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XXXIIL,
Tittle knew she that seeming marble heart,
Now mask'd in silence or witheld by pride,
Was not unskilful in the spoiler’s art,
And spread its enares licentious far and wide;
Nor from the base pursuit had turn’d aside,
As long as aught was worthy to pursue:
But Harold on such arts no more relied ;
‘And had he doted on those eyes so blue,
Yot never would he join the lover’s whining orew.

XXXV,
Not mueh he kens, T ween, of woman's breast,
Who thinks that wanton thing is won by sighs ;
What careth she for hearts when once possess'd?
Do proper homage to thine idol’s eyes ;
But not too humbly, or she will despise
Thee and thy suit, though told in moving tropes ;
Disguise ev'n tenderness, if thou art wise ;
Brisk Confidence still best with woman copes ;
Pique her and soothe in turn, soon Passion erowns thy hopes.

XXXV,
Mis an old lesson ; Time approves it true,
And those who know it best, deplore it most;
When all is won that all desire to woo,
The paltry prize is hardly worth the cost :
Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour lost,
These are thy fruits, successful Passion! these!
1f, kindly cruel, early Hope i8 crost,
&till to the last it rankles, a disease,
Not to be eured when Love itself forgets to please,
XXXVL
Away ! nor let me loiter in my song,
For we have many a mountain-path to tread,
And many  varied shore to sail along,
By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led-~
Climes, fair withal as ever mortal head
Tmagined in its little schemes of thought ;
Or e'er in new Utopias were ared,
To teach man what he might be, or he ought,
1§ that corrupted thing could ever such be tuught.

XXXVIL
Dear Nature is the kindest mother still,
Though alway changing, in her aspect mild ;
From her bare bosom let me take my fill,
Her never-wean’d, though ot her favour'd child.
Oh ! she is fairest in her features wild,
Where nothing polish’d dares pollute her path*
Mo me by day or night she ever smiled,
Though I have mark’d her when none other hath,
And sought her more and more, and loved her best in wrath
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XXXVIIL
Land of Albania! where Iskander rose,
Theme of the young, and beacon of the wise,
And he his namesake, whose oft-bafiied foes
Shrunk from his deeds of chivalrous emprize
Land of Albania! let me bend mine eyes
On thee, thou rugged nurse of savage men!
The eross deseends, thy minarets arise,
And the pale creseent sparkles in the glen,
Through many a cypress grove within each eity’s kon

XXXIX.
Childe Harold sail'd, and pass'd the barren spot®
Where sad Penelope o’erlook’d the wave ;
’And onward view'd the mount, not yet forgot,
The lcn:er’s refuge, and the Lesbian’s grave.
Dark Sappho! could not verse immortal save
That breast imbued with such immortal fire ¢
Could she not live who life eternal gave ?
'If life eternal may await the lyre,
That only Heaven to which Earth’s children may. aspire,

XL,
"T'was on a Grecian autumn’s gentle eve
Childe Harold hail'd Leuea.dia%s onpe afar ;
A spot he long'd to see, nor cared to leave :
Oft Sild he mark the scenes of vanish'd war,
Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar ;
Mark then unmoved, for he would not delight
(Born beneath some remote inglorious star)
In themes of bloody fray, or gallant fight,
But loathed the bravo’s trade, and laugh'd at martial wight

XIL,

But when he saw the evening star above

Tieueadia’s far-projecting rock of woe :

And hail’d the last resort of fruitless love,

He felt, or deem’d he felt, no common glow:

And as the stately vessel glided slow

Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount,

He watch’d the billows” melancholy flow, ]

And, sunk albeit in thought as he was wont,

More placid seem’d his eye, and smooth his pallid front.

XLIL
Morn dawns ; and with it stern Albania’s hills.
Dark Suli’s rocks, and Pindus’ inland peak,
Rc‘b.ef]J half in mist, bedew’d with snowy rills,
Array'd in many a dun and purple streak,
Arise ; and, as the clouds along them break,
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isclose the dwelling of the mountaineer
%I-Iere reams the wolf, thai1 eu_elgslo whets :;)ap L}::k.

i ts of prey, and wilder men
I;;gs'ggili‘:r?éyg Etsgu)ls around convulse the closing year.

XLIIL.

i h alone

Now Harold felt himself at lengt 4
And bade to Christian tongues a long adieu;
Now he adventured on & shore unknown, ;
Which all admire, but many dread to view ; y
His breast was arm’d ’gainst fate, his wants w.ere ew}
Peril he sought not, but ne’er ghrank to meet 3
The scene was savage, but tht; scenel was 1‘1tew :

i de the ceaseless toil of travel sweet, e
%2& %J:ck keen winter's blast, and welcomed summer shea’

XLIV.

red eross, for still the cross i8 Ihere,
ITIi?E?lgﬁesadly seoff'd at by th? czr('mmcls:i;l,1 ”
Forgets that pride to pamper’d priesthood dear;
Churchman and votary alike despised,
Foul Superstition ! howsoe'er disguised, :
1dol, saint, virgin, prophet, erescent, cross,
For whatsoever aymbnlbthtou ar:.‘ a{ir]i:e;l',

otal gain, but gene s !

?‘&"\E?;] i;;?)iner&-ue w%rship’a g%ld can separate thy dross?

XLV,
ia’s gulf behold, where once was lost

inév}g];?g for %\'numn, lovely, ]‘mruﬂess thing !
In yonder rippling bay, their naval host B
Did many & Roman chief and Asian king \
Tyo doubtful conflict, certain s}aughte? bng.g :
Liook where the second CK‘B&I‘!S trophies _rfge 1; .
Now, like the h;l-nd(; ﬂ‘:;;t rezir %ﬂ:x‘%:} ering ;

i rchs, doubling hu Fod
f}ut;%e;'l&la:ﬁy globe orda.igl:x'd for such to win and losef

XLVI.

From the dark barriers of that rugged clime,
Ev'n to the centre of Hlyria's vales, =
Childe Harold pass'd o’er many & mount sub ime,
Through lands scarce noticed in historic tales ;
Yet in famed Attiea such ln_vcly dales ;
Are rarely seen ; nor can fair Tempe boas g
A charm they know not; loved Pa.rnnasus fi;l g,
h classio ground and consegrated mOsE,
%Eﬁ%%ei zzsmegspnts {hat lurk within this lowering coast.

had

# 1t is said, that, on the day prévious fo the battle of Actium, Antony
kings at his levee,—B, ’ o e R
m;r;'af::;pc{"gwhom ruins are most-extensive, iyal some . 1121. s

{ppodrome:survives in a tew fra ¥
;rhere“tl};:;: }:}f g&:ﬁiﬁg%ﬁ;ﬁ:ﬂu of which are olneﬂy interstices of mortar
arge

s large as the bricks themselves, and equally durable.— B:
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XLVIL
He passd bleak Pindus, Acherusia’s lake, #
And left the primal eity of the Jand,
And onwards did his further journey take
To greet Albania’s chief, T whose dread command
Is lawless law ; for with a bloody hand
He sways a nation, turbulent and bold :
Yet here and there some daring mountain-band
Disdain his power, and from their rocky hold
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless to gold. 1

XLYVIIL
Monastio Zitza !§ from thy shady brow,
Thou small, but favour’d spot of holy ground !
Where'er we gaze, around, above, below,
What rainbow tints, what magic charms are found
Rock, river, forest, mountain, all abound,
And bluest skies that harmonize the whole :
Beneath, the distant torrent’s rushing sound
Tells where the volumed cataract doth roll
Between those hanging rocks, that shook yet please the soul
XLIX.
Amidst the grove that crowns yon tufted hill,
Whieh, were it not for many a mountain nigh
Rising in lofty ranks, and loftier still,
Might well itself be deem’d of dignity,
The convent’s white walls glisten fair on high:
Here dwells the ealoyer, || nor rude is he,
Nor niggard of his cheer; the passer by
Is weleome still ; nor heedless will he flee
From henge, if he delight kind Nature’s sheen to see,

L.
Here in the sultriest season lot him rest,
Fresh is the green beneath those aged trees;
Here winds of gentlest wing will fan his breast,
From heaven itself he may inhale the breeze :
The plain isfar beneath—ol ! lot him seize
Pure pleasure while he can ; the scorching ray
Here pierocth not, impregnate with disease :
Then let his length the loitering pilgrim lay,
And gage, untired, the morn, the noon, the eve, AWAY.

:3 According to Pougueville, the lake of Yanina: but Pouqueville is always oat

T The celebrated Ali Pacha. Of this extraordinary man there is an Incorres{
account in Pouqueville's Travela—3,

3 Five thousand Suliotes, among the rocks and in the castle of Suli, withstood
thirty thousand Albanians for eighteen years; the castle at last was taken by
bribery. In this contest there were several acts performed not unworthy of tha
vetier days of Greeco,—B,

§ The convent and villagp of Zitza are fours hours! journey from - Joannina or
Yanina, the-capital of the Fashalick, In the valley the river Kalamas (once the
Acheron) flows, and, not far from Zltza, forms & fine cataract. The situationis per-
haps the finestin Greece, though the approach to Delvinachi and parts of Acarnania
and Etolla may contest tho palm. flelyhi. Parnassug, and, in Attica, even Ca
Colonna and Fort Raphti, are very inferior; a4 als0 every scene in lonia, or the
Troad: I am almost inclined to add the approach to Constantinople but, from the
Biflerent fentures of the last, & eorparison can hardly be jaade,—8R

I' The Greek monks are so ¢alled.— 5
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LI.

Dusky and huge, enlarging on the sight,

Nature’s yoleanic am phitheatre, *

Chimeera’s alps extend from left to right :

Beneath, o living valley seems to stir;

Flocks play, trees Wave, streams flow, the mountain-fr
Nodding above ; behold black Acheron!{

Once consecrated to the sepulchre.

Pluto’! if this be hell T look upon,

Olose shamed Elysium’s gates, my shade shall seek for none

LIL

No city's towers poliute the lovely view;

Unseen is Yaning, though not rernote,

Veil’d by the sereen of hills : here men are few,
Seanty the hamlet, rare the lonely cot;

But, peering down cach precipice, the goab

Browseth ; and, pensive o’er his seatter’d flock,

Mhe little shepherd in his white capotel

Doth lean his boyish form along the roek,

Or in his cave awaits the tempest’s short-lived shoek.

LIIL

Oh ! where, Dodona ! is thine aged grove,
Prophetic fount, and oracle divined
What valley echoed the response of Jove?
What trace remaineth of the Thunderer’s shrine?
All, all forgotten—and shall man repine
Mhat his frail bonds to flecting life are broke ¢
Cloase, fool 1 the fate of gods may well be thine:
Wouldst thou survive the marblé or the onk ¢
When nations, tongues, and worlds must sink heneath the
gtroke !
LIV.
Epirus’ bounds recede, and mountains fail ;
Tired of up-gazing still, the wearied eye
Reposes gladly on as smooth & vale
As ever Spring yelad in grassy die:
Ev'n on & plain no humble beauties le,
Where soms hold river breaks the long expanse,
And woods along the banks are waving high,
Whose shadows in the glasey waters danoce,
Or with the moonbeam sleep in midnight’s solemn trance.

LY.
e sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit,§
And Laos wide and fierce came rolling byl

* The Chimariotmountains appear to have been voleanie,—B.

Row called Kalaman—i

1, ‘Albsnese cloak—B,

‘Anciently Mount Tomarus.—B.

The river Laos was full st the time itha suthor passed 1t and, immediateiy
above Tepaleen, Was L0 {ha eye aa wide as the Thames at Westminster 3 £t loast in
the opinion of the author and his tollow-traveller, In the suminer it muost be muéh
narrower. It certainly is the fineat river in'the Leyant} neither Achatons, Al
pheus, Acheron, Seamander, no¥ Cayster, nppmn&had tin breadth or boauty.—~B

CANTO 11
s CHIL
DE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

Th I

e ;eihggfvi oghwonted night were gathering yet

Childe Harold :sft":ve ei}';kl;nnkst o v s é,ye !

e A meteors in the sk
g minarets i

Whase walls ﬂ’er]mﬁeigéo:'gepalen,*

A ; i i
He heard the busy hum of wa:iio’r-an?gndmmng st

S L
imng the breeze that S!gh d '\.l()llg the lengbhenmg g]
well en

3 ! LVL
5 g dpisi]d the sacred Haram’s silent towe
A Qdeg'ﬁleat-h the wide o’erarching gat];
Whergall uiucflv;glli)ng (l)f.th?s chief of?power
e roclaim’d his high estate

mi on pomp the des :
é‘{:;ﬁ b;:sgu;;f;par?;@on shook the}:) zi)iﬁe’

laves, , soldiers, guests 7 i
:};It‘l;m, a palace, and w-ib%léut, ;ai.‘::gts?antons AL

men of every clime appear to male resort,

Richl e
y ¢aparison’d, a read
Of armed horse, and e
Of se, and many & warli
kggéeed the wide-extending cour];. ﬁio?f T
e Qf" ts_:g'ange groups adorn’d the corrif,iom :
il {lmes t‘n‘raugh the area’s echoing doo
i Turi -:;p[éd Tartar spurr’d his steed gﬂl‘,
Lo ¢ Greek, the Albanian, and th g e
e ];;gded in their many-hued a,,rray 2 Mo
eep war-drum’s sound announced the closze of da
SLday

s gt : LVIIL
VVi‘tahw;h Alb?,nmn kirtled to hig knee
i glll;gbi:gigza% and ornamented gun,
0 r’d garm al :
%ge %msqn-sparfed mfe{n ofellwlit:c,::gér f:o i
Am?l c::gil; ;ﬂt}hlhi\i cap of terror onn i
¢ glaive ; the livel g :
%ﬁfhﬁﬁﬂﬁ y 'il‘\lulgia”s muti!acteyé igrlx) i'lle i
ed Turk, that r ign
- " arely d
aster of all around, too potéynt igg;: Exzeisi(eak'
3

Are mix'd conspi e
lix'd conspicuous :
%c}zlanmn g the motley sce:QTlfa;e
Anfire gome grave Moslem to de
e snhme that smoke, and som
Hal? thg Albanian proudly tre
~Whispering there the Greek is heard to prate;

Hark! from the nigh mn sound,
. S mosgue th g y )

The Muezzin’s call doth S]:E‘:kﬁ‘ t}ltﬁt msi(fg:'et i
3

" Th i
ere 18 no god but God '—to prayer—lo! God i
. 18 groat ,

Tepalen, or T 1 0! 1i Pacha; Vizier of Joannina
. epaleen, the resldence of All Pael i ier of JTow

cline in groups,
varies round ;

votion stoops,

¢ that play, are found ;
ads the ground ;
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LX.

Just at this season Ramazani's fast

Through the long day itz penance did maintaln .
But when the lingering twilight hour was past,
Revel and feast assumed the rule again :

Now all was bustle, and the menial train
Prepared and spread the plenteous board within ;
The vacant gallery now seem’d made in vain,
But from the chambers came the mingling din,
As page and slave anon were passing out and in,

LXI.

Here woman’s voice is never heard: apart,

And gcarce permitted, guarded, veil'd, to movs,

She yields to one her person and her heart,

Tamed to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove :

For, not unhappy in her master’s love,

And joyful in a mother’s gentlest cares,

Blest cares! all other feelings far above !

Herself mors sweetly rears the babe she bears,

Who never quits the breast, no meaner passion shares
LXIL,

In marble-paved pavilion, where a spring

Of living water from the centre rose,

Whose bubbling did a genial freshness fling,

And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose,

ALl reclin’d, a man of war and woes :

Yet in his lincaments ye cannot trace,

While Gentleness her milder radiance throws

Along that aged venerable face,

The deeds that lurk beneath, and stain him with disgrace

LXIIT.

It is not that yon hoary lengthening beard

Tll suits the passions which belong to youth:

Love conquers age—so Hafiz® hath averr'd,

So sings the Teian,} and he sings in sooth—

But erimes that seorn the tender voice of ruth,

Beseeming all men ill, but most the man

In years, have mark'd him with a tiger's tooth :

Blood follows blood, and, through their mortal span,

In bloodier acts conelude those who with blood began,
LXIV.

'Mid many things most new to ear and eye

The pilgrim rested here his weary feet,

And gazed around on Moslem luxury,

Till quickly wearied with that spacious seat

Of Wealth and Wantonness, the choice retreat

Of sated Grandeur from the city's noise :

And were it humbler it in sooth were sweet ;

But Peace abhorreth artificial joys,

And Pleasure, leagued with Pomp, the zest of both destrays

FIAfLs the Paralan pos t Ausoreon, 2 native of Teos, in Jazin

CANTO 11,
1 CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

5 LYV,
‘Le;-(:{: :txre A!anla’s chii(]ren, yet thay lack
2 riues, were those virtues mora mature,
ol ere is the foe that ever saw their back ? i
. 10 can 50 well the toil of war endure §
Tlhen- nu!.u"t: fastnesses not more securp
‘I‘hlzinr r;reﬁ;nhdnuglful time of froublous nead :
rath how deadly ! but their fri ip.
nelr wrath dly ! 1ends
?;h-i’n (vrmu.udlc or Valour bids them hleedmp i
nshaken rushing on where’er their chief n‘:asy load

LXVI,
Childe Harold saw them in their ehioftain’
‘l'hmnging to'war in F[»ien'!m?r ;rnfih.-l:f:};;:-‘.g: Pt
ﬁti)]:lma;}er \.'u_’\v‘d thet'n,Awhen, within tlleil:f)ower
That sadioing o e e o oo
B 1 when bad me i :
{31;:. these did 5he_lwr bim beneath tl-‘h:]i(:'u;ﬁzfpmss 3
en less barbarians would have eheer'q hi:;: I
i&nd fellow-sountrymen have stood aloof®— o
1 aught that tries the hoart how fow withstand the proof !

LXVIIL.
It ehanced that adverse wi re hi
Full on tha coast of Suli’s ?l?;;gt;cihd;fe‘e e
\}’hen all around was desolate and dark s
To land was perilous, to sojourn mores
]’gei for awhile the mariners forbare,
1hicus to trust where treachery m'i 4 t
#!t; length they ventured forth, fhouiﬁ?tlfiliktm 8
1t those who loathe alike the Frank and T gl;ore
Might onoe again renew their ancient l,\utcher!-l\\r'ork

LXVIII,
Vain fear ! the Suliotes streteh’d the wel
5 & o0
%E(i?:]{dte}:-e:g ::;E; (;'!l::;(.sdﬂ]lld p;wtrnhe d:mgerou;n :w]rigr;‘,,
. 1d siaves, thong 8
And [nlgd the hearth, and wrun-r‘nzien#t;,:x-giigg’
And £ll'd the bowl, and trimm’d the eheerful Jr
4nd spread their fare ; though Lumel_;' all they had;
Buch conduct bears Philanthropy’s rave stam e
T'o rest the weary and to sooth the sad il
Doth lesson happier men, and shames at least the had

LXTX.

%}leame to pass, that when he did address

imself to quit at length this mountain-land
(\’"“3"""3‘1 iln:fu'awi-;-rs half-way barr'd egress'
And wasted far and near with glaive and bra

_ i 4 5 and b $
r}‘\nd therefore did he take a trusty !;auui a2
nD travers]e! Acarnania’s forest wide,
war well season'd, and with labours Y

1 ; ) ¥t
Till he did greet white Achelons’ tide, -
And from his further bank Ztolia’s wolds espied

damp,
lamp,

Alluding to the wrockors Cornwall—pg, an
v 4
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LXX.

Where lone Utraikey forms its circling‘tcove,
And weary waves retire to glonnz at}:l'ieﬁ'; oy
How brown the fc_;lilafe'uf 1[1]1; féﬁler?buy‘a bma“:

Jodding at midnight o'er the Ci g
izd\vings come “ghllth};iiporing[ fr»n:r::g ‘“_'?nt,

issi ing, the blue deep’s s -

Kissing, not rufiling, the e Cacps s

re Harold was received a

Egr did he pass unmoved the ge.u_lle fccnfc. IS
For many a joy could he from Night's soft pre

LXXI.

On the smooth shore the nighg-ﬁre?* brlightély‘r-bl‘azed,
The feast was done, the red wine cn’clm{; ast,
And he that unawares ‘had1 L‘i(l]t‘ljf ;.-g&n‘f;huﬂt.

ith gaping wonderment had stare ghast;
?(::hu;ge‘fziwﬁn's midmost, stillest hour was pagt,
The nali\'(f revels of the troop beg:m, 2
Each Palikar T his sabre from him cast, i
J&u& bounding hand in hand, man link’d :io ;\n. kirlled ke
Yelling their uncouth dirge, long daunced the

g-1

LXXII.

'hi arold at & little distance stood,
El-\l:}]dficl-k‘nl, but not di_.\‘]w]mscd. t_h‘o rug&;h:le,
Nor hated harmless mirth, however rude :

In sooth, it was no vulgar sight t;m.se‘et ey

Their barbarous, yet their not uu‘c,’c‘.lrn{ '[:m'('.

And, as the flames along their f:tm;sl;i 'e._‘r {r-:e

Their gestures nimble, dark eyes “v"a}dl'il:;n"‘lf;q;“ld

The long wild locks that to their ;,1Ar“_1.‘ 8 };u]fg::mnm:
While thus in concert they this lay halfsang,

i p I far
Pampovrar ! Tambourgi! thy 1.:.:-:1111143“‘”.
Gives hope to the valiant, and promize 8 "
All the sons of the mountains arise m' he note,
Chimariot, [llyrian, and dark Suliote!§

Oh! who is more brave than a dark S\“]-‘f):ﬁ'a

In his snowy camese and his Fh:,}‘gg‘v,(:ili}l {; i
To the wolfe and the vulture he leay e ]-Lfr(-m A + 1
And decends to the plain like the stream ir0

Shall the sons of Chimari, who nu\'o]r_ fur{giru
: rie i ey live
The fault of a friend, bid an enem
Let those guns so unerring such \\»ngeance?ﬁ)rego?
What mark is so fair as the breast of a foet

§ i few o
* The Albanian Mussulmans do not abstaln from wine, and, indeed very
y
e om TImAixogr, o
‘h: ‘:“nlill"l.u shortened when addressed to & single P[:;T:“ :b.,, u;f.:n
neral HBH‘IO for & soldler amongst the Greeks and Albane poak
ft‘mennz, properly, & lad =2, Rt
e (fferant Albanese songs, a8 13 .
se slansas aré partly taken frum differa B wea Tinfiaz =B
nti T‘!‘;nm“;e them out by the exposition of the Albanese in B
0 10 ™ g

OANTO IL.] CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

Macedonia zends forth her invineibla race ;

For a time they abandon the cave and the chasa
But those searfs blood-red shall be redder, before
The sabre is sheathed and the battle is o'er.

Then the pirates of Parga that dwell by the waves,
And teach the pale Franks what it is to be slaves,
Shall leave on the beach the long galley and oar,
And track to his covert the captive on shore,

I ask not the pleasures that riche
My sabre shall win what the feeble must buy ;
Shall win the young bride with her long flowing hair,
And many a maid from her mother shall tear,

s supply,

Ilove the fair face of the maid in her youth,

Her caresses shall lull me, her music shall soothe :
Let her bring from the chamber her many-toned lyre,
And sing us a song on the fall of her sire.

Remember the moment when Previso fell »

The shrieks of the conquer'd, the conquerors’ yell ;
The roofs that we fired, and the plunder we shiared,
The wealthy we slaughter'd, the lovely we spared.

I talk not of merey, I talk not of fear;

He neither must know who would serve the Vizier :
Since the days of our prophet the Creseent ne'er saw
A chief ever glorious like Ali Pashaw,

Dark Muchtar his son to the Danube is sped,

Let the yellow-hair'd} Ginours} view his horse-tail§ with
dread ;

When his Delhis|| come

How few shall escape fr

dashing in blood o'er the banks,
om the Museovite ranks !

Selictar 1** unsheathe then our chief’s seimitar:
Tambonrgi ! thy ‘larum gives promise of war,
Ye mountains, that sce us descend to the shore,
Shall view us as viotors, or view us no more !

LXXIIIL.

Fair Grosce ! sad relic of departed worth !

Immortal, though no more ; though fallen, groat !

Who now shall lead thy seatter'd children forth,

And long accustom’d bundage uncreato?

Not such thy sons who whilome did await,

The hopeless warriors of a willing doom,

In bleak Thermopyla’s sepulchral strait—

Oh! who that galiant spirit shall resume,

Leap from Eurotas’ banks, and call thee trom vhe tomb ¢

* It was taken by storm from the French &,
1 Yollow is the epithet given to the Russians.—B5.

Infldel.—R, § The inaignia of a Pasha—p
Horsemon, answering (0 our foriom, hopa—8, *% Sword-bearer,—B
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LXXIV, -
eedom ! when on [’hyle’s'bm:in
Thou sat’st with qq}msl):,?iliu;li;lt;::; i\'rmcﬂ .

forbode thi lam i hn
Cqu‘idﬁ:h?eelijl beauties of thine L\tl;l(? _1ilia.1ui
D‘lm-‘;pm;’ gyrants now eniorce Lhelcl‘ ;L]l] :
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But ere his sackeloth garb Repentance wear,
Bome days of joyaunce are doereed to all,
To take of pleasaunce each his secret share,
In motley robe to dance at masking ball,
And join the mimic train of merry Carnival,

LXXIX.
And whose more rife with merriment than thine,
Oh Stamboul ! onee the empress of their Teign f
Though tarbans now pollute Sophin’sshrine,
And Greeee her very altars eyes in vain:
(Alas! her woes will still pervade my strain !)
Gay were her minstrels onca, for free her throng,
All felt the common joy they now must feign,
Nor oft I've seen such gight, nor heard such song,
As woo'd the eye, and thrill'd the Bospherus along,

LXXX,
Loud was the lightsome tumult on the shore,
Oft music changed, but never ceased her tone,
And timely echoed back the measured oar,
And rippling waters made a pleasant moan :
The Queen of tides on high, consenting shone,
And when a transient breeze swept o'er the waye,
"I'was, as if darting from her heavenly throne,
A brighter glance her form refiected gave,
Till sparkling billows seem’d to light the banks they lave

LXXXT.
Glanced many a light caique along the foam,
Danced on the shore the daughters of the land,
No thought had man or maid of rest or home,
While many a languid eye and thrilling hand
Exchanged the look few bosoms may withstand,
Or gently prest, return’d the pressure still ;
Oh Love! young Love ! hound in thy rosy band,
Liet sage or eynic prattle as he will,
These hours, and only thege, redeem Life's years of il

LXXXII,

But, midst the throng in merry masquerade,

Lurk their no hearts that throb with seeret pain,
Even through the elosest searment half betray’d f
To such the gentle murmurs of the main

Seem to re-echo all they mourn in vain':

To such the gladness of the gamesome crowd

Is source of wayward thought and stern disdain ;
How do they loathe the laughter idly loud,

And long to change the robe of revel for the shroud !

LXXXTIL

This must he feel, the true-horn son of Greece,
If Greece one true-born patriot still ean boast :
Not such as prate of war, but skulk in peace,
The bondsman's peace, who sighs for all he lost,
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Yet with smooth smile his tyrant can accost,

And wield the slavish sickle, not the gword :

Ah! Greecs! they love thee least who owe thee most;
Their birth, their blood, and that sublime record

Of hero sires, who shame thy now degenerate horde!

LXXXIV.

When riseth Liacedsmon’s hardihood,

When Thebes Epaminondas rears again,

When Athens’ children are with hearts endued,

When Grecian mothers shall give birth to men,

Then may'st thou ba restored ; but not till then,

A thonsand years searce serve to form a state;

An hour may lay it in the dust: and when

Can man its ehattered splendour renovate,

Reeall its virtues back, and vanquish Time and Fataf

LXXXV.

And yet how lovely in thine age of woe,

Liand of lost gods and godlike men ! art thou !
Thy vales of evergreen, thy hills of snow,*
Proclaim thee Nature's varied favourite now;
Thy fanes, thy temples, to thy surface bow,
Commingling slowly with heroie earth,

Broke by the share of every rustio plough:

8o perish monuments of mortal birth,

So perish all in turn, save well-recorded Worth;

LXXXVI.

Save where soma solitary column mourns

Above its prostrate brethren of the cave; T

Save where Tritonia’s airy shrine adorns

Colonna’s cliff, and gleams along thy wave;

Save oer some warrior's half-forgotten grave,

Where the gray stones and unmolested grass

Ages, but not oblivion, feebly brave,

Whilo strangers only not regardless pass,

Lingering like me, perchance, to gaze, and sigh “Alas!”

LXXXVIL

Yet are thy skies as blue, thy crags as wild ;
Sweet are thy groves, and verdant are thy fields,
Thine olive ripe s when Minerva smiled,

And still his honied wealth Hymettus yields;
There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress builds,
The freeborn wanderer of thy mountain-air ;
Apollo still thy long, Jong summer gilds,

Still in his beam Mendeli's marbles glare ;

Art, Glory, Freedom fail, but Nature still is fair.

Liakurs, the snow never In entirely
gummer but I nover ssw 1t lie on

henca the marble was dug that constrocted the
n nams 18 Mount Mendell. “An lmmenst
ins, and will till the end of time.—B8,

« On many of the mountains, particularly
nalted, notwithatanding the intense Lieat of the
the plalos, even In winter.—B.

+ Of Mount Pentelicus, from w
publie edifices of Athens. The mode
tave, formed by the quarrica, still remal

CANTO 11,
] CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

il p LXXXVII.

Vhere'er we tread 'tis haunted, hol f

lﬁu earth of thine is lost in vulgar n}l'oﬁlisund ;

Au:jone vast realm of wonder spreads nrc‘xund

’I'Pll all the Muse's tales seem truly told ;

'1‘1]1 the sense aches with gazing to behold

' ehsf.;f_nes our earliest dreams have dwelt upon :

l):fies t:}]]Ler:'d dnle.} galch deepening glen and wofd,
wer whieh crush’d thy temples 3

Age shakes Athena’s tower, but spares é'r;; ‘ﬁiﬁ[;rhon

- . LXXXIX.
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v ¥ ] ' e i
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XC.

The flying Mede, his shaftless brok

%‘[he fiery Greek, his red putsuiugls,;zlal;o'w'

Duunu:uns above, Earth'’s, Ocean’s plain' below ;
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\\f’lﬁh was the seene—what now remaineth l‘;cre?
o, a;;_acreq trophy marks the hallow'd ground
Tl(,cc:_ ing Freedom’s smile and Asin’s tear?
o ie rifled urn, the violated mound,

he dust thy courser’s hoof, rude stranger ! spurns around

Xcr,

ggtﬁo the remnants of thy splendour past
i i Pﬁlgrlms, pensive, but unwearied, throng ;
Hw‘\g shall the voyager, with th’ Ionian blast ’

ail the bright clime of battle and of song;
Long shall thine annals and immortal tongue
E:II with thy fame the youth of many a shore ;
“n_'na_s_l of the aged ! lesson of the young! y
bt hich sages venerate and bards adore

s Pallas and the muse unveil their awful lore.

XcIt.
The parted bosom elings to wonted h
If aught that's kindred cheer the welggis;: hearth ;
He that is lonely, hither let him roam J
And gaze complacent on congenial earth
Greece is no lightsome land of social mirth -
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But he whom sadness sootheth may abide,

And searee regret the region of his birth,

When wandering slow by Delphi’s sacred gide,

Or gazing o'er the plains where Greck and Persian died

XCNTL.

Tet such approach this eonsecrated land,

And pass in peace along the magic waste:

But spare it relios—let no busy hand

Deface the ecenes, already how defaced 3

Not for such purpose were these altars placed :
Revere the remnants nations onee revered ;

8o may our country’s name be undisgraced,

So may'st thou prosper where thy youth was rear'd,
By every honest joy of love and life endeard !

XCIV,
For thee, who thus in too protracted rong
Hast soothed thine idlesse with inglorious 1ays,
Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the throng
Of louder minstrels in these later days:
o such resign the strife for fading bays—
11 may such contest now the spirit move
Which heeds nor keen reproach nor partial praise ;
Since cold each kinder heart that might approve,
‘And none are left fo please when none are left to love.

Xev,
Thou too art gone, thou loved and lovely one!
Whom youth and youth's affections bound to me;
Who did for me what none beside have doney
Nor shrank from one albeit unworthy thee.
What is my being? thou hast ceased to be!
Nor staid to weleome here thy wanderer home,
Who mourng o’er hours which we no more shall see—
Would they had never been, or were to come !
Would he had ne'er return’d to find fresh eause to Toam!

XCVI.
Oh ! ever loving; lovely, and beloved !
How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past,
And clings to thoughts now better far removed !
But Time hall tear thy shadow from me last.
All thou could’st have of mine, stern Death ! thou hask;
The parent, friend, and now the more than friend :
Ne'er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast,
And grief with grief continuing still to blend,
Hath snateh’d the little joy that Life had yeb to lend.

XCVIL
Then must T plunge again into the erowd,
And follow all that Peace disdains to seelc?
Where Revel calls, and Langhter, vainly lond,
False to the heart, distorts the hollow cheek,
T leave the fagging spirit doubly wenk ;

CANTO I1I.
1.] CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

Still o’er the features, which
G erforce th
go feign the plea.sm'e, or conepenl the piq?t; E',heer,
Omzie.a from thg: c}_m.nnel of a future tear, y
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What is th ey
13 the worst of woes that wait on
r‘\v\’ha._t stamps the wrinkle deeper on th:%ijw?
AD view each loved one blotted from life’s pa
nd be alone on earth, as I am now .
B?.fure the Chastener humbly let me bow
Q'er hearts divided and o'er hopes destro ”d -
g_ell on, vain days! full reckless may yejlriow:
Am;e Time hath reft whate’sr my soul enjoy”d
nd with the ills of Eld mine earlier years allt;y d.

CANTO THE THIRD.
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4
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y mother's, my fair child!
%V?IA! lsole daughter of my hous-:;r a.n; ﬁ};:z.ti?
2 51;,}1&“ I saw thy young blue eyes they smiled
Bn hen we parted,—not as now we part g
ut with a hope.— bag
Awalking with a st
ghe waters heave around tgne 3 mxdsogr}:%gh
WPS' winds lift up their voices: I depart
W};mheArlIb_knPw not ; but the hour’s gm;e by,
en Albion’s lessening shoves eould grieve or glad mine eye

1L

Onge more upon the waters !
%m] the waves bound beneathygxgemstgea,r:g;:d!
Ssl:'?ftt lgnm;rls his rider. Welgome to their roar !
- e their guidance, whereso'er it lead!
- ough the strain’d mast should quiver as a reed
) nd the rent canvass fluttering strew the gale :
1t111 must I on; for T am as a weed :
{;&l}.lmg ’from the rock, on Ocean’s foajm, to sail

ere‘er the surge may sweep, the tempest’s breath prevail

111,
In my youth’s summer T did si
h sing of Oune
ﬂhe.wande_nng outlaw of his nmg: dark u;ind ‘
gain I seize the theme, then but begun,
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Can love, or sorrow, fame, ambition, stl;n.?,
Clut to his heart again with the keen um (]
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vI.
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With form our faney, galnl?gd?nv;‘ev gi
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ViL i
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%:o ;fmg and darlkly, till my }n‘am bet;laéme,
Tn its own eddy beiling and o’erwroug b
A whirling gulf of phantasy and ﬂa.me.b t it
And thus, untaught in youth my h?af t0 o ;
My springs of life were palstm.d. Tis 0(;:| >rl1e
Ygt am 1 changed ; though still enuugh; tﬁ sa
Tn strength to bear what t‘u;m can not aba Bfate
‘And feed on bitter fruits without accusing o
VIIL. s y
Something too much of tb.is :-_but nm;' tis past,
And the spell closes with its silent siaa -
Long absent HAROLD reappears at las b
He of the breast would fain no more wmg : n’c;' iy
Wrung with the wounds which Eill not, bu
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Yet Time, who changes all, had alter’d him

In soul and aspeet as in age: years steal

Fire from the mind as vigour from the limb :

And life’s enchanted cup but sparkles near the brim.

IX.
His had been quaff’d too quickly, and he found
The dregs were wormwood ; but he filled again,
And from a purer fount, on holier ground,
And deem’d its spring perpetual; but in vain.
Still round him clung invisibly a chain
Which gall'd for ever, fettering though unseen,
And heavy though it elank’d not ; worn with pain;
Which pined although it spoke not, and grew keen,
Entering with every step he took through many a seene.

X
Secure in guarded eoldness, he had mix'd
Again in fancied safety with his kind,
And deem’d his spirit now so firmly fix’d
And sheath'd with an inyulnerable mind,
That, if no joy, no sorrow lurk’d behind ;
And he, as one, might midst the many stand
Unheeded, searching through the crowd to find
Fit speculation ; such as in strange land
He found in wonder-works of God and Nature’s band,

X¥,
But who ean view the ripen’d rose, nor seck
To wear it § who can euriously behold
The smoothness and the sheen of beauty’s oheek,
Nor feel the hieart oan never all grow old ?
Who ean contemplate Fame through clouds unfold
The star which rises o’er her steep, nor climb 2
Harold, once more within the vortex, roll'd
On with the giddy circle, chasing Time,
Yet with a nobler aim than in his youth’s fond prime.

XIIL,
But soon he knew himself the most unfit
Of men to herd with Man ; with whom he held
Little in common ; untaught to gubmit
Tlis thoughts to others, though his soul was quell’d
In youth by his own thoughts ; still uncompeil’d,
He would not yield dominion of his mind
To spirits against whom his own rebell’d 5
Proud though in desolation ; which could find
A life within itself, to breathe without mankind.

XIIL.

Where rose the mountains, there to him were friends -
‘Where roll’'d the ocean, thereon wag his home ;
Where a blue sky, and glowing clime, extends,

Hg had the passion and the power to Toam ;

The desert, forest, eavern, breaker’s foam,
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i jonship ; ke
nto him epmpanionship ; they spa
erxm langnage, olearer than the t.c;:a? bt
OF his land’s tongue, which he would oft fo D
For Nature’s pages glass'd by sunheams on

X1v.

tars
i o Chaldean, ho could watc}z the stars,
E}ﬁehzhhuﬁ peopled themn with beings br;g]:ﬂ{) 1o e
As their own beams; and earth, and eart 3 jars,
And human frailiies, were t:orgutten qﬁl‘ut;ieb.
Could he have kept his spirit 10 that ‘ﬁg_l ‘
To had been happy ; but this clay vz‘va1 t)sm
Tte spark immortal, envying it the 1}11g 11'11}:
To whieh it mounts, as if to break the li

That keeps us from yon heaven which woos us o its brink.

xv.

i n’s dwellings he became & thing
Il‘%:g\:szsﬂ;nd worn, and stern am_i we?_m:o:;;z,g
Droop'd as a wild-born faleon with ¢ lPh r
Mo whom the houndless air alone were 1(;1 ; :
Then came his fit again, w‘pwh to 0 ercto y
As eagerly the barr’d-up bird lmllibca.d orh
His breast and beak against his erythoheat
mill the blood tinge his plumage, S0 L ebosom -
Of his impeded soul would through his

EVI

- exiled Harold wanders forth again, :
%&ﬁlfﬁiﬁihb of hape left, but. w1§.h° Yoss of gloom ;
The vory knowledge that he lived in vsm,
TThat all was over on this side the tomb,
Tad made Despair a smilingness a-ssumel, e !
Which, though ’twere wild,—as on the p 3 .
When mariners would madly meet their Oﬁeck oy
With draughts intemperate on the smkmgt he,o,l:
Did yet inspire & cheer, which he forbore o ¢ 5

XVII. i

1_for thy tread is on an Empire s dust !
E:;‘Atg}:’Esurt-‘nqlm}lrste’s spoil s sepulchredbbiiéogv‘.
Ts the spot mark’d with no colossal Lh e
Nor eolumn trophied for triumphal olw s
None ; but the moral’s truth tells sl'mg elr 50,
As the ground was before, thus let it be ,t— o
Tow that red rain hath made t‘f_le‘harvei ZTOW
And is this all the world hag gain'd by thee,
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In “pride of place "* here last the eagle flow,

Then tore with bleody talon the rent plain,

Pierced by the shaft of banded nations through ;
Ambition’s life and labours all were vain;

He wears the shatter'd links of the world’s broken chain,

X,
Fit retribution! Gaul may champ the bit
And foam in fetters ;—but is earth more free ?
Did nations combat to make One submit;
Or league to teach all kings true sovereignty ¢
What! shall reviving Thraldom again be
The pateli'd-up idol of enlighten’d days #
Bhall we, who struck the Lion down, shall we
Pay the Wolf homage ? proffering lowly gaze
And servile knees to thrones ¢ No ; prove before ye praiso:

XX,

If not, o'er one fallen despot boast no more !

In vain fair cheeks were furrow’d with hot tears
For Europe’s flowers long rooted up before

The trampler of her vineyards ; in vain years

Of death, depopulation, bondage, fears,

Have all been borne, and broken by the accord
Of roused-up millions : all that most endears
Glory, is when the myrtle wreatlies a sword

Such as Harmodiast drew on Athens’ tyrant lord.

XXI,

There was a sound of revelry by night,

And Belgium'’s capital had gather'd then

Her Beauty and her Chivalvy, and bright

The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men ;
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when
Musie arose with its voluptuous swell,

Boft eyes look’d love to eyes which spake again,
And all went merry as a marriagebell ;

But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like & rising kuell

XXIL
Did ye not hear it #—No ; *twas but the wind,
Or the car rattling oer the stony street;
On with the dance! let joy be uncorifined :
No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet
To chase the glowing hours with flying foet—
But, hark !—that heavy sound breaks in onge more,
As if the clonds its echo would repeat ;
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before !
Arm ! arm! it is—it is—the cannon’s opening roar !

3 : 4
i ! king-making Vietory
g g ol <1 : * “Prideof place” is a term of faleaury, end means the highest pitch of fight
Bee Macheth, &e.
XVIHIL
i 2] T Bee the famous song o Hirmodivs and Aristogiton, The best English trans
il bty tbmdl{la%% Of ¥¥‘;u?’ lation is in Bland's Anthology, by Mr (Lord Uhief%usticej Denuan,— o
y deadly Waterloo -
The grave of France, the 3

S With myrtle my sword will T wreathe,™ &e.— 5.
How in an hour the power whigh gavetau?uls CORE L e Y
s gl i ag fleeling too.
Tts gifts transferring fame

¥Aa eagle towering in liis pride of place,” &c.~B.
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XXIIT,

Within a window'd nichs of that high hall

Sate Brunswick's fated chieftain; he did hear

That sound the first amidst the festival,

And canght its tone with Death’s prophetic ear
And when they smiled because he deem'd it near,
His heart more truly knew that peal too well
Which streteh’d his father on a bloody bier,

And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell :
He rush'd into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell.

XXIV,
Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago
Blush’d at the praise of their own loveliness ;
And there were sudden partings, such as press
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs
Which ne'er might be repeated ; who could guess
1f ever more should meet those mutual eyes,
Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise}

XXV.
And there was mounting in hot haste : the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car,
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed,
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war;
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar;
‘And near, the beat of the alarming drum
Roused up the soldier ere the morning star;
While throng'd the citizens with terror dumb,
Or whispering, with white lips—* The foe ! They come; they
ccme !
XXVL
And wild and high the * Cameron's gathering ” rose!
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s hills
Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes:i—
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills,
Savage and shrill! Dut with the breath which flla
Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers
With the fierce native daring which instills
The stirring memory of & thousand years,
And Evan’s, Donald's* fame rings in each clansman’s ears:

XXVIL
And Ardennest waves above them her groen leaves,
Dewy with nature’s tear-drops, as they pass,
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves,

= Sfr Evan Cameron an

CANTO 111,
I]  CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE

Over the unreturni
) the ng brave,—alag !
];%r;.e;lcnmg to be trodden like 11?: grass
" ii now beneath them, but ubu\'z shall
e mext vordure, when this fiery ma acnl
Ard}\gng valour, rolling on the f"g iy
id burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low

XXVIL

{-ﬁ;lt: 1;:)211 isel?els! th_em full of lusty life
e midn]ilfthte;;my 8 cirele proudly g:w’,
Ly rought the signal sound of strife
s ratedy i¢ marshalling in arms,—the day
I er-clouds elose o'er it, whi
‘1\!11&:[.;1.:’]:}01]_13 cover'd thick witltltjc.z;liz-lrci}i:;}mu —
e huwn clay shall cover, heap'd .'u’u! ent,

orse,—friend, foe,—in one red bulr)ianl i»Ient'

Mhelr praiss 55 by XXIX.

i - ;re Ll iymn'd by loftier harps than mine :

et bes u,‘,l,d seleet from that proud thron =

el .'mlu lhe;.'_blend me with his line £

e {)I'mllf :ImL I did his sire some wrong, 3

Aok his wj-],c s;}t bright names will hallow ‘siong :

Th deulh'-i; \I. ,'Be brx_west, and when shower'd d

=y olts deadliest the thinn'd files alon
ere the thickest of war’s temy ot

They reach’d est lower'd
Howard ? 1o nobler breast than thine, yu’uﬂg gallan(

XXX,
There have t
been tears and breaking k
h . r s hearts
ﬁlr:;iv:_zl)]lenu Iwe:c ﬁglt)hmg' had I sucﬁ to rri;af?r i
X n 1 stood beneath the fres en tre
iyl e fresh green ¢
A;z(;ch living waves where thou dids%cLease l;eei' g
e s?\vlnr@urnd me the wide field revive o
Cum: ;2?}? Lmd fertli;le promise, and the Spring
ome {o er work of gladness to contri
1""21::]*]1 E:illfher reckless birds upon Lthv:':i(:T“h
i 8 ;
rom all she brought to those she conld not bri
ng

I turned to tt e
to thee, to thousands
» 1o thousands, of whom eac
ﬁn{]ii;nz,c :1k3. :1111 a gnsl]y gap did make .
0 kind and kindred, wi
i X y Whom to tea
%E;&E‘}?}Inem \I\-ero merey for their sake 'Ch
Archangel’s trum Glory’s, mus
- mp, not Glory’s, must
Ml:mef\rhom they thirst for ; though the -soﬁggk(‘f F
Theyf or & moment soothe, it eannot .-'Iukula DOl el
o ho:ger'f:lfgmn longing, and the name
ur'd but assumes a stronger, bittorer claim,

4 nls descendant Donald, the “gontle Lochiel” of the
» forty-five."—H.

t Tha wood of Solgnies ia supposed: to be a yemnant of the forest of Ardennes,
famous in Belarda’s " Orlando," and \ramortal in Shakspeare’s “As you like it Itia XXXII,
also colebrated in Tacitus as being the spot of successful defence by the Germana They mourn, but smil
sgainst the Roman encroachments. T hiave ventured to adop! the name connected The { T, but smile al length; and, smilin
“iih nobler nssocistions than those of mero slaughter.—Ff Th ‘ree will wither long before it fall : By mourt ¢
2 dric H
e hull drives on, though mast and sail be torn
i
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The roof-tree sinks, but moulders on the hall

In massy hoariness; the ruin’d wall

Stands when its wind-worn battlements are gone §

The bars survive the captive they enthral;

The day drags through, though storms keep out the san
And thus the heart will break, yet brokenly live on'

XXXIIL
Even as a broken mirror, which the glass
In every fragmont multiplies; and makes
A thousand images of one that was,
The same, and still the more, the more it breaks ;
And thus the heart will do whieh not forsakes,
Living in shatter'd guise, and still, and cold,
And bloodless, with its sleepless sorrow aches,
Yet withers on tiil all without is old,
Showing no visible sign, for such things are untold.

XXXIV.

There is & very life in our despair,
Vitality of poison,—a quick root
Which feeds these deadly branches ; for it were
As nothing did we die but Life will suit
Ttself to Sorrow’s most detested fruit,
Tike to the apples® on the Dead Sea’s shore,
All ashes to the taste : Did man compute
Existence by enjoyment, and count o'er
Such hours ‘gainst years of life,—say, would he name three
soore
XXXV.
The Psalmist number'd out the years of man:
They are enough ; and if thy tale be true,
Thou, who didst grudge him even that fleeting span,
More than enough, thou fatal Waterloo!
Millions of tongues record thee, and anew
Their ehildren’s lips shall acho them, and say—
« Here, where the sword united nations drew,
Our countrymen weré Warring on that day !”
And this is much, and all which will not pass AWay.

XXXVL
There sank the greatest, nor the worst of men,
Whose spirit antithetically mixt
One moment of the mightiest, and again
On little objects with like firmness fixt,
Extrome in all things! badst thon been betwixt,
Thy throne had still been thine, ar never been;
For daring made thy rise as fall : thon seel’st
Even now to reassume the imperial mien,
‘And shake again the world, the Thuanderer of the seena !

» The (fabled) applesan thabrink of thalako Asphaltes were sald to b fair with-
out, and within sshes. Vide Tacitus, Histor. 1ib. v 7."—B.
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” XXXVIL
Q](::c:i:::;:»}r;land cnlpti\'e of the earth art thou!
8 8 at thee still, and thy wi :
o i 2 still, and thy wild name
ni:ft!;E:: un:ru l:;-uned in men’s minds lh‘an now
; art nothing, save the jest of F°
% ; , Bave the jest of Fame,
Th?zu[‘x:;cl»:) d 1h§‘n once, thy vassal, and beeame
A gm.i unctroer;]nl :l;l_:,' fierceness, till thou wert
4 iyself ; nor less the same
;,I;")hlhj astounded kingdoms all ‘{nor;“‘
o deem'd thee for a time whate'er thou didst assert

‘. XXXVIIL.

)

B:];t Fmre or less than man—in high or low

le mgk\}uh nations, fiying from the field ;

h{u:al;‘#arljnﬁ ;mnarchs' necks thy foartsluul’nﬂw
1y meanest soldier t i

e : aught to yield :

B::belf][:l‘l'c thow couldst erush, command };e.tbuild

B gturn not thy pettiest passion, nor, )

. J\;(J\’l' deeply in men's spirits skill'd '

N?;:- ; -Tr”",]ih thine own, nor curb the illn‘t of war

earn that tempted Fate will leave the loftiest star.

. ; XXXIX,
et well thy soul hath brook'd i
o t the t gl
‘;:‘L'.il:ﬂllh%t- I}:Jtaught innate lwhiIus-[.I;l)l:mnh b
» be it wisdom, coldness, or deep pri

I\H}:nll and wormwood :olzl:; frtl:l:l"x;'lwp ke
ik ‘n:'z’lltl'.];le:zllole h‘ftlof hatred stood hard Ly

0 W and moek thee shrinking, ast i
}"‘\,;llh a sedate and a.]]-c-nduri:ir 101;90' .EOU AR, B
il e? f9rtune ﬂg.d her spoil'd and fu,vn.'urile child

stood unbow’d beneath the ills upon him piicd'

XL,
i:::gil:t;llsntiu]t‘\;y}furlunes ; for in them
abition steel’d thee on ton fi 3

S d too far to show
Me'gliﬁzlttlll:;li);tr]d :-'c;n'r., which could ’cmxtou*n

: toughts ; ’twas wise to fe :
i(:“;ve.tr it ever on thy lip and brow. e
Till lipum the instruments thon wml-l. to use
-~ bmy were turn'd unto thine overthrow ;
& za:}t a worthless world to win or lose ; ;

it proved to thee, and all such lot who ehoose.

XL,
e b B o g et
gﬁil;;c:’zntgg ;11’111::3 imd hllt;-:ﬁutluo]:rnrgi‘lqlx ::};tln:‘}'mck -
%’gi&p:ﬁf"}}.]il ﬁ)i ’;’h ;ﬁiﬁ:lﬁmj 3:)1:3 ;pa\'cd tEy throne,
(Unless aside lh_‘,'[]':l:;ile ‘{nﬁit.l':c]:‘ﬁ,r.l?:;»:x)cn
20
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i t men ;
i n Diogenes to mock ! : .
{:;Eesigired egnics earth were far too wide a den.!
XLIT.
i iz a hell
niet to quick hosomsis a hell, -
BA?)Elq:fmw bath been thy bane ._1here l;wac?]"e
And motion of the soul which t_v\‘:l not
In its own narrow being, but aspire
Bevond the fitting medium of desire ; 4
And, but once kindled, quenchless evermore,
Pfe):e upon high adventure, mr]-'::m t:ere
but rest ; a fever at the core, ’
(E)'E\tﬂliigtl{‘}lhim who bears, to all who ever bore.
XXHIL -
This makes the madmen who ‘h?\ve ;n!}t{d; n:en ma
P s of sects and systems, to wh d
g?‘l;i‘:f:bﬁ'ﬂrdﬂ, Statesmen, all unquiet th“"]f;:q
;\-?\"']p'clkl stir too strongly the soul's secret ﬂp? g
A ‘(;'m; themselves the fools to those they fool;
E?\\'i‘ed yet how unenviable ! what stlmg-lq - o2
A {heirs! One breast laid open were & ,cb.!m bl
\\'rhfich would unteach mankind the lust to shi
XLIV.
i i asitation, and their life
Their breath is agitation, and -
ih:torm whereon they ru:]c, tu,.ﬂmkr.n!r}n. t,
And yet 8o nursed and bigeted to :tn‘.c].. &
:l’hat ghould their days, le\'(vmg‘\:erl:i"p st,
Melt to calm twilight, they feel ov Ll‘;}};.
With sorrow and supineness, and so die; o
Even as a flame unfed, which rung t‘o_\\inf
\i".th its own flickering, or a sword laid :}:l
Which eats into itself, and rusts ingloriousiy.
XLV, 2
i 8 11 fin
s to mountain-tops, sha
'il?l‘:a“i:?titiiej?gnks most wrapt in cln_uds and SNOW,
He who surpasses or subdues mankn{;{i
Must look down on the hate of those lL oW,
Thc;ugh high above the sun of gloty glow, 5
And far beneath the earth and ocean spread,
Round him are icy rocks, and londly l‘)l(;ww
Cunténding tempests on his ngked head, ok o
And thus reward the toils which to those sm

XLVIL. 3
Away with these! true Wisdom’s world will be
Within it own creation, or in thine,

AL et P lr' *an, - ve writ our anm rue."” was & continued
& if we ha it our annals t A

* Thegreat r of Napol “if

1

i hem
i Jing for or with t
i i f all community of fee! ] e
i m:h::il:'n to "r.lll:m:‘:ln\t'l{:lﬂv than the ﬂcllvﬂ!c]r\e.l(l;::\*'::“l‘lll‘lle:ﬂ l‘:e:well .g.
oy kel Such were his spesches to publi i i
B e aeaie, and the stog) paxion which he is said 10 have u e ]
e s ,l‘:;!m::c';"hnd destroyed his an:lg. Tﬂ'mv:ﬁnh::e‘}:vour s
e, Thia i u’l.E k“'”; than Moscow,” would probably l}lmr-emnrk.—ﬂ.
:{“c‘. Tlgl:l:umazaﬁwﬂon and reverses which led to the
5 ean!
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Maternal Nature! for who teems like thee,
Thus on the bauks of thy majestic Rhinef
There Harold gazes on a work di vine,

A blending of all beauties ; streams and dells,
Fruit, foliage, erag, wood, cornfiel
And chicfless castles breathis
From gray but leafy walls

d, mountain, vine,
g stern farewells
, Where ruin greenly divells,

XLVII.
And there they stand, as stands o lofty mind,
Worn, but unstooping to the baser crowd,
All tenantless, save to thccrzumying wind,
Or holding dark eommunion with the clond.
There was a day when they were young and proud,
Banners on high, and battles pass’d below ;
But they who fought are in a bloody shroud,
And those which waved are shredless dust ere now,
And the bleak battlements shall bear no future blow.

XLYITI,
Beneath these battlements, within those walls,
Power dwelt amidst her passion ; in proud state
Each robber chief upheld his armed halls,
Doing his evil will, nor less elate
Than mightier heroes of a longer date.
‘What want these outlaws* conquerors should have §
But History’s purchased page to call them great?
A wider space, an ornamented grave {
Their hopes were not less warm, their souls were full as brave

XLIX.
In their baronial feuds and single fields,
What deeds of prowess unrecorded died !
And love, which lent a blazon to their shields,
With emblems well devised by amorous pride,
Through all the mail of iron hearts would glide ;
But still their flame was fierceness, and drew on
Keen contest and destruction near allied,
And many a tower for some fair mischief won,
Saw the discolour'd Rhine beneath its ruin run,

L
But thou, exulting and abounding river !
Making thy waves a blessing as they flow
Through banks whose beauty would endure for ever
Could man but leave thy bright ereation so,
Nor its fair promise from the surface mow
With the sharp seythe of confliet,—then to see
Thy valley of sweet waters, were to know
Earth paved like Heaven: and to seem such to me,
Even now what wants thy stream ?— that it should Liethe be

* “What wantsthat knave thata king should have ¥ wax

unllyeoilng Johnny Armstrong and his followers in full
allad.

King James's question
d.—HK

accoutrements.--Sen the
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ssail’ ks

usand battles have assail'd thy bs.m 0y
ﬁutthtohase and half their fame have 1!1&564 a*‘:*{::u)ht'
And Slaughter heap'd on high his Wmlcl:llng,] o
Their very graves are gone, und what M\I'l 16y
Thy tide wash’d down the bleod ufyeslcl“l .uim
And all was stainless, and on thy c!cur 8 n;' :
Glass’d with its dancing light Ehc :_ull-n;,.‘l: gré'un
But o'er the blacken'd memory’s blig ;t_l-l.? ey Py
Thy waves would vainly roll, all sweeping as Lthey

LIL

Thus Harold inly said, and pass'd along,
Yet not insensibly to all which he‘re .
Awoke the jocund birds to early song ey
In glens which might have made even c-mere
Though on his brow were graven lines mi] e
And tranquil sternness which had ta'en the p
Of feelings fierier farbbut Llﬂ;: ;:‘;flmt"_;ce
)y Was ways absent from his face, e
itlﬁ ‘u"t: lil;;;js‘uti secenes wonld steal with transient trace.

LIIL
Nor was all love shut from him, ihrou;;h (.li“ildﬂys
Of passion had consumed themseh?s to dust.
1t is in vain that we would eoldly gaze iy
On such as smile upon us; the heart u&u. -
Leup kindly back to kindness, L_huubi'hl 1.~.gllm e
Hath wean'd it from all worldlings: U m.:‘t m;st,
For there was soft remeus‘hrauu'{-, and .-a.m.tm -
In one fond breast, to which his own \_\uu Qus y
And in its tenderer hour on that his bosom dwelt.

LIV,
i v 3 rhy
ahad learn'd tolove,—I know not why, o~

%Sfttrs in such as him seems s_ll'a}ng? of moud,
The helpless looks of blooming mt-.u]\.]‘r)hu .
Even in its earliest nurture; whu.t. :I';l dL L
To change like this, a yzmd 80 f?,r _ml;i:ue :
With scorn of man, it little boots to | ngw 4
But thus it was; and though in Fohm 2 L
Small power the nipp'd affections ha.;i to E-ed D
In him this glow'd when all beside had ceas g

LY.
reas bath been said,
And there was ono soft breast, a3 o
{:";.lich unto his was bound Ey stronger ties
* .

That love was pure, and, far abu\'_e‘disguise,
Had stood the test of mortal emmities
Still undivided, and ccl:qcnteﬁ more. .
By peril, dreaded most in :’cumfio ?}Ms.hora
is was firm, and from a foreign By 3%
%?ell!u:o that heart wight his these absent greetings pour:
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* Tha eastla of Drachenfels stands on the high,
fains,” ovor the Rhine banks; (4isin ruins, and ¢
tona: it le the first 1o view on the road from Bonn, but on the apposite sida of the
river, On this bank, nearly fncing it, are the romal
Castle, and & large cross, commemorative of the
The nvm,

The castled crag of Drachenfels®
Frowns o'er the wide and winding Rhine,
Whose breast of waters broadly swells
Between the banks which bear the vine,
And hills all rich with blossom’d trees,
And fields which promise corn and wine,
And seatter'd cities erowning these,
Whose far white walls along them shine,
Have strew’d a scene, which I should £
With double joy wert thou with me.

And peasant girls, with deep blue cyes,
And hands which offer early flowers,
Walk smiling o’er this paradise ;
Above, the frequent feudal towers
Through green leaves lift their walls o
And many a roek which steeply lowers
And noble arch in proud decay,

Look o'er this vale of vintage bowers;
But one thing want these banks of Rhina—
Thy gontle hand to clasp in mine !

f gray,

I send the lillies given to me s

Though long hefore thy hand they touch,
I know that they must wither'd be,

But yet reject them not as such :

For I have cherish'd them as dear,
Because they yet may meet thine oye,
And guide thy soul to mine even here,
When thou behold’st them drooping nigh,
And know’st them gathered by the Rhine,
And offer'd from my heart to thine !

The river nobly foams and flows,

The eharm of this enchanted ground,

And all its thonsand turns dizolose

Some fresher beauty varying round ;

The haughtiest breast its wish might bound
Through life to dwell delighted here ;

Nor could on earth a spot be found

To Nature and to me so dear,

Could thy dear eyes in following mine

Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine!

LV,
By Coblentz, on a rise of gentle ground,
There is a small and simple pyramid,
Crowning the summit of the verdant mound ;
Beneath its base are heroes’ ashes hid,

o8l summit of & {ho Saven Moun-
onnected with some ain,

s of another, ealled the Jew's
roder of & chief by his brathee.
ber of castiesand eities along the course vl the Rhine on both sides Is very
d their situations remarkably beantiful—it.
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Our enemy’s,—but let not that forbid

Honour to Marceau ! o'er whose early tomb

Tears, big tears, gush'd from the rough soldier’s lid,
Lamenting and yet envying such a doom,

Falling for France, whose rights he battled to resume.

LVIL.
Brief, brave, and glorious was his young career,—
His mourners were two hosts, his friends and foes ;
And fitly may the stranger lingering here
Pray for his gallant spirit's bright repose
For he was Freedom's champion, one of those,
The few in numnber, who had not o'erstept
The charter to chastise which she bestows
On such as wield her weapons ; he had kept
The whiteness of his soul, and thus men o'er him wept.
LVIIT,
Here Ehrenbreitstein, with her shatter'd wall
Black with the miner’s blast, upon her height
Yet shows of what she was, when shell and ball
Rebounding idly on her strengih did light:
A tower of victory ! from whenoe the flight
Of baffled foes was wateh'd along the plain,
But Peace destroy’d what War could never blight,
And laid those proud roofs bare to Summer’s rain—
On which the iron shower for years had pour’d in vain.
LIX.

Adien to thee, fair Rhine! How long delighted
The stranger fain would Jinger on his way !
Thine is & seene alike where souls united
Or lonely Contemplation thus might stray ;
And conld the censeless vultures cease to prey
On self~condemning bosoms, it were here,
Where Nature, nor too sombre nor to gay,
Wild but not rude, awful yet not austere,
Is to the mellow Earth as Autumn to tho year,
LX.
Adieu to thee again! a vain adien!
There can be no farewell to scene like thine ;
The mind is colour’d by thy every hue;
‘And if reluctantly the oyes resign
Their cherish’d gaze upon thee, lovely Rhine!
"Pis with the thankful glance of parting praise ;
More mighty spots may rise—more glaring shine,
But none unite in one attaching maze

The brilliant, fair, and seft,—the glories of old days,
LXT,

The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom
Of coming ripeness, the white city’s sheen,
The rolling stream, the precipice’s gloowm,
The forest’s growth, and Gothie walls between,
The wild rocks shaped as they had turrets been

CANTO IIL
L]  CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE.

In mockery of man’s art
3 i and these witl
A race of faces happy as the scene, v
g\_!}use fertile bounties here extend to all
till springing o’er thy banks, though Empires near them fall
ol X1y,
ut these recede. Above me are th
2 e Al
"lr|he palaces ‘;[ Nature, whose vast \";ll!li -
ave pinnacled in clouds their snow s
And throned Eternity in icy hull;n TR
Of eold sublimity, where forms and falls
The avalanche—the thunderbalt of snow !
z‘:ll that expands the spirit, yet appals I
ﬂathel: around these summils, as to ghiow
ow Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave vain man helow

LXIII.

]3:ut, ere these matehless heights I dare to sean

There is & spot should not be pass'd in vain,—

Morat ! the proud, the patriot field ! whc:re man

May gaze on ghastly trophics of the slain

Nor blush for these who conquer'd on Lha't lain ;

Here Burgundy bequeath’d his tombless huEf.am J

}Tlh}:cnylhunp,] through ages to rem:(in,‘ 5

"hemselves their monument ;—the Stygi

Unsepulchred theyroam’d, and shriek’d ﬁ;?x fﬂroaﬂlfctierinnghaet
g )

: LXIV.

While Waterloo with Canna’s carnage vies

Morat and Marathon twin names shall stand :
TEmy were true Glory's stainless victories,
Won by the unambitious heart and hand

Of a proud, brotherly, and civic band
All gnbough.t champions in no prin('.el'v cause

Of v;c,o-entmi‘d Corruption ; they no land :
Doom’d to bewail the blasphemy of la;vs
Making kings' rights divine, by some Draconie clauss

LXV.

By alone wall a lonelier column rears
:f.\"g‘rny and grief-worn aspect of old days:

Tis the last remnant of the wreck of years
And looks as with the wild-bewilder'd gaze
gf;me_]t]n s_llc;nc converted by amaze s

et still with consciousness ; tere it &
Making a marvel that it nijz :l‘l'zlll;l:LrL e
'I\)ehcn_!.he coeval pride of human hands

vell'd Aventicum,* hath strew’d her éubject lands

LXVI.
And there—oh ! sweet
d ! sweet and sacred be t} —_
iT;lha—Ll_m daughter, the de\‘otebd-—gm':se ey
N:: y:}ur.h to hau,veln ; her heart, heneath a claim
rest to Heaven's, broke o'er a father's grave

* Aventloum, near Morat,

e was tha Roman capital of Helvetla, where Avenches
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LXXI,
Justice is sworn "gainst tears, &_md hers W?“:: £rave Is it not better, then, to be alone,
The life she lived in ; but the judgo was jush And love Earth only for its earthly sake ¥
And then she died on him ghe coul nob o By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone,
Their tomb was simple, and withont ) ‘Lh"srt b gy Or the pure bosom of its nurging lake,
And held within their urn one mind, one heart, Which feeds it as a mother who doth make
S ﬁ]fnir but froward infant her own care,
LXVIL ssing its cries away as these awake :—
But these are deeds which should not pass away, . Is it nft better thus gur lives mawi:r.
Al:]d names that must ‘nlol W}ﬂlt'l:l‘tg;;“gh the eart Than join the erushing erowd, doom'd to infiiat or bear §
Yorgets her empires with a just decay, toth LXXII,
I'I"{lrc:g'\;:sla"eﬁ J“d Lh".c“Slf‘Fc"i' tr;“:,f_f{:m e W I live not in myself, but I become
The high, the ‘“"““m“"]”i‘?:: gfitw o Portion of that around me ; and to me
Should be, and shall, if“"l ST High mountains are a feeling, but the hum
And from ite immortality “"‘ Alptie oW : Of human eities torture : 1 can see
In the sun’s face, like ".un({iﬂ-u‘r,ﬁims‘belﬁ“'- Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be
Tmperighably pure, beyond al ¥ A link reluctant in a fleshly chain,
LXVIIG (‘-l.'us'd' fimong creatures, whon the soul can flee,
B LR And with the sky, the peak, the héaving plain
Liaks Leman }Wﬂﬂﬁ ::N ‘:;Lrh fﬁdc:f\;mintaina’ﬁew Of ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in vain,
The mirror where the stars a XX
g oir aspeet in each trace LXXIII,
3 llc i-mlnfss_:}hf t.}i‘gfgsﬂmesr far height and hue: And thus T am absorb'd, and this s life:
1ts clear d ek of man here, to look through I look upon the peopled desert past,
There lﬂrtlofniml the mieht which T behold ; As ona place of agony and strife,
With a fit o shall Loneliness rerew Where, for some sin, to Sorrow I was cast,
i Foun.l;‘-l? but not less cherish’d than of old, To act and suffer, but remount at last
Tho“g!’l"l.]:“'wim the herd had penn’d me in their fold. With & fresh pinion ; which I fesl to spring,
Ere mingling Though young; yet waxing vigorous, as the blast
LXIX, | Which it would cope with, on delighted wing,
o fly from, need not be to hate, mnnlililﬂd: ‘ Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being eling,
0 ] B H > y
ot fit with them to stir and toil, LXXIV,
ﬁ'lc:lraizeit] :ltin:'iontcnt to keep the mind And when, at length, the mind shall be all free
in its fountain, lest it overboil 4 From what it hates in this degraded form,
?nci{:e“;mn:mi:ng. where we become tha spoil Reft of its carnal life, save what shall be
Of our infeetion, till too late and long a Existent happier in the fly and worm,—
deplore and struggle with the eoil, When elements to elements conform,
‘I'ﬁcwt;gychcldpintcrchan:e of wrong for wrong o strong And dust is as it should be, shall I not
*Midst a contentious world, striving where none ar i Feel all T gee, less dazzling, but more warm 7
The bodiless thought ? the Spirit of each pot ¢
LXX. Of which, even now, T share at times the immortal lot ¢

There, in & moment, we may ph;nﬁ: our years e
In fatal peuitcric-et‘ and ;?Dﬁl:‘Lﬁlrfd o Are not the mountains, waves, and skies, & part
v , turn & ya e £ g
Of our own f;u 5 to come with hues of Night; Of me nl.nd ui" m);scﬁul, as ] 01: Lhcml. )
And eolour _"‘lgo ¢s a hopeless fight Ig not the love of ¢ ese deep in my heart
The race of life lkct;:?lfm_kmss: it S With a pure passion ¢ ghould I not contemn
To those t}mﬂt WE‘\_ but where their ports invite, All objects, if compared with these # and stem
The boldest fooe érers o'er Eternity A tide of suffering, rather than forego
But there are wanderers :.)lun ‘and anchor'd ne'er shall be. Such feelings for the hard and worldly phlegm
e TR this dis Of those whose eyes are only turn'd below,
h at this 3 - >
* Thisls written in the e;e‘:»r nlumi:\i::e  June x.{lﬁlﬂ:g:fmgm distineire Gazing upon the ground, with thoughts which dare not glow i
:!.‘:':J:\ﬂrxwxllgu?: 15!;?;1:1;’4;(‘“%‘ Argentiere In the calm of the lake, which T wi

e *The colourof the Rhone at eneva s blue, to a aapih of ting which I have neve;
boat; the distance of these mountains from their mirror ia sixty soen equalled In wator, salt or fresh, except in the Mediterranean and Archipelage,
cromsing in my boat;
miles.—B.
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LXXVI.

But this is not my theme ; and 1 return

To that which is immediate, and require

Those who find contemplation in the urn,

To look on One, whose dust was once all fire,

A native of the land where I respire

The clear air for a while—a passing guest,

Where he became & being,—whose desire

Was to be glorious ; twas & foolish quest,

The which to gain and keep, he sacrificed all rest.

LXXVII.

Here the self-torturing sophist, wild Rousseau
The apostle of afliction, he who threw
Enchantment over passion, and from woe
Wrung overwhelming eloquence, first drew
Tho breath which made him wretehed ; yet he knew
How to make madness beautiful, and cast
O'er erring deeds and thoughts & heavenly hue
Of words, like sunbeams, dazzling as they past
The eyes, which o'er them shed tears feelingly and fast,
LXXVIIL
His love was passion’s essence—as a tree
On fire by lightning ; with ethereal flame
Kindled he was, and blasted ; for to be
Thus, and enamour’d, ware in him the same.
Tut his was not the love of living dame,
Nor of the dead who rise upon our dreams,
But of ideal beauty, which became
In him existence, and o’erflowing teems
Along his burning page, distemper’d though it seeme.
LXXIX.

This breathed itself to life in Julie, this

Invested her with all that’s wild and sweet ;
This hallow'd, too, the memorable kiss*

Which every morn his fever'd lip would greet,

From hers, who but with friendship his would meet ;
But to that gentle touch, through brain and breast
Flash'd the thrill'd spirit’s love-devouring heat;

Tn that absorbing sigh perchance more blest

Than vulgar minds may be with all they seek possest,

LXXX,

ITis life was one long war with gelf-sought foes

Or frignds by him seli-banish'd ; for his mind

Had grown Suspicion’ sanctuary, and chose

Tor its own cruel sacrifice the kind,

*Gainst whom he raged with fary strange aud blind.

CANTO IT1.] CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE

But he was phrensied

A —wherefore, who

%mm]a cause might be which gkill s;uulcl nlgfgrjlxil;(:lw'g
ut he was phrensied by disease or woe .

T st pi i
o that worst piteh of all, which wears & reasoning ghow.

i LXXXI,
Agrﬁ_oleu [;f was inspired, and from him came
= 5 m the P_vtlp:m's mystic cave of yore :
X ose oracles which set the world in fiame,
D:}; ﬁ;asnixtl :po‘b?m ll_‘i]E kingdoms were no more :
s for France ¥ which lay befo ‘

! 3 | lay befor

}.*;:W{A to the inborn tyranny of veurs-; posy
roken and trembling to the yoke she b

%Lll by the voice of hi"m and his e nl oy

b 3 eompeers

used up to too much wrath, which follows o'ergrown fears |

0 LXXXII.
’l‘h(:} made _Lllcmsel\'_es_ a fearful monument !
Ur;‘:;lrc(;:l} of old opinions—things which gr.ew
o w}(: Lum_ the birth of time : the veil lhey’ rent
- gmgtwifﬁlﬁffﬁ la.y.lall carth shall view, .
g Il they also overthrew
%ea\mg but ruins, wherewith to rchuild
Dl[:to]n the san:::le lﬁaundm-inn, and renew
geons and thrones, which the s
- 4 3 ch the same hour refill’
As heretofore, because ambition was self—\\'ili‘cie.ﬁu %

. LXXXIII,
f[i:l Ll}lsdwdl not endure, nor bo endured!
'l'he;r :;Jigit::u}*;fult lhsir strength, and made it felt.
: ve used it better, but, all
gy their new vigour, steroly have they ﬁ:gl‘ir.
wq t]ma another; pity ceased to melt :
“’it i her once {mt}tral charities, But they
’l‘hg* lwnL(:'Eprutsmunls darkness caved had dwelt,
! ere not eagles, nourish’d wi A
: » nourish’d with the day ;
What marvel then, at times, if they miatookytixeir proy ¥

LXXXIV
; .
T\]’lhenltlgiereta v;',;)unds ever closed without a sear ¢
oy li leed, longest, and but heals to wear
o ehulicr ut;i\l;ﬁ]gures it; and they who war
W yo hopes, and ha V. ish’
i::l_ie_lzlc%, bu_c not subinission : :;chl:l‘sel:i; o b
\':‘gich ;;;ssﬂm holds his breath, until the hour
noo) i? atone for years; none need despair:
iy e cometh, and will come,—the po-\mr .
punish or forgive—in one we shall be slower

» This rafers to the account In his " Confesalons” of his pasalon for the Com-
tesse d"Hondatot, and his long walk every morning, for the atke of the single kiss LXXXV
jutation of French acquaintance Tiosseau's description (_‘.lem-’ le‘-id Leman ! thy conit A
+ thy contrasted lake,
¥

asion way be condidered as the most passionate, yot not With th >
\mpare. § i expression of love that ever kindled into words; whic! 1 _1 the wild world I dwelt in, i i
afibe uil, must be felt, from thelr very force, to be Inadeguate to the delineation Which warns me, with its still + 12 & thing
e illness, to forsak,
LK@
waters for a purer spring.

calnting can give no sufficient tdea of the ocean.—R. G R
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This quiet sail is a8 a nm.frelc?s wu;g[ o

To waft me from distraction ; one b

Torn ocean’s roar, but thy fmft mur aeing

Sounds sweet as if a Sister’s voioce r'(fp 2 vo'been Ly
That I with stern delights should e'er ha

LXXXVIL

i tween
i h of night, and all be o0 -
I’I‘tl'::f Eg:rlgﬁ and th'.‘ :&ouu!a:qs,_du:k, yet clear,
Mél]m;‘d and minglin;f. yet d]stt;lztglitie:;;)ear
\ i ose eapt he
Save darken’d Jura, whose p :
Precipitously steep ; and drawing ?L,M' reh
There breathes a li.\‘inghfrztgll':ﬁ\cidt:o:ﬁ‘l thc.e-;r f
i hood 3 b
Of flowers yet fresh with child S 2
ight drip of the suspended oar, i
(I));Dctfi::;: t.i]:lli gra.ss[l)mppcr one good night carel more;
LXXXVIL
He is an evening reveller, '.vhr:l :_n:;}ﬁ:s.
is li infaney, and sings his fill ; '
E:bik{:rtgl.ls,‘semg bird from out t:he‘l:‘oglniwu
Starts into voice & mmne?‘t. th:t:;sﬂ:{te: h.m
ere seems & floating whisper « ; .
%E:;'fh;:t is fancy, for the atnrh'gh.t._ldl,ws
All silently their tears of lg\le m]su(._ foa
i’\’aeping themselves away, txll_t L8y mf T
Deep into Nature’s breast the spinit o

LXXXVITL :
i stry of heaven!
g! which are the poe

};‘eist;];ur bright leaves we would re:}t% ;he fate
Of men and empires,—tis to be fu{gnc P
That in our aspirations tn. be grea "L %
Our destinies o'erleap their mortg.l sta n’re
And claim a kindred with you; m;‘_ve
A beauty and a mystery, and ereate o
In us such love and reverence from afar,

g o Btar
That fortune, fame, power, life, have named themselves a

LXXXIX.

All heaven and earth are sti]}lrthroulgh n;t‘.,?l.? .almp,

3 eeling most;
breathless, as we grow when feelin il
ljl:lti s';]ent., as ,we stand in l?litl)ugl:r‘xtsnl]nlph(im{,gh Yela
en and earth are still: From ¢

J(‘):"lsttl:?; to the lull'd lake and mountain-coast,

All is eoncenter'd in & li.fe_: intense, o

Where not a beam, nor air, réur leaf ig lost,

t hath a part of being, and & sense
g? that whiih ig of all Creator and defence.

(5
i ing infinite, so felt
Then stirs the feeling in ik
itude, where we are jeast alone; ‘
.Ix\l‘t.s:t}:.hl-: which throngh our being then doth melt,
And purifies from self : it is a tone,
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The soul and source of musie, which makes
ternal harmony, and sheds a charm,

Like to the fabled Cytherea's zone,

Binding all things with beauky ;—'twould disarm

The spectre Death, had he substantial power to harn

known

Xcr,
Not vainly did the early Persian make
His altar the high places and the peak
Of earth-o'ergazing mountains, and thus take
A it and unwall'd temple, there to seek
The Spirit, in whose honour shrines are wealk,
Uprear'd of human hands, Come, and compare
Columns and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek,
With Nature's realms of worship, earth and air,
Nor fix on fond abodes o circumseribe thy pray’r!

XCI1,

The sky is changed !—and such a change! Ok night
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrons strong,
Yot lovely in your strength, as is the light
Of a dark eye in woman! Far along,
From peak to peak, the rattling erags among
Leaps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud,

ut every mountain now hath found a tongue,
Aud Jura answers through her misty shroud,
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud !

XCIIL.
And this is in the night :—Most
Thou wert not sent for slumber ! et me be
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,—

A portion of the tempest and of thee ! #
How the lit lakes shines, a phosphorie sea,
And the big rain comes dancing to the earth !

And now again *tis black,—and now, the glee
Of the loud hills

As if they did r

glorious night !

shakes with its mountain-mirth,
ejoice o’er a young earthquake’s birth,

XCIV.
Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between
Heights which appear as lovers w ho have parted
In hate, whose mining depths so intervene,
That they can meet 1o more, though broken-hearted .
Though in their souls, which thus each other thwarted,
Love was the very root of the fond rage
Which blighted their life’s bloom, and then departed :—
Ttself expired, but leaving them an age
Of years all winters,—war within themselves to wage

* The thunder-storm to which those lines refer occurred on the 13th of Juns 14l

i midnight I have seen among the Acroceraunian mountaing of Chimer] seve-
ral more terrible, but nove more beautiful.—B5,




BYRCN'S POEMS.

XCv.

Now, where the quick Rhone thus hath eleft his way,
The mightiest of the storms hath ta'en his stand
For here, not one, but many, make their play,

And fling their thunder-bolts from hand to hand,
Flashing and cast around ; of all the band,

The brightest through these parted hills hath fork'd
His lightnings,—as if he did undérstand,

That in such gaps as desolation work'd,

There the hot shaft should blast whatever therein lurk’d

XCVIL

Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake, lightnings ! ye!
With night, and clonds, and thunder, and a soul

To make these felt and feeling, well may be

Things that have made me watchful ; the far roll
Of your departing voices, is the knoll

Of what in me is sleepless,—If [ rest.

But where of ye, oh tempests ! is the goal ?

Are yo like thoso within the human breast ?

Or do ye find, at length, like eagles, some high nest¥

XCVIL
Could I embody and unbosom now
That whieh is most within me,—eould I wreak
My thoughts upon expression, and thus throw
Soul, heart, mind, passions, feelings, strong or weak,
All that T would hiave sought, and all I geek,
Bear, know, feel, and yet breathe—into one word,
And that one word were Lightning, I would speak ;
But as it is, I live and die unheard,
With a most voiceless thought, sheathing it as a sword.
XCVIIL
The morn is up again, the dewy morn,
With breath all incense, and with cheek all bloom,
Liaughing the clouds away with playful scorn,
And living as if earth contain'd no tomb,—
And glowing into day: we may resume
The march of our existence : and thus I,
Still on thy shores, fair Leman ! may find room
And foed for meditation, nor pass by
Much, that may give us pause, if ponder’d fttingly.

XCIX,
Clarens! sweet Clarens, birthplace of deep Love !
Thine air is the young breath of passionate thought ;
Thy trees take root in Love ; the snows above
The very Glaciers have his colours onught,
And sunset into rose-hues sees them wrought
By rays which sleep there lovingly : the rocks,
The permanent crags, tell here of Love, who sougnt
Tn them a refuge from the worldly shocks,
Which stir and sting the soul with hope that woos, then mocls
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C.

Elarer_aa! by heavenly feet thy paths are trod,—

ndying Love's, who here ascends a throne
To which ll'fe steps are mountains ; where the god
{Ts a pervading life and light,—so shown .
Not on those summits solely, nor alone
Inl the still cave and forest; o’er the flower
Hl_s eye is sparkling, and his breath hath blown
glﬂ soft and summer broath, whose tender power

asses the strength of storms in their most Eie-‘-ola.tﬂ hour

CL

All things are here of him ; i
Which are his shade on !niéhf.r;i?fit{)snb;.ilgg :::nes
g’fhti(ﬁm!m’ where he listeneth, to the vines v
v 1 slope hlg green path downward to the shore

'here th.e bow'd waters meet him, and ador i
Kissing his feet with murmurs ; and the wo ?i'
The covert of old trees, with trunks all hofu'U *
But light leaves, young us joy, stands whers it stood

Offering to him, and his, a populous solitude,

cIt,

A populous solitude of bees and birds

art;ld ﬁnry-f_orm'ed and many-colour'd 'thingn

I 0 worship him with notes more sweet than words
And innocently open their glad wings i

Fearless and full of life : the gush of .-"prin

;\ul‘ld _fnl_l of lofty fountains, and the bend o

2 stirring branohes, and the bud which brin

Ml_m swiftest thought of beauty, here extend '
ingling, and made by Love, unto one mig!;ty end

cIIr,

Ho who hath loved not, here t
And make his heart a spirit ; ;?Eu]v;]hl:i.[rr?usr};at i
’l:hat tender mystery, will love the more
inr this is Lm'_e's recess, where vain :nc'n's Woes
Fnd,t‘he world’s waste, have driven him far fl‘()il; the
Ht:r tm (llm nature to advance or die ; P

stands not still, but or decay 4
ln!.o a boqndless blessing, whiggsr,n(:}'%oem
With the immortal lights, in its eternity !

C1v,

"T'was not for fiction chose Rousse i
%’copling it with affections ; but hzufutl}:lrllilgpm’
’l‘tozgi tu{]ienilﬁfn;ugléi%hbpgﬂsion must allog

s ed beings ; * i
Where early Love his Psycge’s :::: ::Eoirn‘}; -
z\nd hallow’d it with loveliness: 'tis lone,
Agg wonderful, and deep, and hath a sou'nd,
H1thf!eusei, and sight of sweetness ; here the Rhone

ath spread himself a couch, the Alps have rear'd a throne
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cv

Lausanne! and Ferney! ye have be:in tk: [:l:?-ies
Of names which unto you hequep.tlu:l i e ,nmds,
Mortals, who sought and found, by dang
A path to perpetuity of fame : A
They were gigantie minds, and their & Dl P
was, e, o taring ol D g5 game
hts which should eall dov B
g}lrﬁgnv:n again assail'd, if Heaven the while ot
On man and man's research could deign no more
CVL
The one was fire and fickleness, :%_cl&ﬂ\],
Most mutable in wishes, but in min slpsld
jA wit as various,—gay, grave; sage, {:11 wild,
Historian, bard, philosopher, comt.ln_n:&l §
He multiplied himsell among mankine 25
The Proteus of their talents : But his o‘ e
PBreathed most in riiiieul_c,—w";uegl_. ? ;;One bl
re it listed, laying sll t ings p v ‘
lg}:: l‘;l:?erthrow a fool, and now to shake & throne
CVIL 3
ow, exhausting thought,
ther, deep and sl'uw, ex ng t
?lr\]rllfltili\":inﬂ wigd.um with each s'tudmua ye}s\i{,
1 meditmnion dwelt, with learning wrought,
;ud ghaped his weapon with an edge sevct:e,
Sapping & solemn ereed with so]emlﬁ gneer ;
gt Eroqy,{— tbtl 4 :]r:;theti{;zc!,\ grow from fear,
‘Which stung his foes to  waloh gre
‘d him to the zealot’s ready »
“:“h’l;;liciug.!:swers to all doubts so eloquently well.

OVIIIL.

Yet, peace be with their nahe_z,—for by them,
» r B i
rited, the penalty is pai .
if ‘iJ;enot ours to judge,—far less t:m_:(]m:nr;!.H e
The hour must come when such t.hmgs;; t}'d
Known unto all,—or hope and (ngl:‘slt ay
o pillow,—in the dust, r
Ef\yh:iclillmf’l:\:; (l)'.‘:]‘u‘()l-;ll tle are sure, much l}e decay'd,
And when it shall revive, as is our tr\;.~5 -
"yill be to be forgiven, or suffer what is just.
(15 & ]
¢ y i A
quit man’s works, again to e :
{3[1-1-: l&i",‘i, spread around we, .nnd rfu:l]&\.ﬂd
‘lll.i;pn«e, which from my reveries Idea. :
Until it seems prolonging \\'ulu_mtit; e
‘I‘fw clouds ahove me to the white : 'pu h;te‘:er
And I must pierce them, and sur;)e;. dw
May be permitted, a8 md\r ;ffg?nlg rﬁel; e st le,
i st great an gion, W .
%:ot t;ear"u? r?o h%r embrace compels the powers of air

 Voltalre and Gibbon.—B

M men's bast frionds not disploasing to them, " ~8
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CX.

Italia! too, Ttalia ! looking on thee,
Faull flashes on the soul the light of ages,
Bince the fierce Oarthagenian almost won thea,
To the last halo of the chiefs and sages,
Who glorify thy conseerated pages;

ou wert the throne and grave of empires ; still
The fount at which the panting mind assuages
Her thirst of knowledge, quaffing there her fill,
Flows from the eternal source of Rome's imperial hill,

OXI.
Thus far have T proceeded in a thame
Renew'd with no kind auspices :—to fael
We are not what we have been, and to deem
We are not what we should be,—and to steel
The heart against itself; and to coneeal,
With & proud caution, love, or hate, or aught—

Passion or feeling, purpose, grief, or zeal,—
Which is the tyrant epirit of our thought,
It o stern task of soul :—No matter,—it is taught,

CXIL
And for thess words, thus woven into song,;
It may be that they are a harmless wils,—
The colouring of the seenes which flaet along,
Which I would seize, in passing, to beguils
My breast, or that of others, for a whils,
Fame is the thirst of youth,~but T am not
So young as to regard men’s frown or smile,
As loss or guerdon of a glorious lot ;
I stood and stand alone,—remember'd or forgot.

OXIIL
I have not loved the world, nor the world me s
1 have not flatier'd its rank breath, nor bow’d
To its idolatries a patient knee—
Nor eoin'd my cheek to smiles,—nor eried aloud
In worship of an echo ; in the erowd
They could not deem me one of such : T stood
Among them, but not of them ; in a shrond
Of thoughts which were not their thoughts, and still could,
Had I not filed* my mind, which thus itself subdued,

CXIV,

I have not loved the world, nor the world me,—
But let us part fair foes; I do believe,

Though I have found them not, that there may be
Words which arehthings —hopes which will
And virtues whio are merciful, nor weave
Sniares for the failing ; I would also deem
O'er others’ griefs that some sineerely grieve if

not deeeive,

= If it be thus,
For Banquo's Issue have I fled my mind"—Macazrn.—B,
* 1t 18 eaid by Rochefoucauli, that * there a niways romething in the misfortune
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