§ rerlnresented in one instance of
Conrad’s character has not been carried beyond the bounds of

robability, may perhaps be in some degree confirmed by the fol-
Rming anecdote of A brother buccaneer in the year 1814: —* Our
rcaders have all scen the account of the enterprise against the
pirates of Barrataria ; but few, we believe, were informed of the
situation, history, or nature of that establishment. For the inform-
ation of such as were unacquainted with it, we have procured
from a friend the following intercsting narrative of the main facts,
of which he has personal knowledge, and which cannot fail to in-
terest some of our readers.—Barrataria is a bay, or anarrow arm of
the Gulf of Mexico ; it runs through a rich but vcg' flat country, un-
tilit reaches withinamile oftheMississippi river, fifteen miles below
the city of New Orleans. The bay has branches almost innumer-
able, in which persons can lie concealed from the séterest scrutiny.
It communicates with three lakes which lic on the_ south-west
side, and these, with the lake of the same name, and which lies
contiguous to the sen, where there is an island formed by the two
arms of this lake and the sea. The east and west points of this
island were fortified, in thé year 1811, by a band of pirates under
the command of one Monsieur La Fitte. A large majority of these
outlaws are of that class of the impul.nﬁon 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 be-
tween France and Spain commenced, they were compelled to leave
that island with the short notice of a fcw days. ithout cere-
mony they entered the United States, the most of them the state
of Louisiana, with all the negroes they had possessed in Cuba.
They were notified by the Governor of that State of the clause in
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the comstitution which forbad the importation of slaves; but, at
the same time, received the assurance of the Governor that he
would obtain, if possible, the approbation of the General Govern-
ment for their retaining this property. — The island of Barrataria
is situated about lat. 29 deg. 15 min., lon. 92, 30.  and is as re-
markable for its health as for the superior scale and shell fish with
which its waters abound. The chief of this horde, like Charles
de Moor, had mixed with his many vices some virtues. Inthe

1813, this y had, from its turpitude and boldness, claimed
the attentiun of the Governor of Louisiana ; and to break up the
establishment he thought proper to strike at the head.  He there-
fore offered a reward of ollars for the head of Monsieur La
Fitte, who was well known to the inhabitants of the city of New
Orleans, from his immediate connection, and his once having been
a fencing-master in that city of great reputation, which art he
learnt in Buonaparte’s army, where he was a captain. _ The rewerd
which was offered by the Governor for the hcad of La Fitte was
answered by the offer of a reward from the latter of 15,680 for the
head of the Governor. _ The Governor ordered out a company to
march from the city to La Fitee’s 1sland, and to burn and destro;
all the Pro perty, and to bring to the city of New Orleans all his
bandittl. This pany, under the d of a man who had
been the intimate associate of this bold Captain, approached ver:
near to the fortified island, before he saw a man, or heard a sound,
until he heard a whistle, not unhke a boatswain’s call, Then it
was he found himself surrounded by armed men who had emer;
from the sccret avenues which led into 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 him, he not only spared his life, but offered him that which
would have made the honest soldier casy for the remainder of his
days ; which was indignantly refused. He then, with the appro-
bation of his gaptor, rcturned to the city. This circumstance,
and some concomitant events, proved that this band of pirates was
not to be taken by land. Our naval force having always been
small in that quarter, exertions for the destruction of this illicit
establishment could not be expected from them until augmented ;
for an officer of the navy, with most of the gun-boats on that
station, had to retreat from an overwhelming force of La Fitte's.
So soon as the augmentation of the navy authorised an attack, one
was made ; the overthrow of this banditti has been the result;
and now this almost invulnerable point and key to New Orleans
is clear of an cnemy, it is to be hoped the government will hold it
by a strong military force.”” — dmcrican Ncw.tpapa-'.

In Noble’s continuation of Granger’s Bioirafhical History there
1s a singular passage in his account of Archbishop Blackbourne
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and as in some e d withthe profession of the hero of
the foregoing poem, I cannot resist the temptation of extracting it.
—** There is something mysterious in the history and character of
Dr. BlackBourne. The former is but imperfectly known ; and
report has even asserted he was a buccaneer ; and that onc of his
brethren in tha’ profession having asked, on his arrival in Eng-
land, what had become of his old chum, Blackbourne, was an-
swered, he is Archbishop of York. Weare informed, that Black-
bourne was installed sub-dean of Exeter_in 1691.. which office he
resigned in 1702 ; but after his successor Lewis Barnet’s death, in
1704, he regained it. In the following year he hecame dean ; and
in 1714 held with it the archdeanery of Cornwall. He was con-
secrated bishop of Exeter, February 24. 1716 ; and translated to
York, November 28. 1724, as a rc ward, according to court scandal,
for uniting George I, tq the Duchess of Munster. This, however,
meus to have been an ded caluinny. As archbishop he

aved with great prudence, and was equally respectable as the
guardian,~f the revenues of the see. Rymour whispered he re-
tained the vices of Lis youth, and that a passion for the fair sex
formed an item in the list of his weitnesscs ; but so far from being
convicted by seventy witnesses, he does not appear to have been
directly criminated by one. In short, I look upon these aspersins
as the effects of mere malice. How is it possible a buccaneer
should have been so good a scholar as Blackbourne certainly was ?
He who had so perfect a knowledge of the classics (particularly of
the Greek tragedians), as to be able to read them with the same
ease as he could Shakspeare, must have taken great pains to ac-
quire the learned languages ; and have had both leisure and good
masters. Buthe was undoubtedly educated at Christ-church Col-
lege, Oxford. He is allowed to have been a pleasant man ; this,
howerver, was turned against him, by its being said, ‘bc gained
more hearts than souls.’”

“ The only voice that could soothe the passions of the sav:
(Alphonso I11.) was that of an amiable and virtuous wife, the s::ﬁg
object of his love ; the voice of Donna Isabella, the daughter of
the Duke of Savoy, and theegrand-daughter of Philip II. %(ing of
Spain. — Her dying words sunk dc:g into his memo:x ; his fierce
spirit melted into tears ; and after the last embrace, Alphonso re-
tired into his chamber to bewail his irrcparable loss, ans to medi-
cm;e«;lr; the “l%llllty of human life.”” — Gibbon’s Miscellaneous Works,
vol. iil, p.

THE END,
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[A FEW days after he had put the finishing hand to the * Ode to
Napoleon Buonaparte,” Lord Byron adopted fhe most extra-
ordinary resolution that, perhaps, ever entered into the mind of
an author of any celebrity. Annoyed at the tone of disparage
ment in whicf®his il not with blackening his
moral and social character —now affected to speak of his genius,
and somewhat mortified, there is rcason to believe, by finding that
his own friends dreaded the effccts of constant publications on his
ultimate fame, he came to the determination, not only to print no
more in future, but to purchase back the whole of his past cepy-
rights, and suppress overy line he had ever written. With this
view, on the 20th of April, 1814, he actually enclosed hifpublisher
a draft for the moncy. * Fgr all this,” he sald “ it might be as
well to assign some reason: I have none to give, except my own
caprice, and I do not ider the cir e of e
gh to require explanation.” An appeal, however, frq um Mr.
Murray, to his good nature and considerateness, braught, in eight
and forty hours, the following reply : —* If your present note is
serious, and it really would be inconvenient, there is an end of
the matter: tear my draft, and go on as usual: that I was per-
€+ e¢rous ° ishing to suppress all future publication, is
i-tecrt.ir: tto interfere with the convenience of others,
P’’’ 7 vy your own.”

The I+ ° &3, sages in his Diary depict the state of Lord
Syt b period : —*“ Murray has had a letter from
b vrothes dle of Edinburgh, who says, ¢ he is lucky in
Lav porodt -t'-—mmethmg as if one was a pack-horse, or
€as3, o Jing that is his;’ or ke Mrs. Packwood, who re-
pied to sumie enquiry after the Odes on Razors, ¢ Laws, sir, we
heeps 2 poet * The same illustrious Edinburgh bookseller once
seut an oré  ‘or books, poesy, and cookery, with this agreeable
3 ostzeript,~* The Harold aud Cookery are much wanted.” Sueb
4 fame | ard, after all, quite as good as any other * life in others’
« rath.” ’Tis much the same to divide purchasers with Hannah
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Glasse or Hannah More.” — ¢ March 17th, Redde the * Quarrcls
of Authors,” a new work, by that most entertaining and research-
ing writer, D’Isracli. They seem to be an irmtable set, and I
wish myself well out of it. * I'll not march through Cover‘ry
with them, that ‘s flat.” What the devil had I to do with scrib-
bling ? 1t is too late to enquire, and all regret is useless. But an’
it were to do again—1I should write again I suppose. Such is
human nature, at least my share of it ;— thougl I shall think

tter of myself if I have sense to stop now. If I have a wife, and
that wife has a son, [ will bring up mine hecir in the most anti-
poetical way —make him a lawyer, or a pirate, or any thing.
But if he writes too, I shall be sure he 1s none of mine, and will
cut him off with a bank token.”—*“ Amil 19. I will keep no fur-
ther journal ; and, to prevent mec fiom rcturning, like a dog, to
the vomil of memory, I tear out the remaining leaves of this
volume. ¢ Oh fool!'I shall go mad.”””

These extracts are from the Diary of March and April. Be-
fore the end of May he had begun the composition of ¢ Lara,””
which has been almost universally considered as the continuation
of * The Corsair.”” This poem was published anonymously in
the following August, in the same volume with Mr. Rugers’s ele-
gant tale of “ J line ;7 an 1 and gible con-
junction, which, however, gave rise to some pretty good johes.
* 1 believe,” says Lord Byron, in one of his letters, * I told you
of Larry and Jacquy. A friend of mine— at least a friend of s
—was reading suid Larry and Jacquy in a Brighton coach. A
passenger took up the book and queried as to the .uthor. The
proprietor said, ¢ there were fuwo ; '—to which the answer of the
unknown was, * Ay, ay, —a Joint concern, 1 suppose, summot like
Sternhold and Hopkins.” Is not this excellent? I would not
have missed the *vile cofiparivon’ to have escaped being the
* Arcades ambo et cantare pares.’”’]




LARA.

CANTO THE FIRST.

1.

Tue Serfs ! are glad through Lara’s wide domain,
And Slavery half forgets her feudal chain;

He, their unhoped, but unforgotten lord,

The long self-cxiled chieftain, is restored :

There be bright faces in the busy hall,

Bowls on the board, and banners on the wall ;

FFar checketing o'er the pictured window, plays
The unwonted faggots’ hospitable blaze;

And gay retainers gather round the hearth,

With tongues all loudness, and evith eyes all mirth.

1 The reader is apprised, that the name of Lara being Spanish,
and no circumstance of local and natural description fixing the
scene or hero of the poem to any country or age, the word ¢ Serf,’
which could not be correctly applied to the lower chsses in Spain,
who were never vassals of the s0il, has nevertheless been employed
to designate the fullowers of our fictitious chieftain. — [Lord
Byron elsewhicre intimates, that he meant Lara for a chief of the
Morea.)
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IL

The chief of Lara is return’d again :

And why had Lara cross’d the bounding main?
Left by his sire, too young such loss to know,
Lord of himself ; — that heritage of woc,

That fearful empire which the human breast

But holds to rob the heart within of rest | —
‘With none to check, and few to point in time,
The thousand paths that slope the way to crime;
Then, when he most required commandment, then
Had Lara’s daring boyhood govern’d men.

It skillsnot, boots not step by step to trace

His youth through all the mages of its race ;
Short was the course his restlessness had run,
But long cnough to leave him half undone. !

IIT.

And Lara-left in youth his father-land ;

But from the hour he waved his parting hand
Each trace wax’d fainter of his course, till all
Had ncarly ceased his memory to recall. ,
His sire was dust, his vassals could declare;
*T was all they knew, that Lara was not there ;
Nor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew
Cold in the many, anxjous in the few.

His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name,
His portrait darkens in its fading frame,
Another chief consoled his destined bride,
The young forgot him, and the old had died ;

' | Lord Byron’s own taleis partly told in this section. — Sik
WALTER SccrT.]



-~

CANTO L. LARA.

¢« Yet doth he live |” exclaims the impatient heir,
And sighs for sables which he must not wear.
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace
The Laras’ last and longest dwelling-plage;
But one is absent from the mouldering file,
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile.

.

Iv.

He comes at last in sudden loneliness,
And whence they know not, why they need not guess;
They mors might marvel, when the greeting ’s o’eig
Not that he came, but came not long before:
No train is his beyond a single pages
Of foreign aspect, and JF tonder age.
Years had roll’d on, and fast they speed away
To those that wander as to those that stay ;
But lack of tidings from another clime
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time.
They see, they recognise, yet ahnost deem
The present dubious, or the past a dream.

He lives, nor yet is past his manhood's prime,

Though sear'd by toil, and something touch'd by time;
His faults, whate'er they were, if scarce forgot,

Might be untaught him by his varied lot ;

Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name

Might yet uphold his patrimofial fame:

His soul in youth was haughty, but his sins

No more than pleasure from the stripling wins;

And such, if not yet harden’d in their course,

Might be redeem'd, nor ask a long remorse.

A4



8 LARA, _ CANTO L

V.
And they indeed were changed —t is quickly scen,
‘Whate’er he b, °t was not what he had been :
That brow in furrow’d lines had fix'd at last,
And spake of passions, but of passion past :
The pride, but not the fire, of carly days, .
Coldness of mien, and carclessness of praise ;
A high demeanour, and a glance that took
Their thoughts from others by a single Jook ;
And that sarcastic levity of tongue,
The'stinging of a heart the world hath stung. !

! [It is a remarkabl\: property of the poetry of Lord Byron, that
althongh his manner is treguently vdfied, —although he appears
to have assumed for an occasion the characteristic stanza and style
of several contemporaries, —yet not only is his poctry marked in
every instance by the strongest cast of originality, but in some
leading particulars, and especially m the character of his heroes,
cach story so closely resembled the other, that, managed by a
writer ol less power, the cffect would have been an unpleasant
monotony. All, or almost all, his herors have somewhat the ats
tributes of Childe Harold : — all, or almost all, have minds which
seem at variance with their fortunes, and exhibit high and
poignant feclings of pain and pleasure ; a keen sense of what is
noble and honourable ; and an cqunll,¥ keen susceptibility of in-
justice or injury, under the garb of stoicism or confempt of man-
kind. The strength of early passion, and the glow of youthful
fecling, are uniformly painted as chilled or subdued by a tran ot
carly lmgrudences or ol darker guilt ; and the sense of enjoyment
tarnished, by too intimate an acquaintance with the vanity of
human wishes. These general attributes mark the stern features
of all Lord Byron's heroes, fiom those which are shaded by the
scalloped hat of the illustrious Pilgrim, to those which lurk under
the turban of Alp the Renegade. It was reserved to him to pre-
sent the same character on the public stage again and again, varied
only by the exertions of that powerful genius which, searching
the springs of passion and of feeling in their innermost recesses,
knew how to counbine their operations, so that the interest was
eternally varying, and never abated, althongh the most important
personage of the drama retained the samelineaments. It will one
day be considerd as not the least remarkable iterary phenomenon
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That darts in seeming playfulness around,

And makes those feel that will not own the wound ;
All these seem’d his, and something more beneath
Than glance could well reveal, or accentsbreathe.
Ambition, glory, love, the common aim,

That some can conquer, and that all would claim,
Within his%reast 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.

VI.
Not much he loved long question of the past,
Nor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast,
In those far lands where he had wander'd lone,
And — as himself would have it seem — unknown :
Yet these in vain his eye could searcely scan,
Nor glean experience from his fellow man
But what he had beheld he shunn’d to show,
As hardly worth a stranger’s care to know ;
If still more prying such enquiry grew,
1Iis brow fell darker, and his words more few.

of this age, that during a perlod of four years, notwithstanding the
[ of distinguished poetical tajent of which we may be per-
mitted to boast, a single author—and he managing his pen with
the careless and negligent ease of a man of quality, and choosing
for his theme subjects 50 very similar, and personages bearing so
close a resemblance to each other —did, in despite of these cir-
cumstances, of the unamiable attributes with which he usually
invested his heroes, and of the Proverbial fickleness of the public,
gamca&n tthe a:;sccnldnnc in ithc r gwc;:lr. wblcl; hiedllmd uired
y his first matured production. So, however, it indisputably has
been — S W.n.'rml: ScoTT.] ' ! P v

AS
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VII

Not unrejoiced to see him once again.

‘Warm was hisewelcome to the haunts of men ;
Born of high lineage, link'd in high command,
He mingled with the magnates of his land ;
Join'd the carousals of the great and ghy, *
And saw them smile or sigh their hours away ; ¢
But «till he only saw, and did net share,

‘The common pleasure or the general care ;
e did not follow what they all pursued

With hope still baffled still to be renew’d ;
Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain,
Nor beauty’s prefaence, and the rival’s pain
Around him some mysterious circle thrown
Repeli'd approach, and show’d him still ajone :
Tpon his eve sat something of reproof,

That kept at least frivolity aloof;

And things more timid that beheld him near
In silenee gazed, or whisper'd mutual fear;
And they the wiscr, friendlier few confess’d
‘They deem’d him better than his air expressd.

VIII.

*T was strange — in youth all action and all life,
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife ;
Worman — the field — tht: occan — all that gave
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave,

1 [This description of Lara suddenly and unexpectedly returned
from distant travels, and re-assuming his station in the society of
his_own country, has strong points of resemblance to the part
which the suthor himself d jonally to bear amid the
;cencs]where the great mingle with the fair.— SiR WALTFR

COTT.
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In turn he tried — he ransack’d all below,

And found his recompence in joy or woe,

No tame, trite medium ; for his feelings sought
In that intensencss an escape from thought :
The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed

On that thg fecbler clements hath raised ;

The rapture of his heart had look’d on high,
And ask’d if greater dwelt beyond the sky :
Chain’d to excess, the slave of cach eatreme,
Iow woke he from the wildness of that dream ?
Alas! he told not — but he did awake

T'o curse the wither'd heart that would not break.

*IX.
Books, for his volume heretofore was Man,
With eye more curious he appeard to scan,
And oft, in <udden mood, for muny a day,
From all communion he would start away :
And then, his rarely call'd attendants said,
Through night’s long hours would seund his huiried
tread
Ocr the dark gallery, where his fathers frown’d
In rude but agtique portraiture around :
They heard, but whisper'd — ¢ that must not be
known —
The sound of words less carthly than his own.
Yes, they who chose might smile, biit some had seen
They scarce knew what, but more than should have
been.
Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head
‘Which hands profanc had gather’d from the dcad,
That still beside his open’d volume lay,
As if to startle all save him away ?
A6
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‘Why slept he not when others were at rest ?

Why heard no musie, and reccived no guest ?

All was nét well, they deem’'d — but where the wrong ?
Some knew plrcltance — but ’t were a tale too long ;
And such besides were too discreetly wise,

To more than hint their knowledge in surmise ;

But if they would — they could "— around the board,
Thus Lara’s vassals prattled of their lord.

X.

It was the night —and Lara’s glassy stream
The sta® are studding, each with imaged beam ; -
So calm, the watérs scarcely sqem to stray,

And yet they glide like happiness away ;
Reflecting far and fairy-like from high

The immortal lights that live along the sky :
Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree,
And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee;
Such in her chaplet infant Dian wove,

And Innocence would offer to her love.

These deck the shore; the waves their channel make
In 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 that nought of evil could delight

To walk in such a sceng, on such a night !

It was a moment only for the good :

So Lara deem'd, nor longer there he stood,

But turn'd in silence to his castle-gate ;

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate :
Such scene reminded him of other days,

Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer blaze,
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Of nights more soft and frequent, hearts that now —
No —no —the storm may beat upon his brow,
Unfelt — unsparing — but a night like this, o

A night of beauty, mock’d such breast asais.

%

XL

He turn’d within his solitary hall,
And his high shadow shot along the wall :
There were the painted forms of other times,
“I'was all they left of virtues or of crimes,
Save vague tradition ; and the gloomy vaults
That hid their dust, their foibles, and their fayjts ;
And half a column of the pompous puge,
"That, speeds the specious tale from age to age ;
Where history’s pen its praise or blame supplies,
And lies like truth, and still most truly, lies.
He wandering mused, and as the moonbeam shone
Through the dim lattice o’er the floor of stone,
And the high fretted roof, and saints, that there
O’er Gothic windows knelt in pictured prayer,
Reflected in fantastic figures grew,
Like life, but not like mortal life, to view ;
His bristling locks of sable. brow of gloom,
And the wide waving of his shaken plume,
Glanced like a spectre’s attributes, and gave
His acpect all that terror gives the grave.

[

XIL

‘T was midnight — all was slumber ; the lone light
Dimm'd in the lamp, as loth to break the night.
Hark ! there be murmurs heard in Lara’s hall —
A sound — a voice — a shriek — a fearful call !
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A long, loud shrick — and silence — did they hear
That frantic echo burst the sleeping ear ?

They heasd and rose, and, tremulously brave,
Rush where #he sound invoked their aid to save ;
They come with half-lit tapers in their hands,
And snatch'd in startled haste unbelted brands.

XIIIL

Cold as the marble where his length was laid,

Pale as the beam that o’er his features play'd,

‘W& Lara stretch’d ; his half-drawn sabre near

Dropp’deit should scem in more than nature’s fear ;

Yet he was firm, or had been frm till now,

And still defianee knit his gather'd brow ;

Though mix'd with terror, senseless as he lay,

There lived upon his lip the wish to slay ;

Some half form'd threat in utterance there had died,

Some imprecation of despairing pride ;

His eye was almost scal’d, but not forsook

Even in its trance the gladiator’s look,

That oft awake his aspect could disclose,

And now was fixed in horrible rcpose.

They raisc him —bear him ; —hush ! he breathes, he
speaks,

The swarthy blush recolours in his cheeks,

His lip resumes its red, his eye, though dim,

Itolls wide and wild, ealh slowly quivering limb

Reecalls its function, but his words are strung

In terms that seem not of his native tongue;

Distinet but strange, enough they understand

To deem: them accents of another land ;

And such they v-ere, and meant to meet an ear

That hears him not — alas! that cannot hear !
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XIV.

His page approacl’d, and he alone appear’d *
To know the import of the words they hedfrd ;
And, by the changes of his cheek and brow,
They were not such as Lara should avow,

Nor he interfbret, — yet with less surprise

Than those around their chicftain’s statc he eyes,
But Lara’s prostrate form he bent beside,

And in that tongue which seem’d his own replied,
And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem

To soothe away the horrors of his dream —

If dream it were, that thus could overthrow

A breast that needed notjdeal woe. ©

XV.
Whate’er his frenzy dreapr’d or eye beheld,
If yet remember’d, ne'er to be reveal'd,
Rests at his heart : the custom’d morning came,
And breathed new vigour in Lis shaken frame ;
And solace sought he none from priest nor leech,
And soon the same in movement and in speech
As heretofore he fillI'd the passing hours, —
Nor less he smiles, nor more his forchead lowers,
Than these were wont ; and if the coming night
Appear’d less welcome now to Lara’s sight,
He to his marvelling vassals shot’d it not,
‘Whose shuddering proved their fear was less forgot.
In trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl
The astonish’d slaves, and shun the fated hall ;
The waving banner, and the clapping door,
The rustling tapestry, and the echoing floor ;
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The long dim shadows of surrounding trees,
The flapping bat, the night song of the breeze ;
Aught they behold or hear their thought appals,
As evening saddens o'er the dark grey walls.

XVI.

’ain thought | that hour of ne’ex unravell’d gloom
Came not again, or Lara could assume
A seeming of forgetfuiness, that made
His vassals more amazed nor less afraid —
Had memory vanish’d then with sense restored ?
Since vord, nor look, nor gesture of their lord
Betray'd a feeling that recall’d to these
That fever'd moment of his mind’s disease.
Was it a dream ? was his the voice that spoke
Those strange wild accents ; his the ery that broke
Their slumber ? his the oppress’d, o’erlabour'd heart
That ceased to beat, the look that made them start?
Could he who thus had suffer’d so forget,
‘When such as saw that suffering shudder yet ?
Or did that silence prove his memory fix’d
Too decp for words, indelible, unmix’d
In that corroding sccrecy which gnaws
The heart to show the effect, but not the cause ?
Not so in him ; his breast had buried both,
Nor common gazers could discern the growth
Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave half told ;
They choke the feeble words that would unfold.

XVIL »

In him inexplicably mix'd appear'd
Much to be loved and hated, sought and fear'd ;
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Opinion varying o’er his hidden lot,

In praise or railing ne'er his name forgot :

His silence form'd a theme for others’ prate -~

They guess’d — they gazed — they fain awould know
his fate.

What had he been ? what was he, thus unknown,

‘Who walk’dstheir world, his lineage only known ?

A hater of his kind ? yet some would say,

With them he could scem gay amidst the gay ;

But own’d that smile, if oft observed and near,

Waned in its mirth, and wither’d to a sncer ;

That smile might reach his lip, but pass’d not by, ¢

None e'er could trace its laughter to his eye :

Yet there was softness too in his regard,

At times, a heart as not By nature hard,

But once perccived, his spirit seem'd to chide

Such weakness, as unworthy of its pride,

And steel’d itsclf, as scorning to redeem

One doubt from others’ half withheld estcem ;

In sclf-inflicted penance of a breast

Which tenderness might once have wrung from rest;

In vigilance of grief that would compel

The soul to hate for having loved too well.

XVIII.

There was in him a vital scorn of all :

As if the worst had falPn whichecould befall,
He stood a stranger in this breathing world,
An erring spirit from another hurl'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 :
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‘With more capacity for love than earth

Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth,
His early.dreams of good outstripp’d the truth,
And troubled manhood follow'd baffled youth ;
With thought of years in phantom chase mispent,
And wasted powers for better purpose lent ;
And fiery passions that had pour’d their wrath
In hurried desolation o’er his path,

And lcft the better feelings all at strife

In wild reflection o’er his stormy life ;

But haughty still, and loth himself to blame,

I%: call’d on Naturc’s sclf to share the shame,
And charged all faults upon the fleshly form
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm ;
Till he at last confounded gdod and ill,

And half mistook for fate the acts of will :

Too high for common selfishness, he could

At times resign his own for others’ good,

But not in pity, not because he ought,

But in some strange perversity of thought,

That sway'd hiin onward with a secret pride

To do what few or none would do beside ;

And this 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 condemn’d to breathe,
And long’d by good or ill to separate

Himseclf from all whowhared 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 :
Ah ! happicr if it ne’er with guilt had glow'd,
But cver ia that icy smoothness flow'd !
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Tis true, with other men their path he walk'd
And like the rest in seeming did and talk’d,
Nor outraged Reason’s rules by flaw nor starty
His madness was not of the head, but heare;
And rarely wander'd in his speech, or drew
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 ‘t were not nature's boon) an art

Of fixing memory on another's heart : »
It was not love perchaneg,— nor hate £ nor aught
That words can image to express the thought ;
But they who saw him did not sce in vain,
And once beheld, would ask of him again :

And those to whom he spake remember’d well,
And on the words, however light, would dwell :
None knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined
Himself perforce around the hearer’s mind ;
There he was stamp'd, in liking, or in hate,

If grected once ; however brief the date

‘That friendship, pity, or aversion knew,

Still there within the inmost thought he grew.
You 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 dare you to forget |
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XX.

There isea festival, where knights and dames,
And aught ¢hat wealth or lofty lineage claims,
Appear — a highborn and a welcome guest

To Otho’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 there in well according bands;

It is a gight the careful brow might smooth,
And make Age%smile, and dgeam itself to youth,
And Youth forget such hour was past on earth,
So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth !

XXI.

And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad,

His brow helied him if his soul was sad;

And his glance follow’d fast each fluttering fair,
Whose steps of lightness woke no echo there:
He lean’d against the lofty pillar nigh,

With folded arms and long attentive eye,

Nor mark'd a glance so sternly fix'd on his —
111 brook’d high Lara scrutiny like this:

At length he caught if; 'tis a face unknown,
But seems as searching his, and his alone;
Prying and dark, a stranger’s by his mien,
Who still till now had gazed on him unseen :
At length encountering meets the mutual gaze
Of keen enquiry, and of mute amaze ;
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On Lara’s glance emotion gathering grew,

As if distrusting that the stranger threw ;

Along the stranger’s aspect, fix’d and stern,
Flash’d more than thence the vulgar eye cowdd learn.
4

XXII

“'Tis he!” the stranger eried, and those that heard

Re-cchoed fast and far the whisper'd word.

“'Tis he!” — <« 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 syrprise

That sprung at first to his arrested cyes

Secin’d now subsided, neither sunk nor raised

Glanced his eye round, though still the stranger gazced ;

And drawing nigh, exclaim’d, with haughty sncer,

«'Tis he!—how came he thence ? — what doth he
here?”

XXIII.

It were too much for Lara to pass by
Such questions, so repeated fierce and high ;
With look colleeted, but with accent cold,
More mildly firm than petulantly bold,
He turn’d, and met the inquisitorjgl tone —
“ My name is Lara ! — when thine own is known,
Doubt not my fitting answer to requite
The unlook’d for courtesy of such a knight.

4 Tis Lara!— further wouldst thou mark or ask ?
I shun no question, and 1 wear no mask.”
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“ Thou shunn’st no question ! Ponder — is there none
Thy heart must answer, though thine car would shun ?
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 scarching glance upon hi- face
Grew Lara’s eyes, but nothing there could trace
They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look
He deign’d no answer, but his head he shook,
And half contemptuous turn’d to pass away ;
{ht the stern stranger motion’d him to stay.
“ A word |— I charge thee stay, and answer here
To orlé, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer,
But as thou wast and art —-nay, frown not, lord,
If false, 't is easy to disprove the word —
But as thou wast and art, on thec looks down,
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy frown.
Art thou not he ? whose deeds ——"

¢ Whate'er I be,
‘Words wild as these, accusers like to thee,
I list no further; those with whom they weigh
May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell,
Which thus begins so courteously and well.
Let Otho cherish 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 nor fitting place to mar
The mirthful meeting with a wordy war,
If thou, Sir Ezzelin, hast aught to show
Which it befits Count Lara’s car to know,
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To-morrow, here, or clsewhere, as may best
Beseem your mutual judgment, speek the rest ;
I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, .
Though, like Count Lara, now return’d alpne
From other lands, almost a stranger grown ;
And if from Lara’s blood and gentle birth

I augur right of courage and of worth,

He will not that untainted line belie,

Nor aught that knighthood may accord, deny.”

“ To-morrow be it,” Ezzelin replied,

* And here our several worth and truth be tried ;
1 gage my life, my falchion to attest

My words, so may I mingle with the lest !”
‘What answers Lara? to its centre shrunk

His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk ;

The words of many, and the eyes of all

That there were gather'd, seem'd on him to fall ;
But his were silent, his appear'd to stray

In far forgetfulness away — away —

Alas! that heedlessness of all around

Bespoke remembrance only too profound.

XXIV.

“To-morrow |— ay, to morrow ! * further word
‘Than those repeated none from ILara heard ;

Upon his brow no outward passpn spoke ;

From his large eye no flashing anger broke ;

Yet there was something fix’d in that low tone,
Which show'd resolve, determined, though unknown,
He scized his clodk — his head he slightly bow'd,
And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd ;
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And as he pass’d him, smiling met the frown,

‘With which that chieftain’s brow wounld bear him dgwn :
It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride

That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide ;

But that of onc in his own heart sccure

Of all that he would do, or could endure.

Could this mean peace? the calmness of tk2 good ?
Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood ?

Alas! too like in confidence are each,

For man to trust to mortal look or speech ;

From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern

Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn.

’ XXYV.
And Lara call'd his page, and went his way —
Well could that stripling word or sign obey :
His own follower from those climes afar,
‘Where the soul glows beneath a brighter star ;
For Lara lcft the shore from whence he sprung,
In duty patient, and sedate though young ;
Silent as him he served, his faith appears
Above his station, and beyond his years.
Though not unknown the tongue of Lara’s land,
In such from him he rarely heard comrmand ;
But fleet his step, and clear his tones would come,
‘When Lara’s lip breathed forth the words of home :
Those accents, as his ngtive mountains dear,
Awake their absent echoes in his ear,
Friends’, kindred’s, parents’, wonted voice recall,
Now lost, abjured, for one — his friend, his all :
For him earth now disclosed no other guide ;
What. marvel then be rarely left his side? -

.
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XXVI

Light was his form, and darkly delicate
That brow whercon his m.tlve sun had sawe,
But had not marr’d, though in his beams he grew,
The cheek where oft the unbidden blush shone
th%ough ;

Yet not such blush as mounts when health would show
All ghe heart’s hue in that delighted glow;
But ’t was a hectic tint of secrct care
That for a burning moment fever'd there;
And the wild sparkle of his eye seem'd caught
From high, and lighten'd with electric thought,
Though its black orb those long low \ashes’ fm‘gc

Had t *d with a meh y tinge ;
Yet less of sorrow than of pnde was there,
Or, if ’t were grief, a grief that none should share :
And pleased not him the sports that please his age,
The tricks of youth, the frolics. of the page :
For hours on Lara he would fix his glance,
As all-forgotten in that watchful trance ;
And from his chief withdrawn, he wander'd lone,
Brief were his answers, and his questions none;
His walk the wood, his sport some foreign book ;
His resting-place the bank that curbs the brook :
He scem’d, like him he served, to live apart
From all that lares the cyg, and fills the heart ; -
To know no brotherhood, and tgke from earth
No gift beyond that bitter boon — our hirth.

XXVIL ,
If aught %e loved, 'twas Lara ; but was shown ‘
His faith in reverence and in decds alone ;

B
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In mute attention ; and his care, which 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 air commands ;

As if 't was 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,

Om tomes of other times and tongues to pore ;
But neler to mingle with the menial train,

To whom he sho v'd nor deference nor disdain,
But that well-worn reserve which 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 he seem’d, and better days,

Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays,

So femininely white it might bespeak

Another sex, when match’d with that smooth cheek.
But for his garb, and something in his gazs,
More wild and high than woman’s eye betrays ;
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 than guess’d.
Kaled his name, though rumour said he bore
Another ere he left his mountain-shore ;

For sometimes he would hear, however nigh,
That name repeated loud without reply,

As unfamiliar, or, if roused again,

Start to the sound, as but remember'd then;
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Unless ’t was Lara’s wonted voice that spake,
For then, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake,

XXVIIIL

He had look’d down upon the festive hall,

And mark'dethat sudden strife so mark’d of all :
And when the crowd around and near him told
Their wonder at the calmness of the bold,

Their marvel how the high-born Lara bore

Such insult from a stranger, doubly sore,

The colour of young Kaled went and came,

The lip of ashes, and the cheek of flame;

And o'er his brow the dampening heagt-drops tfrew
Tke sickening iciness of that cold dew,

That rises as the busy bosom sinks

With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks.
Yes — there be things which we must dream and dare,
And execute ere thought be half aware :

‘Whate’er might Kaled’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 past;
‘When Kaled saw that smile his visage fell,

As if on something 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 mien,

All had so mix’d their feelings with that scene,
That when his long dark shadow through the porch
No more relieves the glare of yon high torch,

B 2
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Each pulse beats quicker, and all boscras scem
To bound as doubting from too black a dream,
Such as wg know is false, yet dread in sooth,
Because thexworst is ever ncarest truth,

And they are gone — but Ezzelin is there,
With thoughtful visage and imperious air ;
But long remain’d not; ere an hour expireld
He waved his hand to Otho, and retired.

XXIX.

Tke crowd are gone, the revellers at rest ;

The courteous host, and all-approving guest,
Again to that acgustom’d couch must creep
‘Where joy subsides, and sorrew 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.
‘What better name may slumber’s bed become ?
Night’s sepulchre, the universal home,

Where weakness, strength, viee, virtue, sunk supine,
Alike in naked helplessness reeline ;

Glad for awhile to heave unconscious breath,

Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of death,

And shun. though day but dawn on ills increased,
That sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams the least.



LARA.

CANTO THE SECOND. !

* L

Nicur wanes — the vapours round the mountains
curl’d

Melt into morn, and Light awakes the world,

Man has another day to swell the past,

And lead him near to little, but his last ;

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth,

The sun is in the heavens, and life on carth ;

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam,

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream.

! [Lord Byron seems to have taken a whimsical pleasure in disa)
mlting. by his second Canto, most of the expectations which he
excited by the first. For, withjout the resuscitation of Sir
Ezzelin, Lara’s mysterious vision in" his antique hall becomes a
mere useless piece of lumber, inapplicable to aa:iy intelligible egul’-
gose ;—the character of Medora, whom we had been satisfied to
ehold vel?;contentedly domesticated in the Pirate’s Island, with-
out inquiring whence or why she had emigrated thither, is, by
means of some mysterious relation between her and Sir Ezzelin,
involved in very disagreeable ambiguity ; — and, further, the high-
aillaidfed .:l“}l l;:l’ﬂ;lfl Conll;ad,wll\'; ad ‘gll;e{erred r(‘lfath angetorture
e an Y, urchased by a nightly murder, is degraded
into a vile and cowarSIy 23sassin. — GEOI!Gyl ELL1s.]
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Immortal man ! behold her glories shine,

And cry, exulting inly, « They are thine !”
Gaze on, \ile yet thy gladden’d eye may see :
A morrow comes when they are not for thee :
And grieve what may above thy senscless bier,
Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ;v

Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fall,
Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, for all;
But crecping things shall revel in their spoil,
And fit thy clay to fertilise the soil.

1I.

T is morn — ’tis noon — assembled in the Lall.
The gather'd chieftains come to Otho's call ;

'Tis now the promised hour, that must proclaim
The life or death of Lara’s future fame;

When Ezzelin his charge may here unfold,

And whatsoe’er the tale, it must be told.

His faith was pledged, and Lara’s promise given,
To meet it in the eye of man and heaven.

Why comes he not? Such truths to be divulged,
Methinks the accuser’s rest is long indulged.

IIL

The hour is past, and Lara too is there,

With self-confiding, coldly patient air;

Why comes not Ezzelin? The hour is past,
Am{ murmurs rise, and Otho’s brow ’s o’ercast.
“I know my friend ! his faith I cannot fear,

If yet he be on earth, expect him here ;

The roof that held him in the valley stands
Between my own and noble Lara’s lands;
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My halls from such a guest had honour gain'd,
Nor had Sir Ezzelin his host disdain’d,

But that some previous proof forbade his gy,
And urged him to prepare against to-day’;
The word I pledged for his I pledge again,
Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain.”

He ceased — and Lara answer’d, ¢ I am here

To lend at thy demand a listening ear

To tales of evil from a stranger’s tongue,

Whose words already might my heart have wrung,
But that I deem’d him scarcely less than mad. ~ ®
Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad.

I know him not — but pe it secms He knew

In Jands where — but I must not trifie too :
Produce this babbler — or redeem the pledge ;
Here in thy hold, and with thy falchion’s edge.”

Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw
His glove on earth, and forth his sabre flew.
¢ The last alternative befits me best,

And thus I answer for mine absent guest.”

With cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom,

However near his own or other’s tomb ;

With hand, whose almost careless coolness spoke

Its grasp well-used to deal the sabre-stroke ;

With eye, though calm, deterrfined not to spare,

Did Lara too his willing weapon bare.

In vain the circling chieftains round them closed,

For Otho's frenzy would not be opposed ;

And from his lip those words of insult fell —

His sword is good who c:m4maintain them well,
B
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1v.

Short was thg conflict; furious, blindly rash,
Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash :

He bled, and fell ; but not with deadly wound,
Stretch'd by a dextrous sleight along the ggound.
“ Demand thy life!” He answer'd not: and then
From that red floor he ne’er had risen again,

For Lara’s brow upon the moment grew

Almost to blackness in its demon hue;

And fiercer shook his angry falchion now

‘Than when his foe’s was levell'd at his brow ;
Then &%, was stern collectedness and art,

Now rose the unlfeaven’d hatred of his heart ;

So little sparing to the foe he fell'd,

That when the approaching crowd his arm withheld,
He almost twrn’d the thirsty point on those
Who thus for mercy dared to interpose ;

But to a moment's thought-that purpose bent ;
Yet look'd he on him still with eye intent,

As if he loathed the ineffectual strife

That left a foe, howe’er o’erthrown, 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 neighbouring hall,
And he, incensed, and heedless of them all,
The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray,
In haughty silence slowly strode away ;
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He back'd his steed, his homeward path he tock,
Nor cast on Otho’s towers a single look.

VI.

But where was he? that meteor of a night,
Who menackd but to disappear with light.
‘Where was this Ezzelin? who came 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 it : near his dwelling lay ;
But there he was not, and with coming day
Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nomght,
Except the absence of tht 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 drecad to meet the marks of prowlers’ wrath :
But none are there, and not a brake hath borne,
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn ;
Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass,
Which still retains a mark where murder was ;
Nor dabbling fingers left to tell the tale,
The bitter 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 ;
And strange suspicion, whispering Lara’s name,
Now daily mutters o’er his blacken’d fame ;
Then sudden silent when his form appear'd,
Awaits the absence of the thing it fear'd

B'5
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Again its wonted wondering to rencw,
And dye conjecture with a darker hue.

VIL

Days roll along, and Otho’s wounds arc heal'd,
But not his pride ; and hate no more concedl'd :
He was a man of pawer, 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,

Wtho else than Lara could have cause to fear
His prfsence ? who had made him disappear,

If not the man or whom his menaced charge
Had sate too deeply were he Iift 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,
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And he must answer for the absent head
Of one that haunts him still, alive or dead.

VIIL

Within thgg 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 frequent broil within
Had made a path for blood and giant sin,
That waited but a signal to begin
New havoc, such as civil discord blends, -
Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends;
Fix'd in his feudal fortress cach 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 clime
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 habits 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 high,
The humble pass’d not his unheeding eye;

B 6
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Much he would speak not, but bencath his roof
They found asylum oft, and ne’er reproof.

And they gwho watch’'d might mark that, day by day,
Some new retainers gather'd to his sway ;

But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost,

He play'd the courteous lord and bounteoys host :
Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ;
‘Whate'er his view, his favour more obtains

With these, the people, than his fellow thanes.

If this were policy, so far 't was sound,

TFe million judged but of him as they found ;
From ¢.im by sterner chiefs to exile driven

They but requiréd a shelter, and 't was given.
By him no peasant mourn'd his rifled cot,

And searce the Serf could murmur o'er his lot ;
With him old avarice found its hoard secure,
With him contempt forbore to mock the poor ;
Youth present cheer and promised recompense
Detain’d, till all too late to part from thence :
‘To hate he offer'd, with the coming change,

The deep reversion of delay’d revenge ;

To love, long baffled 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 vengéance 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 heaven.

Tha. morning he had freed the soil-bound slaves,
Who dig no.land for tyrants but their graves!
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Such is their ery — some watchword for the fight
Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right ;
Religion — freedom — vengeance — what gou will,
A word ’s enough to raise mankind to kill’;

Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread,
That guiltemay reign, and wolves and worms be fed !

IX.

Throughout that clime the feudal chiefs had gain'd
Such sway, their infant monarch hardly reign'd ;
Now was the hour for faction’s rebel growth,
The Serfs contemn'd the one, and hated both : ¢
They waited but a leader, and they fbund

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 focs,
Had Lara from that night, to him accurst,
Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst :
Some reason urged, whate'er it was, to shun
Enquiry into deeds at distance done ;

By mingling with his own the cause of all,

E’en if he fail'd, be 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 their 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’ hate,
And mock’d at ruin so they shared his fate.
What he for the freedom of the crowd ?
He raised the humble but to bend the proud.
He had hoped quiet in his sullen lair,

But man and destiny beset him there:
Inured to hunters, he was found at bay ;

And they must kill, they cannot snare the prey.
Stern, unambitious, silent, he had been
Henceforth a calm spectator of life’s scene ;

But dragg’d again upon the arena, stood
Avieader not unequal to the feud ;

In voien — mien — gesture — savage nature spoke,
And from his eyé the gladiatop broke.

X.

What boots the oft-repeated tale of strife,

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life ?

The varying fortune of each separate field,

The fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield ?
The smoking ruin, and the crumbled wall ?

In this the struggle was the same with all ;'

Save that distemper’d passions lent their force

In bitterness that banish’d all remorse.

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain,
The captive died upon the battle-slain :

In either cause, one rage alone possess'd

The empire of the alternate victor's breast ;

And they that smote for freedom or for sway,
Deem'd few were slain, while more remairi'd to slay.
It was too late to check the wasting brand,

And Desolation reap'd the famish'd land ;
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The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread,
And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead.

XI.

Fresh with ghe nerve the new-born impulse strung,
The first success to Lara’s numbers clung :

But that vain victory hath ruin'd all;

They form no longer to their leader’s call :

In blind confusion on the foe they press,

And think to snatch is to secure success.

The lust of booty, and the thirst of hate,

Lure on the broken brigands to their fate :

In vain he doth whate'’er a chief may do,

To check the headlong flry of that crew ;

In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame,
The hand that kindles eannot quench the flame ;
The wary foc alone hath turn'd their mood,
And shown their rashness to that erring brood :
The feign'd retreat, the nightly ambuscade,
The daily harass, and the fight delay’d,

The long privation of the hoped supply,

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky,

The stubborn' wall that mocks the leaguer’s art,
And palls the patience of his baffled heart,

Of these they had not deem’d : the battle-day
They could encounter as a veteran may ;

But more preferr’d the fury of the strife,

And present death, to hourly suffering life :
And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away
His numbers melting fast from their array ;
Tntemperate triumph fades to discontent,

And Lara's soul alone seems still unbent :
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But few remain to aid his voice and hand,

And thousands dwindled to a scanty band :
Desperate, though few, the last and best remain’d
To mourn tne discipline they late disdain'd.

One hope survives, the frantier is not far,

And thence they may escape from native war ;
And bear within them to the neighbouring state
An exile's sorrows, or an outlaw’s hate :

Hard is the task their father-land to quit,

But harder still to perish or sabmit.

XIL

It is rosolved —they march — consenting Night
Guides with her star their diin and torchless flight ;
Already they perceive its tranguil beam

Sleep on the surface of the barrier stream ;
Already they descry — Is yon the bank ?

Away! 'tis lined with many a hostile rank.
Return or fly | — What glitters in the rear ?
T is Otho’s banner — the pursuer’s spear !

Are those the shepherds’ fires upon the height ?
Alas ! they blaze too widely for the flight :

Cut off from hope, and compass'd in the toil,
Less blood perchance hath bought a richer spoil {

| XIIL

A moment’s pause — 't is but to breathe their band,
Or shall they onward press, or here withstand ?

It matt2rs little — if they charge the foes

Who by their border-stream their march oppose,
Some faw, perchance, may break and pass the line,
However link'l to baffle such design..
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“ The charge be ours! to wait for their assault
Were fate well worthy of a coward’s halt.”

Forth flies each sabre, rein’d is every steed,,

And the next word shall scarce outstrip the deed :
In the next tone of Lara's gathering breath

How many ¢hall but hear the voice of death !

XIV.

His blade is bared, — in him there is an air
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair ;
A something of indifference. more than then
Becomes the bravest, if they feel for men.
He turn'd his eye on Kaled, ever nea#,

And still too faithful to ﬁetray one fear ;
Perchance ’t was but the moon’s dim twilight threw
Along his aspect an unwonted hue

Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint express'd
The truth, and not the terror of his breast.

This Lara mark’d, and laid his hand on his :

It trembled not in such an hour as this;

His lip was silent, scarcely beat his heart,

His eye alone proclaim’d, “ We will not part !

Thy band may perish, or thy friends may flec,
Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee !”

The word hath pass’d his lips, and onward driven,
Pours the link'd band through fanks asunder riven
‘Well has each steed obey'd the armed heel,

And flash the scimitars, and rings the steel ; _
Outnumber’d, not outbraved, they still oppose
Despair to daring, and a front to foes;

And blood is mingled with the dashing stream,
Which runs all redly till the morning beam.
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XV.

Commanding, aiding, animating all,

Where foe appear’d to press, or friend to fall,
Cheers Lara's voice, and waves or strikes his steel,
Inspiring hope himself had ceased to feel. ¢

None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain ;
But those that waver turn to smite again,

While yet they find the firmest of the foe

Recoil before their leader’s look and blow :

Now girt with numbers, now almost alone,

B foils their ranks, or re-unites his own ;
Himsg'f he spared not — once they seem’d to fly —
Now was the tinfe, he waved his hand on high,
And shook — Why sudden droops that plumed crest ?
The shaft is sped — the arrow ’s in his breast !
"That fatal gesture left the unguarded side,

And Death has stricken down yon arm of pride.
The word of triumph fainted from his tongue ;
That hand, so raised, how droopingly it hung !
But yet the sword instinctively retains,

Though from its fellow shrink the falling reins ;
These Kaled snatches : dizzy with the blow,

And senscless bending o’er his saddle-bow,
Perceives not Lara that his anxious page

Beguiles his charger from the combat’s rage :
Meantime his follower: charge, and charge again ;
Too mix’d the slayers nuw to heed the slain !

XVL

Day glimmers on the dying and the dead,
The clcven cuirass, and the helmless head ;
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The war-horse masterless is on the earth,

And that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth ;
And near, yet quivering with what life remain’d,
The heel that urged him and the hand that rein'd ;
And some too near that rolling torrent lie,

Whose waters mock the lip of those that die;

That panting thirst which scorches in the breath
Of those that die the soldier’s fiery death,

In vain impels the burning mouth to crave

One drop — the last — to cool it for the grave ;
With feeble and convulsive effort swept,

Their limbs along the crimson'd turf have crept ;
The faint remains of life such struggles waste, »
But yet they reach the stream, and behd to taste:
They feel its freshness, and almost partake —

Why pause? No further thirst have they to slake —
It is unquench’d, and yet they feel it not ;

It was an agony — but now forgot !

XVIIL

Beneath a lime, remoter from the scene,
‘Where but for him that strife had never been,
A breathing but devoted warrior lay :

T was Lara bleeding fast from life away.

His follower once, and now his only guide,
Kneels Kaled watchful o'er his welling side,
And with his scarf would stanch the tides that rush,
With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ;

And then, as his faint breathing waxes low,

In feebler, not less fatal tricklings flow :

He scarce can speak, but motions him ’tis vain,
And mcrely adds another throb to pain.
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He clasps the hand that pang which would assuage,
And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page,
Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees,
Save that damp brow which rests upon his knees ;
Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim,
Held all the light that shone on earth for kim.

XVIII

The foe arrives, who long had search'd the field,
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield :
"Lney would remove him, but they see 't were vain,
And %e regards them with a calm disdain,

That rose to reconcile him with his fate,

And that escape to death from living hate:

And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed,
Looks on the bleeding foe that made him blecd,
And questions of his state; he answers not,

Scarce 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 tongue,

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,
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XIX.

Their words though faint were many — from the tone

‘T'heir import those who heard could judge alone ;

From this, you might have deem'd young Kaled’s
death

More near than 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 unrcpentant, dark, and passionless,

Save that when struggling ncarer to hijs last,

Upon that page his cye was kindly cast ;

And once, as Kaled’s answering accents ccased,

Rose Lara’s hand, and pointed to the East:

Whether (as then the breaking sun from high

Roll'd back the cloud) the morrow caught his eye,

Or that 't was chance, or some remember’d scene,

That raised his arm to point where such had been,

Scarce Kaled seem'd to know, but turn’d away,

As if his heart abhorr’d that coming day,

And shrunk his glance before that morning light,

To look on Lara's brow — where all grew night.

Yet sense scem’d left, though better were its 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 't were with disdain :

And Kaled, though he spoke not, nor withdrew

From Lara’s face his fix’d despairing view,
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With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift,
Flung back tte 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 v'er
e weak yet still untiring knee that bore ;

He prtss'd the hand he held upon his heart —

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,

¢ It beats !” — Away, thou dreamer ! he is gone —

It once was Lara which thou look’st upon.!

XXL

He gazed, as if not yet had pass’d away

The haughty spirit of that humble clay ;

And those around have roused him from his trance,
But cannot tear from thence his fixed glance ;

! [The death of Lara is, by far, the finest passage in the poem,
and is fulliy etgml to any thing else which the author ever wrote.
‘The physical horror of the event, though described with a terrible
force and fidelity, is both relieved and enhanced by the beautiful
E!ctures of mental energy and affection with which it is combined.

he whole sequel of the poem is written with eq;‘ual vigour and
feeling, and may be put in competition with any thing that poetry
has produced, in point either of pathos or energy. — JEFFREY.]
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And when, in raising him from where he bore
‘Within his arms the form that felt no more,

He saw the head his breast would still sustain,
Roll down like earth to earth upon the plain ;
He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear

The glossy tendrils of his raven hair,

But strove tcrstand and gaze, but reel'd and fell,
Scarce breathing more than that he loved so well.
Than that ke loved! Oh! never yet beneath
The breast of man such trusty love may breathe '
That trying moment hath at once reveal'd

The sccret long and yet but half conceal'd ;

In baring to revive that lifeless breast,

Its grief seem'd ended, but the sex confess'd ;
And life return’d, and Kaled felt no shaine —
What now to her was Womanhood or Fame?

XXIIL
And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep,
But where he 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 menace — 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 growth of human will ?
To her he might be gentleness ; the stern
Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern,
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And when they love, your smilers guess not how
Beats the strong heart, though less the lips avow.
They were not common 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.

[

XXIIIL

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,
A¥hich were not planted there in recent war;
Whére'er had pass'd his summe? years of life,

Tt scems 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 Ezzelin, who might have spoke the past,
Return'd no more — that night appear'd his last.

XXIV.
Upon that night (a peasant’s is the tale)
A Serf that eros<’d the intervening vale,!

1 The event in this section was suggested bv the description of
the death, or rather burial, of the Duke of Gandia. The mo-t
interesting and particular account of it is given by Burchard, and
is in substance as follows:—* On the eighth day of June, the
Cardinal of Valenza and the Duke of Gandia, sons of the Pope,
supped with their mother, Vanozza, near the chwich of S. Pietro
ad vincula ; several other persons being present at the entertain-
ment. A late hour approaching, and the cardinal having re-
minded his brother, that 1t was time to reiurn to the apostolic
palace, they mounted their horses or mules, with only a few
attenaants, and proceeded together as far as the palace of Cardinal
Ascanio Sforza when the duke informed the cardinal that, before
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‘When Cynthia’s light almost gave way to morn,
And nearly veil'd in mist her waning horn ;

he returned home, he had to pay a visit of pleasure.. Dismissing
therefore all Li® attendants, excepting his siqffiero, or footman,
and a person in a mask, who had paid him a visit whilst at supper,
and who, during the space of 4 month or thereabouts, previous to
this time, had called upon hun almost daily, at the apostohe pa-
lace, he took this person behind him on his mule, and proceeded
to the street of the Jews, where he quitted his servant, directing
him to remain there until a certam hour ; when, if he did not re-
turn, he might repair to the palace. The duke then seated thg
person in the mask behind him, and rode, 1 know not whither ¥
but in that night he was assassinated, and thrown into the gver.
‘The servant, after having been dismissed, was glso as<aul and
mortally wounded ; and althopgh he was attended with great
care, yet such was his situation, that he could give no mtelligible
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 themn informed the pontiff of the evening
excursion ot his sons, and that the duke had not yet made his
appearance. This gave the pope no small anxiety ; but he con-
jectured that the duke had been attracted by some courtesan to
pass the night with her, and, not choosing to quit the house in
oven dag', had waited till the following cvening to return home.
‘When, however, the ovenin§ arrived, and he found himself disap-
d in his exy i he became deeply afflicted, and began
to make cn?nirlcs from different persons, whom he ordered to
attend him for that purpose. Amongst these was 4 man named
Giorgio Schiavoni, who, having dizcharged some timber from a
bark in the river, had remained on board the vessel to watch it;
and being interrogated whether he hiad seen any one thrown into
the river on the night preceding, he replicd, that he saw two men
on foot, who came down the street, and looked diligently about,
to observe whether any person was passing. ‘That sceing no one,
they returned, and a short time afterwads two others came, and
looked around in the same manner as the former : no person still
appearing, they gave a siﬁn to their eompanions, when a man
came, mounted on a white horse, having behind him a dead body,
the head and arms of which hung on one side, and the feet on the
other side of the horse : the two persons on foot supporting the
llodg', to prevent its fnllin{:}.l They thus procecded towards that
part, where the filth of the city is usually discharged into the
tiver, and turning the horse, with his tail towards the water, the

[+
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A Serf, that rose betimes to thread the wood,

And hew the bough that bought 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 loak
Wrapt round some burthen at his saddle-bow,

Bent was his head, and hidden was his brow.
Roused by the sudden sight at such a time,

And some forcboding that it might be crimnc,

«w
two persons took ‘he dead body by the arms and feet, and with all
their strength flung it ;mto the river. ‘I'be person on horsehack
then asked 1t they had thiown 1t in; ta which they 1ephied, Snor,
si (ves, Sir). He then lovked towards the river, and seeing a
mantle floating on the stream, he enquired what it was that ap-
peared black, to which they ans /ered, it was a mantle ; and one
of them threw stones upon it, in consequence of which it sunk.
The attendants of the pontuf then enquired {rom Giorgio, why he
had not revealed this to the governor of the city; to which he
replied, that be had seen in his time a hundred dead bodies thrown
into the river at the same place, without any enquiry bemg made
respecting them ; and that he had not, therefore, concidered it as
a matter of any importance. The fishermen and scamen were
then collected, and ordered to search the river, where, on the
following evenmng, they found the body of the duke, with his habit
entire, and thirty ducats 1a his purse.  1le was prerced with nine
wounds, one of which was in his throat, the ithers in his head,
body, and limbs. No sooner was the pontiff mformed of the death
of his son, and that he had been thrown, like filth, into the river,
than, giving way to_his grief, he shut lumself up in a chamber,
and wept bitterly. The€ardinal of Segov i, and uther attendants
on the pope, went to the door, and after many hours spent in per-
suasions and exhortations, prevailed vpon Inm to admit them.
From the rven(}{r’lg of Wednesday till the flowing Saturday the
pope took no food ; nor did he sleep from Thursday morning till
the szme hour on the ensuing day. At length, however, giving
way to the entreaties of his attendants, he began to restrain his
sorrow, and t, consider the injury which his own health might
sustain by the further indulgence of his grief."” — Roscor’s
Tenth, vol. i p. 265.
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Himself unheeded watch'd the stranger’s course,
Who reach’d the river, bounded from his horse,
And lifting thence the burthen which he bore,
FHeaved up the bank, and dash’d it from the shore,
Then paused, and look’d, and turn’d, and scem’d to

wateh,
And still another hurried glance would snateh,
Anud follow with his step the stream that flow’d,
As if even yet too much its surfice 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 than comyon carc.
Meantime the Serf had erept to where unseen
Himself might safely mark what this might mean ;
He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast,
And something 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 indistinet to view,
And left the waters of a purple hue,
Then deeply disappear’d : the horseman gazed
Till ebb'd t'.: latest eddy it had raised ;
Then turning, vaulted on his pawing steed.
And instant spurr'd him into panting speed,
His face was mask'd — the features of the dead,
If dead it were, escaped the observer’s dread ;
But if in sooth a star its bosomn 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.
1f thus he perish’d, Heaven receive his soul !
“His undiscover'd limbs to ocean roll;

c?
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And charity upon the hope would dwell
It was not Lara’s hund by which he fell.

XXV.

And Kaled — Lara— Ezzelin, are gone,”
Alike without their monumental stone !

‘The first, all efforts vainly strove to wean
From lingering where her chieftain’s blood had been ;
Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud,
Her tears were few, her wailing never loud ;
But furious would you tear her from the spot
Where yet she searce believed that he was not,
Her eye shot forth with all he 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 kuee ;
And in that posture where she suw him fall,
His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall ;
And she had shorn, Lut 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 stanch’d angw some phantorn’s wound.
Herself would question, and for him reply ;
‘Then rising, start, and beckon him to fly
From some imagined speetre in pursuit ;
Then seat her down upon some linden’s root,
And hide I er visage with her meagre hand,
Or trace sirange characters along the sand —-
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"This could not last - she lies by him she loved ;
Her tale untold — her truth too dearly proved.!

! {Lara, though it has many good passages, 1s a further proof ot
the nelancholy fact, which fs true of all sequels, from the con-
uauation of the €Eneid, b¥ one of the famous Italian poets of the
rmiddle ages, down to “ I’olly, a sequel to the Beggar's Opera,”
that * more last words’ may generally be spared, without any
great detriment to the world. — Bisuor HEBER.

Lara has some charms which the Corsair has not. It 1 mote
Jdomestic ; it calls forth more sympathies with polished society 5
it 15 wore intcllectual, but much less passionate, less vigorous,
andl less brilhant ; it is sometimes even languid, —at any 1ate, 1t
1> more diffuse. — Sir E. BRYDGES. 3

Lara, obviously the sequel of ** The Corsair,” maintains 1n
#-neral the same tone of deep interest, and lofty feeln.?; —
taough the disappearance of Medora from the scene deprives it
o1 the enchanting sweetness by which its terrors are there re-
Jdeemed, and make the hero, on the whole, less captivating. The
character of Lara, too, is rather too claborately finished *, and his
nocturnal encountes with the apparition is worked up too osten-
tatiously. There is infinite beauty in the sketch of the dark Page,
and m many of the moral or general reflections which are inter.
spersed with the narrative. — JEFrRey.]

* “\What do the Reviewers mean by * elaborate ?” Lara [
wiote while undressing, after commg home from balls and mas-
jueradcs, 1n the year of revelry, 1814.”  Byron Leticrs, 1822.]
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ADVERTISEMENT.

¢ Tue grand army of the Turks (in 1715), under the
Prime Vizier, to open to themselves a way into the
heart of the Morea, and to form the sicge 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 several storms. The
garrison being wecakened, and the governor seeing it
was impossible to hold out against so mighty a force,
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 had six hundred
barrels 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 capitu-
lation, but stormed the place with so much fury, that
they took it, and put most of the garrison, with Sig-
nior Minotti, the governor, to the sword. The rest,
with Antonio Bembo, proveditor extraordinary, were
made prisoners of war.” — History of the Turks,
vol. iii. p. 151.

! Napoli di Romania is not now the most considerable place in
the Morea, but Trlgrnlitn, where the Pacha resides, and maintains
his government. Napoli is near Argos. I visited all three in
1810-11 ; and, in the course of juurnegnq through the country
from my first arrival in 1809, I crossed the Isthmus eight times in
mti wnxll‘rm Attica 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 p que and iful, though
very different : that by sea has more sameness ; but the voyage
being always within sight of land, and often vermeﬂr it, presents
many attractive views of the islands Salamis, Zglna, Poro, &c. and
the coast of the Continent. !
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THE

SIEGE OF CORINTH.!

IN the year since Jesus died for men?,

Eighteen hundred years and ten,

We were a gallant company,

Riding o'er land, and sailing o’er sca.

Oh! but we went merrily ! o
L

1 [ With regard to the obgprvations on carelessness, &¢ " wrote
Lord Byron to a friend, “ 1 think, with all humlity, that the
gentle reader has considered a rather uncommon, and decidedi:
irregular, versification for haste and ne{lixenvv. The measure is
not that of any of the other poems, which (Ibelieve) were allowed
to be tolerably correct, according to Byshe and the fingers — or —
ears — by which bards write, and readers reckon. Great part of
the ¢ Siege ' is in (I think) what the learned call anapests, (though
Tam not sure, being heinously forgetful of my metres and my
Gradus,) and many of the lines intentionally longer or shorter
than its rhyming mm}mnion; and the rhyme also oceurring at
greater or less intervals of caprice or convenience, ] mean not
to say that this is right or , but merely that I could have been
smoother, had it appeared to me of advantage ; and that I was not
otherwise without being aware of the deviation, though I now feel
sorry for it, as I would undoubtedly rather please than not. My
wish has been to try at something different from my former
efforts ; as I endecavoured to make them differ from each other.
The versification of the ¢ Corsair * is not that of  Lara ;' nor the
¢ Glaour’ that of the ¢ Bride:’ ¢ Childe Harold® is, again, varied
from these ; and I strove to vary the last somew hat from all of the
others. Excuse all this nonsense and egotism. The fact is, that
I am rather trying to think on the subject of this note, than really
thinking ou it.” — Byron Letters, Feb. 1816.]

2 rOn Christmas-day, 1815, Lord Byron, enclosing this fragment
to Mr. Murray, says,— * 1 send some lines, written some time ago,
and intended as an opening to the ¢ Siege of Lorinth.’ I had for-
gotter them, and am not sure that they had not better be left out
now ; —on that, you and your synod can determine.”—* They are
written,” says Moore, * in the Joosest form of that rambling style

AS
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‘We forded the river, and clomb the high hill,
Never our steeds for a day stood stll ;
Whether we lay in the cave or the shed,
Our sleep fell soft on the hardest bed ;
‘Whether we couch’d in our rough capote !,
On the rougher plank of vur 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 hope,
Toil and travel, but no sorrow.

of metre, which his admiration of M.. Coleridge’s ¢ Christabel * led
him, at this time, to adopt: and he judged rightly, perhaps, in
omitting them as the openmg of the poem. They are, howesver,
too full of spirit and character to be lost Though breathmg the
thick atmosphere of Piccadilly when he wrate thewm, 1t is plain
that his fam:ly was far away, among the sunny hills and vales of
Greece.” It will be seen, hereafter, that the poet had never
read “ Christabel” at the timc when he wrote these lines; —
he had, however, the “ Lay of the Last Minstrel.” With re-
gard to the character of the species of versitication at this time
s0 much in favour, it may be obcerved, that feeble imitations
have since then vulgarised it & good deal to the general ear ; but
that, in the hands of Mr. Coleridge, Sir Walter Scott, and Lod
Byron himself, it has often been employed with the most happy
effect. Its irregularity, when moulded under the guidance of a
delicate taste, is more to the cye than to the ear, and 1n fact not
greater than was admitted in some of the most delicious of the
lyrical measures of the ancient Grecks.]

! [In one of his sea excursions, Lord Byron was nearly lost in
a Turkish ship of war, owing to the ignori.nce of the captain and
crew. *‘‘ Fletcher,” he says, “ yelled ; the Greeks called on all
the saints ; the Mussulmans on Alla; while the captain burst into
tears, and ran below deck. Idid what I could to console Fletcher ;
but finding hixa incorrigible, I wrapped myself up in my Albaman
capot~, and lny down to wait the worst.” This striking instance
of the poet's coolness and couragé us confirmed by Mr. Hob-
hyuse : —*“ Finding that, from his Jameness, he was unable to be
of any service in the exertions which our very serious danger
called for, after a laugh or two at the panic of his valet, be not
only wrapped himself up and lay down, in the manner he
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‘We were of all tongues and creeds ; —

Some were those who counted beads,

Some of mosque, and some of church,
And some, or 1 mis-say, of neither;

Yet through the wide world might ye search,
Nor %ind a motlier crew nor blither.

But some are dead, and some are gone,
And some are scatter’d and alone,
And some are rcbels on the hills !
‘That look along Epirus’ valleys,
‘Where freedom still at moments rallies,
And pays in blood oppression’s ills;
And some are in g far countree,
And some all restlessly at home;
But never more, oh ! never, we
Shall mcet to revel and to roam.

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 wandecrer.

T is 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 ?

described, but when our difficulties were terminated was found

fast asleep.””]

! The last tidings recently heard of Dervish (onc of the Arnaouts
v.ho followed me) state him to be in révolt upon the mountams, at
the head of some of the bands commion in that country in times of

wronble,

AG
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I.
Many a vanish’d year and age,
And tempest’s breath, and battle’s rage,
Have swept o'er Corinth ; yet she stands,
A fortress form'd to Freedom’s hands.1
The whirlwind’s wrath, the earthquake’s shock,
Have left untouch’d her hoary rock,
The keystone of a land, which still,
Though fall'n, looks proudly on that hill,
The landmark to the double tide
That purpling rolls on either side,
As if their waters chafed to meet,
Y& pause and crouch beneath her feet.
But could the blood before her shed
Since first Timoleon’s brother bled 2,
Or baffled Persia’s despot fled,
Arise from out the carth 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 skices,
Than yon tower-capp'd Acropolis,
Which seems the very clouds to kiss.?

} [ A marvel from her Moslem bands " — MS.]

2 {Timoleon, who had saved the life of his brother Timophanes
in battle, afterwards killcd bim for aiming at the supreme power
in Cormth, p' ¢ferring his duty to his country to all the obligations
ot blood. ¢, Warton says, that Pope once intended to write an
epic poem oa the story, and thac Akenside had the same design.]

3 [The fiaour, the Bride of Abydos, the Corsair, Lara, the
Siege of Corinth, followed each other with a celerity, which was
..niy rivalled by their zuggess; and if at times the author scemed
to pause in his poetic c r, with the threat of forbearing further
adventure for a time, the public eagerly pardoncd the breach of a
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II.
On dun Citheeron’s ridge appears
The gleam of twice ten thousand spears;
And downward to the Isthmian plain,
Fron sjore to shore of either main,
The tent is pitel’d, the crescent shines
Along the Moslem’s leaguering lines ;
And the dusk Spahi’s bands ! advance
Beneath cach bearded pacha’s glance ;
And far and wide as eye can reach
The turban'd cohorts throng the beaclr;
And there the Arab’s camel kneels,
And there his steed the Tartar wheels ;

promise, by keeping which they must have been sufferers. Exqui-
sitely beautiful in themselves, these tales reccived a new charm
from the romantic climes into which they introduced us, and from
the oriental costume so strictly preserved and so %cturesquely
exhibited. Greece, the cradle of the poetry with which our earliest
studies are familiar, was presented to us among her ruins and her
sorrows, Her dehightful scenery. once dedicated to those deities
who, though dethroned from therr own Olympus, still preserve a
poetical empire, was spread before us in Lord Bz"ron'» poetry,
varied by all the moral cffect derived from what Greece is and
what she has been, while it was doubled by comparisons, Ferpetu-
ally excited, between the philosophers and heroes who formerly
inhabited that romantic country, and their descendants, who either
stoop to their Scythian conquerors, or maintain, among the recesses
of their classic ins, an independence as wild and savage
as it is precarious. The oricntal manners, also and diction, so
peculiar in their picturesque effect that they can cast a charm cven
over the absurdities of an eastern tale, had here the more honour-
able oceupation of decorating that which in itself was beautiful,
and enhancing by novelt; what would have been captivating with-
out its aid. The powerful impression produced by this peculiar
species of poetry confirmed us in a principle, which, though it will
hqrdly be challenged when stated as an axiom, is very rarcly com-
};hcd with in practice. It is, that every author should, like Lérd
yron, form to himself, and communicate to the reader, a precise,
defined, and distinct view of the landscape, sentiment, or action
which he intends to describe to the reader.— 81k WALTER SCOTT 'i

! [Turkish holders of military fiefs, which oblige them to join
the anny, mounted at thewr own expense.]
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The Turcoman hath left his herd 1,
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 canon’s breath
Wings the 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.

L "
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
As any chicf that ever stood
T'riumphant in the fields of blood ;
From post to post, and deed to decd,
Fast spurring on his reeking stced,
‘Where sallying ranks the trench assail,
And make the foremost Moslem qguail ;
Or where the battery, guarded well,
Remains as yet impregnable,
Alighting cheerly to inspire
The soldicr slackening in his fire ;
The first and freshest of the host
‘Which Stamboul’s sultan there can boast,

¥ The life of the Turcomans is wandering and patriarchal : they
dweli mn tents.
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To guide the follower o’er the field,

To point the tube, the lance to wicld,
Or whirl around the bickering blade ; —
Was Alp, the Adrian renegade !

IV.
From Venice — once a race of worth
His gentle sires — he drew his birth ;
But late an exile from her shore,
Against his countrymen he bore
The arms they taught to bear ; and now
The turban girt his shaven brow. .
Through many a change had Corinth pass’d
With Greece to Venice’ rule at last;
And here, before her walls, with those
To Greece and Venice cqual foes,
He stood a foe, with all the zeal
Which young and fiery converts feel,
Within whose heated bosom throngs
The memory of a thousand wrongs.
To him had 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 mouth * 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 how great her loss
In him who triumph’d o’er the Cross,
*Gainst which he rear'd the Crescent high,
And battled to avenge or dic.
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V.

Coumourgi ! — he whose closing scene
Adorn'd the triumph of Eugene,
When on Carlowitz’ bloody plain,
The last and mightiest of the slain,
He sank, 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 ycars have roll’d away
Since he refix’d the Mosl m’s sway ;
And now he led the Mussulman,

And gave the guidance of the van

To Alp, who well repaid the trust
By cities levell’d with the dust;

And proved, by many a deed of death,
How firm his heart in novel faith,

VI

The walls grew weak ; and fast and hot
Against them pour'd the ceaseless shot,

+ Ali Coumourgi, the favourite of three sultans, and Grand
Vizier to Achmet II1., after recovering Peloponnesus from the
Vencti in one palgn, was mortally wounded in the next,
against the Germaus. at the battle of Peterwaradin (in the plain
of Carlowi*z),in llunm,rx; endeavouring to rally his guards. He
died of his wounds next day. 1lis last order was the decapitation
of General Breuner, and some other German prisoners ; and his
last words, “ Oh that I could thus serve all the Christian dogs ! **
a speech and act not unlike one of Caljgula. lle was a young man
of Frent ambi and unb ded pr ption: on being that
Prince Eugene, then opposed to M1, *“ was a great general,” he
said, “ I shall become a greater, and at his expense.”
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With unabating fury sent

From battery to battlement;

And thunder-like the pealing din

Rose from each heated culverin ;

And hege and there some crackling dome
Was fired before the exploding bomb ;
And as the fabric sank beneath

The shattering shell’s voleanic breath,

In red and wreathing columns flash’d
The flame, 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 hidden sun,

With volumed smoke that slowly grew
To one wide sky of sulphurous hue.

VIIL

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 ire,
When Alp, beneath his Christian name,
Her virgin hand aspired to claim.

In happier mood, and earlier time,
‘While unimpeach'd for traitorous crime,
Gavest in gondola or hall,

He glitter'd through the Carnival ;
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And tuned the softest serenade
That e’er on Adria’s waters play'd
At midnight to Italian maid.

VIII.

And many deem’'d her heart was won ;
For sought by numbers, given to none,
Had young Francesca’s hand remain’d
Still by the church’s bonds unchain’d :
And when the Adriatic bore

Lanciotto to the Paynim shore,

Her wonted smiles were scen to fail,

And pensive wax’d the mmaid and pale;
More constant at confessional,

More rare at masque and festival ;

Or seen at such, with downcast cyes,
Which conquer’d hearts they ceased to prize :
With listless look she seems to gaze :
With humbler care her form arrays;

Her voice less lively in the song ;

Her step, though light, less tiect among
The pairs, on whom the Morning’s glance
Breaks, yet unsated with the dance.

IX.

Sent by the state to guard the land,
(Which, wrested from the Moslem’s hand,
W..ile Sobicski tamed his pride

By Buda’s wall and Danube’s side,

The chiefs of Venice wrung away

From Patra to Eubeeu’s bay,)
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Minotti 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 ege that faithless truce was broke
‘Which trecd her from the unchristian yoke,
‘With him his gentle daughter camec;

Nor there, since Menelaus’ dame

Forsook her lord and land, to prove

‘What woes await on lawless love,

Had fairer form adorn’d the shore

T'han she, the matchless stranger, bore. s

X.
The wall is rent, the ruins yawn ;
And, with to-morrow’s earliest dawn,
O'cr the disjointed mass shall vault
The foremost of the ficrce 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 force,
Or pave the path with many a corse,
O’er which the following brave may rise,
Their stepping-stone — the last who dies !

XI.

*T is midnight: on the mountains brown
The cold, round moon shines decply down ;
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky

Spreads like an ocean hung on high,
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Bespangled with those isles of light,

So wildly, spiritually bright ;

‘Who ever gazed upon them shining
And turn’d to earth without repining,
Nor wish’d for wings to flec away,

And mix with their eternal ray ?

The waves on cither shore lay there
Calm, clear, and azure as the air ;

And scarce their foam the pebbles shook,
But murmur’d meckly as the brook.
The winds were pillow'd on the waves;
~The banners droop’d along their staves,
And, as they fell around them furling,
Above them shone the ctescent curling ;
And that decp silence was unbroke,
Save where the watch his signal spoke,
Save where the steed neigh’d oft and shrill,
And echo answer'd from the hill,

And the wide hum of that wild host
Rustled like lcaves from coast to coast,
As rose the Muezzin's voice in air

In midnight call to wonted prayer ;

It rose, that chanted mournful strain,
Like some lone spirit’s o’er the plain:
*T was musical, but sadly sweet,

Such as when winds and harp-strings meect,
And take a long unmeasured tone,

To mortal minstrelsy unknown. 1

It szem’d to those within the wall

A ory prophetic of their fall:

It struck even the besicger’s ear

‘With something ominous and drear,

3 [* And make a mclancholy moan,
To mortal voize and ear unknown.’ — MS.]
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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, ﬂlough but for a stranger’s knell. 1

XII.

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 :

T is but another anxiesus night,

His pains the morrow may requitce
With all revenge and love can pay,

In guerdon for their long delay.

Few hours remain, and he hath need
Of rest, to nerve for many a deed

Of slaughter ; but within his soul

The thoughts like troubled waters roll.
He stood alone among the host ;

Not his the loud fanatic boast

To plant the crescent o'er the cross,
Or risk a life with little loss,

Secure in paradise to be

By Houris loved immortally :

Nor his, what burning patriots fezl,
The stern exaltedness of zeal,

Profuse of blood, untired in toil,
‘When battling on the parent soil.

! [* Which rings a decp, internal knell
A visionary pnssing-bell.”—]\ls.j
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He stood alone —a renegade
Against the country he betray'd;

He stood alone amidst his band,
‘Without a trusted heart or hand :
They follow’d him, for he was brave,,
And great the spoil he got and gave;
They crouch’d to him, for he had skill
To warp and wield the vulgar will :
But still his Christian origin

‘With them was little less than sin.
They envied even the faithless fame

. He carn'd beneath a Moslem name ;

Since he, their mightiest chicf, had been
In youth a bitter Nazarene.

They did not know how pride can stoop,
When baffled feelings withering droop ;
They did not know how hate can burn

In hearts once changed from sof: to stern;
Nor all the false and fatal zeal

The convert of revenge can fecl.

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 fells the prey, 1
Then on the vulgar yelling press,

To gorge the relics of success.

XIIL

Fiis head grows fever’d, and his pulse
Che quick successive throbs convulse ;

[« As lions o’er the jackal swa;
By springing dauntless on the prey ;
ey follow on, and velling press
To gorge the fragments of success.” — MS.)
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In vain from side to side he throws

His form, in courtship of reposc; !

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 couch or canopy,

Except a rougher field and sky

Than now might yield a warrior’s bed,
Than now along the heaven was spread.
He could not rest, he could not stay
‘Within his tent 1o 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 humblest be,
Sinee more their peril, worse their toil ?
And yet they fearless dream of spoil ;
While he alonc, 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 light
Beneath the freshness of the night.
Cool was the silent sky, though calm,
And bathed his brow with airy balm:
' [ He vainly turn'd from side to side,

And each reposing posture tried.”-- MS.]

21
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Behind, the camp — before him lay,

In many a winding creek and bay,
Lepanto’s gulf; and, on the brow

Of Delphi’s hill, unshaken snow,

High and eternal, such as shone
Through thousand summers brightly gone,
Along the gulf, the mount, the clime ;
It will not melt, like man, to time:
Tyrant and slave are swept away,

Less form'd to wear before the ray ;

But that white veil, the lightest, frailest.

. Which on the mighty mount thou hailest,

‘While tower and tree are torn and rent,
Shines o'er its craggy buttlement ;

In form a peak, in height a cloud,

In texture like a hovering shroud,
Thus high by parting Freedom spread,
As from her fond abode she fled,

And linger’d on the spot, where long
Her prophet spirit spake in song.

Oh ! still her step at moments falters
O’er witherd fields, and ruin’d altars,
And fain would wake, in souls too broken,
By pointing to each glorious token:
But vain her voice, till better days
Dawn in those yet remember’d rays,
‘Which shone upon the Persian flying,
And saw the Spartan smile in dying.

XV.

Not mindless of these mighty times
Was Alp, despite his flight and crimes ;
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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 there in better cause had bled,

He felt how faint and fecbly dim

The fale that could accrue to him,

‘Who cheer’d the band, and waved the sword,
A traitor in a turban’d horde ;

And led them to the lawless siege,

‘Whose best success were sacrilege.

Not so had those his fancy number’d,

The chicfs whose dust around him slumber'd‘-
Their phalanx marshall’d on the plain,
‘Whose bulwarks werz not then in vain.
They fell devoted, but undying ;

The very gale their names seem’d sighing ;
The waters murmur’d of their name ;

The woods were peopled with their fame;
The silent pillar, lone 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

Roll'd mingling with their fame for ever
Despite of every yoke she bears,

That land is glory’s still and theirs! !

*T is still a watch-word to the earth:

When man would do a deed of worth

He points'to Greece, and turns to tread,
So sanction’d, on the tyrant’s head :

' [Here follows, in MS. —

* Immortal — boundless — undecay’d —
Their souls the very soil pervades.”]

B
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He looks to her, and rushes on
‘Where life is lost, or frecdom won. !

XVI.

Still by the shore Alp mutely mused,*

And woo'd the freshness Night diffused.

There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea, 2
‘Which changeless rolls eternally ;

So that wildest of waves, in their angriest mood,
Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood ;
And the powerless moon beholds them flow,
Heedless if,she come or go:

Calm or high, in main o bay,

On their course she hath no sway.

The rock unworn its base doth bare,

And looks o'er the surf, but it comes not there;
And the fringe of the foam may be scen below,
On the line that it left long ages ago:

A smooth short space of yellow sand

Between it and the greener land.

He wander'd on, along the beach,

Till within the range of a carbine’s reach

Of the leaguer’d wall; but they saw him not,

Or how could he ’scape from the hostile shot? 3

Did traitcrs lurk in the Christians’ hold?

Were their hands grown stiff, or theip hearts wax’d

cold ?

' [* Where Freedom lovelicst may be won."’ — MS.]

2 The reader need hardly be reminded that there are no per-
septible tides in the Mediterranean.

[“ Or would not waste on a single head
The ball on numbers better sped.” — MS,]
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I know not, in sooth ; but from yonder wall

There flash’d no fire, and there hiss’d no ball,

Though he stood beneath the bastion’s frown,

That flank’d the sea-ward gate of the town

Though Qe heard the sound, and could almost tell

The sullen words of the sentinel,

As his measured step on the stone helow

Clank’d, as he paced it to and fro;

And be saw the lean dogs beneath the wall

IIold o'er the dead their carnival, !

Gorging and growling o'er carcass and limb ;

They were too busy to bark at him!

From a "Tartar’s skull they had stripp'd the flesl},

As ye pecl the fig whea its fruit is fresh;

And their white tusks crunch’d o'er the whiter
skull, 2

As it slipp’d through their jaws, when their edge
grew dull,

As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead,

When they scarce could rise from the spot where
they fod ;

So well had they broken a lingering fast

With those who had fallen for that night’s repast. I

1 [Omit the rest of this section. — GirForp.]

2 This epectacle I have seen, such as described, beneath the wall
of the Seraglio at Constantinople, in the little cavities worn by the
Bosphorus in the rock, a narrow terrace of which projects between
the wall and the water. 1think the fact is also mentioned in Hob-
house’s Travels. The bodies were probably those ef some refrac.
tory Janizaries. — [ The ' duced by the state of the
weather, and leaving a comfortable cahn, were in unison with the
im?ressions which we felt when, passing under the palace of the
Sultans, and gazing at the gloomy cypresses which rise above the
_walls, we saw two dogs gnawing a dead body.” — HOBHOUSE.]

3 [E‘his passage shows the force of Lord Byron's pencil, — Je¢-
FREY. i
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And Alp knew, by the turbans that roll'd on the
sand,

The foremost of these were the best of his band:

Crimson and green were the shawls of their wear,

And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair, 1

All the rest was shaven and bare.

The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw,

The bair was tangled round his jaw :

But close by the shore, on the edge of the gulf,

There sat a vulture flapping a wolf,

Who had stolen from the hills, but kept away,

Scared by the dogs, from the human prey ;

But he seized on his share of a steed that lay,

Pick’d by the birds, on thosands of the bay.

XVII.
Alp turn’d him from the sickening sight :
Never had shaken his nerves in fight ;
But he better could brook to behold the dying,
Deep in the tide of their warm blood lying, 2
Scorch’d with the death-thirst, and writhing in vain,
Than the perishing dead who are past all pain, 3
There is something of pride in the perilous hour,
Whate’er be the shape in which death may lower;
For Fame is there to say who bleeds,
And Honour's eye on daring deeds!

1 This tuft, or long lork, is left from a superstition that Mahomet
will draw them into Paradise by i..
2 [Than the mangled corpsein its own blood lying.—GIFForn.]
3 [Strike out —
“ Scorch’d with the death-thirst, and writhing in vaia,
Than the perishing dead who are past all pain.”
What is a * perishing dead ?** — GIFForD.)
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But when all is past, it is humbling to trecad
O’er the weltering ficld of the tombless dead 1,
And see worms of the earth, and fowls of the air,
Beasts of the forest, all gathering there;

All regarding man as their prey,

All rejoicing in his decay. 2

XVIIIL

There is a temple in ruin stands,

Fashion’d by long forgotten hands ;

Two or three columns, and many a stone,

Marble and granite, with grass o’ergrown !

QOut upon Time! it will leave no more

Of the things to come than the things before ! 3

Out upon Time! who for ever will leave

But enough of the past for the future to grieve,

O’er that which hath been, and o’er that which must
be:

What we have seen, our sons shall sce;

Remnants of things that have pass'd away,

Fragments of stone, rear’d by creatures of clay ! 4

! [O’cr the weltering &mbs of the tombless dead. — GIFFORD.]

2 [* All that liveth on man will prey,
All rejoice in his decay,
All that can kindle dismay and disgust
Follow his frame from the bicr to the dust.” — MS.]

3 [Omit this couplet. — G1rFoRD.]
4 [After this follows in MS. —
“ Monuments that the coming age

T.eaves to the spoil of the season’s rage —
Till Ruin makes the relics scarce,
Then Learning acts her solemnn farce,
And, roaming through the marble waste,
Prates of beauty, art, and taste.

B ?
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XIX.

He sate him down at a pillar's base, !
And pass’d his hand athwart his face;
Like one in dreary musing mood, *
Declining was his attitude ;
His head was drooping on his breast,
Fever'd, throbbing, and oppress'd ;
And o’er his brow, so downward bent,
Oft, his beating fingers went,
Hurriedly, as you may see

+Your own run over the ivory key,
Ere the measured tone js taken
By the chords you would awaken.
There he sate all heavily,
As he heard the night-wind sigh.
Was it the wind through some hollow stone,
Sent that soft and tender moan ? 2

XIX.
“ That Temple was more in the midst of the plain;
‘What of that shrine did yet remain
Lay to his Icf *—FE.]

1[ From this all is beautiful to—
«“ He saw nct, he knew not ; but nothing is there.”—~G1Frorp.]

2 I must here acknowledge a close, though unintentional, re-
semblance in these twelve lines to a y ge in an published
poem of Mr. Coleridge, called “ Christabel.”” It was not till after
these lImmes were written that J heard 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. Coleridze
himself, who, I hope, is convinced that I have not been a wilful
plagiarist. The original idea undoubtedly pertains to Mr. Cole.
ridee, whose poem has been composed ahove fourteen vears. Le.
mr conclude by a hope that he will not longer delay the publica-
ti m of a production, of w hich I can only add my mite of approbation
t) the applause of far more competent judges.—[The following
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He lifted his head, and he look’d on the sca,

But it was unrippled as glass may be;

Helook'd on the long grass— it waved not ablade ;
How was that gentle sound convey'd ?

He loak'd to the banners — cach flag lay still,

So did the lcaves on Citheeron’s hill,

And he felt not a breath come over his cheek ;
‘What did that sudden sound bespeak ?

He turn'd to the left — is he sure of sight ?
There sate a lady, youthful and bright !

XX.

e started up with tore of fear

‘Than if an armed foe were near.

¢ God of my fathers ! what is here?

Who art thou? and wherefore sent

So near a hostile armament ? ”

His trembling hands refused to sign

The cross he deem’d no more divine:

He had resumed it in that hour,

But conscience wrung away the power.

He gazed, he saw : he knew the face

Of beauty, and the form of grace;

are the lines in ¢ Christabel” which Lord Byron had unintentionally
vnitated : —

¢ The night is chill, the forest bare,
1Is it the wind that moneth bleak ?
‘There is not wind enough in the air
‘To move away the ringlet curl
From the lovely lady’s cheek —
‘There 1s not wind enough to twirl
The one red leaf, the last of its clan,
Ehnt dmlcwl;ashmt(-n“a;;l dr?;r‘lcc it ml‘:n&h
anging so light, and hanging so high,
On tﬁc topmost twig that looks at the sky."]

B3
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It was Francesca by his side,
‘Tte maid who might have been his bride !

The rose was yet upon her cheek,

But mcllow’d with a tenderer streak :
‘Where was the play of her soft lips fled ?
Gone was the smile that enliven’d their red.
The ocean’s calm within their view,

Beside her eye had less of blue;

But like that cold wave it stood still,

And its glance, ! though clear, was chill.
Around her form a thin robe twining,
Nought concezl'd her bosom shining ;
Through the parting of her*hair,

Floating darkly downward there,

Her rounded arm show'd white and bare :
And ere yet she made reply,

Once she raised her hand on high ;

It was so wan, and transparent of hue,

You might have scen the moon shine through.

XXI.

¢ 1 come from my rest to him I love best,

That I may be happy, and he may be bless'd.

I have pass’d the guards, the gate, the wall;
Sought thee in safety through foes and all.

*T is said the lion will turn and flee

From a maid in the pridc of her purity ;

And the Power on high, that can shield the good
Thus from the tyrant of the wood,

Hath extended its merey to guard me as well
From the hands of the leagucring infidel.

] [Aud its thrilling glance, &c. — GiFFoRrn.}
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I come —and if I come in vain,

Never, oh never, we meet again !

Thou hast done a fearful deed

In falling away from thy fathers’ ereed :
But dashs that turban to earth, and sign

The sign of the cross, and for ever be mire ;
Wring the black drop from thy heart,

And to-morrow unites us no more to part.”

« And where should our bridal couch be spread ?

In the midst of the dying and the dead ?

For to-morrow wé give to the slaughter and flagie

The sons and the shrines of the Chyistian name.

None, save thou and tire, I 've sworn,

Shall be left upon the morn :

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 they would debase

Scourge, with a whip of scorpions, those

‘Whom vice and envy made my foes.”

Upon his hand she laid her own —

Light was the touch, but it thrill’d to the bone,
And shot a chillness to his heart,

‘Which fix’d himn beyond the power to start.
Though slight was that grasp so mortal cold,
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,

D 4
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As those thin fingers, long and white,

Froze through his blood by their touch that night.
The feverish glow of his brow was gone,

And his heart sank so still that it felt like stone,
As he look’d on the face, and beheld its hue,

So deeply changed from what he knew :

Fair but faint — without the ray

Of mind, that made each feature play

Like sparkling waves on a sunny day ;

And her motionless lips lay still as death,

And her words came forth without her breath.

d there rose not a heave o'er her bosom’s swell,
And there seemn’d not a pulse in her veins to dwell.
Though her eye shone out,%et the lids were fix’d,
And the glance that it gave was wild and unmix'd
‘With aught of change, as the eyes may secmn
Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream;

Like the fizures on arras, that gloomily glare,

Stirr’d by the breath of the wintry air, !

So seen by the dying lamp’s fitful light,

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.

1 [MS.—* Like a picture, that magic had charm’d from its frame.
Lifeless but life-like, and ever the samnc.”]

2 [In the summer of 1803, when in his sixteenth year, Lord
Bryron, though offered a bed at Annesley, used at first to return
every night to slecp at Newstead ; alleging as a reason, that he
was afraid of the family pictures of the Chaworths ; that he fancied
“ they had taken a grudge to him on account of the duel,” Mr.
Moore thinks it may possibly have been the recollection of these
pictures that suggested to him these lines.]
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« If not for love of me be given

Thus much, then, for the love of heaven, —
Again 1 say —that turban tear

From off thy faithless brow, and swear
Thine ifjured country’s sons to spare,

Or thou art lost ; and never shalt sec —
Not carth — that’s past — but heaven or me.
If this thou dost accord, albeit

A heavy doom ’t is thine to meet,

That doom shall half absolve thy sin,

And merey’s gate may receive thee within :
But pause one moment more, and take

The curse of Him thq; didst forsale ;

And look once more to heaven, and see

Its love for ever shut from thee.

‘There is a light cloud by the moon — !

*T is passing, and will pass full soon —

! 1 have been told that the idea expressed in this and the five
following lines has been admired by those whose approbation 1s
valuable. [am glad of it: but it is not original —at lcast nat mme ;
it may be found much better expressed in pages 1%2-3-4. of the
English version of * Vathek™ (I forget the precise page of the
French), a work to which I have before referred ; andnever recur
to, or read, without a renewal of gratification. —[The followmg
is the passage: — ¢ Deluded prince !* said the Genius addressing
the Caliph, ¢ to whom Providence hath confided the care of -
numerable subjects; is it thus that thou fulfillest thy mission ?
Thy crimes are already completed ; and art thou now hastening to
thy punishment ?  Thou knowest that beyond those mountains
Eblis and his accursed diveg hold their infernal empire ; and, seduced

y & mali t pl thou art pr hing to surrender thyself
tothem! This moment is the last of grace allowed thee: give
back Nouronahar to her father, who still retains a few sparks of
life : destroy thy tower, with all its abominations: drive Carathis
from thy councils: be just to th suhjepuz respect the ministers
of the prophet : compensate for thy impieties by an exemplary life ;
and, instead of squandering thy days in voluptudus indulgcuce,
lament thy crimes on the sepulchres of thy s. ‘Thou be-

BS
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If, by the time its vapoury sail

Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil,
Thy heart within thee is not changed,
Then God and man are both avenged ;
Dark will thy doom be, darker still
Thine immortality of ill.”

Alp look'd to heaven, and saw on high

The sign she spake of in the sky;

But his heart was swollen, and turn’d aside,
By deep interminable pride.

Tie's first false passion of his breast

Roll'd like a tdrrent o'er the rest.

He sue for mercy!  He disthay’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 watch'd it passing; it is flown :

Full on his eye the clear moon shone,
And thus he spake — “ Whate'er my fate,
I am no changeling — 't is too late:

The reed in storms may bow and quiver,
Then rise again ; the tree must shiver.
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What Venice made me, I must be,

Her foe in all, save love to thee:

But thou art safe : oh, fly with me!”

He turn'd, but she is gone!

Nothingeis there but the column stone.

Hath she sunk in the earth, or melted in air?

He saw not — he knew not — but nothing is there.

XXII.

The nig] ast, and shines the sun
As if that mo ere a jocund one.?!

Lightly and brightly breaks away *

The Morning from her mantle grey,

And the Noon will look on a sultry day.2

Hark to the trump, and the drum,

And the mournful sound of the barbarous horn,
And the flap of the banners, that flit 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 3 are pluck’d from the ground, and
the sword

From its shecath ; and they form, and but wait for
the word.

Tartar, and Spahi, and Turcoman,
Strike your tents, and throng 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 shape;

1 [Leave out this couplet. — GiFrorn.]
3 [Strikeout —“ And the Noon will look on a sultry day.” — G.]
3 The horsetails, fixed upon a lance, a pacha’s standard,

B G
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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 neck, 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 erumbled before: 2

Forms in his phalanv each janizar;

Alp at their head ; his right arm is bare,

So is the blade of his scimitar ;

Tl khan and the pachas are all at their post ;

The vizier himself at the head of the host.

‘When the culverin’s signal is fired, then on;

Leave not in Corinth a living one —

A priest at her altars, a chief in her halls,

A hearth in her mansions, a stone on her walls.

God and the prophet — Alla ITu!

Up to the skies with that wild halloo!

« There the breach lies for passage, the ladder to
scale ;

And your hands on your sabres, and how <hould ye fail ?

He who first downs with the red eross may crave 3

His heart’s dearest wish ; let him ask it, and have!”

Thus utter’d Coumourgi, the dauntless vidler ;

The reply was the brandish of sabre and spear,

And the shout of fierce thousands in joyous ire: —

Silence — hark to the signal —fire!

i £Omit...

W hile your fellows on foot, in a ficry mass,
Blood stain thebreach through which they pass.”—GiFrorn. 3
2 [« And crush the wall they have shaken before.” — G.)
3 [“ He who first dorwns with the red cross may crave,” &c.

W hat culgarism is this | —
++ He who lowcrs,— or plucks down,” &c. — G.]
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XXIIIL

As the wolves, that headlong go

On the stately buffalo,

Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar,
And hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore,
He tramples on earth, or tosses on high

The foremost, who rush on 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 like broken glass,

Shiver’d by the shot, that tore D

The ground whereon #hey moved no more :
Even as they fell, in files they lay,

Like the moewer’s grass at the close of day,
When his work is done on the levell'd plain ;
Such was the fall of the foremost slain. ¢

XXIV.

As the spring-tides, with heavy plash,

From the cliffs invading dash

Huge fragments, sapp’d by the ceaseless flow,
Till white and thundering down they go,
Like the avalanche’s snow

On the Alpine vales below ;

Thus at length, outbreathed and worn,
Corinth’s sons were downward borne

By the long and oft renew'd

Charge of the Moslem multitude.

Thus against the wall they dent,
['l'hus the first were buck:zrd sent. — GirroRD.)

* [ Such was the fall of the forcmost lrain. = G.J
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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 thundez,
Which makes the distant cities wonder

How the sounding battle goes,

If with them, or for their foes;

If they must mourn, or may rejoice

In that annihilating voice,

Which pierces the deep hills through and through
‘With an echo dread and nex':

You might have heard it, on that day,

O'er Salamis and Megara ;

(We have heard the hearers say,) °

Even unto Pirzus’ bay.

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 cf 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 —
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With banded backs against the wall,
Fiercely stand, or fighting fall.

There stood an old man ! — his hairs were white,
But his weteran arm was full of might:

So gallantly bore he the brunt of the fray,
The dead before him, on that day,

In a semicircle lay ;

Still he combated unwounded,

Though retreating unsurrounded.

Many a scar of former fight

Lurk’d 2 beneath 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,
Outnumber’d his thin hairs 3 of silver grey.
From right to left his sabre swept :

Many an Othman mother wept

Sons that were unborn, when dipp'd 4

His weapon first in Moslem gore,

Ere his years could count a score.

Of all he might have been the sire *

‘Who fell that day beneath his ire:

For, sonless left long years ago,

His wrath made many a childless foe;

! [There stood a man, &c. — GIFFORD. ]

2 [“ Lurk'd,” a bad word — say * I¥as kud.” — G.]

3 [Outnumber’d his hairs, &c. — G.]

4 (Sons that were unborn, when Ze dipp’d. — G.)

5 [Bravo !—this is better than King Priam’s fifty sons. —G.]
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And since the day, when in the strait !

His only boy had met his fate,

His parent’s iron hand did doom

More than a human hecatomb. ¢

If shades 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 inhumed on the shore ;

What of them is left, to tell

Where they lie, and how they fell ?
Not a stone on ¢their turf, nor a bone in their graves;
But they live in the verse thut immortally saves.

XXVI.

Hark to the Allah shout!3 a band

Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand :
Their leader’s nervous arm is bare,

Swifter to smite, and never to spare —
Unclothed to the shoulder it waves them on;
Thus in the fight is he ever known :

Others a gandier garb may show,

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foc ;

Many a hand’s on 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 ;

1 Inthe naval battle at the mouth of the Dardanelles, between
the Venctians and Turks.

2 (There can be no such thing; Lut the whole of this is poor,
and spun out. — GIFFORD.]

3 [tlark to the Alla Hu ! &c.— G.]
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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
‘Will luresthe 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 quartor
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar;

Or the hero, silent lying,

Scorns to yield a groan in dying ;
Moustering his last fecble blow

Gainst the nearest lev@l’d fos,

Though faint beneath the mutual wound,
Grappling on the gory ground.

XXVIIL
Still the old 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.” 2

¢ Francesca! — Oh, my promised bride!s
Must she too perish by thy pride ?”

[Omit the remainder of the section — GiFFoRD.]

2 [In the original MS. —
C « Though the life of thy giving would last for cver.”]

(" Where’s Francesca ?—my promised bride ! * — MS.]
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¢ 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.

% 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 wer. wreaking
More revenge in bitter speaking

Than his falchion’s point had found,

Had the time allow'd to wound,

From within the neighbouring porch

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 wouad

That crash’d through the brain of the infidel,
Round he spun, and down he fell

A flash like firc 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 :
1 rHere follows in MS, —

“ Twice and once he roll’d a space,
Then lead-like lay upon his face.”]
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They turn’d him on his back ; his breast
And brow were stain’d with gore and dust,
And through his lips the life-blood oozed,
From its decp veins lately loosed ;

But in his pulse there was no throb,

Nor on his lips one dying sob;

Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath
Heralded his way to death :

Ere his very thought could pray,
Unanel'd he pass'd away,

‘Without a hope from merey's aid, —

To the last — a Renegade. !

LJ

XXVIIL
Fearfully the yell arose
Of his followers, and his foes ;
These in joy, in fury those: 2
Then again in conflict mixing,
Clashing swords, and spears transfixing,
Interchanged the blow and thrust,
Hurling warriors in the dust.

1 [One caonot help suugecting. on longer and more mature
consideration, that one has been led to join in ascribing much more
force to the objections made against such ch s as the Corsair,
Lara, the Giaour, Alp, &c. than belongs to them. The incidents,
habits, &c. are much too remote from modern and European life
to act as mischievous examples to others ; while, under the
circumstances, the splendour of imagery, beauty and tenderness of
sentiment, and cxtraordinary strength and felicity of language, are
applicable to human nature at all times and in all countries, and
convey to the best faculties of the reader’s mind an impulsc which
elevates, refincs, instructs, and ench with the noblest and
purest of all pleasures — Sir E. BRYDGES.]

L] [* These in rage, in trilumph those.” — M8.]
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Strect by street, and foot by foot,
Still Minotti dares dispute
The latest portion of the land
Left beneath his high command ;
‘With him, aiding hcart and hand,
The remnant of his gallant band.
Still the church is tenable,

‘Whence issued late the fated ball

That half avenge the city’s fall,
When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell :
Thither bending sternly back,
They leave before a bloody track ;
And, with their faces to the foe,
Dealing wounds with every blow, 1
The chief, and his retreating train,
Join to those within the fane;
There they yet may breath awhile,
Shelter’d by the massy pile.

XXIX.

Brief breathing-time ! the turban’d host,
With adding ranks and raging boast,

Press onwards with such strength and heat,
Their numbers balk their own retreat;

For narrow the 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 fly;
They perforce must do or die.

They die; but ere their eyes could close,
Avengers o'er their bodies rose;

i [Dealing death with every blow. — GIFFORD.]
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Fresh and furious, fast they fill

The ranks unthinn’d, though slaughterd still;
And faint the weary Christians wax

Before the still renew'd attacks :

And now the Othmans gain the gate;

Still resists its iron weight,

And still, all deadly aim'd and hot,

From every crevice comes the shot ;

From every shatter'd window pour

The volleys of the sulphurous shower :

But the portal wavering grows and weak —
The iron yields, the hinges creak —

It bends — it falls— and all is o’er; .

Lost Corinth may resist #10 more!

XXX,

Darkly, sternly, and all alone,

Minotti stood o'er the altar stone :
Madonna’s face upon him shone,

Painted in heavenly hues above,

With eyes of light and looks of love;

And placed upon that holy shrine

To fix our thoughts on things divine,
When pictured there, we kneeling sce
Her, and the boy-God on her kuee,
Smiling sweetly on cach 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 sign of a cross with a sigh,
Then seized a torch which blazed thereby ;
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And still he stood, while with steel and flame,
Inward and onward the Mussulman came.

XXXI.

The vaults beneath the mosaic stone
Contain’d the dead of ages gone ;

Their names were on the graven floor,

But now illegible with gore;

The carved crests, and curious hues

The varied marble’s veins diffuse,

WVere smear’d, and slippery — stain'd, and strown
‘With broken swords, and helms o'erthrown :
There were dead above, ard the dead below
Lay cold in many a coffin’d row ;

You might sce 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, thickly spread
In masses by the fleshless dead :

Here, throughout the siege, had been

The Christians’ chiefest magazine ;

To these a late form’d train now led,
Minotti’s last and stern resource

Against the foe's o’erwhelming force.

XXXII.

The foe came on, and few remain

To strive, and those must strive in vain s
For lack of further lives, to slake

The thirst of vengeance now awake,
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.With barbarous blows they gash the dead,
And lop the already lifeless head,

And fell the statues from their niche,

And spoil the shrines of offerings rich,
And from each other’s rude hands wrest
The silver vesscls 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,
Brightly it sparkles to plunderers’ ¢yes:
That morn it held thetholy wine,
Converted by Christ to his blood so divine,
Which 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.

XXXIIL

So ncar 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 —
T is fired! .
Spire, vaults, the shrine, the spoil, the slain,
The turban’d vietors, the Christian band,

1 [** Oh, but it made a glorious show ! 11" Out.— GIrFORD,]}
c
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All that of living or dead remain,

Hurl’d on high with the shiver'd fane,
In one wild roar expired !

The shatter'd town — the walls thrown down —

The waves a moment backward bent —

The hills that shake, although unrent,
As if an earthquake pass'd —

The thousand shapeless things all driven

In cloud and flame athwart the heaven,
By that tremendous blast —

Ryoclaim’d the desperate conflict o’er

On that too lopg afflicted shore: !

Up to the sky like rockets go

All that mingled there below :

Many a tall 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 lay;

Christian or Moslem, which be they ?

Let their mothers 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.

' r'Strike out from * Up to the shy,” &c. to “ All blacken”.
here and reeking lay.” Dlesplcable m’x’ﬂ: GIFFORD.) en'd
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Not the matrons that them bore

Could discern their offspring more;
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

The deadly earth-shock disappear'd:
The wild birds flew ; the wild dogs fled,
And howling left the upburied 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 bull-frog’s note, from out the marsh,
Decp-mouth’d arose, and doubly harsh ;
The wolves yell'd on the cavern’d hill
‘Where echo roll'd in thunder still ;

The jackal's troop, in gather'd ery, 2
Bay'd from afar complainingly,

With amix’d and mournful sound,

Like crying babe, and beaten hound: 3

1 [Omit the next six lines. — GIFFORD.]

2 ] believe 1 have taken a poetical 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 haunt ruins, and follow armies.

3 [Leave out this couplet. — GIFFORD.]
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With sudden wing, and ruffled breast,

The eagle left his rocky nest,

And mounted nearer to the sun,

The clouds beneath him seem’d so dun ;

Their smoke assail’d his startled beak, *

And made him higher soar and shriek —
Thus was Corinth lost and won !1

! [The * Siege of Corinth,” though written, gorha 5, with tcu
visible an effect, and not very well harmomsed iu all its parts,
camnot but be regarded as a magnificent composition. ‘There is
less misanthropy in it than in any of the rest ; and the interest is

up of altcrnate representations of soft and solemn scenes and
emuiions, and of the tumult, and terrors, and ntoxication of war
These opposite pittures, are, perhaps, too violently contrasted,
and, in some parts, too harshly cofoured ; but they are in general
isitely designed, and d with the utmost spirit and

energy. — JEFFREY.)
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ADVERTISEMENT.

Tue foundation of the following story will be found
partly in Lieutenant Bligh’s *¢ Narrative of the Mu-
tiny and Seizure of the Bounty, in the South Seassin
1789 ; "and partly in * Mariner's Account of the Tonga
Islands.” ! *

Genca, 1823,

! [The hitherto scattered materials of the * Eventful History
pf the Muti d Piratical i of the Y, with many
important and most interesting additions, from the records of the
Admiralty, and the family papers of Cagtmn Heywood, R. N., have
lately been collected and arranged by Sir John Barrow, in a little
volume, to which the reader of this poem is referred, and from
l“h:chn:ve young officer of the navy may derive valuable
nstruction.







THE ISLAND.!

CANTO THE FIRST.

I.

Tue morning watch was come ; the vessel lay
Her course, and gently made her liquid way ;
The cloven billow flash’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, *gan to wane,
Dividing darkness from the dawning main ;

1 E e are taught by The Book of sacred hulpory. that the
disol ence of our first parents entailed on our globe of em a
sinful and a suffering race. In our time there has rn
the most z abandoned of this slnful famlly— from pi mm eers,

— a little , which, under t epre s of that
auredvolume,hcharuteﬂsed{)) religion, morali , and innocence.
The_discov: of this hap 1]1.. ple, as unexpected 2s it was
accidental, and all that regards their condition a.nd his y partake
w much of the romumc, as to render the story not ill for

epic got rd Byron, indeed, has partially tr the
ut,

lllb“ b?'blendmg two mcongruoul stories, and le-ving both
lmper , and by mixin, up fact with fictton, his Lordship
has been less felicitous t| us! for, beautiful as pass;
}n hl:-;‘ lsgan ” are, itn a region wh;rel "tel:y tree, ‘inddeﬁ‘{'l"' nd
fountain, breathe poetry, as a whol e poem ent
dramatic effcct. _pBoABrgoyea, ©
B 4

»
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The dolphins, not unconscious of the day,
Swam high, as eager of the coming ray ;

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 the coming sun,

But ere he break — a deed is to be done.

IL

«The gallant chicf within his cabin slept,

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept :

His dreams were of Old Lngland’s welcome shore,
Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o'er;

His name was added to the glorious roll

Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole.
The worst was over, and the rest scem’d 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 ;
Young hearts, which languish'd for some sunny isle,
Where summer years and summer women smile ;
Men without country, who, too long estranged,
Had found no native home, or found it changed,
And, half uncivilised, preferr'd the cave .
Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave —

The gushing fruits that nature gave untill'd;

The wood without a path but where they will'd ;

1 [“ A few hours beforc, my situation had been peculiar]
flattering : 1 had a skip in the most perfect order, stored wi
every necessary, both for health and service; the object of the
voy: was attained, and two thirds of it now completed. The
rem; g part had every prospect of success.” — BLiGH.]
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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 can call each grot a home;
The general garden, where all steps may roam,
‘Where Nature owns a nation as her child,
Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild ;

Their shells, their fruits, the only wealth they know,
Their unexploring navy, the canoe; .
Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase;
Their strangest sight, gn European face: —

Such was the country which these strangers yearn’d
To see again; a sight they dearly earn’d.

IIL

Awake, bold Bligh! the foe is at the gate!
Awake! awake ! —— Alas! it is too late!
Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer

Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear.

! [“ The of Otaheite are hand mild, and cheerful
in manners and conversation, possessed of great sensibility, and
have sufficient delicacy to make them be admired and beloved
The chiefs were so much attached to our people, that they rather
encouraged their stay among them than otherwise, anc even made
them promises of large p i Under these'and many other
concomitant circumstances, it ought hardly to be the subject of
surprise that a set of sailors, most of them void of connections,
should be led away, where they had the power of fixing them-
selves, in the midst of plenty, in one of the finest lslands in the
world, where there was no necessity to labour, and where the
allurements of dissipation are beyond ‘any conception thut can be
formed of it.”” — BLIGH.]

A S
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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 believing eyes
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice :

For ne’er can man his conscience all assuage,
Unless he drain the wine of passion —rage.

Iv.

In vain, not silenced by the eve of death,

Thou call’st the loyal with thy menaced breath: —

They come not; they are few, and, overawed,

Moust 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 darest them to their worst, exclaiming —

«Fire!”

But they who pitied not could yet admire;

Some lurking remnant of their former awe

Restrain'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. !

1 [* Just before sunrise, while I was yet asleep, Mr. Christian,

with the master at arms, gunuer’s mate, and Thomas Burkitt,
seaman, came 1nto my cabin, and, seizing me, tied my hands with

acord behind my back, threatening me with instant death, if I
spuke or made the least noise. 1 nevertheless called out as loud
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V.

¢ Hoist out the boat! ” was now the leader’s crv;
And who dare answer “ No!” to Mutiny,

In the first dawning of the drunken hour,

The Saturnalia of unhoped-for power ?

The boat is lower'd with all the haste of hate,
With its slight plank between thee and thy fate ;
Her only cargo such a scant supply

As promises the death their hands deny ;

And just enough of water and of bread

To keep, some days, the dying fromn the dead : o
Some cordage, canvass, sails, and lines, and twine,
But treasures all to hermits 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. 1

as [ could, in hopes of assistance ; but the officers uot of their party
were already sccared by sentinels at their doors. At my own
cabin door were three men, Lesides the four within ; all except
Christian had muskets and bayonets , he had only a cutlass. I
was dragged out of bed, and forced on deck in my shirt. On
demanding the reason of such violence, the only answer was abuse
for not holding my tongue. The boatswain was then ordered to
hoist out the launch, arcompnnied’i){ a threat, if he did not do it
instantly, to take care of himself. e boat being hoisted out, Mr.
Heyward and Mr. Hallet, two of the midshiy and Mr. S 1
the clerk, were ordered into it, I demanded the intention of
giving this order, and endeavoured to persuade the people nearme
not to persist in such acts of violence ; but it was to no effect ; for
the constant answer was, ¢ Hold your tongue, or you are dead this
moment !’*’ —BLiGn.]

1 [“ The boatswain, and those seamen who were to be put into
the boat,were allowed to collect twine, canvass, lines, sails, cordage,
and an eight-and-twenty-gallon cask of water ; and Mr, Samucl got
one hundred and fifty’ pounds of bread, with a small quantity cf
rum and wine ; also a quadirant and compass.” — BL1G#1.]

A G
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VI

And now the self-elected chief finds time

To stun the first sensation of his crime,

And raise it in his followers— ¢ Ho! the bowl !" 1
Lest passion should return to reason’s shoal.

« Brandy for heroes !*'2 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 !
The gentle island, and the genial soil,

The friendly hearts, the feas's without a toil,

The courteous manners but from nature caught,
The wealth unhoarded, and the love unbought ;
Could these have charms for rudest sea-boys, driven
Befure the mast by every wind of heaven ?

And now, even now prepared with others’ woes

To carn 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 aught we know beyond our little day.

1 [“ The mutineers having thus forced those of the seamen whom
they wished to get rid of into the boat, Christian directed a draa
to be served to each of his crew.” — BLiGH.]

2 [It appears to have been Dr. John-on who thus gave hionour
to Cognac.— * He was persuaded,” says Boswell, “ to take one
glass of claret. He shook his hecad, and said, * Poor stuff t — No,
Sir, claret 18 the liquor for bn‘{:‘, {mrt for men ; but he who aspires
tn be a hero (smiling) must drink brandy.'" — Sce Buswell, vol.
il p. 54. ed, 1835.]
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Yet still there whispers the small voice within,
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din:
Whatever creed be taught, or land be trod,

Man’s conscience is the oracle of God.

VI1I.

The launch is crowded with 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 pitcous eyes;
‘While others scoff*d his augur'd miseries,

Sneer'd at the prospect of his pigmy sail,

And the slight bark sc®laden and so frail.

The tender nautilus, who stecrs his prow,

The sca-born sailor of his shell canoe,

The ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea,

Scems far less fragile, and, alas! more free.

He, when 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.

VIIIL

‘When all was now prepared, the vessel clear,
Which hail'd her master in the mutineer —

A seaman, less obdurate than his mates,
Show'd the vain pity which but irritates;
‘Wateh’d his late chieftain with exploring eye,
And told, in signs, repentant sympathy;

Held the moist shaddock to his parched mouth,
Which felt exhaustion’s deep and bitter drouth,
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But soon observed, this guardian was withdrawn,
Nor further merey clouds rebellion’s dawn. 1
Then forward stepp’d the bold and froward boy
His chief had cherish'd only to destroy,

And, pointing to the helpless prow beneath,
Exclaim'd, « Depart at once! dclay is death ! ™
Yet then, even then, his feelings ceased not all:
In that last moment could a word recall
Remorse for the black deed as yet half done,
And what 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 hopes to sce his name aspire,

And blazon Britain's thousand glories higher ?
His feverish lips thus brokd'their gloomy spell,
«'Tis that! 'tis that! I am in hell! in hell!”2

1 [* Isaac Martin, I saw, had an inclination to assist me ; and
as he fed me with shaddock, my lips being quite parched, we
explained each other’s sentiments by looks. But this was observed,
and he was removed. He then got wto the boat, but was com=
pelled to return.” — BLIGH.]

2 « [ Christian then said, ¢ Come, Captam Bligh, your officers and
men are now in the boat, and you must go with them: if you
attempt to make the least resistance, you will instantly be put to
death ;’ and, without further ceremo:.), I was forced over the side
by a tribe of armed ruttians, where they untied my hands, Being
in the boat, we were veered astern by a rope. A few pieces of
pork were thrown to us, also the four cutlasses. After having
been kept some time to make sport for these unfeeling wretches,
and having undergone much ridicule, we were at length cast adritt
in the open occan. Eighteen persons were with me in the boat.
‘When we were sent away, ¢ Huzza for Otabeite !* was frequently
heard among the mutineers. Christian. the chief of them, was of a
respectable family in the north of England. While they were
forcing me out of the ship, 1 asked him whether this was a proper
return for the many instances he had exjperienced of my friendship ?
He appeared disturbed at the question, and answered, with much
emotion, ¢ That — Ca;i'tain Bligh —that is the thing—1 am in hell
—lamin hell !’ —BLIGH.]
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No more he said ; but urging to the bark

His chief, commits him to his fragile ark ;

‘These the sole accents from his tongue that fell,
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 ZEolian harp, his fitful wings

Now swell'd, now flutter'd o’er his ocean strings.
‘With slow, despairing oar, the abandon’d skiff
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce seen cliff,
Which lifts its peak a clgud above the main :

That boat and ship shall never meet again !

But ’tis not mine to tell their tale of grief,
Their constant peril, and their scant relief ;
Their days of danger, and their nights 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 that lessen'd still their little store,

And starv'd even Hunger till he wrung ng 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 delight

In the cold drenching of the stfmmy night,

And from the outspread canvass gladly wrings
A drop to moisten life’s all-gasping springs ;
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The savage foe escap'd, to scek again

More hospitable shelter from the main;

The ghastly spectres which were doom’d at last
To tell as true a tale of dangers past,

As ever the dark annals of the decp

Disclosed for man to dread or woman weep.

X

We leave them to their fate, but not unknown

Nor unredress’d. Revenge may have her own:

PRoused discipline aloud proclaiins their cause,

And injured navies urge their broken laws,

Pursue we on his track the’mutineer.

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear.

Wide o'er the wave — away ! away ! away!

Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome bay ;

Once more the happy shores without a law

Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw ;

Nature, and Nature's goddess — woman — woos

To lands where, save their consci , 110ne 5

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 :

B *d her and ded theirs,

But left her vices also to their heirs.

! The now celebrated bread-fruit, to transplant which Captain
Bligh’s expedition was undertaken.
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Away with this! 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 dashing ease.
Thus Argo ! plough'd the Euxine’s virgin foam ;
But those she wafted still look’d back to home —
These spurn their country with their rebel bark,
And fly her as the raven fled the ark ;

And yet they seck to nestle with the dove,

And tame their fiery épirits down to love.

! [The vessel in which Jason embarked in quest of the goldcn
Leece.]
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THE ISLAND.

CANTO THE SECOND.

“

L
How pleasant were the songs of Toobonai, !
When summer’s sun went down the coral bay !
Come, let us to the islet’s softest shade,
And hear the warbling birds! the damsels said :
The wood-dove from the forest depth shall coo,
Like voices of the gods from Bolotoo;
We'll cull the flowers that grow above the dead,
For these most bloom where rests the warrior’s head ;
And we will sit in twilight’s face, and sec
The sweet moon glancing through the tooa trec,
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,

! The first three sections arc taken from zn actual song of the
Tonga Islanders, of which a ;l)mse translation is given in
“ Mariner’s Account of theTonga Islands.” ‘T'oobonai is 10z how-
ever one of them ; but was one of those where Christian and the
mutineers took refuge. I have altered and added, but bave retained
as much as possible of the original.
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Which spurn in columns back the baffled spray.
How beautiful are these! how happy they,

‘Who, froma the toil and tumult of their lives,

Steal to look down where nought but ocean strives!
Even he too loves at times the blue lagoon,

And smooths his ruffled mane beneath the mcon.

II.

Yes — from the sepulchre we 'll 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 ffom 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,
T'he sound of mats are heard along our track ;
Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its sheen
In flashing mazes o’er the Marly’s green;

And we too will be there; we too recall

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.
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-night! to-morrow we depart.
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Strike up the dance! the cava bowl fill high!

Drain every drop ! — to-morrow we may die.

In summer garments be our limbs array'd ;

Around our waists the tappa’s white display’d ;
Thick wreaths shall form 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 high below.

IIL

Dut now the dance is o'er — yet stay awhile ;
Ah, pause! nor yet put out the social smile.
To-morrow for the Mooa we depart,

But not to-night — to-night is for the heart.
Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo,

Ye young enchantresses of gay Licoo!

How lovely are your forms! how every sense
Bows to your beauties, soften’d, but intense,
Like to the flowers on Mataloco’s steep,

Which fling their fragrance far athwart the deep ! —
We too will see Licoo ; but —oh! my heart! —
What do I say ? — to-morrow we depart !

IV.

Thus rose a song — the harmony of times

Before the winds blew Europe o’er these climes.
True, they had vices — such are Nature’s growth —
But only the barbarian’s — we have both ;

The sordor of civilisation, mix'd

With all the savage which man’s fall hath fix'd.
‘Who hath not seen Dissimulation’s reign,

The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Cain ?
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Who such would see may from his lattice view
The Old World more degraded than the New, —
Now new no more, save where Columbia rears
Twin giants, born by Frcedom to her spheres,
‘Where Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave,

Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave.

V.

Such was this ditty of Tradition's days,

Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys

In song, where fame as yet hath left no sign
Beyond the sound whose charm is half divine ;
‘Which leaves no recnrd,to the sceptic eye,

But yields young history all to harmony ;

A boy Achilles, with the centaur’s lyre

In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire.

For one long-cherish’d ballad’s simple stave,
Rung from the rock, or mingled with the wave,
Or from the bubbling streamlet’s grassy side,

Or gathering mountain echoes as they glide,
Hath greater power o'er each true heart and ear,
Than all the columns Conquest’s minions rear ;
Invites, when hieroglyphics are a theme

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 rhyme — rhyme is of the rude —
But such inspir'd the Norseman’s solitude,

‘Who came and conquer'd ; such, wherever rise
Lands which no foes destroy or civilise,

Exist : and what can our accomplish'd art

Of verse do more than reach the awaken'd heart ?
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VI

And sweetly now those untaught melodies
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies,

The sweet siesta of a summer day,

The tropic afternoon of Toobonai,

‘When every flower was bloom, and air was balm,
And the first breath began to stir the palm,

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave

All gently to refresh the thirsty cave,

‘Where sat the songstress with the stranger boy,
‘Who taught her passion’s desolating joy,

Too powerful over every heart, but most

Q’er those who know not how it may be lost ;
O’er those who, burning in the ncw-born fire,
Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre,

‘With such devotion to their ecstasy,

That life knows no such rapture as to die:

And die they do; for earthly life has nought
Match’d with that burst of nature, even in thought ;
And all our dreams of better life above

But close in one eternal gush of love.

VII.

There sat the gentle savage of the wild,

In growth a woman, though in years a child,
As childhood dates within our colder clime,
‘Where nought is ripen'd rapidly save crime;
The infant of an infant world, as pure

From nature —lovely, warm, and premature ;
Dusky like night, but night with all her stars;
Or cavern sparkiing with its native spars;
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With eyes that were a language and a spell,

A form like Aphrodite’s in her shell,

‘With all her loves around her on the deep,
Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep ;

Yet full of life — for through her tropic cheek
The blush would make its way, and all but speak ;
The sun-born blood suffused her neck, and threw
Q’er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue,

Like coral reddening through the darken’d wave,
‘Which draws the diver to the crimson cave.

Such was this daughter of the southern seas,
Herself a billow in her energies,

To bear the bark of others’ happiness,

Nor feel a sorrow till their joy grew less:

Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew

No joy like what it gave; her hopes ne’er drew
Aught from experience, that chill touchstone, whose
Sad proof reduces all things from their hues:

She fear’d no ill, because she knew it not,

Or what she knew was soon — too soon — forgot :
Her smiles and tears had pass'd, as light winds pass
O’er lakes to ruffle, not destroy, their glass,
‘Whose depths unsearch’d, and fountains from the hill,
Restore their surface, in itself so still,

Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave,

Root up the spring, and trample on the wave,
And crush the living waters to a mass,

The amphibious desert of the dank morass !

And must their fate be hers? The eternal change
But grasps humanity with quicker range;

And they who fall but fall as worlds will fall,

To rise, if just, a spirit o'er them all,
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VIIL

And who is he? the blue-eyed northern child !
Of isles more known to man, but scarce less wild ;
The fair-hair'd offspring of the Hebrides,

Where roars the Pentland with its whirling seas;
Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind,

The tempest-born in body and in mind,

His young eyes opening on the ocean-foam,

Had from that moment deem’d the deep his home,
The giant comyade of his pensive moods,

The sharer of his craggy solitudes,

The only Mentor of his youth, wherc’er

His bark was borne; the sport of wave and air ;
A careless thing, who placed' his choice in chance,
Nursed by the legends of his land’s romance;
Eager to hope, but not less firm to bear,
Acquainted with all feelings save despair.

Placed in the Arab’s clime, he would have been
As bold a rover as the sands have seen,

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip

As Ishmael, wafted on his desert ship; 2

Fix'd upon Chili’s shore, a proud cacique;

On Hellas’ mountains, a rebellious Greek ;

Born in a tent, perhaps a Tamerlane ;

Bred to a throne, perhaps unfit torreign.

1 [George Stewart. “ He was,” says Bligh, a2 young man of
creditable parents in the Orkneys ; at which place, on the, retuin
of the Resolution from the South Seas, in 1780, we reccived so
many clvilities, that, on that account only, 1 should ghdly have
taken him with me : but, independent of this r dat! he
was a seaman, and had always borne a good character.”]

2 The * ship of the desert ” is the Oricntal figute for the camel
or dromedary ; and they descrve thé metaphor well, — the former
for his endv rance, the latter for his swiftness.
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For the same soul that rends its path to sway,

If rear’d to such, can find no further prey

Beyond itself, and must retrace its way 1,
Plunging for pleasure into pain: the same

Spirit which made a Nero, Rome's worst shame,
A humbler state and discipline of heart,

Had formed his glorious namesake’s counterpart ; ¢
But grant his vices, grant them all his own,

How small their theatre without a throne!

IX.

Thou smilest : — these comparisons seem high

To those who scan all things with dazzled eye;
Link’d with the unknown name of one whose doom
Has nought to do with glory or with Rome,

With Chili, Hellas, or with Araby ; —

Thou smilest ? — Smile; ’t is better thus than sigh ;
Yet such he might have been; he was a man,

A soaring spirit, ever in the van,

A patriot hero or despotic chief,

To form a nation’s glory or its grief,

1 ¢ Lucullus, when frugality could charm,

Had roasted turnips in the Sabine farm.” — Porc.

2 The consul Nero, who made the unequalled march which
deceived Hannibal, and defe d Asdrubal ; thereby accomplishing
an achievement almost unrivalled in military annals. The first
intelligence of his return, to Hannibal, was the sight of Asdrubal’s
head thrown into his camp. When Hannibal saw this, he ex-
claimed with a sigh, that “ Rome would now be the mixtren of
the world.” And yet to this victory of Nero's it might be owing
that his imperial namesake reigned at all. But the infamy of the
one has eel'lred the gl of the other. When the name of
¢ Nero” is heard, who ?.lrl{nkl of the consul ? — But such are

human things !
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Born under auspices which make us more

Or less than we delight to ponder o’er.

But these are visions; say, what was he here?
A blooming boy, a truant mutinecr.

The fair-hair’d Torquil, frec as ocean’s spray,
The husband of the bride of Toobonai.

X.

By Neuha's side he sate, and watch’d the waters, —
Neuha, the sun-flower of the island daughters,

+ Highborn, (a birth at which the herald smiles,
‘Without a scutcheon for these secret isles,)
Of a long race, the valiartc and the free,
The naked knights of savage’chivalry,
Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore ;
And thine — I ’ve seen — Achilles! do no more,
She, when the thunder-bearing strangers came,
In vast canoes, begirt with bolts of flame,
Topp'd with tall trees, which, loftier than the palm,
Scem’d rooted in the deep amidst its calm :
But when the winds awaken'd, shot forth wings
Broad as the cloud along the horizon flings,
And sway’d the waves, like cities of the sca,
Making the very billows look less free ; —
She, with her paddling oar and dancing prow,
Shot through the surf, like reindeer through the snow,
Swift-gliding o’er the breakcr’s whitening edge,
Light as a nereid in her ocean sledge,
And gazed and wonder’d at the giant hulk,
‘Which heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk . +
The anchor dropp’d; it iay along the decp,
Like a huge lion in the sun asleep,
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‘While round it swarm’d the proas’ flitting chain,
Like summer bees that hum around his mane.

XI.

The white man landed ! — need the rest be told ?
The New World stretch’d its dusk hand to the Old;
Each was to each a marvel, and the tie
Of wonder warm’d to better sympathy.
Kind was the welcome of the sun-born sires,
And kinder still their daughters’ gentler fires.
Their union grew : the children of the storm
Found beauty link'd with many a dusky form;
‘While these in turn admired the paler glow,
Which seem’d so white in climes that knew no snow.
The chase, the race, the liberty to roam,
" The soil where every cottage show’d a home;
The sea-spread net, the lightly launch'd canoe,
‘Which stemm’d the studded archipelago,
O’er whose blue bosom rose the starry isles;
The healthy slumber, earn’d by sportive toils ;
The palm, the loftiest dryad of the woods,
Within whose bosom infant Bacchus broods,
‘While eagles scarce build higher than the crest
‘Which shadows o’er the vineyard in her breast ;
The cava feast, the yam, the cocoa’s root,
‘Which bears at once the cup, and milk, and fruit ;
The bread-tree, which, without the ploughshare,
yields
The unreap'd harvest of unfurrow'd fields,
And bakes its unadulterated loaves
Without a furnace in unpurchased groves,
And flings off famine from its fertile breast,
A priceless market for the gathering guest; —
B 2
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These, with the luxuries of seas and woods,
The airy joys of social solitudes,

Tamed cach rude wanderer to the sympathies
Of those who were more happy, if less wise,
Did more than Europe’s discipline had done,
And civilised Civilisation’s son!

XIL

Of these, and there was many a willing pair,
Neuha and Torquil were not the least fair :
Both children of the isles, though distant far ;
Both born beneath a sea-presiding star ;

Both nourish’d amidst nat..re’s native scenes,
Loved to the last, whatever intervenes
Between us and our childhood’s sympathy,
Which still reverts to what first caught the eye.
IHe who first met the Highlands’ swelling blue
Will love each peak that shows a kindred hue,
Hail in cach crag a friend’s familiar face,

And clasp the mountain in his mind’s embrace.
Long have I roam'd through lands which are not

mine,

Adored the Alp, and loved the Apennine,
Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep :
But ’t was not all long ages’ lore, nor all
Their nature held me in their thrilling thrall ;
The infant rapture still survived the boy,

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 Aberdeen, I was removed hy metlu.al advice
mto the Pighlands. Here I passed oc
and from -his period I date my love of mo\mtmnout countrlel. 1
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Mix'd Celtic memories with the Phrygian mount,
And Highland linns with Castalic’s clear fount.
Forgive me, Homer’s universal shade!

Forgive me, Pheebus! that my fancy stray'd ;
The north and nature taught me to adore

Your scenes sublime, from those beloved before.

XIII

The love which maketh all things fond and fair,
The youth which makes one rainbow of the air,
The dangers past, that make even man enjoy |
The pause in which he ceases to destroy,

The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel
Strike to their hearts like lightning to the steel,
United the half savage and the whole,

The maid and boy, in one absorbing soul.

No more the thundering memory of the fight
‘Wrapp'd his wean'd bosom in its dark delight ;
No more the irksome restlessness of rest
Disturb’d him like the eagle in her nest,

‘Whose whetted beak and far-pervading eye
Darts for a victim over all the sky:

His heart was tamed to that voluptuous state,

At once Elysian and effeminate,

‘Which leaves no laurels o’er the hero’s urn; —
These wither when for aught save blood they burn;

can never forget the effect, a few ycars afterwards, in England, of
the only thing I had long seen, even in miniature, of a mountain,
in the Malvern Hills. After I returned to Cheltenham, 1 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.

B 3
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Yet when their ashes in their nook are laid,

Doth not the myrtle leave as sweet a shade ?

Had Casar known but Cleopatra’s kiss,

Rome had been free, the world had not been his.

And what have Cxsar’s deeds and Cresar’s fame

Done for the carth? We feel them in our shame:

The gory sanction of his glory stains

The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains.

Though Glory, Nature, Reason, Freedom, bid

Roused millions do what single Brutus did —

Sweep these mere mock-birds of the despot’s song

From the tall bough where they have perch'd so
long, —

Still are we hawk’d at by such mousing owls,

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls,

‘When but a word of freedom would dispel

These bugbears, as their terrors show too well.

XIV.

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life,

Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife,
With no distracting world to call her off’
From love; with no society to scoff

At the new transient flame; no babbling crowd
Of coxcombry in admiration loud,

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy

Her duty, and her glory, and her joy:

With faith and feelings naked as her form,
She stood as stands a rainbow in a storm,
Changing its hues with bright variety,

But still expanding lovelier o’er the sky,
Howe'er its arch may swell, its colours move,
The cl.ud-compelling harbinger of love.
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XV.
Here, in this grotto of the wave-worn shore,
They pass'd the tropic’s red meridian o'er ;
Nor long the hours — they never paused o'er time,
Unbroken by the clock’s funercal chime,
Which deals the daily pittance of our span,
And points and mocks with iron laugh at man.
What deem’d they of the future or the past ?
The present, like a tyrant, held them fast :
Their hour-glass was the sea-sand, and the tide,
Like her smooth blllow, saw their moments ghde ;
Their clock the sun, in his unbounded tow'r;
They reckon’d not, whose day was but an hour;
"The nightingale, their dnly vesper-bell,
Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell ; 1
The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep,
As in the north he mellowso'er the deep ;
But ficry, full, and fierce, as if he left
The world for ever, carth of life bereft,
Plunged with red forehead down along the wave,
As dives a hero headlong to his grave.
Then rosc they, looking first along the skies,
Anud then for light into cach other’s eyes,
Wondering that summer show’d so brief a sun,
And asking if indeed the day were done.

XVIL

And let not this seem strange : the devotee
Lives not in carth, but in his ccstasy ;

1 The now well-known stor{ of the loves of the nightingale and
rose need not be more than alluded to, being sufficiently familiar
to the Western as to the Eastern reader.

B 4
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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,

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ;

Or link’d to all we know of heaven below,

The other better self, whose joy or wae

Is more than ours; the all-absorbing flame
‘Which, kindled by another, grows the same,
‘Wrapt in one blaze; the pure, yet funeral pile,
Where gentle hearts, like Bramins, sit and s:aile.
How often we forget all time, when lone,
Admiring Nature’s universal throne,

Fier woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense
Reply of hers to our intelligence !

Live not the stars and mountains ? Are the waves
Without a spirit? Are the dropping caves
Without a feeling in their silent tears?

No, no; — they woo and clasp us to their sphercs,
Dissolve this clog and clod of c¢lay before

Its hour, and merge our soul in the great shore.
Strip off this fond and false identity ! —

Who thinks of sclf, when gazing on the sky?
And who, though gazing lower, ever thought,

In the young moments ere the heart is taught
T'ime’s lesson, of man’s baseness or his own ?

All nature is his realm, and love his throne.

XVIIL

Necuha arose, and Torquil: twilight’s hour
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower,
‘Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars,
Echocd their dim light to the mustering stars.
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Slowly the pair partaking nature's calm,

Sought out their cottage, built beneath the palm ;
Now smiling and now silent, as the scene ;
Lovely as Love — the spirit ! — when serene.

The Ocean scarce spoke Jouder with his swell,
‘I'han breathes his mimic murmurer in the shell, 1

i If the reader wiil apply to his car the sea-shell on his chimney-
piece, he will he aware of what is alluded to. If the text should
appear obscure, he will find in “ Gebir’ the same idea better
expressed 1n 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 opinion from the editor of the Quarterly Review, who
qualified 1t, in his answer to the Critical Reviewer of his
Juvenal, as trash of the worst and most insane description. It 1s
to Mr. Landor, the author ¢ * Gehir,” so gualified, and of some
Latin poems, which 110 with Martial or Catullus in obscemty,
that the immaculate Mr. Southey addresses his declamation
against impurity !

[ Mr, Landor’s lines above alluded to are —

“ For I have often seen her with both hands
Shake a dry crocodile of equal height,
And listen to the shells within the scales,
And faney there was life, and yet apply
The jagged jaws wide open to the car.”

In the “ Excursion’ of Wordsworth occurs the tollowing ex-
quisite passage : —
“ 1 have seen
A curious child, applying to his ear
‘The convolutions of a smooth-lipp’d shell,
T'o which, in silence hush’d, his very soul
Listen’d intensely, and his soon
Brighten'd with ]oy ; for murmuring from within
‘Were heard sonorous cadences | whereby,
To his belief, the monitor express’d
Mysterious union with its native sea.
Even such a shell the universe itself
Is to the ear of faith ; and doth impart
Authentic tidings of invisible things :
Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power ;
And central peace subsisting at the heart
Of endless acitation.”)

B O
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As, far divided from his parent deep,

The sca-born infant cries, and will not sleep,
Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave

Tor 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, where Piety her thirst might slake.

XVIIIL

«But through the palm and plantain, hark, a voice !
Not sueh as would have been a lover's choice,

In such an hour, to break ¢he air so still ;

No dying night-breeze, harping o’er the hill,
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree,

Those best and earliest lyres of harmony,

With Echo for their chorus ; nor the alarm

Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ;

Nor the soliloquy of the hermit owl,

Exhaling all his solitary soul,

The dim though large-eyed winged anchorite,

Who peals his dreary pzan o’er the night ; —

But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill

As ever started through a sea-bird’s bill

And then a pause, and then a hoarse « Hillo !
Torquil! my boy! what cheer? Ho! brother, ho!”
« Who hails ?” cried Torquil, following with his eye
The sound. <« IHere's one,” was all the brief reply.

XIX.

But here the herald of the self-same mouth
Cam2 breathing o’er the aromatic south,
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Not like a “ bed of violets” on the gale,

But such as wafts its cloud o’er grog or ale,
Borne from a short frail pipe, which yet had blown
Its gentle odours over either zone,

And, puff’d where'er winds risc 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 Xolus a constant sacrifice,

Through every change of all the varying skics.
And what was he who bore it? — I may err,
But deem him sailor or philosopher.!

Sublime tobacco! which from east to west
Cheers the tar’s labour gr the Turkman’s rest ;
‘Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides

His hours, and rivals opium and his brides;
Magnificent in Stamboul, but less grand,

Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Strand ;
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe,

When tipp’d with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe;
Like other charmers, wooing the caress

More dazzlingly when daring in full dress;

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far

Thy naked beauties — Give me a cigar!?

1 Ilobbes, the father of Locke’s and other philosophy, was an
inveterate smoker, — even to pipes beyond computation.

2 [ We talked of change of manners (1773). Dr. Johnsoa
observed, that our drinking less than our ancestors was owing to
the change from ale to wine. *“ I remember,” said he *“ when all
the decent people in Litchtield got drunk every night, ana were
not the worse thought of. Smoking has gone out. To be sure, it
is a shock’ng thing, blowing smoke out of our mouths into other
people’s mouths, eyes, and noses, and having the same thing done
tous. Yet I cannot account, why a thing which requires so little
exertion, and yet preserves the mind from total vacni‘tli'. should
have gone out.’” —BoswELL. As an item in the history of

B G
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XX.
Through the approaching darkness 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 rough saturnalia of the tar
Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune's borrow’d car ;!
And, pleased, the god of ocean sees his name
Revive once more, though but in mimic game
Of his true sons, who riot in the breeze
Undreamt of in his native Gyclades.
Still the old god delights, from out the main,
To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reigu.
Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim,
His constant pipe, which never yet burn’d dim,
His foremast air, and somewhat rolling gair,
Like his dear vessel, spoke his former state ;
But then a sort of kerchief round his head,
Not over tightly bound, nor nicely spread ;
And, ’stead of trowsers (ah ! too early torn!
For even the mildest woods will have their thorn)
A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat
Now served for inexpressibles and hat ;

rianners, it may be observed, that drinking to excess has dimin-
1shed greatly in the memory even of those who can remember forty
or fifty years. The taste for smoking, however, has revived, prob-
ably from the military habits of Europe during the French wars ;
vut, instead of the sober sedentary pipe, the ambulatory cigar
is now ch.~fly used. — CROKER, 183 ]p

1 This rough but jovial ceremony, used in crossing the line,
Las been so o and so well described, that it need not be more™
than alluded to.
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His naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face,
Perchance might suit alike with either race.
Ilis arms were all his own, our Europe’s growth,
‘Which two worlds bless for eivilising both ;
The musket swung behind his shoulders broad,
And somewhat stoop’d by his marine abode,
But brawny as the boar’s; and hung beneath,
His cutlass droop’d, unconscious of a sheath,
Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were

ink’d to his belt, a matrimonial pair —
( not this metaphor appear a scoff,
Thotgh one miss’d fire, the other would go off) ;
The:&ith a bayonet, not so free from rust
As whenighe arm-chest held its brighter trust,
Completed-is aceoutrements, as Night
Survey’d hint.in his garb heteroclite.

v

T XXL

« What chceer, Beri»Bunting?” eried (when in full
view

Our new acquaintance) Torquil. «“ Aught of new ?”

« Ly, cy ! ” quoth Ben, “not ncw, but news cnow ;

A strange sail in the offing.” — ¢ Sail! and how ?

What! could you make her out? It cannot be;

1 ’ve seen no 1ag of canvass on the sea.”

¢ Belike,” said Ben, “you might not from the bay,

But from the bluff head, where I watch’d to-day.

I saw her in the doldrums; for the wind .

‘Was light and baffling.” — ¢« When the sun declined

Where lay she ? had she anchor'd 2 *— ¢ No, but still

She bore down on us, till the wind grew still.”

 Her flag ? * —« I had no glass: but forc and aft,

Egad! she scem’d a wicked-looking craft.”
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« Arm’d 2’ — ¢ I expect so ; — sent on the look-out:

*T is time, belike, to put our helm about.”

« About ? — Whate’er may have us now in chase,

‘We’ll make no running fight, for that were base;

‘We will die at our quarters, like true men.”

« Ey, ey! for that ’tis all the same to Ben.”

« Does Christian know this ? "— ¢ Ay ; he has piped
all hands

To quarters. They are furbishing the stands

Of arms; and we have got some guns to bear,

And scaled them. You are wanted.”” — ¢ That s but
fair ;

Arfd if it were not, mine is not the soul

To leave my comrades helplesg on the shoal.

My Neuha! ah! and must my fate pursue

Not me alone, but one so sweet and true?

But whatsoe’er betide, ah, Neuha! now

Unman me not ; the hour will not allow

A tear ; I am thine whatever intervenes ! »

« Right,” quoth Ben, «that will do for the ma-
rines.” !

1 ¢« That will do for the marines, ¥t the sailors won't believe
it,” is an old saying; and one of the few fragments of former
iealousies which still survive (in jest only) between these gallant
Services.
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THE ISLAND.

CANTO THE THIRD.

1.

THe fight was o'er ; the flashing through the gloon:,

‘Which robes the cannon as he wings a tomb,

Had ceased ; and sulphury vapours upward driven

Had left the carth, and but polluted heaven :

The rattling roar which rung in every volley

Had left the echoes to their melancholy ;

No more they shriek’d their horror, boom for boom ;

The strife was done, the vanquish’d had their doomn;

The mutineers were erush’d, dispersed, or ta’en,

Or lived to deem the happiest were the slain.

Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o’er

The isle they loved beyond their native shore.

No further home was theirs, it seem’d, on earth,

Once renegades to that which gave them birth ;

Track’d like wild beasts, like themn they sought the
wild,

As to a mother’s bosom flies the child ;

But vainly wolves and lions seek their den,

And still more vainly men escape from men.
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Bencath a rock whose jutting base protrudes
Far over ocean in its fiercest moods,
When scaling his enormous crag the wave
Is hurled down headlong, like the foremost brave,
And falls back on the foaming crowd behind,
Which fight beneath the banners of the wind,
But now at rest, a little romnant drew
Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ;
But still their weapons in their hands, and still
yith something of the pride of former will,

s men not all unused to meditate,
And strive much more than wonder at their fate.
Their present lot was what they had foreseen,
And dared as what was likely to have been ;
Yet still the lingering hope, which deem’d their lot
Not pardon’d, but unsought for or forgot,
Or trusted that, if sought, their distant caves
Might still be miss'd amidst the world of waves,
Had wean'd their thoughts in part from what they saw
And felt, the vengeance of their country’s lJaw.
Their sea-green isle, their guilt-won paradise,
No more could shicld their virtue or their vice:
Their better feelings, if such were, were thrown
Back on themseh es, — their sins remain’d alone.
Proseribed even in their second country, they
Were lost; in vain the world before them lay ;
All outlets seem’d secured. Their new allies
Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice ;
But what avail’d the club and spear, and arm
Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm,
The magic of the thunder, which destroy'd
The warrior ere his strength could be employ’d ?
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Dug, like a spreading pestilence, the grave

No less of human bravery than the brave! !
Their own scant numbers acted all the few
Against the many oft will dare and do;

But though the choice scems native to die free,
Even Greece can boast but one Thermopyle,
Till now, when she has forged her broken chain
Back to a sword, and dies and lives again !

IIL

Beside the jutting rock the few appear'd,

Like the last remnant of the red-deer's herd ;
Their eyes were feverigh, and their aspect worn,
But still the hunter’s blood was on their horn,

A little stream came tumbling from the height,
And straggling into ocean as it might,

Its bounding crystal frolick’d in the ray,

And gush’d from cliff to erag with saltless spray ;
Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure

And fresh as innocence, and more secure,

Its silver torrent glitter’d o'er the deep,

As the shy chamois’ eye o'erlooks the steep,
‘While far below the vast and sullen swell

Of ocean’s alpine azure rose and fell.

‘T'o this young spring they rush’d, — all feelings first
Absorb’d in passion’s and in nature’s thirst, —
Drank as they do who drink their last, and threw
Their arms aside to revel in its dew ;

1 Archidamus, king of Sparta, and son of Agesilaus, when he
saw a machine invented for the casting of stones and darts, ex-
claimed that it was the “ grave of valour.” The same story has
bzen told of some knights on the first application of gunpowder ;
but the original anecdote is in Plutarch.
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Cool'd their scorch’d throats, and wash'd the gory
stains

From wounds whose only bandage might be chains;

"Then, when their drought was quench’d, look’d sadly
round, -

As wondering how so many still were found

Alive and fetterless : — but silent all,

Each sought his fellow’s eyes, as if to call

On him for language which his lips denied,

As though their voices with their cause had died.

2 IV.

Stern, and aloof a little from, the rest,

Stood Christian, with his arins across his chest.
The ruddy, reckless, dauntless hue once spread
Along his check was livid now as lead ;

His light-brown locks, so graceful in their flow,
Now rose like startled vipers o’er his brow.

Still as a statue, with his lips comprest

‘T'o stifle even the breath within his breast,

Fast by the rock, all menacing, but mute,

Ile stood ; and, save a slight beat of his foot,
‘Which deepen’d now and then the sandy dint
Beneath his heel, his form seem’d turn’d to flint.
Some paces further Torquil lean'd his head
Against a bank, and spoke not, but he bled, —
Not mortally : — his worst wound was within ;
His brow was pale, his blue eyes sunken in,
And blood-drops, sprinkled o’er his yellow hair,
Show’d that his faintness came not from despair,
But nature’s ebb.  Beside him was another,
Rough 15 a bear, but willing as a brother, —
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Ben Bunting, who essay’d to wash, and wipe,

And bind his wound — then calmly lit his pipe,

A trophy which survived a hundred fights,

A beacon which had cheer'd ten thousand nights.

The fourth and last of this deserted group

‘Walk’d up and down — at times would stand, then
stoop

To pick a pebble up — then let it drop —

Then hurry as in haste — then quickly stop —

Then cast his eyes on his companions — then

Half whistle half a tune, and pausc again —

And then his former movements would redouble, ,

‘With semething between carelessness and trouble.

This is a long description but applies

To scarce five minutes pass’d before the eyes ;

But yet what minutes! Moments like to these

Rend men’s lives into immortalities.

V.

At length Jack Skyscrape, a mercurial man,
Who flutter'd over all things like a fan,
More brave than firm, and more disposed to dare
And die at once than wrestle with despair,
Exclaim’'d, ¢ G—d damn!”—those syllables in-

tense,—
Nucleus of England’s native eloquence,
As the Turk’s+Allah ! ” or the Roman’s more
Pagan ¢ Proh Jupiter!” was wont of yore
To give their first impressions such a vent,
By way of echo to embarrassment.
Jack was embarrass'd, — never hero more,
And as be knew not what to say, he swore:
Nor swore in vain ; the long congenial sound
Revived Ben Bunting from his pipe profound ;



4 THE ISLAND. CANTO 1L

He drew it from his mouth, and look’d full wise,
But merely added to the oath his eyes ;

Thus rendermg the imperfeet phrase complete,
A peroration I need not repeat.

VI.

But Christian, of a higher order, stood

Like an extinct volcano in his mood ;

Silent, and sad, and savage, — with the trace

Of passion reeking from his clouded face;

#T1ill lifting up again his sombre eye,

It glanced on Torquil, who lean'd faintly by.

« And is it thus? " he cried, *“ unhappy boy!

And thee, too, thee— my madness must destroy!
He said, and strode to where young Torquil stood,
Yet dabbled with his lately flowing blood ;

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press,

And shrunk as fearful of his own caress ;
Enquired into his state; and when he heard

The wound was slighter than he deem’d or fear'd,
A moment’s brightness pass'd along his brow,

As much as such a moment would allow.

¢ Yos,” he exclaim’d, « we are taken in the toil,
But not a coward or a common spoil ;

Dearly they have bought us — dearly still may buy,—
And I must fall ; but have you strength to fly ?
*T would be some comfort still, could you survive;
Our dwindled band is now too few to strive.

Oh! for a sole cance! though but a shell,

To bear you hence to where a hupe may dwell!
For me, my lot is what I sought; to be,

In life o death, the fearless and the free,
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VIL

Even as he spoke, around the promontory,

Which nodded o’er the billows high and hoary,

A dark speck dotted ocean: on it flew

Like to the shadow of a roused sea-mew ;

Onward it came — and, lo! a second follow’d —

Now seen — now hid — where ocean’s vale was hol-
low'd;

And near, and nearer, till the dusky crew

Presented well-known aspects to the view,

Till on the surf their skimming paddles play,

Buoyant as wings, and flitting through the spray —

Now perching on the grave’s high curl, and now

Dash’d downward in the thundering foam below,

Which flings it broad and boiling shect on sheet,

And slings its high flakes, shiver'd into sleet :

But floating still through surf and swell, drew nigh

The barks, like small birds through a lowering sky.

Their art seem’d nature — such the skill to sweep

The wave of these born playmates of the deep.

VIII.

And who the first that, springing on the strand,
Leap'd like a nereid from her shell to land,

With dark but brilliant skin, and dewy eye

Shining with love, and hope, and constancy ?
Neuha —the fond, the faithful, the adored —

Her heart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour'd ;

And smiled, and wept, and near, and nearer clasp’d,
As if to be assured ’t was him she grasp’d ;
Shudder’d to see his yet warm wound, and then,
To find it trivial, smiled and wept again.
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She was a warrior’s daughter, and could bear
Such s‘ghts, and feel, and mourn, but not despair.
Her lover lived, — nor foes nor fears could blight
That full-blown moment in its all delight:

Joy trickled in her tears, joy fill'd the sob

That roek’d her heart till almost neawp to throb;
And paradise was breathing in the sigh

Of nature’s child in nature’s ecstasy.

IX.

« The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting
Were not unmoved; who are, when hearts are
grecting ?
Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy
With tearless eye, but yet a gloomy joy
Mix'd with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays - “
In hopeless visions of our better days,
When all’s gone — to the rainbow’s latest ray.
“ And but for me!” he said, and turn'd away ;
Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den
A lion looks upon his cubs again ;
And then relapsed into his sullen guise,
As heedless of his further destinies.

X.
But brief their time for good or evil thought;
The billows round the promontory brought
The plash of hostile oars, — Alas! who made
That sound a dread? All around them seem’d array'd
Against them, save the bride of Toobonai:
She, as she caught the first glimpse o'er the bay
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Of the arm’d boats, which hurried to complete
‘The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet,
Beckon'd the natives round her to their prows,
Fan' ark’d their guests and launch'd their light canoes
In one placed Christian and his comrades twain ;
But she and Torquil must not part again.

She fix’d him in her own. — Away! away !
They clear the breakers, dart along the bay,
And towards a group of islets, such as bear

The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf-hollow’d lair,
They skim the blue tops of the billows; fast
They flew, and fast their fierce pursuers chased.
They gain upon them — now they lose again, —
Again make way and menace o'er the main ;
And now the two canoes in chase divide,

And follow different courses o’er the tide,

To baffle the pursuit. — Away ! away!

As life is on cach paddle’s flight to-day,

And more than life or lives to Neuha: Love
Freights the frail bark and urges to the cove =—
And now the refuge and the foe are nigh —
Yet, yet a moment! Fly, thou light ark, fly !
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THE ISLAND.

CANTO THE FOURTH.

1.

WaiTE as a while sail on a dusky sea,

When half the horizon ’s clouded and halif free,
Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky,
Is hope’s last gleam in man’s extremity.

Her anchor parts; but still her snowy sail
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale .
‘Though every wave she climbs divides us more,
‘The heart still follows from the loneliest shore.

1I1.

Not distant from the isle of T'oobonai,

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray,
The haunt of birds, a desert to mankind,
Where the rough seal reposes from the wind,
And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun,

Or gawrools with huge frolic in the sun :
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There shrilly to the passing oar is heard

The startled echo of the ocean bird,

‘Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood,
The feather’d fishers of the solitude.

A narrow segment of the yellow sand

On one side forms the outline of a strand ;
Here the young turtle, crawling from bis shell,
Steals to the decp wherein his parents dwell ;
Chipp'd by the beam, a nursling of the day,
But hateh’d for ocean by the fostering ray ;
The rest was one bleak precipice, as ¢’er

Gave mariners a shelter and despair ;

A spot to make the saved regret the deck
Which late went down, and envy the lost wreck.
Such was the stern asylum Neuha chose

To shield her lover from his following focs ;
But all its secret was not told; she knew

In this a treasure hidden from the view.

III.

Ere the canoes divided, near the spot,

The men that mann’d what held her Torquil's lot,

By her command removed, to strengthen more

The skiff which wafted Christian from the shore.

This he would have opposed ; but with a smile

She pointed calmly to the craggy isle,

And bade him ¢ speed and prosper.” She would take

The rest upon herself for Torquil’s sake.

They parted with this added aid ; afar

The proa darted like a shooting star,

And gain'd on the pursuers, who now steer’d

Right on the rock which she and Torquil near'd.
(o]
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They pull'd; her arm, though delicate, was free
And firm as ever grappled with the seca,

And yielded scarce to Torquil’s manlier strength.
"The prow now almost lay within its length

Of the crag’s steep, inexorable face,

‘With nought but soundless waters for its base ;
Within a hundred boats’ length was the foe,

And now what refuge but their frail canoe ?
This Torquil ask’d with hzlf upbraiding cye,
Which said — ¢ Has Neuha brought me herc to die?
Is this a place of safety, or a grave,

And yon huge rock the tombstone of the wave?”

IV.

They rested on their paddles, and uprose

Neuha, and pointing to the approaching foes,
Cried, « Torquil, follow me, and fearless follow ! »
Then plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow.
There was no time to pause — the foes were near —
Chains in his eye, and menace in his ear ;

With vigour they pull'd on, and as they came,
Hail'd him to yiceld, and by his forfeit name.
Headlong he leapt — to him the swimmer’s skill
‘Was native, and now all his hope from ill :

But how, or where? He dived, and rose no more
The boat’s erew look’d amazed o’er sea and shore.
There was no landing on that precipice,

Steep, harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice.

They watch’d awhile to see him float again,

But not a trace rebubbled from the main:

The wave roll'd on, no ripple on its face

Sinece their first plunge recall'd a single trace;
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The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam,
That whiten’d o’er what scem’d their latest home,
White as a sepulchre above the pair

Who left no marble (mournful as an heir)

The quict proa wavering o’er the 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 scarch’d in vain, then pull’d away ;
Even superstition now forbade their stay.

Some said he had not plunged into the wave,

But vanish’d like a corpse-light from a grave;
Others, that something supernatural

Glared in his figure, mgre than mortal tall;
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 meltod from them like the spray.

V.

And where was he the pilgrim of the deep,
Following the nercid ? 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 with mermen the fantastic shell ?
Did Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair
Flowing o'er ocean as it stream'd in air?
Or had they perish’d, and in silence slept
Beneath the gulf wherein they boldly leapt?

c 2
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VI.

Young Neuha plunged into the decp, and he
Tollow'd: her track beneath her native sca

‘Was as a native’s of the element,

So smoothly, bravely, brilliantly she went,
Leaving a streak of light behind her heel,

‘Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious stecl.
Closely, and scarcely less eapert to trace

The depths where divers hold the pearl in chase,
Torquil, the nursling of the northern scas,
Pursued her liquid steps with heart and case.
Deep — deceper for an instant Neuba led

The way — then upward soar’d —and as she spread
Her arms, and flung the foain from off her locks,
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by the rocks.
They had gain’d a central realn of carth again,
But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain,
Around she pointed to a spacious cave,

Whose only portal was the keyless wavc, !

! Of this cave (which is no fiction) the original will be found in
the ninth chapter of “* Mariner's Account of the I'onga Islands.”
I have taken the poctical liberty to transplant it to Toobona, the
last 1sland where any distinct account is left of Christian and his
[ des, — [The foll g is the account given by Mariner: —
“ On this island there is a peculiar cavern situated on the
western coast, the entrance to which is at least a fathom beneath
the surface of the sea at low water ; and was first discovered by a
young chief, whilst diving after a turtle. The nature of this cavern
will be better understood if we imagine a hollow rock rising sixty
feet or more above the surface of the water, into the cavity of
which there is no known entrance but one, and that is in the side
of the rock, as low down as six feet under the water, into which
it flows ; and, consequently, the base of the cavern may be said
to be the seatself, Finow, and his friends, being on this part
of tl e island, proposed one afternoon, on a sudden thought, to go
into this cavern and drink cava. Mr. Mariner was not with them
at the time th s proposal was made ; but happening to come down
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(A hollow archway by the sun unseen,

Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green,

In some transparent ocean holiday,

‘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;

a little while after to the shore, and seeing some of the young
chiefs diving into the water one after another, and not rise again,
he was a hittle surprised, and inquired of the last, who was just
preparing to take the same step, what they were about ! * Follow
me,” said he, “ and I will take you where you have never been
before ; and where Finow, aud his chiefs and matahooles, are now
assembled.” Mr. Mariner, without any further hesitation, prepared
himself to follow his companigp, who dived into the water, and he
after him, and, guided by the light reflected from his heels, entered
the opening in the rock, and rose into the cavern. He was no
sooner above the surface of the water than, sure enough! he
heard the voices of the king and his friends ; being directed by his
mude, be chmbed upon a jutting portion of rock and sat down.
‘The hght was sufficient, atter remamming about five minutes, to
show objects with some little distinetness ; and he could discover
Yinow and the rest of the company scated, like himself, round the
cavern. Nevertheless, as it was desirable to have a stronger
illumination, Mr. Mariner dived out again, and procuring his
pistol, primed 1t well, tied {alc-nty of gnatoe tight round it, and
“ rnpred the whole up in a plantain-leai, he directed an attendant
to bring a torch in the same way. Thus prepared, he re-entered
the cavern, unwrapped the gnatoo, a great portion of which was
perfectly dry, fired 1t by the flash of the powder, and lighted the
torch. "The place was now illuminated tolerably well, for the
first time, perhaps, since its existence. 1t appearcd (by guess) to
be about forty feet wide in the main part, but which branched off,
en one side, in two narrower portions. The medium height
scemed also about forty feet. The roof was hung with stalactites
in a very curious way, resembling, upon a cursory view, the
Gothic arches and ornaments of an old church. After having
examined the place, they drank cava, and ’]pnssed away the time in
conversation upon different subjects.” he account proceeds to
state that the mode in which the cavern was discovered, and the
interesting usc made of the retreat by the young chief who tounad
it out, were related by one of the matabooles present.  According
to his statement, the entire family of a certain chief had been

c3
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Led him to where the rock appear'd to jut,
And form a something like a Triton’s hut ;
For all was darkness for a space, till day,
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray ;

As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle
The dusty monuments from light recoil,

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine

The vault drew half her shadow from the seene.

VIIL

Forth from her bosomn the young savage drew

A pine torch, strongly girded with gnatoo ;

A plantain-leaf o’er all, the more to keep

Its latent sparkle from the sapping decp.

This mantle kept it dry; then from a nook

Of the same plantain-leaf a flint she took,

A few shrunk wither'd twigs, and from the blade
Of Torquil's knife struck fire, and thus array'd

formcr times condemned to death in consequence of his conspiring
against a tyranmcal governor of the island. One of the devoted
family was a beautiful daughter, to whom the young chief who
had accidentally discovered the cave had long Leen ardently at-
tached. On learming her danger, he bethought himself of this
retreat, to which he easily persnaded her to accompany him, and
she r d cealed within it, ionally enjoymg the society
of her lover, until he was cnabled to carry her off to the Fiji
islands, where they remained until the death of the governor
enabled them to return. The only part of this romantic tale,
which seemed very improbuble, was the length of time which the

irl was said to have remained in the cavern, two or three months.

‘o ascercain whether this was possible, Mr Mariner examined
cvery part of it, but without discovering any opening. If the story
Le true, in all likelihood the duration cf her stay in the cavern
was not much more than one fourth of the time mentioned ; as
the space would not contain a rlunntity of air_sufficient for the
resprration of ar individual for a longer period.]




ANTO 1V. THE ISLAND. Ju

The grot with torchlight. Wide it was and high,
And show’d a self-born Gothie canopy ;

The arch uprear’d by nature’s architect,

The architrave some carthquake might ercct ;

The buttress from some mountain’s bosom hurl’d,
When the Poles crash’d, and water was the world ;
Or harden’d from some carth-absorbing firve,

While yet the globe reck’d from its funeral pyre ;
The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave,!

Were there, all scoop’d by Darkness from her cave.
There, with a little tinge of phantasy,

Fantastic faces mop’d and mow’d on high,

And then a mitre or a shrine would fix

The eye upon its seemjpg crucifix.

Thus Nature play'd with the stalactites,

And built herself a chapel of the scas.

VIIIL

And Neuha took her Torquil by the hand,
And waved along the vault her kindled brand,
And led him into each recess, and show’d
The secret places of their new abode.

Nor these alone, for all had been prepared
Before, to soothe the lover’s lot she shared :
The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo,
And sandal oil to fenee against the dew ;

! This may seem too minute for the general outhine (in Mariner’s
Account) from which it is taken. But few men have travelled
without seein'g somethinflof the kind — on lend, that is. Without

Sllora, in

adverting to ungo Park’s last journal, he met;tiom
having met with a rock or in so 1  a
Gothic cathedral, that only mi inspection could convince him

that it was a work of nature,

C 4
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For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread
Borne of the fruit ; for board the plantain spread
‘With its broad leaf, or turtle-shell which bore

A banquet in the flesh it cover’d o'er ;

The gourd with water recent from the rill,

The ripe banana from the mellow hill ;

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light,

And she herself, as beautiful as night,

To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene,

And make their subterranean world serenc.

She had foreseen, since first the stranger’s sail
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might fail,
And form’d a refuge of the rocky den

For Torquil’s safety from his countrymen.

Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe,
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ;
Each eve had seen her gliding through the hour
‘With all could cheer or deck their 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 ;

And suited to her soft caresses, told

An olden tale of love, — for love is old,

Old as eternity, but not outworn

With each new being born or to be born : 1

How a young chicf, a thousand moons ago, -
Diving for turtle in the depths below,

! The reader will recollect the epigram of the Greek anthology,
or its translation mto most of the modern languages : —
“ Yyhoe'er thou art, thy master see —
“de was, or is, or is to be.””
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Had risen, in tracking 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 clime,

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

Their deep-green shadow o’er the rocky door,
Then dived — it scem’d as if to rise no more :
His wondering mates, amazed within their bark,
Or deem’d hin mad, or prey to the blue shark ;
Row’d round in sorrow the sca-girded rock,

Then paused upon thcér paddles from the shock ;
When, fresh and springing from the deep, they saw
A goddess rise — so deem'd they in their awe;
And their companion, glorious by her side,

Proud and exulting in his mermaid bride ;

And how, when undeccived, the pair they bore
With sounding conchs and joyous shouts to shore ;
How they had gladly lived and calmly died,

And why not also Torquil and his bride?

Not mine to tcll the rapturous caress

Which follow'd wildly in that wild reeess

This tale; enough that all within that cave

Was love, though buried strong as in the grave
Where Abelard, through twenty years of death,
‘When Eloisa’s form was lower’d bencath

‘Their nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d, and press'd
The kindling ashes to his kindled breast, !

+ 1 The tradition is attached to the story of Eloisa, that when her
body was lowered mto the grave of Abeiard (who had becen buried
twenty years,) he opened his arms to receive her.
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The waves without sang round their couch, their roar
As much unheeded as if life were o'er;

Within, their hearts made all their harmony,

Love’s broken murmur and more broken sigh.

X.

And they, the cause and sharers of the shock

Which left them exiles of the hollow rock,

Where were they?  O'er the sea for life they plied,
To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied.
Another course had been their choice — but where?
The wave which bore them still their foes would bear,
Who, disappointed of their fermer chase,

In search of Christian now renew’d their race. +
Eager with anger, their strong arms made way,
Like vultures baffled of their previous prey.

They gain’d upon them, all whose safety lay

In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay :

No further chance or choice remain’d ; and right
For the first further rock which met their sight
They steer’d, to take their latest view of land,

And yicld as victims, or die sword in hand;
Dismiss’d the natives and their shallop, who

Would still have battled for that scanty crew ;

But Christian bade them seek their shore again,
Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain

For what were simple bow and savage spear
Against the arms which must be wiclded here ?

XTI,

They landed on a wild but narrow scene,
Wheie few but Nature's footsteps yet had been;
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Prepared their arms, and with that gloomy eye,

Stern and sustain’d, of man’s extremity,

‘When hope is gone, nor glory’s self remains

To cheer resistance against death or chains, —

They stood, the three, as the three hundred stood

Who dyed Thermopyle with holy blood.

But, ah ! how different! ’ tis the cawse makes all,

Degrades or hallows courage in its full.

O’er them no fame, eternal and intense,

Blazed through the clouds of death and beckon'd
hence ;

No grateful country, smiling through her tears,

Begun the praises of a thousand ycars ;

No nation’s eyes would on their tomb be bent,

No heroes envy them their monument ;

However boldly their warm blood was spilt,

Their life was shame, their epitaph was guiit.

And this they knew and felt, at least the one,

The Jeader of the band he had undone;

Who, born perchance for better things, had set

His life upon a cast which linger'd yet:

But now the die was to be thrown, and all

The chances were in favour of his fall :

And such a fall! But still he faced the shock,

Obdurate as a portion of the rock

Whereon he stood, and fix'd his levell'd gun,

Dark as a sullen cloud before the sun.

XIIL

The boat drew nigh, well arm’d, and firm the crew
To act whatever duty bade them do;

Careless of danger, as the onward wind

Is of the leaves it strews, nor looks behind.
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And yet perhaps they rather wish’d to go

Against a nation’s than a native foe,

And felt that this poor victim of self-will,

Briton no more, had once been Britain’s still.

They hail’d him to surrender —no reply ;

Their arms were poised, and glitter’d in the sky.
They hail’d again — no answer ; yet once more
They offer'd quarter louder than before.

The echoes only, from the rocks rebound,

Took their Jast farewell of the dying sound.

Then flash’d the flint, and blazed the volleying flame,
And the smoke rose between them and their aim,
‘While the rock rattled with the bullets’ knell,
‘Which peald in vain, and flatten’d as they fell ;
Then flew the only answer to be given

By those who had lost all hope in carth or heaven,
After the first fierce peal, as they pull'd nigher,
They heard the voice of Christian shout, « Now, firc !"
And ere the word upon the echo died,

Two fell ; the rest assail’d the rock’s rough side,
And, furious at the madness of their foes,

Disdain’d all further efforts, save to close.

And stecp the crag, and all without a path,

Each step opposed a bastion to their wrath,

While, placed midst clefts the lcast accessible,
‘Which Christian’s eye was train’d to mark full well,
The three maintain’d a strife which must not yicld,
In spots where eagles might have chosen to build.
Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell,
Dash’d on the shingles like the limpet sheli ;

But still enough survived, and mounted still,
Scattering their numbers here and there, until
Surround :d and commanded, though not nigh
Enough ior seizure, near enough to die,
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The desperate trio held aloof their fate

But by a thread, like sharks who have gorged the bait ;

Yet to the very last they battled well,

And not a groan inform’d their foes who fell.

Christian died last — twice wounded ; and once more

Mercy was offer'd when they saw his gore ;

‘Too late for life, but not too late to die,

With, though a hostile hand, to close his eye.

A limb was broken, and he droop’d along

The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young.

The sound revived him, or appear'd to wake

Some passion which a weakly gesture spake:

He beckon’d to the foremost, who drew nigh,

But, as they near’d, he rear'd his weapon high —

His last ball had been” aim’d, but from his breast

He tore the topmost button from his vest,!

Down the tube dash’d it, levell’d, fired, and smiled

As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, coil’d

IIis wounded, weary form, to where the stecp

Look’d desperate as himself along the deep ;

Cast one glance back, and clench’d his hand, and
shook

His Jast rage ’gainst the earth which he forsook ;

! In Thibault’s account of Frederic the Second of Prussia, there
is a smgular relation of 2 youniFrenchman. who with his mistress
appeared to be of some rank. He enlisted and deserted at
Schweidnitz ; and after a desperate resistance was retaken, having
Lilled an officer, who at:em’:tcd to scize him after he was wounded,
by the discharge of his musket loaded with a dutton of his uniform.
Some circumstances on his _court-martial raised a great intcrest
amongst his judges, who wished to discover his real situation in
life, which he offerced to disclose, but to the k#ng only, to whom he
requested permission to write. This was refused, and Frederic
was filled with the greatest indignation, from baffled curinsi.tx
or some other motive, when he understood that his request h
been denicd.
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Then plunged : the rock below received like glass
His body crush'd into one gory mass,

‘With scarce a shred to tell of human form,

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm;

A fair-hair'd scalp, besmear’d with blood and weeds,
Yet reek’d, the remnant of himself and deeds;
Some splinters of his weapons (to the last,

As long as hand could hold, he held them fast)

Yet glitter'd, but at distance — hurl’d away

To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray.

The rest was nothing — save a life mis-spent,

And soul — but who shall answer where it went?
*T is ours to bear, not judge the dead ; and they
Who doom to hell, themselyes arc on the way,
Unless these bullies of eternal pains

Are pardon’d their bad hearts for their worse brains.

XIIIL

The deed was over! All were gonc or ta'en,

The fugitive, the captive, or the slain.

Chain’d on the deck, where once, a gallant crew,
They stood with honour, were the wretched few
Survivors of the skirmish on the isle;

But the last rock left no surviving spoil.

Cold lay they where they fell, and weltering,
While o'er them flapp'd the sea-birds’ dewy wing,
Now whecling nearer from the neighbouring surge,
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge :
But calm and careless heaved the wave below,
Eternal with unsympathetic flow ;

Far o'er its face the dolphins sported on,

And sprung the flying fish against the sun,
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Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief height,
To gather moisture for another flight.

XIV.

*T was morn ; and Neuha, who by dawn of day
Swam smoothly forth to catch the rising ray,

And watch if aught approach’d the amphibious lair
‘Where lay her lover, saw a sail in air:

1t flapp’d, it fill'd, and to the growing gale

Bent its broad arch: her breath began to fail

With fluttering fear, her heart beat thick and high,
While yet a doubt sprung where its course might lie.
But no! it came not ; fast and far away

The shadow lessen’d as it clear’d the bay.

She gazed, and flung the sca-foam from her eyes,
T'o watch as for a rainbow in the skies.

On the horizon verged the distant deck,
Diminish'd, dwindled to a very speck —

Then vanish’d. Al was ocean, all was joy !

Down plunged she through the cave to rouse her boy ;
Told all she bad seen, and all she hoped, and all
That happy leve could augur or recall ;

Sprung forth again, with Torquil fullowing free
His bounding nereid over the broad sca ;

Swam round the rock, to where a shallow 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,
Regain'd, and urged to where they found it now :
Nor ever did more love and joy embark,

Than now were wafted in that slender ark.
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XV,
Again their own shore rises on the view,
No more polluted with a hostile hue ;
No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam,
A floating dungeon : — all was hope and home !
A thousand proas darted o'cr the bay,
With sounding shells, and heralded their way ;
The chicfs camne down, around the people pour'd,
And welecem’d Torquil as a son restored ;
The women throng'd, embracing and embraced
By Neuha, asking where they had been chased,
And how cscaped? The tale was told ; and then
One acclamation rent the sky again;
And from that hour a new’tradition gave
Their sanctuary the name 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 carn’d ;
A night succceded by such happy days
As only the yet infant world displays. 1

! [Byron! the sorcerer! He can do with me according to his
will. 1f1t is to throw me head-long upon a desert Island ; 1f 1t 15
to place me on the summit of a dizzy chff — his power is the same.
1 wish he had a friend or a servant, apponted to the office of the
slave, who was to knock every mornmg at the chamber.door of
Philip of Macedon, and remind him he was mortal. —Dn. Pagrk.]

THE END,

Lonpox ¢
Printed by A, SPOT1INWOOPE,
New.Street-Square.
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ADVERTISEMENT.

¢ Cerur qui remplissait alors cette place Gtait un gentil-
homme Polonais, nommé Mazeppa, né dans le palatinat
de Podolie: il avait été élevé page de Jean Casimir, ct
avait pris 4 sa cour quelque tcinture des belles-lettres.
Une intrigue qu’il eut das sa jeunesse avee la femme
d’'un gentilhomme Iolonais ayant été découverte, le
mari le fit lier tout nu sur un cheval farouche, et le
laissa aller en cet état.  Le cheval, qui était du pays de
I'Ukraine, y retouina, ety porta Mazeppa, demi-mort de
fatigue et de faim. Quelques paysaus le sccoururent:
il resta longtems parmi cux, et se signala dans plusieurs
courses contre les Tartares. La supériorité de ses lumi-
éres lui donna une grande considération parmi les
Cosaques : sa réputation s'augmentant de jour en jour,
obligea le Czar i le faire Prince de I'Ukraing.” —
Vorraire, Hist, de Charles X1I. p. 196.

¢ Le roi fuyant, ct poursuivi, eut son cheval tué sous
lui; le Colonel Gieta, blessé, et perdant tout son sang,
lui donna Je sien. Ainsi on remit deux fois & cheval,
dans la fuite, ce conquérant qui wavait pu y monter
pendant la bataille.” —P. 216.

<« Le roi alla par un autre chemin avee quelques cava-
liers. Le carrosse, ot il était, rompit dans la marche ;
A3
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on le remit i cheval. Pour comble de disgrace, il s’égara
pendant la nuit dans un bois; ld, son courage ne pou-
vant plus suppléer a ses forces épuisées, les douleurs de
sa blessure devenues plus insupportables par la fatigue,
son cheval étant tombé de lassitude, il se coucha quelques
heures au pied d'un arbre, en danger d'étre surpris a tout
moment par les vainqueurs, qui le cherchaient de tous
cotés.” — P. 218.}

1 [For some authentic and interesting particulars concerning
the Ilctman Mazeprra, see Sir John Barrow's © Memaoir of the
Life of Pcter the Great.''])



MAZEPPA.

I.

Twas after dread Pultowa’s day,
When fortune left the royal Swede,
Around a slaughter’d army lay,
No more to combat and to bleed.
The power and glory of the war,
Faithless as their vain votaries, men,
Iad pass’d to the triumphant Czar,
And Moscow’s walls were safe again,
Until a day more dark and drear,
And a more memorable year,
“Should give to slaughter and to shame
A miightier host and haughtier name ;
A greater wreck, a deeper fall,
A shock to one — a thundcerbolt to all.

IL

Such was the hazard of the die ;
The wounded Charles was taught to fly
By day and night through field and ﬂood,
Stain’d with his own and subjects’ blood ;
For thousands fell that fight to aid:
And not a voice was heard t’ upbraid

A4
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Ambition in his humbled hour,
When truth had nought to dread from power.
His horse was slain, and Gieta gave
His own — and died the Llussians’ slave.
This too sinks after many a league
Of well sustain’d, but vain fatigue;
And in the depth of forests, darkling
The watch-fires in the distance sparkling —
The beacons of surrounding foes —
A king must lay his limbs at length.
Are these the laurels and repose
For which the nations strain their strength ?
They laid him by a savage tree,
In outworn nature’s agony ;
His wounds were stiff— his'limbs were stark —
The heavy hour was chill and dark ;
The fever in his blood forbade
A transient slumber’s fitful aid :
And thus it was; but yet through all,
Kinglike the monarch bore his fall,
And made, in this extreme of ill,
His pangs the vassals of his will :
All silent and subdued were they,
As once the nations round him lay.

IIL

A band of chiefs! — alas ! how few,
Since but the fleeting of a day

Had thinn’d it; but this wreck was true
And chivalrous : upon the clay

Each sate him down, all sad and mute,
Beside his monarch and his steed,

For danger levels man and brute,
And al) are fellows in their nced.
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Among the rest, Mazeppa made
His pillow in an old oak's shade —
Himself as rough, and scarce less old,
The Ckraine’s Hetman, ealm and bold ;
*But first, outspent w ith this long course,
The Cossack prince rubb’d down his horse,
And made for him a Jeafy bed,
And smooth’d his fetlocks and his mane,
And slach’d bis girth, and stripp'd bLis rein,
And joy'd to sce how well he fed ;
For until now he had the dread
His wearicd courser might refuse
To browse beneath the midnight dews :
But he was hardy as }is lord,
Andlittle cared for bed and board ;
But spirited and docile too;
Whate’er was to be done, would do.
Shaggy and swift, and strong of limb,
All 'Tartar-like he carried bim;
Obey’d his voice, and came to call,
And knew him in the midst of all :
Though thousands were around, — and Night,
Without a star, pursued her flight, —
That steed from sunset until dawn

His chief would follow like a fawn. .

V.

This done, Mazeppa spread his cloak,
And laid his lance benecath his oak,
Felt if his arms in order good
The long day’s march had well withstood —
If still the powder fill'd the pan,
And flints unloosen’d kept their lock —
A3
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His sabre's hilt and scabbard felt,

And whether they had chafed his belt —

And next the venerable man,

From out his havresack and can,
Prepared and spread his slender stock ;

And to the monarch and his men

The whole or portion offer’d then

With far less of inquietude

Than courtiers at abanquet would.

And Charles of this his slender share

With smiles partook a moment there,

To force of cheer a greater show,

And seem above both wounds and woe ; —

And then he said — ¢ Of all,our band,

Though firm of heart and strong of hand,

In skirmish, march, or forage. none

Can less have said or more have done

Than thee, Mazeppa! On the earth

So fit a pair had never birth,

Since Alexander’s days till now,

As thy Bucephalus and thou:

All Scythia’s fame to thine should yicld

For pricking on o’er flood and field

Mazeppa answer’d — « Ill betide

The $chool wherein I learn'd to ride ! "

Quoth Charles— * Qld Hetman, wherefore so,

Since thou hast learn’d the art so well?

Mazeppa said — T were long to tell ;

And we have many a league to go,

With every now and then a blow,

And ten to one at least the foe,

Before our steetls may graze at ease,

Beyond the swift Dorysthenes :
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And, Sire, your limbs have need of rest,
And T will be the sentinel

Of this your troop.” — « But I request,”
Said Sweden’s monarch, ¢ thou wilt tell
‘This tale of thine, and I may reap,
Perchance, from this the hoon of sleep ;
For at this moment from my eyes

‘The hope of present slumber flies.”

“ Well, Sire, with such a hope, I Il track
My seventy years of memory back :

I think ’t was in my twentieth spring, —
Ay, 't was, — when Casimir was king —
John Casimir, — I gas his page

Six summers, in my earlier age :

A learned monarch, faith ! was he,

And most unlike your majesty;

He made no wars, and did not gain
New realms to Jose them back again;
And (save debates in Warsaw’s diet)

He reign’d in most unsecmly quiet ;

Not that he had no cares to vex,

He loved the muses and the sex ;

And sometimes these so froward are,
‘They made him wish himself at war ;
But soon his wrath being o’er, he took
Another mistress, or new book :

And then he gave prodigious fétes —
All Warsaw gather'd round his gates

‘To gaze upon his splendid court,

And dames, and chiefs, of princely port :
He was the Polish Solomon,

So sung his poets, all but one,

AG
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Who, being unpension’d, made a satire,
And boasted that he could not flatter.
It was a court of jousts and mimes,
Where every courtier tried at rhymes ;
Even I for once produced some verses,
And sign’d my odes ¢ Despairing "Thyrsis.’
There was a certain DPalatine,
A count of far and high descent,
Rich as a salt or silver mine;!
And he was proud, ye may divine,
As if from heaven he had been sent ¢
He had such wealth in blood and ore
As few could match bencath the throne;
And he would gaze upon his sgore,
And o'er his pedigree would porc,
Until by some confusion led,
Which almost look’d like want of head,
He thought their merits were his own.
His wife was not of his opinion —
His junior she by thirty years—
Grew daily tired of his dominion ;
Aund, after wishes, hopes, aund fears,
‘To virtue a few farewell tears,
A restless dream or two, sowe glances
At Warsaw's youth, some songs, and dances,
Awaited but the usual chances,
Those happy accidents which render
The coldest dames so very tender,
To deck her Count with titles given,
*T is said, as passports into heaven;
But, strange to say, they rarely boast
Of these, who have deserved them most.
1 This comrlav ison of a * salt mine ** may, perhaps, be permitted

to l: Pole, as the wealth of the country consists greatly in the salt
mines.
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V.

« ] was a goodly stripling then;
» At seventy years I so may say,
‘That there were few, or boys or men,

‘Who, in my dawning time of day,

Of vassa) or of knight’s degree,
Could vie in vanities with me;
For I had strength, youth, gaicty,
.\ port, not like to this ye sec,
But smooth, as all is rugged now;

For time, and care, and war, have plough'd
My very soul from out my brow ;

And thus I should ke disavow’d
By all my kind and kin, could they
Compare my day and yesterday ;

This change was wrought, too, long cre age
Iad ta’en my featurcs for his page :

With years, ye know, have not declined
My strength, my courage, or my mind,

Or at this hour I should not be

Telling old tales beneath a tree,

With starless skies my canopy.

But let me on: Theresa’s form —
Methinks it glides before me now,
Between me and yon chestnut’s bough,

The memory is so quick and warm;
And yet I find no words to tell
‘The shape of her I Joved so well :

She had the Asiatic eye,

Such as our Turkish neighbourhood,

Hath mingled with our Polish blood,
Dark as above us is the sky;

13
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But through it stole a tender light,
Like the first moonrise of midnight ;
Large, dark, and swimming in the stream,
‘Which seem’d to melt to its own beam ;
All love, half languor, and half fire,
Like saints that at the stake expire,.
And lift their raptured looks on high,
As though it were a joy to die.!

A Lrow like a midsummer lake,
‘Lransparent with the sun therein,
When waves no murmur dare to wahe,

And hecaven beholds her face within.
A check and lip — but why procced ?

I loved her then — I love her still ;
And such 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
With the vain shadow of the past,
As is Mazeppa to the last.

VI.

“ We met — we gazed — I saw, and sigh’d,
Sheé did not speak, and yet replled 3
There are ten thousand tones and signs
We hear and see, but none defines —
Involuntary sparks of thought,
‘Which strike from out the heart o’erwrought,
And form a strange intelligence,
Alike mysterious and intense,

. Which link the burning chain that binds,
Witheut their will, young hearts and wminds;

} [« Until it proves a joy to dic.” — MS.]
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Conveying, as the clectric wire,
We know not how, the absorbing fire. —
I saw, and sigh’d — in silence wept,
And still reluctant distance kept,
Until I was made known to her,
And we might then and there confer
‘Without suspicion — then, even then,
I long’d, and was resolved to speak ;
But on my lips they died again,
The accents tremulous and weak,
Until one hour. — There is a game,
A frivolous and foolish play,
‘Wherewith we while away the day ;
It is— I have forgot the name —
And we to this, it sccms, were set,
By some strange chance, which I forget-
I reck’d not if I won or lost,
It was cnough for me to be
So near to hear, and oh! to sce
The being whom I loved the most. —
I wateh’d her as a sentinel,
(May ours this dark night watch as well!)
Until I saw, and thus it was,
That she was pensive, nor perceived
Her occupation, nor was grieved
Nor glad to lose or gain; but «till
Play’d on for hours, as if her will
Yet bound her to the place, though not
That hers might be the winning lot.!
Then through my brain the thought did pass,

C ¢ but not
For that which we had both forgot."” — MS.]
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Even as a flash of lightning there,
That thcre was something in her air
‘Which would not doom me to despair ;
And on the thought my words broke forth,
All incoherent as they were —
Their cloquence was little worth,
But yet she listen'd — 't is enough —
Who listens once will listen twice ;
Her heart, be sure, is not of ice,
And one refusal no rebuff.

VII.

¢« loved, and was beloved again —
They tell me, Sire, you iever knew
Those gentle frailties; if °t is true,
I shorten all my joy or pain;
To you ’t would sccm absurd as vain ;
But all men are not born to reign,
Or o'er their passions, or as you
Thus o’cr themselves and nations too.
I am - or rather was — a prince,
A chief of thousands, and could lead
Them on where cach would foremost biecd ;
Dut, could not o’cr 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 ficry Expectation’s dower.
My days and nights were nothing — ail
Except that hour which doth recall
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In the long lapse from youth to age
No other like itself — I'd give
The Ukraine back again to live
It o’cr once more — and be a page,
‘The happy page, who was the lord
Of one soft heart, and his own sword,
And had no other gem nor wealth
Save nature's gift of youth and health. —
We met in secret — doubly sweet,
Some say, they find it so to meet ;
I know not that — I would have given
My life but to have call’d her mine
In the full view of earth and heaven;
For I did oft and long repine
That we could only mecf by stealth.

VIII.

« I'or lovers there are many cyes,
And such there were on us ; — the devil
On such occasions should be civil —
The devil! — I'm loth to do him wrong,
It might be some untoward saint,
Who would not be at rest too long,
But to his pious bile gave 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 stecl,
All cap-d-pie from head to hecl,
What ’gainst their numbers could I do? —
'T was near his castle, far away
From city or from succour near,
And almost on the break of day ;
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T did nct think 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, y¢ 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 such a blot
His noble 'scutcheon should have got,
While he was highest of his line;
Because unto himself he scem’d
‘The first of men, nor less he deem’d
In others’ eyes, and most in mine.
*Sdeath ! with a page — 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 Jook’d as though the speed of thought
Were in his limbs; but he was wild,
Wild as the wild deer, and untaught,
With spur and bridle undefiled —
*T was but a day he had been caught ;
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And snorting, with crected mane,

And struggling fiercely, but in vain,

In the full foam of wrath and dread
+Jo me the desert-born was led :

They bound me on, that menial throng,
Upon his back with many a thong;
Then loosed him with a sudden lash —
Away! —away!—and on we dash! —
Torrents less rapid and less rash.

X.

« Away ! — away! — My breath was gone —

I saw not where he barried on :

*T was scarcely yet the break of day,

And on he foam'd — away ! — away ! —

The last of human sounds which rose,

As I was darted from my foes,

Was the wild shout of savage laughter,

‘Which on the wind came roaring after

A moment from that rabble rout:

‘With sudden wrath T wrench’d my head,
And snapp’d the cord, which to the mane
Had bound my neck in licu of rein,

And, writhing half my form about, :

Howl’d back my curse; but 'midst the tread,

The thunder of my courser’s speed,

Perchance they did not hear nor heed :

It vexes me — for I would fain

ITave paid their insult back again.

I paid it well in after days:

There is not of that castle gate,

Its drawbridge and porteullis’ weight,

Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barricr left;

19
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Nor of its fields a blade of grass,

Save what grows on a ridge of wall,

Where stood the hearth-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 blackening roof,
Whose thickness was not vengeance-proof.

They little thought that day of pain,
When launch’d, as on the lightning’s flash,
They bade me to destruction dash,

That one day I should cowe 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 —
Yor time at last sets all things even —

And if we do but watch the hour,

There never yet was human power
‘Which could evade, if unforgiven,

The paticnt search and vigil long
Of him who treasures up a wrong.

XI.

« Away, away, my steed and I,

Upon the pinions of the wind,

All human dwellings left behind ; -
Wae sped like metcors through the sky,
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When with its crackling sound the night
Is chequer’d with the northern light :
Town — village — none were on our track,

But a wild plain of far extent,

And bounded by a forest black ;

And, save the scarce seen battlement
On distant heights of some strong hold,
Against the Tartars built of old,

No trace of man. The year before

A Turkish army had march’d o'er;
And where the Spahi’s hoof bath trod,
The verdure flies the bloody sod : —
The sky was dull, and dim, and gray,

And a low breeze ergpt moaning by —

I could have answer'd with a sigh —
But fast we fled, away, away —

And I could ncither sigh nor pray ;
And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain
Upon the courser’s bristling mane ;
But, snorting still with rage and fear,
IIe flew upon his far carecr :

At times I almost thought, indeed,

He must have slacken’d in his specd ;
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

Increas’d his fury and affright :

I tried my voice, — 't was faint and low,
But yet he swerv'd as fram a blow;
And, stn?ing to each aecent, sprang

As from a‘sudden trumnpet’s clang:
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Meantime my cords were wet with gore,
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o'er;
And in my tongue the thirst became

A something ficerier far than flame.

XII.

¢« We near’d the wild wood —--’t was so wide,

I saw no bounds on either side ;

’T was studded with old sturdy trees,

That bent not to the roughest brecze

‘Which howls down from Siberia’s waste,

And strips the forest in its haste, —

But these were few, and far |jetween

Set thick with shrubs more young and green,

Luxuriant with their annual leavcs,

Ere strown by those autumnal eves

That nip the forest’s foliage decad,

Discolour'd with a lifeless red,

‘Which stands thereon like stiffen’d gore

Upon the slain when battle ’s o'er,

And some long winter’s night hath shed

Its frost o’cr every tombless head,

So cold and stark the raven’s beak

May peck unpierc’d each fiozen cheek:

*T was 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 wourds, already scarr’d with cold —

_My bonds forbade to loose my hold.
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We rustled through the leaves like wind,
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind ;
By night I heard them on the track,
Their troop came hard upon our back,
With their long gallop, which can tire
The hound’s decp hate, and hunter’s fire:
‘Where'er we flew they follow'd on,

Nor left us with the morning sun ;
Behind I saw them, scarce a rood,

At day-break winding through the wood,
And through the night had heard thcir feet
Their stealing, rustling step repcat.

Oh | how I wish'd for spear or sword,

At least to die amidst ¢he 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 ! his swift and savage breed
Had nerved him like the mountain-roce ;
Nor faster falls the blinding snow

‘Which whelms the peasant near the door
‘Whose threshold he shall cross no more,
Bewilder'd with the dazzling blast,

Than through the forest-paths he past —
Untired, untamed, and worse than wild ;
All furious as a favour'd child

Balk'd of its wish ; or ficrcer still —

A woman piqued — who has her will.

XIIIL

“ The wood was past; 't was more than noon,
But chill the air, although in June;
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Or it might be my veins ran cold —
Prolong'd endurance tames the bold ;
And I was then not what I scem,
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 path,
Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress,
Thus bound in nature’s nakedness ;
Sprung from a race whose rising blood
When stirr’d beyond its calmer mood,
And trodden hard upon, is like
The rattle-snake’s, in act to*strike,
What marvel if this worn-out trunk
Beneath its woes a moment sunk ?
The carth gave way, the skies roll'd round,
I seem’d to sink upon the ground ;
But crr'd, for T 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 mighty wheel ;
I saw the trees like drunkards rcel,
And a slight flash sprang o'er my cyes,
Which saw no farther: he who dies
Can die no more than then I died.
O’ertortured by that ghastly ride,
I felt the blackness come and go,

And strove to wake; but could not make
My senses climb up from below :
I felt as on a plank at sea,
When all the waves that dash o’er thee,
At the same time upheave and whelm,
And hurl thee towards a desert realm.
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My undulating life was as
The fancied lights that flitting pass
Our shut cyes in deep midnight, when
Fever begins upon the brain ;
But soon it pass’d, with little pain,
But a confusion worse than such :
I own that I should deem it much,
Dying, to feel the same again ;
And yet I do suppose we must
Fcel far more ere we turn to dust :
No matter ; I have bared my brow
Full in Death’s face — before — and now.!

XI1V.

¢ My thoughts came back ; where was I? Cold,
And numb, and giddy : pulse by pulse
Life resumed its lingering hold,
And throb by throb: till grown a pang
‘Which for a moment would convulse,
My blood reflow'd, though thick and chill,
My ear with uncouth noises rang,
My heart began once more to thrill ;
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 swims the wilder stream !

1 [The reviewer alrcady quoted says,—*As the Hetman
proceeds, it strikes us there 1s « much closer resemblance to the
fiery flow of Walter Scott’s chivalrous narrative, than in any of
Lord Byron's previous pieces. Nothing can be grander than the
sweep and torrent of the horses® speed, and the slow, unwearied,
inflexible pursuit of the wolves.”"]

B
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The bright broad river’s gushing tide
Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide,
And we are half-way, struggling o’er
To yon unknown and silent shore.
The waters broke my hollow trance,
And with a temporary strength
My stiffen’d limbs were rebaptized.
My courser’s broad breast proudly braves,
And dashes off the ascending waves,
And onward we advance !
‘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 antl fear.
ITow many hours of night or day
In those suspended pangs I lay,
1 could not tell ; I scarcely knew
If this were human breath I drew.

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 plain
Spreads through the shadow of the night,
And onward, onward, onward, scems,

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 light,

As rose the moon upon my right :
But nought distinctly seen
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In the dim waste would indicate
The omen of a cottage gate ;
No twinkling taper from afar
Stood like a hospitable star ;
Not even an ignis-fatuus rose
To make him merry with my woes:
That very cheat had cheer'd me then!
Although detected, welcome still,
Reminding me, through every ill,
Of the abodes of men.

XVI.

« Onward we went — But slack and slow ;
His savage force at length o’erspent,
The drooping courser, faint 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 limbs were bound ; my force 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 ;
B2
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How heavily it roll’'d away —

Before the eastern flame
Rose crimson, and deposed the stars,
And call'd the radiance from their cars,!
And fill’d the earth, from his deep throne,
‘With lonely lustre, all his own.

XVilL

¢ 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 ndr 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;
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 burst,
The weary brute still stagger’d on ;
And still we were — or seem’d — alone s
At Jength, while reeling on our way,
Methought I heard a courser neigh,
From out yon tuft of blackening firs,
Is it the wind those branches stirs?
No, no! from out the forest prance

A trampling troop; I see them come !
In one vast squadron they advance!

I strove to cry — my lips were dumb.

1 [** Rose crimson, and forbad the stars
To sparkle in their radlant cars.” —Ms.]
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The steeds rush on in plunging pride;

But where are they the reins to guide?

A thousand horse— and none to ride!

With flowing tail, and flying mane,

‘Wide nostrils — never stretch’d by pain,

Mouths 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 thickly 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 fell ;

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 back with sudden bound,

Headed by one black mighty steed,

Who seem’d the patriarch of his breed,
‘Without a single speck or hair

Of white upon his shaggy hide;

They snort — they foam — neigh — swerve aside,

And backward to the forest fly,

By instinct, from a human eye. —

They left me there to my despair,
B3

29



30 MAZEPPA.

Link'd to the dead and stiffening wretch,
‘Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch,
Relieved from that unwonted weight,
From whence I could not extricate
Nor him nor me — and there we lay
The dying on the dead!
I little deem’d another day
Would see my houseless, helpless head.

« And there from morn to twilight bound,
I felt the heavy hours toil round,
‘With just enough of life tb see
My last of suns go down on me,
In hopeless certainty of mint,
That makes us feel at length resign'd
To that which our foreboding years
Presents the worst and last of fears
Inevitable — even a boon,
Nor more unkind for coming soon ;
Yet shunn’d and dreaded with such care,
As if it only were a snare

That prudence might escape :
At times both wish’d for and implored,
At times sought with self-pointed sword,
Yet still a dark 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
1n beauty, wassail, wine, and treasure,
Die ealm, or calmer, oft than he
‘W hose heritage was misery :
Fur he who hath in turn run through
Al that was beautiful and new,
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Hath nought to hope, and nought to leave ;
And, save the future, (which is view'd
Not quite as men are base or good,
But as their nerves may be endued,)

With nought perhaps to grieve : —
The wretch still hopes his woes must end,
And Death, whom he should deem his friend,
Appears, to his distemper’d eyes,
Arrived to rob him of his prize,
The tree of his new Paradise.
To-morrow would have given him all,
. Repaid his pangs, repair'd his fall ;
To-morrow would have been the first
Of days no more depl8red or curst,
But bright, and long, and beckoning ycars,
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears,
Gueidon 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 his grave ?

XVIIL

¢ The sun was sinking — still I lay
Chain'd to the chill and stiffening steed,
I thought to mingle there our clay ;
And my dim eyes of death had need,
No hope arose 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 should die,
Ere his repast begun ;



2 MAZEPPA.

He flew, and perch’d, then flew once more.
And each time nearer than before ;
I saw his wing through twilight flit,
And once so near me he alit
I could have smote, but lack’d the strength;
But the slight 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 scared him off at length. —
I know no more — my latest dream
Is something of a lovely star
Which fix’d my dull eyes from afar,
And went and came with wafidering beam,
And of the cold, dull, swimming, dense
Scnsation 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 — where was I? — Do I sce

A human face look down on me?

And doth a roof above me close?

Do these limbs on a couch repose ?

Is this a chamber where I lie?

And is it mortal yon bright eye,

That wutches me with gentle glance ?
I closed my own again once more,
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As doubtful that my former trance
Could not as yet be o’er.

A slender girl, long-hair'd, and tall,

Sate watching by the cottage wall ;

The sparkle of her eye I caught,

Even with my first return of thought ;

For ever and anon she threw
A prying, pitying glance on me
With her black eyes so wild and free :

I gazed, and gazed, until [ knew
No vision it could be, —

. But that I lived, and was released
From adding to the vulture's feast :
And when the Cossack. maid beheld
My heavy eyes at length unseal’d,

She smiled — and I essayed to speak,
But fail'd — and she approach’d, and made
With lip and finger signs that said,

I must not strive as yet to break

The silence, till my strength should be

Enough to leave my accents free ;

And then her hand on mine she laid,

And smooth’d the pillow for my head,

And stole along on tiptoe tread,

And gently oped the door, and spake
In whispers — ne’er was voice so sweet !
Even music follow’d her light feet ; —

But those she call’d were not awake,
And she went forth ; but, ere she pass'd,
Another look on me she cast,

Another sign she made, to say,

That 1 had nought to fear, that all

‘Were ncar, at my command or call,
And she would not delay
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Her due return : — while she was gone,
Methought I felt too much alone.

XX.

¢« She 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
They found me senseless on the plain —
They bore me to the nearest hut —
They brought me into life again — ,
Me — one day o’er their realm to reign !
Thus the vain fool who stove to glut
His rage, refining on my pain,
Sent me forth to the 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 such welcome for a river
As I shall yield when safely there, 1

1 [« Charles, having perceived that the day was lost, and that
his only chance of safety was to retire with the utmost precipitation,
suffered himself to be d on horseback, and with the
remains of his army fled to a place called Perewolochna, situated
in the angle formed by the junction of the Vorskla and the
Borysthenes. Here, accompanied by Mazeppa, and a few hundreds
of his followers, Charles swam over the latter great river, and

r aver a desolate country, in danger of perishing with
ﬁun er, at length reached the Bog, where he was kindly received
by the Turkish pacha. The Russian envoy at the Sublime Porte
demanded that eppa should be delivered up to Peter, but the
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Comrades, good night 1” — The Hetman threw
His length benecath the oak-tree shade,
‘With leafy couch already made,
A bed nor comfortless nor new
To him, who took his rest whene'er
The hour arrived, no matter where:
His eyes the hastening slumbers steep.
And if ye marvel Charles forgot
To thank his tale, ke wonder'd not,—
The king had been an hour asleep.

old Hi K d this fate by taking a discase
“rg(c)h hnstened hxs death.” — BARrow’s Peter the Great, pp. 196

1[It is i ibl t to t that the Poct had some

circumstances of his ovm personal history in his mind, when he

rayed the fair Polish Thercsa, her ‘youthful lover, and the
Jealous rage of the old Count Palatine.]

THE END.



LoNvox :
Printed by A. SPOTTISWOODF,
New-Street- Square,



Albemarle Street, 1842

LATELY PUDBLISHED.

COMPLETE WORKS OF LORD BYRON.

Now first collected and arranged, with Notes hy

Sir WaLrenr Scorr, GEORGE Ly,
TFRANCIS JEFFRLY, l ToHoMAS CANPBELL,
Professor WiLson, 1 Rev. II, Mirmax,
Bishop HEBER, | TnoMas Moorg,

J. G. Lochnanr, &e. &e.

THE LIBRARY EDITION OF THE POFETICAL
WORKS, LETTERS, AND JOURNATS,

With a Lirr. by Toomas Moore, Esq  With Landscape
IMustrations. 17 vols., feap dvo. Js. each.

THE POCKET FBITION OF THE POETICAL

WORKS. .
Cuinng TaRoLp. 1 vol. MISCELLANIEs. 3 vols.
TALES. 2 vols. ' Dox Jran, 2 vols,
DRaMAS, 2 vols. . .

With Viynelte Lllustrations. 18mo, 3s. 6d. earh.

" LORD BYRON’S TALES.

1. Glaork. 6. Rerro.

2. BRiDE 0F ABYDUS, 7. Mazrpra,

3. Comrsalr. 8. ISLAND.

4. Lana. 9. PARISINA.

5. BIKGE OF ('ORINTH. | 10. I"'misoNER o¥ CHILIO®

Teu Numbers, Sixpence each.
a



2 RECENT WORKS
€
THE POERTICAL WORKS COMPLETE.

With Iortrait and View of Newstead. One Volume,
Royal 8vo, 15s.

CIHIILDE HAROLD’S PILGRIMAGE.

A new Edition, illustrated with Sixty-two Engravings.
Royal svo, £2. 2s.

THE LIFE AND PROSE WORKS OF LOPD
BYRON.
With Portraits. Royal 8vo, 20s.

SELECTED BEAUTIES OF TIIE BRITISIT
POETS.
‘With Biographical Notices. By TaHomaAs CAMPBELL, Esq.
A New Edition. Royal 8vo, 20s.

TIIE POETICAL WORKS, LETTERS. AND
JOURNALS OF THE RLEV, GEORGE CRABBE,
WITH IS LIFE JY HIS SON.

With 1lustrations. 8 vols.. feap 8vo, bs. each.

RISHOP IIEBER'S POETICAL WORKS,

Incladwg l‘n.lestine-]-luroine—l’assnge of the Red Sea—Transla-
tions—Miscellaneous PPoems, &c. &c.

"ith Portrait. Second Edition. Fcap 8vo, 7s. 6d.



PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY. 3

L]
IIYMNS FOR CHURCH SERVICE;

‘Written and adapted for cvery Sunday. By the late Brsnor IIEBER.
Elevewth Edition. 18mo.

REV. H. H. MILMAXN’S POETICALL WORKS,

Including the Fall of Jerusalem—RBelshazzar—The Martyr of
Antioch—Aun Boleyn—Samor, &¢. &e.

With 1llustrations. 3 vols. feap Svo, 18s.

°* POEMS ON YVARIOUS SUBJECTS.
By Iexry GaLry Kxienr, Esq. |
Fourth Edition. Fcap 8Svo, 5s. Gd.

ANCIENT SPANISH BALLADS; HISTORICAL
AND ROMANTIC.
Translated, with Notes, by J. G. LocknarT, Esq.
With Original INlustrations. 4to, £2. 2s.

TIIE PROPHECY OF BALAAM, TIIE QUEEN'S
CIIOICE, AND OTIIER POEMS.
By IELEN Lowe, Author of ‘° CeEpHALUs and Procris,” &c.
Feap 8vo, Gs.

HANNIBAL IN BITIIYNIA.
A Dramaric PoeyM. DBy HENRY GALLy KNI1GHT, Esq.
Third Edition. Fcap 8vo, bs. 6d.
a 2



4 RECENT WORKS

THE ELECTION. A TPoem. In Four Canros.
Feap 8eo, 5s.

. \

PEDRO OF CASTILE. A Torw.
By Hlexry JonN SurpHeERD, Esq.  Frap 8vo, 5s. 6d.

THE REJECTED ADDRESSES.
By James and Torace Syarn. Esqgs. .
With Notes hy the Authors, and Portrats of them.
Zwenticth Editeon,  Foap sea, Os. Gd.

CITARACTERISTICS OF DPAINTERS,
By HENky REEVE, Lsq.  Post 8vo.

TRANSLATIONS' 'ROM THE GERMAN,
In Prose and Vase.
By Iexry Reeve and Joky Epwanrp TAYLOR.

Feap Reo, 25, Gd,

PRINCIPLES O’ GEOLOGY;

Or, the Modern Changes of the Barth and its Inbabitants, con
sidered as illustrative of Geology. By CuarLes Lyeni, Isq
Séath Edition. Ylates and Maps. 3 vols. 12mo, 24s.



5

PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY.

ELEMENTS OF GEOLOGY ;

O, a Deseription and Classification of Rocks and Fossily, illus-
irating the Aucient Changes of the Farth and its Inhabitants,
By CHARLES Lyl Lsq. Sccond ISdition. Plates and Maps.

".‘\'ola. 18mo, 18s.

ON THE INTELLECTUAL POWERS AND THE
INVESTIGATION OF TRUTH.
By Jonx ABER(ROMBIE, M.D.  Zenth Idilion. Post 8vo, 8. 6d.

oX THE CONNEXION OF THE PHYSICAL
SCIEICES,

By Many SoMERVILLE. Fyth FEditwn. Tcap 8vo, 10s. Gd.

TITE MARTYRS OFF SCIENCE;

vr, THE LIVES OF GALILEO, TYCHO BRATIE, and |
KEPLER. By Sir Davio Brewster, LL.D. 12mo, 7s.

ON TIIE PHILOSOPILY OF TIIE MORAL
FEELINGS.

By JOHN ABERcroMBIE, M.D. Fifth Edition. Fcap 8vo, 5s.

NOTES TO ASSIST THE MEMORY IN VARIOUS
SCLENCES.
Second Edelion. Yeap Svo, 6s. 6d.



6 RECENT WORKS

CONVERSATIONS ON NATURE AND ART;
Written in a familiar and casy style, for the nformation and ,

Amusement of Young PPersons. By a Lapv. With Woodcuts.
2 vols. 12mo, 13s.

MRS, MARKITAM’S IIISTORY OF ENGT.AND,
For the Use of Young Persons.  'With Woodcuts. Ninth Edition.
2 vols. 12mo, 12y,

MRS, MARKITAM'S ISTORY OF FRANCE.
T'or the Use of Young Iersons. With Woodeuts. Fi/th Edition

2 vols. 12mo, 12~ »

HAND-BOOK TO PUBLIC GALLERTES OIF ART,
IN AND NEAR LONDON. By Mgs. JAMESON.

(ONTAINING

THE NATION \I. GALLERY. . Drrwicn GALLERY.
WINDSUR ('ASTLE, o MR, NOANE'S MUseuarn
ILaympron Coukr. {  Dirry’s PICTURES.

I'ost 8vo, 18s.

HAND-BOOK OF ITALIAN PATNTING.

Translated from the German of KUGLER, by a Lapy, and Edited, )
with Notes, by C. L. KasTLake, R.A.  Post 8vo, 12s.



PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY. 7
ITAND-BOOK OF NREDLEWORK.

By Miss LaMperr, of New Burlington Street.  'With Woodcuts,
Post 8vo, 10s. Ud.

PHILOSOPITY IN SPORT MADE SCIENCE IN
EARNEST;

In which the First Principles of Natural Philosoply are inculcated
hy .1d of the Toys and Sports of Youth. Fusth Edeion, with
Woodcuts. Feap 8vo, 8s.

CIIEMICAL MANTIPULATION;

1zeing Instructions to Students ia Chemistey, on the Methods of
performing  Experiments of Demonstration or Research with
accuracy and suceess, By MunakL Farapwy, Esqo Third
FEdition, recised, 8&vo.

A POPULAR ACCOUNT OF THE PUBLIC AND
PRIVATE LIFE OF THE ANCIENT GREEKS.

Iranslated from the German of ITENky Tlase. Teap 8vo, os. 6d.

INTRODUCTION TO THE GREEK CLASSIC
POETS.
By IL N. CoLErmGE, M.A. Second Edition. Fcap Svo, Ts. 6d.

FRAGMENTS FROM GERMAN PROSE WRITERS,

Illustrated with Biographical Notices. By SARAn AvsTIN
Post 8vo, 10s.



8 RECENT WORKS

LIFE OF EDWARD GJBBON, THE HISTORIAN,
By the Rev 1I. H. MiLaAN.  8vo, 95.

THE LIFE OF SIR SAMUEL ROMILLY,
Whritten by Ilimself.
Therd Edition, 2 vols. fcap 8vo, 125,

LIFE OF BELISARIUS.

By Lorp MaHON. 8vo, 125,

HISTORICAL MEMOIR OIF JAMES WATT.
By M. Araco. 8vo, 8s. 6d.

LIFE OF THE REV. GEORGE CRABBE.
By s Sox.  Second Edition. Fcap 8vo, 7s. 6d.

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS,
By J. G. LockHART, Esq. Fowrtl Edition. Fcap 8vo, Gs.Gd.

TIIE YEAR-BOOK OF NATUR.WAL ITISTORY.
Ry Mrs. LovrpoN. With 40 Woodcuts. 18mo, 4s.



PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY. 9

TIIE NATURAL SYSTEM OF PLANTS,

According to the Classification of Professor D CAnnounLE. By
Mns, LouboN. With numerous Illustrations. Feap 8vo.

PRACTICAL INSTRUCTIONS IN GARDENING
FOR LADIES.

By Mgs. Louvpoy. With many illustrative Woodcuts.
Second Edition. Ycap 8vo, Gs.

¢ TIIE JOURNAL OF A NATURALIST.
Lourth Edition, with Plateo and Woodcuts. Post 8vo, 9s. 6d.

GLEANINGS IN NATURAL ITISTORY.
By EpWARD JEssE, Esq.  Fourth Edition, with Woodcuts.
2 vols. Feap 8vo, 12s. -

MAXIMS AND HINTS ON ANGLING, CHESS,
SHOOTING, AND OTHER MATTERS?

Also Mrseries or Fisurve. By Ricuarp PeENN, F.R.S.  With
Twenty-four 1llustrations. Zhird Fdition. Ycap 8vo, 5s.

SELECTIONS
ROM TIIE DUKE OF WELLINGTON'S DISPATCHES,
By Lieut.-Col. Gerwoop. 8vo, 25s.



10 RECENT WORKS

GIBBON’S DECLINE AND FALL OF TIIE
ROMAN EMPIRE.,
By the Rev. H. Il MimaN. With Maps. 12 vols. 8vo, 9s. each.

HISTORY OF EUROIE DURING THE MIDDLE
ACES.
By IIeNry IlaLLam, Esq.  Eighth Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 24s.

THE CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY OIF ENGLAND,
From the Accession of Henry VIL to the Death of George II.
By Hexky HALLAM, Esq.  Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 24s.

THE LITERARY HISTORY OF EUROPE,

In 15th, 16th, 17th Centuries. By ITenrvy HaLrLaM, Esq.
4 vols. 8vo, 31.

THE HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES,

FROM THE DISCOVERY OF THE AMERICAN CON-
TINENT. By GeorGE BANCROFT, Esq. 3 vols. 8vo, 42s.

THE BOOK OF THE CIIURCH.

By RoBert Sourney, LL.D. Flﬂh E(htwn, revised, with Notes,
R to the A and an Iudex 8vo, 12¢.




PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY. n

THE PARLIAMENTSeAND COUNCILS OF
ENGLAND.

('hronologically arranged from the Reign of William I. to the
Rezolution in 1688. By CuarLEs H1ENRY PARRY, M.D. 8vo, 30s.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE LITURGY AND
RITUCAL OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND;

Sclected from eminent Divines of the Seventeenth Century., By
the Rev. JAMEs BRoGDEN, MLA, 3 vols. post 8vo.

TIE IITSTORY OF CHRISTIANITY,

Q
From the Birth of (hrist to the Extinction of Paganism in t «
Roman Empire. By the Rev. 11. H. MiLmaN. 3 vols. 8vo, 36s.

A HISTORY OF INDIA,

By the ITon. MountsTuaRT ErprixstoNe. The Tlindoo and
Mahomedan Periods. With a large Map. 2 vols. 8vo, 30s.

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, .

From the Death of Queen Anne to the Reign of George II, By
Lorp MaHON. Seccond Edition, 3 vols. 8vo, 36s.

TIIE ANCIENT EGYPTIANS;
TIIEIR PRIVATE LIFE, MANNERS, AND CUSTOMS.
By Sin J. G. WiLkiNsoN. ‘With 600 Illustrations.
6 vols. 8vo, 61. 6s.



12 RECENT WORKS

HISTORY OF THE POPES OF ROME,

During the Sixteenth and Seventeenth Centuries. Translated
g;)m ;g‘e. German of LeoroLp RANKE. Sccond F2dition. 3 vols.
0, 30s. .

THE NESTORIAN CHRISTIANS IN OOROOMIA,

The Mountains of Koordist Ancient Assyria and Media, with
Evidence of their Identity with the Lost Tribes of Israel. By
AsAHEL GRANT, M.D. With a Map., 8vo, 8s. Gd.

RUSSIA UNDER NICIIOLAS TIIE FIRST.

From the German. By Captain ANTHoNY (. STERLING. Feap.
vo,

BIBLICAL: RESEARCIIES IN PALESTINE,
MOUNT SINAL AND ARABIA PETRAEA.
By Rev. Dr. Roinson, With Maps and Plans. 3 vols. 8vo, 45s.

BISHOP HEBER’S PARISIT SERMONS;

On the LEssons, (Gosreu, or ErisTLr, for every Sunday and
Festival. Fowrth Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo, 16s.

LETTERS FROM THE LATE EARL OF DUDLEY
TO THE BISHOP OF LLANDAFF,

New Edition, with a Portrait, 8vo, 105, 6d.



PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY. 13

Recent Trabels.

————

ASIA MINOR.

A _JorrNAaL of an Excursiov in that CounTry in 1838, including
a Vigit to several unknown C1rres. BBy CnarLEs FELLOWS, 1isq.
Map and 80 Tustrations. Imp. &vo, 28s.

ANCIENT LYCTA.

-
An Account of Discoveries made during a Second Excursion in
Asia Minor, in 1840, By CrArLEs FELLOwS, Esq. 'With Plates
and Woodcuts. Imp. 8vo, 2/ 2.

ARABIA PETRZEA.

A Journrmy through that Country to Mov~T Sivar and the Ex-
cAvATke Crty of PETRA. By LEON DE LABORDE. Second Edition.
Maps and 60 1Mustrations. 8vo, 18s. -

CAIRO, PETRA, AND DAMASCUS.
From ORiGINAL NoTEs made during a Tocr in those COUNTRIES.
By Jonx Gi. KINNEAR, Lisq. Post §vo, 9s, Gd»

ASIA MINOR, PONTUS, AND ARMENTA:
Being Researches in those CouNTRIES ; wWith some Account of the
ANTIQUITIES and GEOLOGY. By W, L IlamiLren, Esq.,
M.P. 'With Map and Engravings. 2 vols. 8vo.

CENTRAL AMERICA.
INCIDENTS oF TRAVEL in Central America, Chiapas, and Yucatan.
By J. L. STeruens, Ksq. 'With 78 Engravings. Second Edition.
2 vols. 8vo, 32s,



14 RECENT WORKS PUBLISHED BY MR. MURRAY.

CHINA,
S1x MonTus IN CHINA.  'With Views of Chusan and the Great Wall
of China. By Lorp JoceryN. Firth FEdition. ¥cap 8vo, 5s.6d.

JAPAN.
The Man~Ers and Ccusroms of the Japanesk described from
recent Dutch Travellers. Iost 8vo, Ys. 6d.

RUSSIA.
LETTERS from the Shores of the Baltic to Friends at ITome. By
a LApy. Second Edition. With Flatess 2 vols. post 8vo, 18s.

ITALY.
A Series of LerTERs nddressed to a YouvGER SISTER, descriptive
of a Journey and Residence there. DBy CATHARINE TAYLOR.
Second Edition. 2 vols. post 8vo, 17s. -

FLORENCE.
A Iipr on HorsEBAck to Florence, through France and Switzer
land. Bya Lapy. 2 vols. post 8vo, 18s.

AUSTRIAN LOMBARDY.
A Tour in that Country, the Northern Tyrol, and Bavaria.
By Joun Barrow, Esq. Post &vo, 10s. 6d.

CABOOL IN 1836-7 anp 8 :
Being the Personal Narrative of a Journey to, and Residence
in, that City. By the late Stk ALExANDER BurNks. With Por-
trait and Plates. 8vo. L i
NEWFOUNDLAND;

Being Excursions in that Country. With an Account of the Cod
Fishery—Fog Banks—A dventures of a Sealing Expedition, and a
Geolgei@.l Survey of the 1sland. DBy J. B, Jukes, F.G.S. 2vols.
post 8vo.

. WEST INDIES.

A WINTER IN THE WEST INDIES, described in Familiar Letters
to 1IENRY CLAY, of Kentucky. By Josepn JoHN GURNEY, of
Earlham. Fouwrth Edition. 18mo, 2s.



MR. MURRAY’S HAND-BOOKS.

.

HAND-BOOK ror HOLLAND, BELGIUM, PRUSSIA,

NORTII GERMANY, and the RIITNE from IIOLLAND

oto SWITZERLAND. Fourth Edition. Map. TPost 8vo,
10s. bound.

11,

HAND-BOOK ror SOUTHERN GERMANY, BA-
VARIA, AUSTRIA, TYROL, SALZBURG, STYRIA,
the AUSTRTAN and BAVARIAN ALPS, and along the
DANUBE from TLM to the BLACK SEA. Second Edition.
Map. Yost 8vo, 10s. bound. .

TIr.
HAND-BOOK rorn TRAVELLERS i SWITZER-
LAND, SAVOY, and PIEDMONT. Seccond Fdition.
Map. YPost 8vo, 105 bound.

v.
HAND-BOOK ror DENMARK, NORWAY, SWEDEN,
and RUSSIA. Map and Plans. Post 8vo, 125. bound.

V.
HAND-BOOK ror MALTA, the JONIAN ISLANDS,
GREECE, TURKEY, ASIA MINOR, and CONSTAN-
TINOPLE. Maps. Post 8vo, 15s. bound. -



16 MR. MURRAY'S HAND-BOOKS.

.
vI.
ITAND-BOOK ron WINDSOR axo ETON ; heing a
Guide to the PALACE, PICTURE-GALLERY, GAR-
DENS, &c. By Epwanp Jessg, Esq.  Feap 8vo.

. viIT.
HAND.BOCK ror HAMPTON COURT ; beinga Guide
to the PALACE, PICTURE-GALLERY, GARDENS,
&c. By Epwarp Jresse, Esq. Firfth Idition. Yeap 8vo.

VIIL.
HAND.BOOK FOR WESTMINSTER ABBLY, i
ART, ARCHITECTURE, and ASSOCIATIONS, v
PeTer CUNNINGHAM, Esq. Feap 8vo.

1X. .

HAND-BOOK FOR FRANCE; i.cluding NorMaNDY.
BRITTANY, the Rivers Lornk, SEINE, RHONE, and GARONNE.
the FRENCH ALPS, DAUPHINE, PRovence, and the
P’yrENEES. Map. Iost 8vo. (Nearly ready.)

X.
HAND-BOOK FOR NORTHERN ITALY, Tar StaTes
OF SARDINIA, Gevoy, and the Riviera, Venice, Lom-
BARDY, and TuscaNy. Map. Post 8vo. (Nearly ready.)

XT.
IIAND-BOOK FOR SOUTHERN 1TALY, THE Paran

STATES, RomE, and NArLes. Mnp. Post 8vo. (Near.
ready.)

JOHN MURRAY, ALBEMARLE STREET.



LONDON:
JOHN MURRAY, ALBEMARLE STREET

SOLD ALSO BY
TILT AND BOGUE, FLEET STREET:
' DINBURGH, OLIVER AND BOYD: DUBLIN, JORN CUMMING.

1842,






[ Tuis poem, perhaps the most exquisitely versified one that ever
the author produced, was written in London in the autumn of 1815,
and p\lbulhod in Febnmry, 1816. Although the beauties of it were
d, and of its music ere long on
every lip, the nature of the subject prevented it from being dwelt
upon at much length in the critical journals of the time; most of
which were content to record, generally, their regret that 80 great
a poet should have permitted himself, by awakening sympathy for
a pair of incestuous lovers, to beccme, in some sort, the apologist
of their sin. An anonymous writer, in * Blackwood’s Magazine,”
seemg, however, to have suggested some particulars, in the ex-
ecution of the story, which ought to be taken into consideration,
before we rashly class Lord Byron with those poetical offenders,
who have bent their powers “ to divest incest of its ‘hereditary
. horrors.” * In Parisina,” says this critic, ‘“ we are scarcely
permitted to have a single glance at the guilt, before our attention
is riveted upon the p : we have ly had time to
condemn, within our own hearts, the sinning, though injured son,
when —
¢ For a departing being’s soul
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll :
He is near his mortal geal ;
Kauneeling at the Friar's knee ;
Sad to hear —and piteous to see—
Kneeling on the bare cold ground,
“With the block before and the guards around —
bl'a ry “dthe headman with his bare arm ready,
Y 1at the blow may be both swift and stcady,
Feels if the axe be sharp and true —
Since he set its edge anew :
While the crowd in a speechless circle gather
“o see the Son fall by the doom of the Father {*®

.alguiltofthel” is in like 1l d up in

-y of her in fate. We forbear to

- umadultereu. after we have heard that ¢ korsid
A2
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voice* which is sent up to heaven at the death of her para-
mour —
¢ Whatsoe'er its end below,
Her life began and closed in woe.’

“ Not only has Lord Byron avoided all the details of this
unhallowed love, he has alsu contrived to minglein the very incest
which he condemns the idea of retribution ; and our horror for the
sin of Hugo is diminished by our belief that it was brought about
by some strange and super-hi fatalism, to revenge the ruin ot
Bianca. That gloom of righ ion, which i , in the
old Greek tragedies, the fated house of Atreus, seems here to

impend with some portion of its ancient horror over the line of

Esté. We hea.r, in the language of Hugo, the voice of the same

prophetic 1 y which in the very
t of his triumph, the app hi and inevitable darkness
of his fate : —

¢ The gather'd guilt of clder times
Shall reproduce itself in crimes ;
There is a day of vengeance still,
Linger it may —but come it will.”

“ That awful chorus does not, unless we be greatly mistaken,
leave an impression of destiny upon the mind more powerful than
that which rushed on the troubled spirit of Azo, when he heard
the speech of Hugo in his hall of judgment :—

¢ Thou gavest, and may'st resume my breath,
A gift for which I thank thee not ;
Nor are my mother’s wrongs forgot,
Her slighted love and ruin’d name,
Her offspring’s heritage of shame.”

-

‘We shall have occasion to recur to this subject when we reach*

our author’s * Manfred.” The facts on which the present poem
was grounded are thus given in Frizzi’s History of Ferrara : —

* This turned out a calamitous year for the people of Ferrara 3
for there occurred a very tragical event in the court of their
sovereign. Our annals, both printed and in manuscript, with the
of the unpolished and 1i work of Sardi, and one
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other, have given the following relation of it, —from which, how-
ever, are rejected many details, and especially the narrative of
Bandelli, who wrote a century afterwards, and who does not accord
with the contemporary historians.

** BY the above-mentioned Stella dell’ Assassino, the Marq
in the year 1403, had a son called Ugo, a beautiful and lngenunus
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 husband to undertake
a certain journcy, to which he consented, but upon condition that
Ugo should bear her company ; for he hoped by these means to
induce her, in the end, to lay aside the obstinate aversion which
cho*had conceived against him. And indeed his intent was
accomplished but too well, since, during the journey, she not only
divested herself of all ber hatred, but fell into the opposite extreme.
After their return, the Marquis had no longer any occasion to
renew his former reproofs. It happencd one day that a servant of
the Marquis, named Zoese, or, as some call him, Giorgio, passing
before the apartments of Parisina, saw going out from them one of
her chamber-maids, all terrified and in tears. Asking the reason,
she told him that her mistress, for some slight offence, had been
beating her ; and, giving vent to her rage, she added, that she®
could easily be revenged, if she chose to make known the criminal
familiarity which subsisted betwcen Parisina and her step-son.
The servant took note of the words, and related them to his

He was ast h but, ly believing his
ears, he assured himself of the fact, alas | too clearly, on the 18th
of May, by looking through a hole made in the ceiling of his wife's
chamber. Instantly he broke into a furlous rage, and arrested
both of them, together with Ald di i, of Medena,
her gentleman, and also, as some say, two of the women of her
chamber, as abettors of this sinful act. He ordered them to be
brought to a hasty trial, desiring the judges to pronounce sentence,
in the accustomed forms, upon the culprits. This sentenge was
death. Some there were that bestirred themselves in favour of
the deli and, t others, Ugoccion Contrario, who
was all powerml with Niccolo, and alsn his aged and much

A3
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deserving minlster Alberto dal Sale. Both of these, their tears
flowing down their cheeks, and upon their knces, implored
him for mercy ; adducing whatever reasons they could suggest for
sparing the offenders, besides those motives of honour and decency
which might persuade him to conceal from the public so scandalous ,
adeed. But his rage made him inflexible, and, on the instant, he
commanded that the 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 beheaded,
first, Ugo, and afterwards Parisina. Zoese, he that accused her,
conducted the latter 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 enquired what
was become of Ugo, and received for answer, that he was already
dead ; at the which, sighing grievously, she exclaimed, * Now, then, ,
I wish not myself to live;’ and, being come to .the block, she
stripped herself with her own hands of all her ornaments, and,
wrapping a cloth round her head, submitted to the fatal stroke,
which terminated the cruel scene. The same was done with Ran-
goni, who, together with the others, ding to two calendars in
the library of St. Francesco, was buried in the cemetery of that
convent. Nothing else is known respecting the women.

4 The Marquis kept watch the whole of that dreadful night, and,
as he was walking backwards and forwards, enquired of the captain
of the castle if Ugo was dead yet? who amwered him, Yel. He
then gave himself up to the most desp
ing, ¢ Oh! that I too were dead, since I have been hurried on to
resolve thus against my own Ugo !’ And then gnawing with his
teeth a cane 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 mind that it would be ne-
«essary to make public his justification, seelng 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 receiving this advice, the Doge of Venice, Francesco
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Foscarl, gave orders, but without publishing his reasons, that stop

rhould be put to the preparations for a tour which, under

tne auspices of the Marquis, and at the expense of the city of Padua,

was about to take place, in the square of St. Mark, in order to
lebiate his ad t to the ducal chair.

“ The Marquis, in addition to what he had already done, from
some unaccountable burst of vengeance, 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 others,
Barberina, or, as some call 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. Gi pposite the p
fortress, beyond St. Paul's. It cannot be told how strange ap-
peawed this proceeding in a prince, who, considering his own dis-
position, should, as it seemed, have been in such cases most
indulgent. Some, however, there were who did not fail to com-
mend him.”

The above passage of Frizzi was translated by Lord Byron, and
formed a closing note to the original edition of “ Parisina.”]
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ADVERTISEMENT.

Tue following poem is grounded on a circumstance
mentioned in Gibbon’s “ Antiquities of the House of
Brunswick.” I am aware, that in modern times, the
delicacy or fastidiousness of the reader may deem such
subjects unfit for the purposes of poetry. The Greek
dramatists, and some of the best of our old English wr:-
ters, were of a different opinion: as Alfieri and Schiller
have also been, more tecentl§, upon the Continent.
The following extract will explain the facts on which
the story is founded. The name of Azo is substituted
for Nicholas, as more roetrieal.

«Under the feign of Nicholas III. Ferrara was pol-
luted with a domestic tragedy. By the testimony of an
attendant, and his own observation, the Marquis of
Este discovered the incestuous loves of his wife Pari-
sina, and Hugo his bastard son, a beautiful and valiant
youth. They were beheaded in the castle by the sen
tence of a father and husband, who published his shame,
and survived their execution. ' He was unfortunate, if
they were guilty: if they were innocent, he was still
more unfortunate ; nor is there any possible situation
in which I can sincerely approve the last act of the jus-
tice of a parent.” —G1BBoN's Miscellancous Works, vol.iii.
p. 470

1 [ Ferrara is much decayed and depopulated ; but the castle
still exists entire ; and I saw the court where Parisina and Hugo
;vsei;e]behaadsd, aceording to the annal of Gibbon.”— B. Letters,
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PARISINA.

L

Ir is the hour when from the boughs

The nightingale's high 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 in the sky the stars are met,

And on the wave is deeper blue,

And on the leaf a browner hue,

And in the heaven that clear obscure,

So softly dark, and darkly pure,

‘Which follows the decline of day,

As twilight melts beneath the moon away.2

II

But it is not to list to the waterfall
That Parisina leaves her hall,

1 [ The opening verses, though soft and volup , are tinged
with the same shade of sorrow which gives character and harmony
to the whole poem. — JEFFREY.]

2 The lines contained in this section were printed as st to music
some time since, but belonged to the poem where they now
appear ; the greater part of which was composed prior to * »
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12 PARISINA.

And it is not to gaze on‘the heavenly light

That the lady walks in the shadow of night ;

And if she sits in Este’s hower,

T is not for the sake of its full-blown flower —

She listens — but not for the nightingale —

Though her car expecis as soft a tale.

There glides a step through the foliage thick,

And her cheek grows pale—and her heart beats
quick.

There whispers a voice through the rustling leaves,

And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves :

A moment more — and they shall meet —

'T is past— her lover ’s at her feet.

IIL

And what unto them is the world beside,
With all its shange of time and tide ?
Its living things — its earth and sky —
Are nothing to their mind and eye.
“And heedless as the dead are they

Of aught around, above, bencath;
As if all else had passed away,

They only for each other breathe ;
Their very sighs are full of joy

So deep, that did it not decay,
That bappy madness would destroy

The hearts which feel its fiery sway:
Of guilt, of peril, do they deem
In that tumultuous tender dream?
‘Who that have felt that passion’s power,
Or paused or fear'd in such an hour?
Or thought how brief such moments last ?
‘But yet — they arc already past!
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Alas! we must awake before
‘We know such vision comes no more

Iv.

With many a lingering look they leave
The spot of guilty gladness past :
And though they hope, and vow, they grieve,
As if that parting were the last.
The frequent sigh — the long embrace —
The lip that there would cling for ever,
‘While gleams on Parisina’s face
The Heaven she fears will not forgive her,
As if each calmly corscious star
Beheld her frailty from afar —
The frequent sigh, the long embrace,
Yet binds them to their trysting place.
But it must come, and they must paré
In fearful heaviness of heart,
With all the deep and shuddering chill
‘Which follows fast the deeds of ill.

V.

And Hugo is gone to his lonely bed,
To covet there fnother’s bride;

But she must lay her conscious head
A husband’s trusting heart beside.

But fever'd in her sleep she seems,

And red her cheek with troubled dreams,
And mutters she in her unrest

A name she dare not breathe by day,
And clasps her Lord unto the breast

Which pants for one away :
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And he to that embrace hwakes,

And, happy in the thought, mistakes
That dreaming sigh, and warm caress,
For such as he was wont to bless;
And could in very fondness weep

O’er her who loves him even in sleep.

VI.

He clasp'd her sleeping to his heart,
And listened to each broken word :
He hears — Why doth 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,
‘When he shall wake to sleep no more,
And stand the eternal throne before.
And well he tnay — his earthly peace
Upon that sound is doom’d to cease.
That slecping whisper of a name
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo’s shame.
And whose that name? that o'er his pillow
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow,
‘Which rolls the plank upon the shore,
And dashes on the pointed rock
The wretch who sinks to rise nd more, —
So came upen his soul the shock.
And whose that name ? — * tis Hugo's, — his =
In sooth he had not deem'd of this! —
* Tis Hugo's, — he, the child of one
He loved — his own all-evil son —
The offspring of his wayward youth,
‘When he betray’d Bianca’s truth,
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The maid whose folly coufd confide
In him who made her not his bride.

¢ VIL

He pluck’d his poniard in its sheath,

But sheath’d it ere the point was bare —
Howe'er unworthy now to breathe,

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

Which, had she roused her from her trance,
Had frozen her sense “o sleep again — =
And o’er his brow the burning lamp
Gleam’d on the dew-drops big and damp.
She spake no more — but still she slumber'd —
While, in his thought, her days are nunber’d.

VIII.

And with the morn he sought and found,
In many a tale from those around,
The proof of all he fear’d to know,
Their present guilt, his future woe;
The long conniving damsels seek
To save themselves, and would transfer
The guilt — the shame — the doom —to her:
Concealment is no more — they speak
All circumstance which may compel
Full credence to the tale they tell :
And Azo’s tortured heart and ear
Have nothing more to feel or hear.
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IX.

He was not one who brook’d delay :
Within the chamber of his state,
The chief of Este’s ancient sway
Upon his throne of judgment sate;
His nobles and his guards are there, —
Before him is the sinful pair;
Both young, —and one how passing fait!
With 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 sentence of his ére,
The tale of his disgrace!
And yet he seems not overcome,
Although, as yet, his voice be dumb.
¢

X.

And still, and pale, and silently
Did Parisina wait her doom;
How changed since last her speaking eye
Glanced gladness round the glittering room,
‘Where high-born men were proud to wait—
‘Where Beauty watch’d to imitate
Her gentle voice —her lovely mien—
And gather from her air and gait ~
The graces of its queen:
‘Then, —had her eye in sorrow wept,
A thousand warriors forth had leapt,
A thousand swords had sheathless shone, 1
And made her quarrel all their own. «

1A ugdoul writer gnvely charges Lord Bno:igit% k“
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Now,—what is she? and what are they ?
Can she command, or these obey ?

All silent and unheeding now,

With downeast eyes and knitting brow,

And folded arms, and freezing air,

And lips that scarce their scorn forbear,

Her knights, her dames, her court— is there:
And he, the chosen 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 minion of his father’s bride, —
4e, too, is fetter’d by her side;

Nor sees her swoln and full eye swim
Less for her own despair than him:
Those lids— o’er which the violet vein
‘Wandering, 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 ;
Which glance so heavily, and fill,

As tear on tear grows gathering still.

XI.

And he for her had also wept,
But for the eyes that on him gazed:

well-known dmll}m:lun of the unfortunate Marie Antoinette,
“ Verily,” says Mr. Coleridge,  there be amongst us a set of
critics, who seem to hold, that every possible thought and image
is tndit.lonnl; who have no notion that there are such things as
fountains in the world, small as well as great ; and who would
therefore charitably derive every rill they behold flowing, from a
perforation made in some other man's tank.’’]
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His sorrow, if he felt itsslept ;

Stern and erect his brow was raised.
‘Whate’er the grief his soul avow’d,
He would not shrink before the crowd ;
But yet he dared not look on her ;
Remembrance of the hours that were —
His guilt—his love— his present state —
His father’s wrath — all good men’s hate —
His earthly, his eternal fate —
And hers,— oh, hers! he dared not throw
One look upon that deathlike brow !
Else had his rising heart betray'd
Remorse for all the wreck it made.

XII.

And Agzo spake: — “ But yesterday
I gloried in a wife and son;
That dream this morning pass’d away ;
Ere day declines, I shall have none.
My life must linger on alone;
‘Well, —let that pass, — there breathes not one
‘Who would not do as I have done :
Those ties are broken — not by me;
Let that too pass ; — the doom ’s prepared !
Hugo, the priest awaits on thce,
And then — thy crime’s reward !
Away ! address thy prayers to Heaven,
Before its evening stars are met —
Learn if thou there canst be forgiven ;
Its mercy may absolve thee yet.
But here, upon the earth beneath,
There is no spot where thou and 1
T er for an hour could breathe:
arewell! I will not see thee die —
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But thou, frail thing! sMalt view his head -
Away ! I cannot speak the rest :
Go! woman of the wanton breast ;
« Not I, but thou his blood dost shed :
Go! if that sight thou canst outlive,
And joy thee in the life I give.”

XITL

And here stern Azo hid his face —
For on his brow the swelling vein
Throbb'd as if back upon his brain
The hot blood ebb’d and flow'd again ;

And therefore bow’d he for a space,

And pass'd his shaking hand along
His eye, to veil it from the throng ;

While Hugo raised his chained hands,

And for a brief delay demands .

His father’s ear: the silent sire

Forbids not what his words require.

«Tt is not that I dread the death —
For thou hast seen me by thy side
All redly through the battle ride,
And that not once a useless brand
Thy slaves have wrested from my hand
Hath shed more blood in cause of thine,
Than e’er can stain the axe of mine:
Thou gav’st, and may’st resume my bmth
A gift for which I thank thee not;
Nor are my mother’s wrongs forgot,
Her slighted love and ruin’d name,
Her offspring’s heritage of shame ;
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But she is in the grave, where he,

Her son, thy rival, soon shall be.

Her broken heart — my sever'd head —

Shall witness for thee from the dead

How trusty and how tender were

Thy youthful love — paternal care.

* Tis true that I have done thee wrong —
But wrong for wrong : — this, deem’d thy bride,
The other victim of thy pride,

Thou know'st for me was destined long.

Thou saw’st and coveted’st her charms —
And with thy very crime — my birth,
Thou taunted’st me — as little worth ;

A match ignoble for her arms,

Because, forsooth, I could not claim

The lawful heirship of thy name,

Nor sit on Este’s lineal throne ;

Yet, were a-fow short summers mine,
My name should more than Este’s shine

With honours all my own.

I had a sword — and have a breast

That should have won as haught 1 a crest

As ever waved along the line

Of all these sovereign sires of thine.

Not always knightly spurs are worn

The brightest by the better born ;

And mine have lanced my courser’s flank

Before proud chiefs of princely rank,

When charging to the cheering cry

Of < Este and of Victory !’

T will not plead the cause of crime,

Nor sue thee to redeem from time

! Haught —haughty. — “Away haught man, thou art insulting
me,” — SHAKSPEARE.
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A few brief hours or daysthat must
At length roll o’er my reckless dust ; —
Such maddening moments as my past,
Jhey could not, and they did not, last.
Albeit my birth and name be base,
And thy nobility of race
Disdain’d to deck a thing like me —
Yet in my lineaments they trace
Some features of my father’s face,
And in my spirit—all of thee.
From thee—this tamelessness of heart —
From thee—nay, wherefore dost thou start? —
From thee in all their vigour came
My arm of strength, my soul of flame —
Thou didst not give me life alone,
But all that made me more thine own.
See what thy guilty love hath done !
Repaid thee with too like a son!
I am no bastard in my soul,
For that, like thine, abhorr’d control ;
And for my breath, that hasty boon
Thou gav’st and wilt resume so soon,
I valued it no more than thou,
When rose thy casque above thy brow,
And we, all side by side, have striven,
And o'er the dead our coursers driven :
The past is nothing — and at last
The future can but be the past ;
Yet would I that I then had died :
For though thou work'dst my mother's ill,
And made thy own my destined bride,
I feel thou art my father still :
And harsh as sounds thy hard decree,
T is not unjust, although from thee.

21
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Begot in sin, to die in shume,

My life begun and ends the same:

As err'd the sire, so err’d the son,
And thou must punish both 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 which the circling fetters sounded ;
And not an ear but felt as wounded,
Of all the chiefs that there were rank’d,
‘When those dull chains in meeting clank’d :

Till Parisina’s fatal charms !

Again attracted every eye —

Would she thus hear him doom’d to dic!

She stood, I said, all pale and still,

The living catise of Hugo's ill :

1 [« 1 sent for ¢ Marmion,’ because it occurred to me, there
might be a resemblance between part of * Parisina’ and a similar
scene in the second canto of ¢ Marmion.’ I fear there is, though I
never thought of it before, and could hardly wish to imitate that
which is infmltable. 1 wish you would ask Mr. Gifford whether 1
ought to say nn{ thing upon it. I had completed the story on the
passage from Gibbon, which indeed leads to a like scene naturally,
without g thought of the kind: but it comes upon me not very
comfortably.” — Lord B. to Mr. M. Feb. 3. 1816. — The scene
referred to is the one in which Constance de Beverley appears
before the conclave —

“ Her look composed, and stcady eye,
Bespoke a matchless constancy ;
And there she stoud so calm and pale,
That, but her breathing did not fail,
And motion slight of eye and head,
And of her bosom, warranted,
That neither sense nor pulse she lacks,
You must have thought a form of wax,
‘Wrought to the very life, was there —
So still she was, so pale, so fair.”]
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Her cyes unmoved, but fulll and wide,

Not once had turn’d to either side—
®Nor once did those sweet eyelids close,

Or shade the glance o'er which they rose,

But round their orbs of deepest blue

The circling white dilated grew—

And there with glassy gaze she stood

As ice were in her curdled blood ;

But every now and then a tear

So large and slowly gather'd slid
From the long dark fringe of that fair lid,

o It was a thing to see, not hear!

And those who saw, it did surprise,

Such drops could fall &rom human eyes.

To speak she thought — the imperfect note

‘Was choked within her swelling throat,

Yet-seem’d in that low hollow groan

Her whole heart gushing in the tone.+

It ceased —again she thought to speak,

Then burst her voice in one long shriek,!

And to the earth she fell like stone

Or statue from its base o’erthrown,

More like a thing that ne’er had life,—

A monument of Azo’s wife, —

Than her, that living guilty thing,

Whose every passion was a sting,

Which urged to guilt, but could not bear

That guilt’s detection and despair.

But yet she lived— and all too soon

Recover'd from that death-like swoon —

1 “
ot T Sl ot s .0n ety o ot

; and yet are less touching than

the mute desginlr of the fallen bemty. who stands in speechless
agony beforc him, — JEFFREY.]
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But scarce to reason — dvery sense

Had been o’erstrung by pangs intense ;
And each frail fibre of her brain

( As bowstrings, when relax’d by rain,
The erring arrow launch aside)

Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wide —
The past a blank, the future black,
With glimpses of a dreary track,

Like lightning on the desert path,

When midnight storms are mustering wrath.
She fear’d — she felt that something ill
Lay on her soul, so deep and chill —
That there was sin and shame she knew ;
That some one was to die — but who?
She had forgotten : — did she breathe ?
Could this be still the earth beneath,
The sky above, and men around ;

Or were they fiends who now so frown'd
On one, before whose eyes each eye

Till then had smiled in sympathy ?

All was confused and undefined

To her all-jarr’d and wandering mind ;
A chaos of wild hopes and fears:

And now in laughter, now in tears,

But madly still in each extreme,

She strove with that convulsive dream;
For so it seem’d on her to break:

Oh! vainly must she strive to wake !

XV.

The Convent bells are ringing,
But mournfully and slow ;
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In the gréy square turret swinging,
With a deep sound, to and fro.
Heavily to the heart they go!
‘Hark! the hymn is singing —
* The song for the dead below,
Or the living who shortly shall be so !
For a departing being’s soul
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll :
. He is near his mortal goal ;
Kneeling at the Friar’s knee :
Sad to hear — and piteous to see —
Kneeling on the bare cold ground,
sWith the block before and the guards around —
And the headman with his bare arm ready,
That the blow may be both swift and steady,
Feels if the axe be sharp and true —
Since he set its edge anew :
While the crowd in a speechless circle gather
- To see the Son fall by the doom of the Father!

XVI.

It is a lovely hour as yet
Before the summer sun shall set,
‘Which_rose upon that heavy day,
And mock’d it with his steadiest ray ;
And his evening beams are shed
Full on Hugo’s fated head,
As his last confession pouring
To the monk, his doom deploring
In penitential holiness,
He bends to hear his accents bless
‘With absolution such as may
‘Wipe our mortal stains away.

B
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That high sun on his head did glisten
As he there did bow and listen —
And the rings of chestnut hair

Curl’d half down his neck so bare;
But brighter still the beam was thrown
Upon the axe which near him shone
With a clear and ghastly glitter
Oh! that parting hour was bitter1
Even the stern stood chill’d with awe :
Dark the crime, and just the law —
Yet they shudder'd as they saw.

XVII.

The parting prayers are said and over

Of that false son — and daring lover !

His beads and sins are all recounted,

His hours to their last minute mounted —
His mantling cloak before was stripp'd,

His bright brown locks must now he clipp'd ;
T is done — all closely are they shorn —
The vest which till this moment worn —
The scarf which Parisina gave —

Must not adorn him to the grave.

Even that must now be thrown aside,

And o'er his eyes the kerchief tied ;

But no — that last indignity

Shall ne’er approach his haughty eye.

All feelings seemingly subdued,

In deep disdain were half renew’d,

‘When headman’s hands 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 —
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These hands are chain’d —sbut let me die

At least with an unshackled eye —

Strike :” — and as the word he said,

[pon the block he-bow’d his head ;

These the last accents Hugo spoke :

¢« Strike  — and flashing fell the stroke —

Roll'd the head — and, gushing, sunk

Back the stain’d and heaving trunk,

In the dust, which each 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 should die,
‘Without display, without parade;
Meekly had he bow’d and pray'd,
As not disdaining priestly aid,

Nor Jdesperate of all hope on high.

And while before the Prior kneeling, o

His heart was wean'd from earthly feeling ;

His wrathful sire — his paramour —

‘What were they in such an hour ?

No more reproach — no more despair ;

No thought but heaven — no word but prayer —

Save the few which from him broke,

‘When, bared to meet the headman’s stroke,

He claim’d to die with eyes unbound,

His sole adieu to those around. !

! [The grand Pm of this " is that which describes the
exacuﬂm of the sun d in which, though there is no l;m?
either and though eve s
colweived and ex reuod wlth the utmost simplicity acd rectnms.
there is a spirit o Fatbon and poetry to which it would not be gasy

find many parallels,— JEFFREY.
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x V111,

Still as the lips that closed in death,

Each gazer's bosom held his 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 hushing sound compress’d,

A sigh shrunk back on every breast ;

But no more thrilling noise rose there,
Beyond the blow that to the block
Pierced through with forced and sullen sheck,

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 the sky these accents go,

Like a soul’s in endless woe.

Through Azo’s palace-lattice driven,

‘That hortid voice ascends to heaven,

And every eye is turn’d thereon ;

But sound and sight alike are gone!

It was a woman’s shriek — and ne'er

In madlier accents rose despair;

And those who heard it, as it past,

In mercy wish’d it were the last.

XIX,
Hugo is fallen; and, from that hour,
No more in palace, hall, or bower,
Was Parisina heard or seen :
Her name — as if she ne'er had been —
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Was banish’d from each lip and ear,
Like words of wantonness or fear ;
And from Prince Azo's voice, by none
‘Was mention heard of wife or son ;
Xo tomb — no memory had they ;
Theirs was unconsecrated clay ;
At least the knight's who died that day.
But Parisina’s fate lies hid
Like dust beneath the coffin lid :
Whether in convent she abode,
And won to heaven her dreary road,
By blighted and remorseful years

« Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears ;
Or if she fell by bowl or steel,
For that dark love she dared to feel ;
Or if, upon the moment smote,
She died by tortures less remote;
Like him she saw upon the block,
With heart that shared the headman's shock
In quxcken'd brokenness that came,
In pity, o’er her shattered frame,
None knew — and none can ever know :’
But whatsoe’er its end below,
Her life began and closed in woe !

XX.

And Azo found another bride,

And goodly sons grew by his side ;

But none so lovely and so brave

As him who wither'd in the grave;

Or if they were — on his cold eye

Their growth but glanced unheeded by,
Or noticed with a smother’d sigh.
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But never tear his check descended,
And never smile his brow unbended ;
And O'er that fair broad brow were wrought
The intersected lines of thought ;

Those furrows which the burning share
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there ;
Scars of the lacerating mind

Which the Soul’s war doth leave behind.
He was past all mirth or woe :

Nothing more remain’d below

But sleepless nights and heavy days,

A mind all dead to scorn or praise,

A heart which shunn’d itself — and yet
‘That would not yield — nor could forget,
‘Which, when it least appear’d to melt,
Intensely thought — intensely felt :

The deepest ice which ever froze

Can only orer the surface close —

The living strcam lies quick below,

And flows — and cannot cease to flow.

** Still was his seal’d-up bosom haunted
By thoughts which Nature hath implanted ;
Too deeply rooted thence to vanish,
Howe'er our stifled tears we banish ;
‘When, struggling as they rise to start,
‘We check those waters of the heart,
They are not dried — those tears unshed
But flow back to the fountain head,
And resting in their spring more pure,
For ever in its depth endure,

Unseen, unwept, but uncongeal’d,
And cherish’d most where least reveal’d.
With inward starts of feeling left,
To throb o'er those of life bereft ;



. PARISINA. 31

Without tlle power to fill again
The desert gap which made his pain ;
Without the hope to mcet them where
United souls shall gladness share,
‘Whth all the consciousness that he
Had only pass’d a just decree;
That they had wrought their doom of ill ;
Yet Azo’s age was wretched still.
The tainted branches of the tree,

If lopp’d with care, a strength may give,

By which the rest shall bloom and live
All greenly fresh and wildly free :
But if the lightning, in its wrath,
The waving boughs with fury scathe,
The massy trunk the ruin feels,
And never more a leaf reveals. 1

! [In Plrisina there is no tumult or stir. It is all sadness, and
pity, and terror. There is too much of horror,eperhaps, in the
circumstances ; but the writing is beautiful throughout, and the
whole wrap; ed in a rich and redundant veil of Ty, where
cvery thin, grrmhel the pure essence of genius ibility. —
JRFFREY. -~ -

THE END.
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SONNET ON CHILLON.

Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind ! 1
Brightest in dungeons, Liberty! thou art,
For there thy habitation is the heart —

The heart which 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 country conquers with their martyrdom,

And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind.

Chilloa ! thy prison is a holy place,

And thy sad floor an altar— for ’t was trod,

Until his very steps have left a trace
‘Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a‘sod,

By Bonnivard! May none those marks efface !

1eal from tyranny to God.

1ght, the sonnet opens thus —

«es8 of the chainless mind !
dungeons, Liberty ! thou art,

18 wi e Freeman's heart,

e love of thee alone can bind ;

sons to fetters are consign’d —

nd the damp vault’s dayless gloom,
h themystill, and unconfined,

ry q with their d







Whex this poem was composed, I was not sufficiently
aware of the history of Bonnivard, or I should have
endeavoured to dignify the subject by an pt to
celebrate his courage and his virtues, With some
account of his life I have been furnished, by the kind-
ness of a citizen of that republic, which is still proud of
the memory of @ man worthy of the best age of ancient
frcedom P —

“ Frangois de Bonnivard, fils de Louis de Bonnivard, orr]gmairo
de Seyssel et Seigneur de Lines, naquit en 1496. 11 fit sés études
A Turin : en 1510 Jean Aimé de Bonnivard, son oncle, lui résigna
le P1%teuré de St. Victor, qui aboutissait aux murs de Gendve, et
qui forgait un bénéfice considérable.

“ Ce grand homme — (Bonnivard mérite ce titre par la force de

la

s0n 4me, la droiture de son cceur, la nobl de ses
de ses ils, le age de ses démagches, I'étendue de
ses et la vivacité de son esprit), —ce grand homme,

qui excitera 1’admiration de tous ceux qu'une vertu héroique peut
encore émouvoir, inspirera encore la plus vive reconnalua.m:e dans
les cceurs des Génévois qui af G ivard en fut
toujours un des plus fermes appuis: pour assurer la lijertd de
uotre République, il ne cn.l,gnlt pas de perdra souvent la sienmue ;

il oublia son repos; il ses rich ; il ne négli, rien
pour affermir le bonheur d'une patrie qu’il honora de son choix :
dés ce il 1a chérit le plus zélé de ses citoyens ; il la

servit avec 'intrépidité d’un héros, et il écrivit son Histoire avec
1a naiveté d’un philosore et la chaleur d’un patri

¢ 11 dit dans le commencement de son Histoire de Genave, que,
dés qu'il eut € de lire Dhistoirg des nations, il se sentit
entrainé par son golit pour leg Républiques, dont il épousa toyjours
les tntéréts : c’est ce goat p*)ur la liberté qui lui fit sans deute
adopter Gendve pour sa

A3



« Bonnivard, encore jeune, s* 1 le dé-
fenseur de Gendve contre le Duc de Snvoye et l‘Evequz.

« En 1519, Bonnivard devient le martyr de sa patrie Le Duc
de Savoye étant entré dans Gentve avec cing cert hommes,
Bonnivard craint le ressentiment du Duc ; il voulut se retirdr &
Fribours pour en éviter ]es guites ; mais il fut trahi par deux

qui 1 t, et duit par ordre du Prince &
Grolée, ol il resta pnsonnier pendant deux ans. Bonnivard était
malheureux dans ses voyages: comme ses malheurs n’avaient
point ralenti son zdle pour Gendve, il &tait toujours un ennemi
redoutable pour ceux qui la jent, et par
devait étre exposé & leurs coups. 11 fut rencontré cn l';.!o sur le
Jura par des voleurs, qui le dépouilldrent. et gui le mirent encore
entre les mains du Duc de Savoye : ce Prince le fit enfermer dand
le Chétegu de *Chillon, ol 1l resta sans (tre interrogé jusques cn
1536 ; il fut alors delivré par les Bernois, qui s’emparérent du
Tays de Vaud.

“ Bonnivard, en sortant de sa captivité, eut le plaisir de trouver
Gendve libre et réformée: la République s’empressa‘de lui
t{moi; sar i et de le dédommager des maux qu’il
avoit souﬂhrtl elle le requt Bourgeois de la villc au mois de
Juin, 1536 ; elle dui donna la maison habitée autrefois par le
Vicalre-G¢néral, et elle lui assigna une pension de deux cent écus
d'or tant quil séjournerait & Genéve. Il fut admis dans le
Conseil de Denx-Cent cn 1537,

« Bonnivard n’a pas fini d’¢tre utile : aprés avoir travaillé a
rendre €endve libre, il réussit i la rendre tolérante. Bonnivard
engagea le Conseil 3 accorder aux ecclésiastiq et aux pay
un tems suffisant pour examiner les prcpositivns qu’on leur faisait ;
il réussit par sa douceur : on préche toujours le Christianisme
avec succds quand on le préche 2vec charité.

¢« Bonnivard fut sgvant . ses moanuscrits, qui sont dans la

ibliothéque p qu'il avait bien lu les auteurs

classiques Latins, Tet qu il avait approfondi la théologie et
I'histoire. Ce grand hbmme aimait les®sciences, et il croyait
qu'elles pouvaient faire la gloire de Gendve ; aussi il ne négligea
riea pour les fixer dans cctte ville n&ssante ; en 1551 il donna sa
bibliothdyue au public ; elle fut le commencement de notre
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biblioth2que publique; et ces ljvres sont en partic les rares et
belles &ditions du quinzi@mesidcle qu’on voit dans notre collection.
Enfin, pendmt la méme année, ce bon patriote institua la Ré-
publique son héritiere, 2 dition qu’elle employerait ses biens &
eniretenir le colldge dont on projettait la fondation.

“ 11 parait que Bonnivard mourut en 1570 ; mals on ne peut
I'assurer, parcequ’il y a vne lacune dans le Nécrologe depuis le
wois de Juillet, 1670, jusques en 1571.”"




[Lord Byron wrote this beautiful poem at a small inn, in the
little village of Ouchy, near Lausanne, where he happenéd, in
June, 1816, to be detained two days by stress of weather ; *“#hereby
adding,” says Mopre, “ one more deathless association to the
alreu{y immortalised localities of the Lake."]
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THE

PRISONER OF CHILLON.!

I

My hair is grey, but not with years,
Nor grew it white
In a single night, 2 .
As men’s have grown from sudden fears :

3 [“®I will tell you something about ¢ Chillon." A Mr. De Lur,
ninety yqars old, a Swiss, had it read to him, and is pleascd with
it —so my sister writes. He said that he was joith Rousscau at
Chillon, and that the description is gerfectly correct. But this is
not all ; Irecollected something of the name, and find the followmg
¥ ge in ¢ The Confi ’ vol. iii. p. 247,, liv. viii. * De tous
ces amusemens celui qui me plut davantage fu® une promenade
autour du Lac, que je fit en_bateau avec De Luc pére, sa bon, ses
deuax fils, et ma Therdse. Nous mimes sept jours A cette tournée
par le plus beau temps du monde. J’en gardai le vif souvenir des
sites, qui m’avaient ragpé 4 l'autre extrémité du Lac, et dont je
fis la description quelques années aprés, dans La Nouvelle
Héloise.” This De Luc, must be one of the ¢ deux
fils.’ He is in England, infirm, but still in faculty. It is odd that
he should have lived so long, and not wanting in oddness, that hes
should have made this voyage with Jean Jacques, and afterw:
at such an interval, read a poem by an Englishman (who made

recisely the same eirc\unnavigauon)d:gon the same scenery.” —
1. Lettors, April 9. 1817, — Jean Andre de Luc, F. R. S., dled at
‘Windsor, in the July follgwing. He was born in 1726, at Geneya,
was the author of many geolo*ieu works, and corresponded with
most of the learned socleties of Europe.]

2 Ludovico Sforza, and others, — The same is asserted of Marie
Antoinette’s, the wife of Loulsathe Sixteenth, though not in quite
s0 short a period. = Grief is said to have the same : to such,
and not to fear, this change in"Aers was to be attributed.

AS *
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My limnbs 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 fate of those
To whom the goodly earth and air
Are bann’d, and barr'd — forbidden fare ;
But this was for my father’s faith
I suffer’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 found a dwelling place ;
\Ve 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 blood have seal’'d:
Dying as their father died,
For the Géd their foes denigd ; —
Three were in a dungeon cast,
Of whom this wreck is left the last.

¢ II.
There are seven pillars of Gothic mould,
In Chillon’s dungeons deep and old,
There are seven colux:ms, massy and grey,
Dim with a dull imprison’d ray
A sunbeam which hath lost its ‘my,

' (* But with the inward waste of grief.”” - MS.]
* [« Braving rancour — chains — antd rage.” — MS.]
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*
And thsough the crevice and the cleft
Of the thick wall is fallen and left :
, Creeping o'er the floor so damp,
Like a marsh's meteor lamp :
And in cach pillar there is a ring,

And in cach ring there is a chain;
That iron is a cankering thing,

For in these limbs its teeth remain,
‘With marks that will not wear away, <.
Till 1 have done with this new day,
Which now is painful to these eyes,
Which have not seen the sun so rise
For years — I cangot count them o’er;
I lost their long and heavy score,

*When my last brother droop’d and died,
And I lay living by his side.

I1I.

They chain’d us each to a column Stone,

And we were three — yet, each alone ;

We could not move a single pace,

‘We could not sec each other’s face,

But with that pale and livid light

That made us strangers in our sight :

And thus together — yet apart,

Fetter'd in hand, but pined in heart ;

*T was still some solace, in the dearth

Of the pure el'ments of earth,

To hearken to cach other’s speech,

And each turn comforter to each

‘With some new hope, or legend old,

Or song heroicallpbold ;

But even these at length grew gcold.
A6
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L}
Our voices took a dreary tone, .
An ccho of the dungeon stoue,
A grating sound — not full and free
As they of yore were wont to be s
It might be fancy — but to me
They never sounded like our own. !

1V.
I was the cldest of the three,

And to uphold and cheer the rest

I ought to do — and did my best —
And cach did well in his degree.

The youngest, whom my father loved,
Becausc our mother’s brow was given
To him — with cyes as blue as heaven,

For him my soul was sorely moved :
And truly might it be distress'd
To see such bird in such a nest;

For he was*beautiful as day —

(When day was beautiful to me

As to young cagles, being free) —

A polar day, which will not see
A junset till its summer’s gone,

Its slecpless summer of long light,
The snow-clad offspring of the sun:

And thus he was as pure and bright,
And in his natural spirit gay,

With tears for nought but othes’ ills,
And then they flow’d like mountain rills,

-
! [This picture of the first feelings of the three gallant brothers,
when bound apart in this living tomb, and of the gradual decay of
theu cheery fortitude, is full of pity and agony. — Jerrry.])
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’
Unless e could assuage the woe
Which he abhorr’d to view below.

V.
The other was as pure of mind,
But form'd to combat with his kind ;
Strong in his frame, and of a mood
‘Which gainst the world in war had stood,
And perish’d in the foremost rank
With joy : — but not in chains to pine :
His spirit wither'd with their clank,
I saw it silently decline— = -
And so perchance in sooth did mine :
» But yet I forced it on to cheer
Elose relics of a home so dear.
e was a hunter of the hills, .
Had followed there the deer and wolf;
To him this dungeon was a gulf,
And fetter’d feet the worst of ills.®

VI.
Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls:
A thousand feetin depth below
Its massy waters meet and flow ;
Thus much the fathom-line was sent
From Chillon’s snow-white battlement, !
‘Which round about the wave inthrals :

The Chéiteau de Chillon is situated between Clarens and
Villeneuve, which last is at one extremity of the Lake of Geneva.
On its left are the entrances of the Rhone, and o te arc the
heights of Meillerie and the range of Alps above Boveret and St.
Gingo. Near it, on a hill behind, is a torrent: below it, washing
its walls, the lahe has been fathomed to the depth of 800 fect
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e

A double dungeon wall and wave .
Have made — and like a living grave.
Below the surface of the lake
The dark vault lies wherein we lay,
‘We heard it ripple night and day ;

Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d ;
And I have felt the winter’s spray
Wash through the bars when winds were high
And wanton in the happy sky ;

And then the very rock hath rock’d,

And I have felt it shake, unshock’d,
Because 1 could have smiled to see
The death that would have set me free.

French measure : within it are a range of dungeons, in whick the
early reformers, and subseciuently prisoners of state, were confined.
Across one of the vaults is a beam black with age, on wh'ch we
were informed that sthe condemned were formerly executed. In
the cells are seven pillars, o, rather, eight, one being half merged
in the wall ;: in some of these are rings for the fetters and the
fettered . in the payument the steps of Bonnivard have left their
traces. Ile was confined here several years. 1t is by this castle
that Rousseau has fixed the catastrophe of his Héloswse, in the
rescue of one of her children by Julic from the water ; the shock
of which, and the illness produced by the immersion, is the cause
of her death. The chéteau is larze, and seen _along the lake for a

at distance. The walla are white. —[* The early histor;v of
this castlb,’® says Mr. Tennant, who went over it in 9821, “1s, I
believe, involved in doubt. By some historians it is said to be
built in the year 1120, and according to others, in the year 1236 :
but by whom it was built seems not to be known. 1t is said, how-
ever, in history, that Charles the Fifth, Duke of Savoy, stormed
and took it in 1536 ; that he therc found great hidden treasures, and
many wretched belnﬁl pining away their lives in these frightful
dungeons, amongst whom was the good Bownivard. On the pillar
to which this unfortunate man is said to have been chained, 1
o%served, cut out of the stone, the name of one whose beautiful
yoem has done much to heighten the interest of this dreary spot,
and will, perhaps, do more towards cescuing from oblivion the
names of * Chillon* and ¢ Bonnivard,’ than the cruel sufferings
wl‘:li;:h' %hnt injured man endured within its damp and gloomy
walls, .
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. V1L

I said my nearer brother pined,

I said his mighty heart declined,

I1e loathed and put away his foud;

It was not that *t was 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 changed for water from the moat,
Our bread was such as captive's tears
Have moistened many a thousand years,
Since man first pent his fellow men .
Like brutes withih an iron den ;

But what were these to us or him?
These wasted not his heart or limb ; .
My brother's soul was of that moyld
Which in a palace had grown cold,

Had his free breathing been denied

The range of the stcep mountain® side ;
But why delay the truth ? — he died.!

1 saw, and could not hold his head,

Nor reach his dying hand — nor dead, —
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain, ,
To rend and gnash 2 my bonds in twain.
He died — and they unlock’d his chain,
And scoop'd for him a shallow grave

Even from the cold carth of our cave.

I begg’d them, as a boon, to lay

His corse in dust whereon the day

1 [% But why withhold the blow $—he died.” — Ms.]
2 [% To break or bitg.”’ — MS.]
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Might shine — it was a foolish thought.
But then within my brain it wrought,
That even in death his freeborn breast

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 tarfless earth above

The being we so much did love ;

His empty chain above it leant,

Such murder’s fitting monument !

. > VIII.

But he, the favourite and the flower,
Most cherish’d since his natal hour,
His mother’s image in fair face,

The infant lqve of all his race,

His martyr’'d father’s dearest thought,
My latest carg, for whom I sought
To hoard my life, that his might be
Less wretched now, and one day free
He, tvo, 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 shape, in any mood : —

I’ve seen it rushing forth in blood.

T *ve seen it on the breaking ocean
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion,
I °ve seen thesick ind ghastly bed

Of Sin delirious with its dread :
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But these were horror$ — this was woe
Unmixd 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 rainbow’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 uptimely lot,—
A little talk of better days,

» A little hope my own to raise,
For I was sunk in silence — lost
1h this last loss, of all the most ; «
And then the sighs he would suppress
Of fainting nature’s feeblencss, o
More slowly drawn, grew less and less:

I listen’d, but I could not hear —
I call’d, for 1 was wild with fear;
1 knew 't was hopeless, but my dread
‘Would not be thus admonished ; .
I call’d, and thought I heard a sound —
I burst my chain with one strong bound,
And rush'd to him: — I found him not,
I only stirr’d in this black spot,
I only lived —J only drew
The accursed breath of dungeon-dew ;
The last — the sole—the deagest link
Between me and the cternal brink,
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Which bound me to nty failing race,
Was broken in this fatal place.? .
One on the earth, and one beneath —
My brothers — both had ceased to breathe :
1 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, when we know
That what we love shall ne’er be so.

I know not why

I could not die,
I had no earthly hope—but faith,
And that forbade a selfish dleath.

IX.

What next befell me then and there
I know not well —I never knew—
First came.the loss of light, and air,
And theén of darkness too :
I had no thought, 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 night— it was not day,
It was not even the dungeon-light,
So hateful to my heavy sight,
But vacancy absorbing space, ,
* And fixedness—without a place;

! [The gentle decay and dual extinction of the
18 the most tender and beautiful passage in the poem. —JeFraey. ]

t life
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There were no stars~Lno carth——no time —

No check —no change — no good = no erime —
But silence, and a stirless breath

Which neither 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 came again,

The swectest song car ever heard,
And mine was thmkful till my eyes ’
Ran over with the glad surprise,

And they that moment could not see

{ was the mate of misery ;

But then by dull degrees came batk

My senses to their wonted track,

I saw the dungeon walls and floos,

Close slowly round me as before,

I saw the glimmer of the sun

Creeping as it before had done,

But through the crevice where it came

That bird was perch’d, as fond and tzme,
And tamer than upon the tree;

A lovely bird, with azure wings,

And song that said a thousand things,

And seem’d to say them all for me !
I never saw ita like before,

I ne’er shall see its likeness more:
It seem'd like me to want a wate,
But was not half s» desolate,
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And it was come to lové me when
None lived to love me so again,
And cheering from my dungeon’s brink,
Had brought me back to feel and think.
I know not if it late were free,
Or broke its cage to perch on mine,
But knowing well captivity,
Sweet bird! 1 could not wish for thine!
Or if it were, in winged guise,
A visitant from Paradise;
For — Heaven forgive that thought! the while
Which made me both to weep and smile;
I sornetimes deem’d that it might be
My brother’s soul come down to me;
But then at last away it flew,
And then ’t was mortal— well I knew,
For he would never thus have flown, .
And left mc*twice so doubly lone, —
Lone — as the corse within its shroud,
Lone — as # solitary cloud,
A single cloud on a sunny day,
While all the rest of heaven is clear,
A frown upon the atmosphere,
That hath no business to appear
When"skies are blue, and earth is gay.

XIL
A kind of change came in my fate,
My keepers grew compassionate ;
I know not what had made them so,
They were inured to sights of woe,
But so it was : — my brokes chain
‘With links unfasten'd did remain,
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And it was liberty to Stride

Along ‘my cell from side to side,
And up and down, and then athwart,
And tread it over every part ;

And round the pillars one by one,
Returning where my walk begun,
Avoiding only, as I trod,

My brothers’ graves without a sod ;
For if I thought with heedless tread
My step prof.med their lowly bed,
My breath came gaspingly and thick,
And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick.

XII.

I made a footing in the wall,
» It was not therefrom to escape,
For 1 had buried one and all, *

‘Who loved me in a2 human shape ;
And the whole earth would henc#'orth be
A wider prison unto me :
No child —no sire — no kin had I,
No partner in my misery ;
I thought of tlis, and I was glad,
For thought of them had made me mad; °*
But I was curious to ascend
To my barr’d windows, and to bend
Once more, upon the mountains high,
The quiet of a loving eye.

XIII.

I saw them — and®they were the same,
They were not changed like me in frame;

21
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I saw their thousand yéars of snow
On high — their wide long lake below,!
And the blue Rhone in fullest flow ;
I heard the torrents leap and gush
O'er channell’d rock and broken bush;
I saw the white-wall’d distant town,
And whiter sails go skimming down
And then there was a little isle,2
Which in my very face did smile,
The only one in view ;
A small green isle, it scem’d no more,
Scarce broader than my dungcon floor,
But<n it there were three tall trees,
Aud o’er it blew the mountsin breeze,
And by it there were waters flowing,
And on it there were young flowers growing, '
Of gentle breath and hue. .
The fish swdin by the castle wall,
And they seem’d joyous each and all ;
The eagle r¢tle the rising blast,
Methought Re never flew so fast
As then to me he seemd to fly,
Aud then new tears came in my eye,
And I felt troubled — and would fain
T Ifad ndt left my recent chain ;
And when I did descend again,
The darkness of my dim abode
Fell on me as a hea-y load ;

) [“ I saw them with their lake below,

‘And their three thousand year’ of snow.” — MS.]

2 Between the entrances of the Rhone and Villeneuve, not far
from Chillon, is a very small island ; the only one 1 could perceive,
in my voyage round and over the lake within its circumference.
1t contains a few trees (Ithink not above three), and from its single~
ness and diminutive size has a peculiar 4 ffect upon the view.
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It was asisa new-dug'grave,
Closing®o’er one we sought to save, —
And yet my glance, too much opprest,
Had almost nced of such a rest.

XIV.

It might be months, or years, or days,
I kept no count — I took no note,
I had no hope my eyes to raise,
And clear them of their dreary mote ;
At last men came to set me free,
I ask’d not why, and reck’d not wherc, .
It was at length the same to me,
Fetter'd or fetterless to be,
* I learn’d to love despair.
And thus when they appear'd at last,
And all my bonds aside were cast,»
These heavy walls to me had grown
A hermitage — and all my own! ’J
And half I felt as they were come.
¥To tear me from a second home:
‘With spiders I had friendship made,
And watch’d them in their sullen trade,
Had seen the mice by moorlight play, e
And why should I feel less than they ?
‘We were all inmates of one place,
And I, the monarch of each race,
Had power to kill — yet, strange to tell ! !
In quiet we hagd learn’d to dwell —!

[Here follom in MS.—
“t Nor slew I of my subjects ene —

‘What soverelgli { ;‘::‘;;;nl‘il%",lf }hlﬁl done P’]
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My very chains and I 'grew friends,
So much a long communion tends ¢
To make us what weare: — even T
Regain’d my freedom with a sigh.1

1 [Tt has not been the purpose of Lord B{ron to paint the
peculiar character of Bounivard. The olject of the poem, llke.that
of Sterne’s celebrated sketch of the prisoner, is to consider captivity
in the abstract, and to mark its effects in grnduall{ chilling the
mental powers as it benumbs and freezes the animal frame, until
the unfortunate victim becomes, as it were, a part of his dungeon,
and identified with his chains. T'his transmutation we believe to
be founded on fact - at least, in the Low Countries, where solitude
for life is substituted for capital punishments, something hke 1t
may be witnessed, On particular days in the course of the year,
these vict.ms of a jurisprudence which calls itsclt humane, are
presented to fne publhic cye, upon o stage erected in the open
market-place, apparently to prevent tfncir guilt and their pumsh-
ment from being forgotten. It is scarcely possible to witness a
sight more degrading to humanity than this exhibition : — with
matted';-air, wiid looks and haggard featurcs, with eyes dazzled by
the unwonted light of the sun, and ears deatened and astow 1ded by
the sudden exchanle of the silence of a dungeon for the ‘busy hum
of men, the wretches sit more like rude images fashioned to a
fantastic imitai on_of humanity, than like living and reflecting
heings. In the Yvfarse of time we are assured they generally
become cither mac-nen or idiots, as mind or matter happens to
predominate, when the mysterious balance between thgm is
destroyed It will readily be allowed that this ningulmoem is
more powerful than pleasing. The dungeon of Bonnivard is, like
that of Ugolino, a subject too dismal for even the power of the
pamtm;s. poet to counteract its hOrrors. It is the more le
as aflording human hope n1 anchor to rest upon, and dvscribing
the sufferer, thongh a man of talents and virtues, as altogether
inert and powerless under his accumulated sufferings ; yet, as a
]ﬁ‘c’turc, however gloomy the colouring, it may rival any which

rd Byrop has drawn; ror is it possible to 1ead it without a
sinking of the heart, corresponding with that which he de.cribes
the victim to have suffered. — Sin WALTER ScoTT.]

THE END,

LONDON:,,
Prin.ed by A. SrorTiswoont,
New-Street-Square.


















