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That two, or one, are almost what they seem.—
That goodness is no namo, and happiness no drofm,
CXV.
My daughter! with thy name this song kegun—
My daughter! with thy name thus much shall end—
1 see thee not,—I hear thee not,—but none
C'an be so wrapt in thee ; thou art the friend
T whom the shadows of far years extend :
Albeit my brow thou never should'st behold,
My voice shall with thy future visions blend,
And reach into thy heart,—when mine is cold,—
‘A token and a tone, even from thy father’s mould.
CXVIL
To aid thy mind's development,—to watch
Thy dawn of little joys,—to sit and see
Almost thy very growth,—to view thee catch
Knowledge of objects,—wonders yet to thee !
o hold thee lightly on & gentle knes,
And print on thy soft cheek a parent’s kiss,—
This, it should seem, was not reserved for me;
Yot this was in my nature i—as it is,
1 know not what is there, yet something like to this.
CXVIL
Yet, though dull Hate as duty should be taught,
I know that thou wilt love me; though my name
Should be shut from thee, as a spell atill fraught
With desolation,—and a broken claim :
Though the grave closed between us,—'twere the same,
I know that thou wilt love me; though to drain
My blood from out thy being were an aim,
And an attainment,—all would be in vain,—
Still thou would'st love me, still that more than life retain,

CXVIIL.

The child of love,—though born in bitterness,

‘And nurtured in convulsion, Of thy sire

TThese were the elements,—and thine no less,

As yet such are around thee,—but thy fire

Shall be more temper’d, and thy hope far higher.
Sweet be thy cradled slumbers ; Q’er the sea,

And from the mountains where I'now respire,

Fain would I waft such blessing upon thee,

As, with a sigh, 1 deem thou might’st have been Lo ma
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CANTO THE FOURTH.
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&o. &e. &o.
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which induces me to reflect with complaceney on a composition
which in some degree conuects me with the gpot where it was pro-
duced, and the objects it would fain describe; and however un:
worthy it may be deemed of those magical and memorable abodes,
however short it may fall of our distaut conceptions and immedi
ate impressiong, yet, as & mark of respect for what i venerable
and of feeling for what is glorious, it has been to me o source O.
pleasure in the production, and I part with it with a kind of re-
gret, which I hardly suspected that events could have left me for
tmaginary objects.

With regard to the conduct of the last canto, there will be found
less of the pilgrim than in any of the preceding, and that little
slightly, if at all, separated from the author speaking in his own
person. The fact is, thet I had become weary of drawing & line
which every one seemed determined pot to perceive: like the
Chiness in Goldsmith'’s * Citizen of the World," whom nobody
would belicve to be a Chinese, it was in vain that T asserted, and
imagined, that [ had drawn & distinetion between the authorand
the pilgrim; and the very anxiety to preserve this difference, and
disappointment at finding it unavailing, so far erushed my efforts in
the composition, that I determined to abandon it altogether—and
have done g, 'The opinions which have been, or may be, formed
on that subject, are now a matter of indifference ; the work is to
depend on itself, and not on the writer; and the author who has
no resourees in his own mind beyond the reputation, transient or
permanent, whieh is to arise from his literary efforts, deseryes tha
fate of authors.

In the course of the following canto, it was my intention to have
wuched upon the present state of Ttalian literature, and pechaps
o€ manners, But the text, within the limits T proposed, 1 soon
found hardly sufficient for the labyrinth of external objeets and
the consequent reflections.

It i# also = delicate, and no very grateful task, to dissert upon
the literature and manners of a nation 5o dissimilar ; and requires
an attention and impartiality which wonld induce us,—though
perhaps no inattentive observers, nor ignorant of the language of
customs of the people amongst whom we have recently abode,—
to distrust, or at least defer our judgment, and more narrowly
examine our information. The state of literary, a8 well as politis
cal party, appears to run, or to have run, so high, that for &
stranger to steer impartially between them is next to impossible,
1t may be enough, then, at jeast for my purpose, to quote from
their own beautiful language—" Mi pare che in un paese tutto

oetico, che vanta la lingua la piil nobile od ingieme 1 pii dolce,
tutte tutte le vie diverse si possono tentare, che sinche 1a patria
di Alfieri o di Monti non ha perdato 1" antico valore, in tutte essa
dovrebbe estere la prima.” Italy has great names still—Canova,
Monti, Ugo Foscolo, Pindemonti, Visconti, Morelli, Cicognara,
Albrizzi, Mezzophanti, Mai, Mustoxidi, Aglietti, and Vacca, will
gecure to the present generation an honotivable place in most of
the departments of Art, Science, and Belles Liettres; and in some
the very highest—Europe—the World—has but one Canova.

It has been somewhere said by Alfieri, that “ La pianta nomo
nasee pidl robusta in Italia che in qualungue altra terra—eé che

gli stessi atroci delitti she vi si commetlono né sono Uns prova.”

CANTO IV,
1] CHILDE E.mow's PILGRIMAGE.
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And such she was;—her daughters had l?_\r.-:r c{uwm

From spoils of nations, and the exha_umle»s Ea..b

Pour'd in her lap all gems in sp_arkhng‘sbuwerr.

In purple was she robed, nrzd of her feast g
Monarehs partook, and deem’d their diguity ine ,

Il

In Venice Tasso’s echoes are no more, .
And silent rows the songlcsa gondolier ;
Her palaces are erumbling to the shore, :
And music meets not always now the ear:
Those days are gone—but Beauty still is here,
States fall, arts fade—but Nature doth not die,
Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear,
‘he plensant place of all festivity, '

The revel of the earth, the masque of Ttaly:

Iv.
Put unto us she hath a epell beyond
Her namo in story, and her long array 2
Of mighty shadows, whose dn‘n f’nrm.- dF.sp(Jn
Above the dogeless city’s vanish d sway;
(Ours is a trophy which will not decay
With the Rialto; Shylock and the Moor, .
And Pierre, can not be swept or worn away—
The keystones of the arch ! though a.ll were o'er,
For us repeopled were the golitary shore.
Y.
The beings of the mind are not of clay;
lesentially immortal, :]hn_:_vhirnat:v
Itiply in us a brighter ray
i::.ll ::::rc [hu!‘.ovcd existence : that which Fate
Prohibits to dull life, in this our state
Of mortal bondage, by these spirits supplied
First exiles, then replaces what we hate 3 e
Watering the heart whose early flowers hav..e_:;l
And with & fresher growth replenishing the void.

VI.
is 3 - youth and age,

Sueh is the refage of our you . !

The first from Hope, the last from Vacaney ;

And this worn feeling peoples many a page,

And, may be, that which grows beneath ming eye

Yet there are things whose strong reality

Outshines our fairy-land; in shape and hues

Mors beautiful than our fantastic ;sk_v.

And the strange constellations which the Muse
O'er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse:

VIL
8 dream"d of sueh,—but lof them go-
Il‘;&u‘; gme like truth, and disappear’d like dreams
And whatsoe'er they were—are now but s0:
1 could replace them if I would, still teems

OANTO 1IV.) CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

My mind with many a form which aptly seams
Such as I sought for, and at moments found ;
Let these too go—for waking Reason deowns
Such overweening phantasies unsound,

And other voices speak, and other sights surround

Vi,

I've taught me other tonguos—and in strange eyes
Have made me not a stranger; to the mind
Which is itself, no changes bring surprize ;
Nor is it harsh to make, nor hard to find
A country with—ay, or without mankind;
Yet was [ born where men are proud to be,
Not without cause ; and should [ leave behind
The inviolate island of the sage and free,

And seek me out a home by a remoter sea,

1X.

Perhaps I loved it well : and should I lay
My ashes in a soil which is not mine,
My spirit shall resume it—if wo may
Unbodied choose a sanctuary, I twine
My hopes of being remember’d in my line
With my land'’s language : if too fond and far
These aspirations in their seope incline,—
If my fame should be, as my fortunes are,

Of hasty growth and blight, and dull Oblivion ba

¥
My name from oul the temple where the dead
Are honour'd by the nations—let it be—
And light the laurels on a loftier head !
And be the Spartan’s epitaph on me—
* Sparta hath many a worthier son than he.”
Meantime I seek no sympathies, nor need ;
The thorns which I have reap’d are of the tree
I planted,—they have torn me,—and I bleed :

I should have known what fruit would spring from such a
seed,

X1,

The spouseless Adriatic mourns her lord ;

And, annual marriage now no more renew’d,

The Bucentaur lies rotting unrestored

Negleoted garment of her widowhood |

St Mark yet zees his lion where he stood

Stand, but in mockery of his wither'd power,

Over the proud Place where an Emperor sued,

And morarchs gazed and envied in the hour
When Venice was a queen with an unequall’d dower.

XIT,
The Suabian sued, and now the Austrian reigns—
An Emperor tramples where an Emperor knelt
Kingdoms are shrunk to provinces, and chains
Clank over sceptred citics ; nations melt
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From powet’s high pinnacle, when they have felt
The sunshine for a while, and downward go

Like lnuwine loosen’d from the mountain’s belt ;
Oh for one hour of blind old Dandolo!

Th’ cetogenarian chief, Byzantium's congquering foe.

XL

Before St Mark still glow his steeds of brass,

Their gilded collars glittering in the sun ;

But is not Doria’s menace come to pass?

Are they not bridled —Venice, lost and won,

Her thirteen hundred years of freedom dons,

Sinks, like a seawoed, into whence she rosel

Better be whelm'd beneath the waves, and shun,

Even in destruction’s depth, her foreign foes,

From whom submission wrings an infamous repose.
XIV.

In youth she was all glory,—a new Tyre,—

Her very byword sprung from victory,

Mhe * Planter of the Lion,"® which through fire
‘And blood she bore o'er subject earth and sea;
Though making many slaves, herself still free,
And Europe's bulwark ’gainst the Ottomite ;
Witness Troy’s rival, Candia ! Vouch it, ye
Immortal waves that saw Lepanto's fight !

For ye ars names no time nor tyranny can blight.
XV.

Statues of glass—all shiver'd—the long file
OF her dead Doges are declined to dust;
But where they dwelt, the vast and sumptuous pile
Bespeaks the pageant of their splendid trust;
Their sceptre broken, and their sword in rust,
Have yielded to the stranger : empty halls,
Mhin streets, and foreign aspects, such as must
Moo oft remind her who and what enthrals,

Have flung & desolate cloud o’er Venice’ lovely walls.

XVL
When Athens’ armies fell at Syracuse,
And fotter'd thousands bore the yoke of war,
Redemption rose up in the Attio Muse,}
Her voice their only ransom from afar:
See! as they chant the tragic hymn, the car
Of the o'ermaster'd victor stops, the reins
Fall from his hands—his idle scimitar
Starts from its belt—he rends his captive’s chains,
And bids him thank the bard for freedom and his straina.

XVIL
Thus, Venice, if no stronger elaim were thine,—
Were all thy proud historic deeds forgot,—

* Plant the Lion—thnt is, the Lionof 5t Mark, the standard of the ropublle, which

i the origin of the word Pantaloon—Planta-laong, Pantalecn, Pantaloon
4 The story ls told In Plutarch's Life of Nicins,

casrr:a wv.] CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

Thy choral memory of the Bard di i
! ! ivine,
Thy luve_z of Tagso, should have cut the knot
l“ hich ties theo to thy tyrants; and thy lot
Aslil_mmze{ul ;o the nations,—most of all
ion ! to thee ; the Ocean queen shou
Uf.-\})m]dnn Oeean’s children ; ﬁn t;e ;aﬁuld K
Venice think of thine, despite thy watery wall,

. XVIIIL,

uavad‘hor from my boyhood—she to me

a8 a8 a fairy city of the heart,
Rls_mg like water-columns from the sea,
gf_po_v the sojourn, and of wealth the mart:
H‘nd Qtwu_v'. Rutc!iff, Sehiller, Slmkspenre's, arl,®

ad stamp'd her image in we, and even so,
Although I found her thus, we did not part'
Perchance even dearer in her day of woe :

Than when she was a beast, a marvel, and 'a show,

XIX,

.} ﬁﬂ.u repeople with the past—and of

@ present there is still for eye and thought
And meditation chasten’d down, enough ; o
4;1;1]3 n:‘m;e, it may be, than I hoped or SUI:Ight;
o 1:_: the happiest moments which were wrought
L .n uuhthe we '1f my existence, some
'1';1(;1; tareee,séi-l: }e:l'.ixcel ,P’}W their eolours caught :

] eellngs 11me o4 y
Nor Torture shake, or n:finc wuul?lmzljul\l?tbf i[:alil&nf;ld dumb,

But from their nature will the t 4
LOftlL‘St.C'n loftiest and least she?‘[[;?:ﬂl T%J:])i‘:
Sfc_)otqd in barrenness, where nought below 3
o i:il(i supports them “gainst the Alpine shooks
ok )".li’.!j; storms ; yet springs the trunk, and mocks
AI'; Wm.\ lllug tempest, Lill its height and frame
e ::m. y of the mountains from whose blocks
Mo eak gray granite into lifo it came
grew a gant tree j—the mind may érow the same

XXx1.

Existence may be borne, and the de

Of life and sufferance make its gnlnLéZ;Jrrgoeg

In bare and desolated bosoms: mute

The camel labn.urs with the heaviest load

And the wolf dies in silence,—not bestuw"d

rI‘n vain should such example be; if the

.l‘inngs of ignoble or of savage mood ”

Endure and ghrink not, we of nobler!c]ny
May temper it to bear,—it is but for g day.

* Vonice Preserved: Myal
Merchant of Venlce; (‘lhl{ﬁue.ﬂm of Tdolpho ; tho Ghost-seer, or Armeman the
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XXII.
All suffering doth destroy, or is dgslroye;d,
3 3 : in each even
Even by the sufferer; and in each ¢
Ends :‘{Some, with hope replenish’d land_ rebuoyed
Return to whence they came—with hke'mw“ﬂl,be .
And weave their web again; some, bow d and bent,
Wax gray and ghastly, withering ere their time,
And perish with the reed on which they leant;
Some seek devotion, toil, war, good or crime,

According as their souls were form’d to sink or climb ¢

XXIII.

But ever and anon of griefs subdued .
here comes & token like a scorpion s latmg,dl
Searce seen, but with fresh bitterness xm_bue i
i ithe y & oy which bring
Aund slight withal may be the things e 2
Pack on the heart the weight which it would fling
Aside for ever: it may be a sound—
A tone of musie,—summer's eve—or Spring, q
A flower—the wind—the ucean-—_—w\nch shall :]nug s
Striking the eleotric chain w herewith we are darkly bow

XXIV.

v K t, nor can trace
And how and why we know not, !
Home to its cloud this lightning of the mind,
But feel the shoek renew'd, nor can efface
The blight and blackening whick it Igm"es behind,
Which out of things familiar, undesign'd,
When least we deem of such, calls n%_tolvuaw
The spectres whom no exorcism can Ding,
The c‘]Jl\l'—Lhﬂ changed—perchance the du:ude—nnew.{ :

The mourn'd, the loved, the lost—too many I—yet how few

XXV,

But my soul wanders; 1 demand it back
To meditate amongst decay, and stand
A ruin amidst ruins; thers to track’ l
Fall’n states and buried greatness, 0er & land
Which was the mightiest in its old command,
And is the loveliest, and must ever be
The master-mould of Nature's heavenly hand,
Whorein were cast the heroio and the free,

The beautiful, the brave—the lords of earth and ses,

XXV .
The commonwealth of kings, the men of Rome .
And even since, and now, fair Italy!
Thou art the garden of the world, the home
Of all Art yields, and Nature can decroe ;
Even in thy desert, what is like to thee !
Thy very weeds are heautiful, thy waste
More rich than other elimes’ fertility; x
Thy wreck 4 glory, and thy ruin grace
\\'ithyun immaculate charm which can not be defaced.

CANTO 1V.] CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE,

XXVIIL
The Moon is up, and yet it iz not night—
Sunset divider the sky with her—a sea
Of glory streams along the Alpine height
Of blue Friuli's mountains ; Heaven is free
From clouds, but of all colours seems to e
Melted to one vast Iris of the West,
Where the Day joins the past Eternity ;
While, on the other hand, meek Dian's crest
Floats through the azure air—an island of the blest!

XXVIIL

A single star is at her side, and reigns

\} ith her o’er half the lovely heaven ; but still

Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains

Roll'd o%er the peak of the far Rhmtian hill,

As Day and Night contending were, until

Nature reclaim’d her order :—gently flows

The deep-dyed Brenta, where their hues instil
‘The odorous parple of & new-born rose,

Which streams upon her stream, and glass’"d within it glows,

XXIX,
Fill'd with the face of heaven, which, from afar
Comes down upon the waters; all its hues, i
From the rich sunset to the rising star,
Their magical variety diffase s
And now they change ; a paler shadow strews
Its mantle o'er the mountains; parting day
Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang imbuss
With & new colour as it gasps away,
The last still loveliest, till—'tis gone—and all is gray.

XXX,

There is a tomb in Arqua;—rear'd in air,

Pillar'd in their sarcophagus, repose

The bones of Laura’s lover : here repair

Many familiar with his well-sung woes,

The pilgrims of his genius. He arose

To raise a langnage, and his land reclaim

1-':nm the dull yoke of her barbarie foes :

Watering the tree which bears his lady’s name
With his melodious tears, he gave himself to fame,

XXXI,
They keep his dust in Arqua, where he died ;
The mountain-village where his latter days
Went down the vale of years ; and ’tis their pride-
An honest pride—and let it be their praise,
To offer to the passing stranger's gaze
His mansion and his sepulehre; both plain
And venerably simple, such as raise
A fecling more accordant with his strain
Than if & pyramid form’d his menumental fane.
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XXXIL

uiet hamlet where he dwelt
i“;n;]n:h‘ffﬁf:tqcnmp]exion \\jhich sect;ni mado
For those who their mortality have ‘c:‘], Ao
And sought  refge 00 T hade
eep umbrage o 3 g :
{{lh{::l!l gho?vs a distant pfosppel] fa:'-dawuy
Of busy cities, now in vain disp! ai tl':e -
For they can lure no further; an ey y
Of o bright sun can make sufficient holiday,

XXXIIL 2
i res, and flowers,
reloping the mountains, leav es, A
Eehcgﬁliniﬁg in the brawling brook, nh.er&hbg;s
bl:;nr as its eurrent, glide the sauntering hou :
With & oalm languor, which, though to the ey
Tdlesse it seem, hath its 1t1mlr_;ﬂ;ty.
" i iv
£ from society we learn to 4 phas
JTis golitude should teach us how t0 ‘g‘;w 3
It hath no flatterers; vanity can giv s
No hollow aid; alone—man with his God m
»

=< 1) R
g;;iit?;?{:l?ﬁ; llyte'lttgs E&ltg:é'l;‘tl:-‘? :;ﬁlp;l;k their prey
I o a4
?\fnlcil?gﬁgdtts dwell in dagku;is‘ ‘Ilu;g ;,h?]‘:::ﬁ'
T\{él‘::gllxng :E:)?tlm;ﬂ:l‘] zsf-l;?g; :hn LL p.ﬁsaa.:at :.; 1];J A

g e e o et  mukier gloom.

XXXV,
Ferrara ! in thy wide and grass-grown streets,
Whose symmetry was not for sohludeﬁ Ak
There seems as ‘twere & curse upon b c'l ooa
Of former sovereigns, and the anuqx:‘e iy -
0Of Este, which for many a{a] age l‘;ﬂ?‘('\; %??yore
trength within thy walls, and wa
IPtit.i\:xf o% tyrant, as the ci;_m;gmg ﬁ:(;oﬁom
ty pewer impell'd, of those wh
Tlgrwlfetn{hllwvh;cll Dante’s brow alone had worn before

XXXVL
i i ir shame.
50 is their glory and their & ne.

fl];;-ith?his strain| and then Sun‘ej'!h\a eell

And see how dearly earn'd Terquato’s fs.unc,

And where Alfonso bade ilz‘ls p(;cr. d\!\l‘ell :

iserable despot eould not que

?!]1: ?:L;:ilted mind he gought tv gucnch, alllld blend

With the surrounding maniacs; in ﬂ'thhel 43

Where he had plunged it. Glory withou e e
Soatter'd the elouds away—and on that nawe attend.
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XXXVIL
The tears and praises of all time ; while thine
Would rot in its oblivion—in the sink
Of worthless dust, which from thy boasted line
Is shaken into nothing ; but the fink
Thou formest in his fortunes bids us think
Of thy poor malice, naming thee with soorn—
Alfonso ! how thy dueal pageants shrink
From thee ! if in another station born,
Searee fit to be the slave of him thou mad'st to mourn:

XXXVIIL

Thow ! form'd to eat, and be despised, and die,
Even as the beasts that perish, save that thou
Hadst a more splendid trough and wider sty
Ha/ with a glory round his furrow'd brow,
Which emanated then, and dazzles now
In face of all his foes, the Cruscan quire;

And Boileau, whose rash envy could allow

No strain which shamed his country’s ereaking lyre,
That whetstone of the teeth—monotony in wire;

XXXIX.

Peace to Torquato’s injured shade ! "twas his

In life and death to be the mark where Wrong

Aim’d with her poison’d arrows; but to miss,

Oh, victor unsurpass'd in modern song!

Each year brings forth its millions: but how long

The tide of generations shall roll on,

And not the whole combined and countless throng

Compose a mind like thine? though all in one
Condensed their soatterd rays, they would not form & sun

XTI,

Great as thou art, yet parallelad by thaose,
Thy eountrymen, before thee born to shine,
The Bards of Hell and Chivalry: first roso
The Tusean father’s comedy divine;
Then, not unequal to the Florentine,

The southern Seott, the minstrel who call'd forth

A new creation with his magio line,

And, like the Ariosto of the North,

Sang ladye-love and war, romance and knightly worth,

XLI,

The lightning rent from Ariosto’s bust

The iron erown of laurel’s mimick’d leaves;

Yor was the ominous element unjust,

For the true laurel-wreath which Glory weaves

Is of the tree 1o bolt of thunder cleaves,

And the false semblance but disgraced his brow;

Yot still, if fondly Superstition grieves,

Kuow, that the lightning sanctifies below
Whate'er it strikes i—yon head is doubly sacred now
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XLIL
Italia! oh Italia! thou who hast
The fatal gift of beauty, which became
A funeral dower of present woes and past,
On thy sweet brow is sorrow plough’d by shawe,
And annals graved in characters of flame,
Oh God! that thou wert in thy nakedness
Less lovely or more powerful, and could'st clai
'hy right, and awe the robbers back, who press
To shed thy blood, and drink the tears of thy distress

XLIHL

Then might'st thou more appal; or, less desired,
Be homely and be peaceful, undeplored
For thy destruetive charms; then, still untired,
Would not be seen the armed torrents pour’d
Down the deep Alps; nor would the hostile horde
Of many-nation'd spoilers from the Po
Quaff blood and water; nor the stranger’s sword
Ba thy sad weapon of defence, and 80,

Viotor or vanquish’d, thou the slave of friend or foe.

XLIV.
Wandering in youth, T traced the path of him,
The Roman friend of Rome's least-mortal mind,
The friend of Tully : as my bark did skim
The bright blue waters with & fanning wind,
(‘ame Megara before me, and behind
Mgins lay, Pireeus on the right,
‘And Corinth on the left; I lay reelined
Along the prow, and saw all these unite
[n ruin, even as he had seen the desolate sight;

XLY:
For Time hath not rebuilt them, but uprear'd
Barbarie dwellings on their shatter'd site,
Which only make more mourn'd and more endear’d
The few last rays of their far-soatter’d light,
And the crush’'d relics of their vanish’d might.
The Roman saw these tombs in his own age
These sepulchres of cities, which excite
Sad wonder, and his yet surviving page
Tho moral lesson bears, drawn from such pilgrimage

XLVIL

That page is now before me, and on mine
His country’s ruin added to the mass
Of perish’d states he mourn'd in their decline,
And I in desolation; all that was
Of then destruction is; and now, alas!
Rome—Rome imperial, bows her to the storm,
n the same dust and blackness, and we pass
The skeleton of her Titanie form,
Wrecks of another world, whoso ashes till are warm
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— XLVIL,

'lflt; f::gé: lﬂm:}gdh every other land

S B ring, and shi i

:\ir(;t;hf]x]- of Arts| asg lunr‘go of ?xrtk:]:]’tg?!l?:rlga Frv

b en our ;:ua.rd_um, and is still our guide ;

- t‘n of our Religion! whom the wideia o

Ft?rmnﬂ have knelt to for the keys of heaven !
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i yb redeem theo, and, all baelward dri
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- ) XLVIII.
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] . ite wi
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oy iy lap, his eyes to thea uplurn'
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Shuwercdﬂ & Kisses melting while they burn !

on his eyelids, brow, and mouth, t‘u from an urn |
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LIL

Glowing, and cireamfused in speechless love,

Their full divinity inadequate

That feeling to express, or to improve,

The gods become as mortals, and man's fate

Has moments like their brightest; but the weight

Of earth revoils upon us —Iet it go!

We oan recall such visions, and ereate,

From what has been, or might be, things which grow
Into thy statue’s form, and look like gods below.

LIIL
1 leave to learned fingers, and wise hands,
The artist and his ape, to teach and tell
How well his connoisseurship understands
The graceful bend, and the voluptuons gwell:
Tiet these deseribe the undescribable:
1 would not their vile breath should orisp the stream
Wherein that image shall for ever dywell ;
The unruffied mirror of the loveliest dream
That ever left the sky on the deep soul to beam,

LIV.
Tn Santa Croce's holy precinets lie
Ashes which make it holier, dust which is
Even in itself an immortality,
Though there were nothing save the past, and this,
The particle of those sublimities
Which have relapsed to chaos :—here repose
Angelo's, Alfieri's bones, and his,
The starry Galileo, with his woes;
Hare Machiavelli’s earth, returned to whence it rose.

LY.
These are four minds, which, like the elements,
Might furnish forth ereation —Italy!
Mime, which hath wrong'd thee with ten thousand rents
Of thine imperial garment, shall deny,
And hath denied, to every other sky,
Spirits which soar from ruin :—thy decay
Is still impregnate with divinity,
Which gilds it with revivifying ray;
Buch as the great of yore, Canova is to-day.

LYL
But where repose the all Etrusean three—
Dante, and Petrarch, and, scarce less than they,
The Bard of Prose, creative spirit! he
Of the Hundred Tales of love—where did they lay
Their bones, distinguish'd from our common clay
In death as life? Are they resolved to dust,
And have their country’s marbles nonght to say
Could not her quarries furnish forth one bust ?
Did they not to her breast their filial earth ontrusts
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L¥II,
Ungrateful Florenca! Danta slseps afar
Like Scipio, buried by the upbraiding shoro;
Thy factions, in their worse than civil war )
Prosoribed the bard whose name for evermore
Their children's ehildren would in vain adore
“:u}a the remorse of ages ; and the erown
Which Petrarch's laureate brow supremely wore,
Upon a far and foreign soil had grown, i
His life, his fame, his grave, thongh rifled—not thine own.

LVIIL.

Boceacelo to his parent earth bequeath'd

H)g dust,—and lies it not her Great among

With many a sweet and solemn requiem breathed

O'er him who form'd the Tuscan's siren tongue$

That musie in itzelf, whose sounds are r;ungﬂ

The poetry of speech? No;—even his tomb

prtorn, must bear the hyana bigot's wrong,
Nl\n more n1n1d§t thf; meaner dead find rwui:

or claim & passing sigh, because it told for whom s

LIX.
And Santa Croce wants their mighty dust;
'i‘et fL:r this want more noted, as of :‘,‘ure‘ F
The Ceesar’s pageant, shorn of Brutus' bust
Did but of Rome's best Son remind her mores
]‘Iilppler Ravenna! on thy hoary shore i
l'ortr:css of falling empire! honoured sl]uepa
The immortal exile;—Arqua, too, her store
(\it";_une{u] relies proudly claims and keeps,
ile Florence vainly begs her banish'd dead and weeps.

LX.

What is her pyramid of presious stones ¢

Of porphyry, jasper, agate, and all hues

Of gem and marble, to encrust the bones

Of merchant dukes ? the momentary dews

\?’h:ch‘ sparkling to the twilight stars, infuse

Freshness in the green turf that \\'np‘s the dead

Whose names are mausoleums of the Muse, )
n]Are g‘eutly prest with far more reverent tread

an ever paced the slab whish vaves the prineely head

LXI,
There be more things to greet the he
In Arno’s deme of Art's :gurost prince];r:l;?udeeb i
Where Seulpture with her rainbow sister vies ;
There be more marvels yet—but not for mine ;
For I have been accustomed to encwine {
My though'ta with Nature rather in the fields
%‘hnn Art in galleries: though n work divina
" alls for my spirit's homage, yet it yiclds
3 than it feels heoanse the weapon which it wields 21
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LXII.

Is of another temper; and I roam
By Thrasimene’s lake, in the defiles
Fatal to Roman rashness, more at howe;
For there the Carthaginian's warlike wiles
Come back before me, as his skill beguiles
Tho host between the mountaina and the shore,
Where Courage falls in her despairing files,
And torrents, swoln to rivers with their gore,
Reck through the sultry plain, with legions seattered o’er.

LXIIL
Like to a forest fell'd by mountain winds;
And such the storm of battle on this day,
And such the phrenzy, whose convulsion blinds
To all save earnage, that, beneath the fray,
An earthquake reeled unheededly away !
None felt stern Nature rocking at his feet,
And yawning forth a grave for those who lay
Upon their bucklers for a winding sheet;
Such is the absorbing hate when warring nations mesh|

LXIV.

The Earth to them was as a rolling bark

Which bore them to Eternity ; they saw

The Ocean round, but had no time to mark

The motions of their vessel ; Nature's law,

In thent suspended, reck'd not of the awe

Which reigns when mountains tremble, and the birds
Plunge in the clouds for refuge and withdraw

From their down-toppling nests; and bellowing herds

Btumble o’er heaving plains, and man's dread hath no werds,

LXV.
Far other scene is Thrasimene now j
Her lake a sheet of silver, and her plain
Rent by no ravage save the gentle plough;
Her aged trees rise thick as once the slain
Lay whero their roots are; but & brock hath ta'en—
A tittle rill of soanty stream and bed—
‘A name of blood from that day's sanguine rain}
And Sanguinetto tells ye whege the dead
Mads the earth wet, and turn'd the unwilling waters red.

LXVIL.

Bat thou, Clitumnus ! in thy sweetest wave

OF the most living erystal that was e'er

The haunt of river nympn, to gaze and lave

Her limbs where nothing hid them, thou dost rear

Thy grassy banks whereon the milk-white steer

Grazes ; the purest god of gentle waters!

And most sereno of aspect, and most clear;

Surely that stream was anprofaned by slaughters—
A mirror and a bath for Beauty’s youngest daughters!
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¥ LXVIL

nd on thy happy shore a temple still

Of small and delicate koot

v proportion, keeps,
Upon a mild declivity of ﬁiil. ik
é‘tﬁymemory [:f Lhiee; beneath it sweeps
current’s calmness ; oft from out it |

The finny darter with the glittering scia]:sap,
:\:hg dwells and revels in thy glassy decps"

Do‘ hile, chance, some scatter'd water-lily sai'ls
wh where the shallower wave still tells its bubbling tales,

- LXVIIL

as8 not unblest the Genius of th !

If through the air a zephyr more Eecr;lea;ac: y
Win to t.he brow, ’tis his; and if ye trace
Along his margin a more eloguent green,
Ifop the ]mu.rt the freshness of the sncne'
gpnnkle its coolness, and from the dry dust
wf‘weu{y life & moment lave it clean

ith Nature's baptism,—'tis to him ye must
Pay orisons for this suspension of disgust.

i . LXIX.
the roar of waters I—from th i
Velino cleaves the wa\‘e-m:'nept:;’:ii}iﬂcgq i
%he fall of waters ! rapid as the light ;
TEG flashing mass foams ehaking the ahyss ;
hcl'l of waters! where they howl and i
3nd boil in endless torture ; while the .-weatss’
'Tf their great agony, wrung out from this
hel; Phlegethon, curls round the rocks of jat
That gird the gulf around, in pitiless horror sjet.,

LXX.

And mounts in spray the skies, and then i
{?‘glurps in an unceasing shower, w]niclf :‘:eu;ﬁmn
ith its unemptied cloud of gentle rain :

is[l;}:.}neu»{ualll April to the ground, '
g it all one emerald :—h
The gulf! and how the giant el]:mglr-fwnd
groxi rock to rock leaps with delirious bound
w_un;u}:;.mg the cliffs, which, downward worn and rent
ith his fierce footsteps, yield in chasms a fearful vent

T LXXI,
0 the broad column which rolls on, a
%lure like the fountain of an infnhL,Sc:d iy
Ottirn from the womb of mountains by the throes
& new world, than only thus to be
%ai;le:m of rivers, which flow gushingly
many windings, through the vale :—
kgl_fv;here it comes like an gtcrnit;ah sy
if to eweep down all things in ifs track
Charming the eye with dread,—a matohless 'oatar&w:.
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LXXII,

i eantiful ! but on the verge,
i-!:orurlﬂ:]iflabto side, beneath the glitteriug morn,
An Iris sitg, awidst the infernal surge,

Like Hope upon a death-bed, and_, anworn

1ts steady dyes, while all around is torn

By the distracted waters, bcu'rs serene oyl

Tts brilliant hues with all their beams unshorn :

Resembling, "mid the torture of the scene,
Love watching Madness with unalterable mien.

LXXIIIL.
ore upon the woody Apenuine,

ggg“i:.[}am .-\ﬂps, which—had I not before

Gazed on their mightier parents, where the pine

Bits on more shaggy summits, and where foxu'-d -

The thundering lauwine—might be worshipp'd more;

But I have seen the soaring Jungfrau rear

Her never-trodden snow, and scen the hoar

Glaciers of bleak Mont-Blane both far and near,
And in Chimari heard the thunder-hills of fear,

LXXIV.

Th' Aercceraunian mountaing of old name;

And on Parnassus seen the cagles fiy

Like spirits of the spot, as "twere for fame,

For still they soared unuueral_.»ly,hzgh:

T've look’d on Ida with & Tlszm 8 fye;

Athos, O1 us, Etna, Atlas, made .

These hillﬁg‘em.things of lesser dignity,

All, save the lone Soructe’s height, displayed
Not now in snow, which asks the lyric Roman’s aid

LXXV.

‘or our Remembranee, and from out the plain
fi:aves like a long-swept wave about to break,
And on the cur] hangs pausing: not in vain
May he, who will, his recollections rake
And quote in classio raptures, and nwa!(e
The hills with Latian echoes; I n!:borrd
Too much, to eonquer for the poet’s sake,

The drill’d dull lesson, forced down word by word
In my repugnant youth, with pleasure to record

LXXVI.
ht that reealls the daily drug wh'ic_h turnd
JL‘\I;gsickm:qing memory ; and, though Iun,e hath taught
My mind to meditate what then it learn'd,
Yet such the fix’d inveteracy wrought
By the impatience of my early thought,
That, with the freshness wearing out before
My mind eould relish what it might have sought,
free to choose, I cannot now restore.
ltﬁm':ﬁh; but wl;a.t it then detested, still abhor
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LXXVIL
Then farewell, Horace ; whom I hated 50,
Not for thy faults, but mine; it is a curse
To understand, not feel thy lyrie flow,
To comprehend, but never love thy verse,
Although no deeper Moralist rehearse
Our little life, nor Bard preseribe his art,
Nor hivelier Satirist the conscience pierce,
Awakening witheut wounding the touch d heart,
Yet fare thee well—upon Soracte’s ridge we part,

LXXVIIT.
Oh Rome! my country! citv of the soul !
The orphans of the heart must turn to thec,
Lone mother of dead empires! and eontrol
In their shut breasts their petty misery.
What are our woes and sufferance? Come and see
The eypress, hear the owl, and pled your way
O'er steps of broken thrones and temples, Ye !
Whose agonies are evils of a day—
A world is at our feet as fragile as our olay,

LXXIX,
The Niobe of nations| there she stands,
Childless and crownless, in her voiceless woe;
An empty urn within her wither'd hands,
Whose holy dust was seatter'd long ago ;
The Scipios’ tomb contains no ashes now
The very sepulchres lie tenantless
Of their heroic dwellers : dost thou flow,
Old Tiber! through a marble wilderness?
Rise, with thy yellow waves, and mantle her distress 1

LXXX.
The Goth, the Christian, Time, War, Flood, and Fire,
Have dealt upon the seven-hill'd city’s pride ;
She saw her glories star by star expire,
And up the steep barbarian monarchs ride,
Where the car climb'd the capitol ; far and wide
Temple and tower went down, nor left a site =—
Chaos of ruins! who shall trace the void,
O'er the dim fragments east a lunar light,
And say, “ here was, or is,” where all is doubly night §

LXXXI,

The double night of ages, and of her,

Night's daughter, Ignorance, hath wrapt and wrap

All round us; we but feel our way to err:

The Ocean hath his chart, the stars their map,

And Knowledge spreads them on her ample lap;

But Rome is as the desert, where we steer

Stumbling o’er recollections; now wo clap

Our hands, and cry * Eureka!” it is elear—
When but some false wirage of ruin rises near.
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LXXXII.

lofty city! and alas!|
ﬁ)a: :r:ll;?y hu{)dre{i trinmphs !‘and the day
When Brutus made the dagger’s edgo surpasa[
The eonqueror’s sword in bearing famo away
Alas, for Tully’s voice, and Virgil's lay, o
And Livy’s pictured page!—but these shall be
Her resurrection ; all bes:dg—ﬁic:;zea};éa
Zarth, for never sha!
Tlﬁiaf)}ifgolzt];eas in her eye she bore when Rome was free!

LXXXITL, o
, whose chariot roll’d on Eortune 's wheel,

g?ig;;hant Sylla! Thou, who didst suhd&}e ;
Thy country's foes ere thou would pause to feel
The wrath of thy own wrongs, or reap the dus
Of hoarded vengeance till thine eagles ﬂevtr_
O'er prostrate Asia;—thou, who with thy frown
Annihilated senates—Roman, too,
With all thy vices, for thou didst lay down

With an atoning smile a more than earthly erown—

LXXXIV. .

dictatorinl wreath,—couldst thou divine
%Eiﬂ::trtvmﬂd one da} dwindle that which mado
Thee more than mortal? and that so supine :
By aught then Romans Rome should t‘n’us be laid
She who was named Eternal, and array d ]
Ter warriors but to conquer—she who Yell d :
Earth with her haughty shadow{; alr}g display'd,

il the o'er-canopied horizon fail'd, )

HeUrI;zlhi;gD;;ngs—Bh I she who was Almighty hail'd}

LXXXV.
Sylla was first of victors é but oulrl- olwlvéx
eat of usnrpers, Cromwell ;
%&: ::vipt off senafes while he hew'd the throne
Down to & block—immortal rebel | See
What crimes it costs to be a moment free
And famous through all ages! but beneath
His fate the moral lurks of d;sé.m{}i
His day of double victory and death : '
Bahellld hgm win two realms, and, happier, yield his breath

LXXXVIL

hird of the same moon whose former course
?Jl;.?i.tall but crown’d him, on the gelfsame day
Deposed him gently from his throne of force,
And laid him with the earth's preceding clay.
And show'd not Fortune thus how fame and swag,
And all we deem delightful, and consume
Our souls to compass throngh each arduous way,
Are in her eyes less happy than the tomb? 3

Were they but so in man’s, how different were his doom
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LXXXVII.

And thon, dread statue! yet existent in

The austerest form of naked majesty,

Thou who beheldest, 'mid the assassing’ din,

At thy bath’d base the bloody Ceosar lie,

Folding his robs in dying dignity,

An offering to thine altar from the queen

Of gods and men, great Nemesis! did he die,

And thou, too, perish, Pempey? have ye been
Vietors of eountless kings, or puppets of a seene §

LXXXVIIL

And thou, the thunder-stricken nurse of Romel

Bhe-wolf! whose brazen-imaged dugs impart

The milk of conquest yet within the dome

Where, a8 & monument of antigue art,

Thou standest :—Mother of the mighty heart,

Which the great founder suck’d from thy wild teat,

Scorch’d by the Roman Jove's ethereal dart,

And thy limbs black with lightning—dost thou yet
Guard thine immortal eubs, nor thy fond charge forget{

LXXXIX,
Thou dost;—but all thy foster-babes ars dead—
The men of iron ; and the world hath rear’d
Cities from out their sepulchres : men bled
In imitation of the things they fear'd,
And fought and conquer'd, and the samé course steer’d,
At apish distance ; but as yet none have,
Nor could, the same supremacy have near'd,
Save one vain man, who is not in the grave,
But, vanquish'd by himself, to his own slaves a slava—

X0.
The fool of false dominion—and a kind
Of bastard Caesar, following him of old
With steps unequal ; for the Roman’s mind
Was modell'd in & less terrestrial mould,
With passions fiercer, yet a judgment cold,
And an immortal instinet which redeem’d
The frailties of a heart so soft, yet bold,
Aleides with the distaff now he seem’d
At Cleopatra’s feet,—and now himself he beamed,

XCIL
And came—and saw—and conquer’d! But the man
‘Who would kave tamed his eagles down to floe,
Like a train'd faleon, in the Gallie van,
Which he, in sooth, long led to victory,
With a deaf heart which never seem’d to b
A listener to itself, was strangely framed;
With but one weakest weakness—vanity,
Coguettish in ambition—still he aim’d—
At what? can he avouch—or answer what lip claim’d?
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XCIL.

i it
would be all or nothing—nor could wail
%::lt‘ne sure grave to level him ; few years
Had fix’d him with the Ceesars in his fate, 4
On whom we tread: For this the conqueror re
Phe arch of triumph ! and for this the.teE.ru :
And blood of earth flow on as they have flowed,
An universal deluge, which appears -
Without an ark for wretched man’s abode, ot
And ebbs but to reflow !—Renew thy rainbow, |

XOIIL
What from this barren being do wefreg]p?
Qur senses narrow, and our rea_::on1 rai ok .
Life short, and truth a gem which (;VI(_:: Lseala’ 2
And all things weigh'd in custom s‘.ilx s 3
Opinion an omnipote_neo.——whose vei e,
Mantles the earth with darkness, unti gala
And wrong are accidents, and men grow {) Aot
Liost their own judgments should become h°?1 vegm; o

And their free thoughts be erimes, and earth ha
light,
XCIV.

i ish misery,
And thus they plod in sluggis
M:Ling from sire to son, and age to a,ge&.
Proud of their 1mmplec§l_natura, 3;1(1 so die.
squeathing their hereditary rag
'}E‘;qt‘;x?new%-ace of inborn slaves, who wagﬁe
War for their ¢hains, and r}llher than be free,
Bleed gladiator-like, and ;t:ll e:;]gt;‘g:ea
ithin the same arena where the
'I‘T):iﬂé?lon fall before, lika leaves of the same tree,

Xov.
of men’s creeds—they rest between

iiau?:“él‘;:lu;itis Maker—but of things allowed,

Averr'd, and known,—and daily, huur}ly seon—

The yoke that is upon us doubly bowed,

And the intent of tyranny avowed: -

The ediet of Earth's rulers, who are ghro o

The apes of him who humbled once the p1 l!{rona

And stok them from their slumbers on thmd e
Too glorious, were this all his mighty arm had dove.

Xcvl,
8¢ d be
tyrants but by tyrants conquered be,
gt:l!:l ereedom find no chqmpm]n ancL;m child
duch as Columbia saw arize when 8
g‘[l\:ﬂno forth a Pallas, arm’q n.r’ld'undeﬁ.leflh?i
Or must such minds be nnurz,:'h d in the wild,
Deep in the unpruned forest, 'mulst thellm;r
Of eataracts, where nursing ha&mre smile
On infant Washington? Has Earth no moreh )
Such seeds within ber breast or Europe no such &
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XCVIL.
But France got drunk with blood to vomit erfme,
And fatal bave her Saturnalia been
To Freedom's cause, in every age and elime ;
Because the deadly days which we have seen,
And vile Ambition, that built up between
Man and his hopes an adamantine wall,
And the base pageant last upon the scene,
Are grown the pretext for the eternal thrall

Which nips life’s tree, and dooms man’s worst—his second full

XCVIIL .

Yet, Freedom! yet thy banner, torn, but flying,
Streaws like the thunder-storm againat the wind ;
Thy trumpet voice, though broken now and dying,
The loudest still the tempest leaves behind ;
Thy tree hath lost its blossoms, and the rind,
Chopp’d by the axe, looks rough and little worth,
But the sap lasts,~and still the seed we find
Bown deep, even in the bosom of the North;

Bo ghall & better spring less bitter fruit bring forth.

XCIX,

There is a stern round tower of other days,

Firm as a fortreas, with its fonce of stone,

Buch as an army’s bafled strength delays,

Btanding with half its battlements alone,

And with two thousand years of ivy grown,

The garland of eternity, where wave

The green leaves over all by time o’erthrown :—

What waas this tower of strength ¥ within its cave
What treasure lay so lock'd, g0 hid f—A woman’s £Tave,

C.
But who was she, the lady of the dead,
Tombed in a palace § Was she chaste und fair ¢
Worthy a king's—or more—a Roman’s bed 7
What race of chiefs and heroes did she bear§
What daughter of her beauties was the heir f
How lived—how loved—how died she? Was she not
8o honour'd—and conspicuously there,
Where meaner relics must not dare to rot,
Placed to commemorate a more than mortal lotf

CL

Was she as those who love their lords, or they

Who love the lords of others # such have been,

Even in the olden time Rome's annals 8aY.

Was she a matron of Cornelin’s mien,

Or the light air of Egypt’s graceful queen,

Profuse of joy—or "gainst it did she war,

Inveterate in virtue? Did she lean

To the soft side of the heart, or wizsely bar
Love from amongst her griefs —for such the affections are,
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CIL
Perchance she died in youth: it may be, bowed
With woes far heavier than the ponderous tomb
That weighed upon her gentle dust, a ¢loud
Might gather o’er her beauty, and a gloom
In her dark eye, prophetic of the doom
Heaven gives its favourites—early death ; yet shed
A sunset charm around her, and illume
With heotic light, the Hesperus of the dead,
Of her consuming cheek the autumnal leaf-like red.

5 CIIIL
Perchance she died in age—surviving all,
Charms, kindred, children—with the silver gray
On her long tresses, which might yet recall,
It may be, still a something of the day
When they were braided, and her proud array
And lovely form were envied, praised, and eyed
By Rome—But whither would Conjecture stray !
Thus much alone we know—Metella died,
The wealthiest Roman’s wife ; Behold his love or pride

CIV.
T know not why—but standing thus by thee
It seems as if | had thine inmate known,
Thou tomb | and other days come back on me
With recollected musie, though the tone
Is changed and solemn, like the cloudy groan
Of dying thunder on the distant wind ;
Yet could I seat me by this ivied stone
Till I had bodied forth the heated mind
Forms from the floating wreek which Ruin leaves behind

Cv.
And from the planks, far shatter’d o'er the rocks,
Built me a little bark of hope, onee mors
To battle with the ocean and the shocks
Of the loud breakers, and the ceaseless roar
Which rushes on the solitary shore
Where all lies founder'd that was ever dear:
But could I gather from the wave-worn store
Enough for my rude boat, where should I steer?
There woos no home, nor hope, nor life, save what is here.

CVI.

Then let the winds howl on! their harmony
Shall henceforth be my music, and the night
The sound shall temper with the owlet's ery,
As 1 now hear them, in the fading light
Dim o'er the bird of darkness’ native sight,
Answering each other on the Palatine,
With their large eyes, all glistening grey and bright,
And sailing pinions.—Upon such a shrine
What are our potty griefs % —let me not number mine.
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CVIL

Cypress and ivy, weed and wallflower grow

Hyaued and mass'd together, hillocks Iﬁ:r:pg

On what were chambers, arch erush’d, eolumn Strown

In fragments, choked up vaults, and frescoes steep'd

In sui_)tcrr'unenn damps, where the owl peep’d

Deeming it midnight :—=Temples, baths, or ha'lls?

Pronounce who ean ; for all that learning reap'd

From her research hath been, that these are walls—
Behold the Imperial Mount ! 'tis thus the mighty falls,*

CVIIL
:I'l}ere is the moral of all human tales:
*1?13 but the same rehearsal of the pas,t.
F&rst Freedom, and then Glory—when that fails
‘Wealth, vice, corruption,—barbarism at last i
And History, with all her volumes vast, y
}Ivnth but one page,—'tis better written hera
Where gorgeous Tyranny had thus amass'd
All treasures, all delights, that eye or ear,

Heart, soul could seck, tongue ask— 4 i
iy » longue ask—— Away with words ! draw

CIX.
Admire, exult—des ise—langh, weep,—
There is such mntterz)* for all f'celin;c:L.:EM?: Ihora
Thou pendulum betwixt a smile and toar
Ages and realms are crowded in this spm;
This mountain, whose obliterated plan ’
The‘pyrmuid of empires pinnacled,
Of Glory's gewgaws shining in the van
Till the sun’s rays with added flame were fill'd
Where are its golden roofs ? where those who dared to Laild]

cx.

Tully was not so eloquent as thou,
Thoun nameless column with the buried base!
\:fhst are the laurels of the Cesar’s brow?
(,l:i)Wn me with ivy from his dwelling-place.
\\_ hose arch or pillar meeis me in the face
Titus or Trajan's?  No—tis that of Time s
Triumph, arch, pillar, all he doth displace
Scofling ; and apostolic statues climb

To crush the imperial urn, whose ashes slept sublime,

CXI.
Buried in air, the deep blue sky of R
And looking to the slf':rn $ thc_):vhnd c%?:a;in’d
A spirit which with these would find a home
'.l:he last of those who o'er the whole earth re'ign'd
The Roman globe, for after none sustain’d, :

L
Tho Palatine is ons masa of rulns, particular! on the side towards the Cirons

us The very noll Is formed of crumbled byl Kework,
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But yielded back his conquests :=—he was more

Than a mere Alexander, and, unstain'd

With household blood and wine, serenely wore
His sovercign virtues—still we Trajan’s name adors.

CXII,
Where is the rock of Triumph, the high place
Where Rome embraced her heroes? where the steep
Tarpeian? fittest goal of Treason’s race,
The promontory whence the Traitor’s Leap
Cured all ambition. Did the conquerors heap
Their spoils here? Yes; and in yon field below
A thousand years of silenced factions sleep—
The Forum, where the immortal accents glow,
And still the eloquent air breathes—burns with Cicero

CXIIT.

The field of freedom, faction, fame, and bloed :

Here & proud people’s passions were exhaled,

From the first hour of empire in the bud

To that when further worlds to conquer fail'd ;

But long before had Freedom's face been veil'd,

And Anarchy assumed her attributes;

Till every lawless soldier who assail'd

Trod on the trembling senate’s glavish mutes,
Or raised the venal voice of baser prostitutes,

CXIV.

Then turn we to her latest tribune’s name,

From her ten thousand tyrants turn to thee,

Redeemer of dark centuries of shame—

The friend of Petrarch—hope of Ttaly—

Rienzi! last of Romans! While the tree

Of Freedom’s wither'd trunk puts forth a leaf,

Even for thy tomb a garland let it be—

The forum’s champion, and the people's chief—
Her new-born Numa thou—with reign, alas! too brief

CXV.

Egeria | sweet creation of some heart
Which found no mortal resting-place so fair
As thine ideal breast ; whate'er thou art
Or wert,—a young Aurora of the air,
The nympholepsy of some fond despair;
Or, it might be, & beauty of the earth,
Who found a more than common votary there
Too much adoring ; whatsoe'er thy birth,
Thou wert a beautiful thought, and softly bodied forth.

CXVI.
The mosses of thy fountain still are sprinkled
With thine Elysian water-drops ; the face
Of thy eave-guarded spring, with years unwrinkled,
Refloots the meek-eyed gonius of the place,
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Wh?so green, wild margin now no more erase
Art's works ; nor must the delicate waters slee
Prisoned in marble, bubbling from the base ®
Of the cleft statue, with a gentle leap
The rill runs o'er, and round, forn, flowers, and ivy, ereep,
CXVIL
ian{&;li’call]y r.n]ngled: the green hills
re clothed with early blossoms, ¢ 7!
The quick-eyed Iizurd} rustles, ul:u;htl;;ufglillltshe i
Qf summer-birds sing weloome as ye pass ;
Flowers fresh in hue, and many in Lheir‘ciu.cs
Implore the pausing step, and with their dyes
Dance in the soft breeze in a fairy mass X
’_'I‘l‘le sweetnese of the violet's deep blue eyes
Kiss'd by the breath of heaven, seems colour'd by its skies
: CXVIIL
I!ere_dxdst thou dwell, in this enchanted cover
I‘:ger:‘a! thy all heavenly bosom beating /
For the far footsteps of thy mortal lover;
;I;!:_e purple Midnight veil’d that mystio 1’nectin
A ith her most starry eanopy, and seatin .
%}gself by thine adorer, what befel?
118 eave was surely shaped out fi i
Of an enamour'd Guddcs:ii, undumguu'::ctlllm s
Haunted by holy Love—the earliost oracle?

e CXIX,
And didst thou not, thy breas i i
Blend a celestial with g\thuu?:f:tl?e'z:lri f‘eplymg,
And Love, which dies as it was born in sighin
Share with immortal transports 7 cm,:id thine 5(
Make them indeed immortal, and impart
’I:he purity of heaven to earthly joys
I':xpel the venom and not blunt the uria-rt—
The dull satiety which all destroys—
And root from out the soul the deadly weed which cloys?

7in CXX.

as! our young affections run §

Or water but the desert; whenc:on?i:;te.
But weeds of dark luxuriance, tares of haste
Rank at the core, though tempting to the e e
Flowers whose wild odours breathe but ngot{ie-a'
%'ud_ trees whose gums are poison ; such the ph'mti

Phich spring beneath her steps as Passion flies

O'er the world's wilderness, and vainly upams

For some celestial fruit forbidden to our wants,

OXXI.
Oh Love | no habitant of earth thou art—
An unseen seraph, we believe in thee
A faith whose martyrs are the broken heart
But never yet hath’seen, nor e'er shall seo
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The naked eye, thy form, as it ghould be;
The mind hath mads thee, as it peopled heaven,
Even with its own desiring phantasy,
And to a thought such shape and image given,
As haunts the unquench’d soul—parch’d—wearied—wrung
—and riven.

CXXIL

Of its own beauty is the mind diseased,
And fevers into false ereation —where,
Where are the forms the sculptor’s soul hath seized §
In him alone. Can Nature shew so fair ¢
Where are the charms and virtues which we dare
Conceive in boyhood and pursue as men,
The unreach'd Paradise of our despair,
Which o'er-informs the pencil and the pen,
And overpowers the page where it would bloom again{

CXXIIL

Who loves, raves—'tis youth’s frenzy—but the cure
Is bitterer still ; as charm by charm unwinds
Which robed our idols, and we see too sure
Nor worth nor beauty dwells from out the mind’s
Ideal shape of such ; yet still it binds
The fatal epell, and still it draws us on,
Reaping the whirlwind from the oft-sown winds
The stubborn heart, its alehemy begun,

Beems ever near the prize,—wealthiest when most undone.

CXXIV.
We wither from our youth, we gasp away—
Sick—sick ; unfound the boon—unslaked the thirst,
Though to the last, in verge of our decay,
Some phantom lures, such as we sought at first—
But all too late,—so are we doubly curst.
Love, fame, ambition, avarice—'lis the same,
Each idle—and all ill—and none the worst—
For all are meteors with a different name,
And Death the sable smoke where vanishes the flame.

CLXV.
Few—none—find what they love orcould have loved,
Though accident, blind contact, and the strong
Necessity of loving, have removed
Antipathies—but to recur, ere long,
Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong;
And Circumstance, that unspiritual god
And miscreator, makes and helps along
Qur coming evils with a crutch-like rod,
Whose touch turns Hope to dust,—the dust we all have trod

CXXVI.

Our life is a false nature—'tis not in
The harmony of things,—this hard decree,
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E}ns uneradicable taint of sin,
wﬁiazolilzgliess upt'xs, lilnia all-blasting tree
s earth, whose leaves and bra;

; 3 1 ; anche:
Epf,\skles which rain their plagues on men lil::ac:iow -
Aten.ase, death, bondage—all the woes we seo—

nd worse, the woes we see not—which throb t

The immedicable soul, with heart- hrough

aches ever new,

OXXVII,

Yet let us ponder boldly—tis a base
Sban_dr;nmcur. of reason to resign

ur right of thought—our last g

i ! ¢ ast and only pla

3{ refuge; this, at least, shall still l;u l]nign‘l'ce
Jx;w'u_sr'h.flror.niour birth the faculty divine

ehain’d and tortured—eabin’d, eribh’

_ g eribb'd
:i}ud bnl-ed in darkness, lest the !r’ulil 5]:0[.‘1130{]15'!10‘:‘,
m ol? brightly on the unprepared mind -V

@ beam pours in, for time and skill will couch the blind

CXXVIII,

4rches. on arches ! as it were that Rome

(ng}ncung the chief trophies of her line,

W ou]:! build up all her triumphs in nne’ do!

Hct: (.u]isc_luu stands ; the moonbeams =hinn;e’

As 'twero its natural torches, for di‘winc‘- 3
Bhould be the light which streams here, to il
This long-explored but still exh:u[-‘llw'sl o

5 Of contemplation ; and the azure gloom i
f an Italian night, where the dccpi‘k'iés assume

CXXIX.
Hues which have words, and sp
J];"]oduts o'er L!JIS vast and wondrous monument
And shadows forth its glory. There is riven
bnto_ L}Lf: things of earth, which Time ‘hiltlcl?‘
ﬁi:LE:Li f;jsiilllg. IJ'md where he hath leautl b
nd, but broke his seythe, there i
And magic in the ruilxl:';i ﬂ;:t};:m!;::tm e ¥ e
MI-ur which the palace of the present 'hmn‘
ust yield its pomp, and wait till ages are its dower

eak to ye of heaven,

’ CXXX.

Oh Time ! ths beautifier of the doad
Adorner of the ruin, comfortar .

And only healer when the heart hath bled—

Tine! the correct
! setor where judg s
The test of trath, love l—‘:’l;“;:'lejnlll-dfmlmn '
o y—50 )sopher,

i?]r_uill! hes_ule are sophists, from thpsi»rift

o ich never loses though it doth defor—
& 1]:)0. the avenger ! unto thee 1 Jift

¥ bands, and eyes, and heart, and crave of thee a gift

CXXXL

Amidst this wreok, wher
, ¢ thou h
Axad temple more divinely d:siin?f.{ e e
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ighti i ine
thy mightier offerings here are mine, 3

ﬁ:ﬁzﬁgof years—though few, yet full of fates

If thou hast ever seen me too ekute.hﬂme

Heonr me not ; but if calmly 1 hm_'e. R

(iood, and reserved my pride against D

Which shall not whelm me, let mc;u e
This iron in my soul in vain—shall they no

CXXXIIL,

And thou, who never yet of humag,wrﬁ?agl
Lost the unbalanced scale, glie:tilt I\\i!::(:l:&ge o
Tt & vient paid thee h
Here, where the ancient pald O
u, who didst call the Furies b
T&l::i ;-mmd Orestes bade them hu.wiA and hiss
For that unnatural retribution—just, .
Had it but been from hands less lle:LT—l{\ -
'l"h)' former realm, I call thee from the dus
Dost thou not hear my heart i—
CXXXIIL.
ve ineurrd
is not that I may not have in '
ggo?my ancestral faults or mine the w'.:llml
I bleed withal, and, had it been .cnnfcn ¢ .
With a just weapen, it had fow d unbound § F.
But now my blood shall not sink in Sm ground ;
i snalt take
Mo thee I do devote it—thou sha i
'%Ile vengeance, which shall yet be Bm},;h?. and found,
Which if I have not taken for the sake e
Bt let that pass—L sleep, but thou shall yet awake.

CXXXIV.
if my voice break forth, 'tis not that now
?;?ﬁlii:ngmm what is suffered : leltlhm‘.lv speak
Who hath beheld decline upon my uf;‘: s
Or seen my mind's convulsion lc:wekx enk ;
Dut in this page a record will T Mle- l o
Not in the air shall these my worc L{l‘ zfm—--lk )
Though I be ashes; a far hour nl_m 1 wun.‘
The deep prophetic fulness of this I'mf% W
And pile on human heads the mountain :
CXXXV, : -
a0 shall be Forgiveness.—Have I not—
']]:‘l}:':&' (:::Qm?ﬁul'uer Etrth‘! behold it, Heaven }—
Ha;‘e I not had to wrestle with my lot# F
Have I not suffered things to be Eurg;vet;t G
Have I not had my brain sear d, my 'lfeal'cd m\'a’y
Hopes sapp'd, name lnhgh_tcd, Life's life i
And only not to desperation driven,
Beoause not altogether of Eucl.l c‘layI ot
As rots into the souls of those whom »

CXXXVI.

ighty wrongs to petty perfidy
%rao:: {“:J%t syeeu what human things could dot

Awake ! thou shalt, andmust.
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From the loud roar of foaming calumny

To the emall whisper of the as paltry few
And subtler venom of the reptile erew.

The Janus glance of whose significant eye,
Learning to lie with silence, would seem true,
And without ulterance, save the shrug or sigh,
Deal round to happy fools its speechless obloquy.

CXXXVIL
But I have lived, and have not lived in vaing
My mind may lose its foree, my blood its fire,
And my frame perish even in conquering pain,
But there is that within me which shall tiro
Torture and Time, and breathe when I expire ;
Something unearthly, which they deem not of,
Like the remember'd tone of & mute Iyre,
8hall on their soften’d spirits sink, and move
In hearts all rocky now the late remorse of love.

CXXXVIII,

The seal i= set.—Now welcome, thon dread power
Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, which hera
Walk'st in the shadow of the midnight hour
With a deep awe, yet all distinet from fear;
Thy haunts are ever where the dead walls rear

Their ivy mantles, and the solemn scena

Derives from thee & sense so deep and clear

That we become & part of what has been,
And grow unto the spot, all-secing but unseen.

CXXXIX,
And here the buzs of eager nations ran,
In murmur'd pity, or loud-roar’d applause,
As man was slaughter’d by his fellow man,
And wherefore slanghter’d ? » herefore, but because
Buch were the bloody Circus’ genial laws,
And the imperial pleasure—Wherefore not ¢
What matters where we fall to fill the maws
Of worms—on battle-plains or listed spot f
Both are but theatres where the chief actors rot.

CXL,
1., 'fore me the Gladiator lie:
Ha lesns upon his hand—his manly brow
Conacnta to deatn, bt conquers agony,
And his droop'd heaa mks gradually low—
And through his side the last drops, ebbing slow
From the red gash, fall hieavy, one by one,
Like the first of & thunder-shower ; and now
The arena swims around him—he is gone,
Ere consed the inhuman shout which hail'd the wrotoh who won

OXLL
He heard it, but he heeded not—his oyes

Ware with his hoart, and that was far away; 25
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e R
Ho recle’d not of the 1ife he Jost nor prizo,
But where hig rude hut by the Danube lay
Thiere were his young barbarians all at play,
There was their Dacian mother—he, their sirg
Buteherd to make a Roman holiday—
Al this rugh'd with his blood—Shall Lie expire
And unavenged i—Arisel ye Goths, and ghut your irel
OXLIL
Bt here, where Murder breathed her bloody steam ;
And here; where buzzing nations choked the ways,
And roard or murmur'd like a mountain streamn
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays;
Hero, where the Roman million’s blame or praise
‘Was death or life, the playthings of o erowd,
My voico sounds much—and fall the stars’ faint rays
On the arena void—seats erush'd—walls bow'd—
And galleries, where my steps seem echoes strangely lond,

CXLIL
A ruin=yet what ruin! from its mass
‘Walls, palnoes, half-cities, have been rear'd;
Vet oft the enormous skeleton yo pass
And marvel whers the gpoil could have appear’d.
Hath it indeed been plunder'd, or but clear’d ¢
Alsa! develop'd, opens the decay,
When the colossal fabrie’s form is near'd :
Tt will not bear the brightness of the day,
Which streams too much on all years, man, haveroft away

CXLIV.

Rut when the rising moon beging to climb
Tts topmost arch, and gently pauses there;
When the stars twinkle through the loops of time,
And the low night-breeze waves along the air
The garland-forest, which the gray walls wear,
Like lanrels on the bald first Cmsar's head ;
When the light shines serene but doth not glare,
Then in this magie cirele raise the dead:
Heroes have trod this spot—'tis on their dust ye tread.
CELY.
« While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand;
t When falls the Coligeum, Rome shall fall}
« And when Rome falls—the World,” From our ¢wn land
Thus spake the pilgrims o’er this mighty wall
In Saxon times, which we are wont to call
‘Arcient; and these three mortal things are still
On their foundations, and unalter'd all;
Rome and her Ruin past Redemption’s gkill,
The Weorld, the same wide den—of thieves, or what yo will

OXLVL
Bimple, erect, severe, austere, sublime—
Shrine of all saints and temple of all gods,
Trom Jove to Jesus—epared and blest by tima
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Looking tranquillit i
. ¥, while falls or nod
Arch, empire, each thin .

I . g round thee, and
gﬁiﬁﬁuﬂlﬁglh th?orgs to asbes-—-glroriousﬂ:ﬁ?ngl?ds
al ob Jast? Time's soythe and t ?
OfSh‘uor upon thee—sanotuary ﬂ.{ld home b

art and piety—Pantheon!—pride of Rome!

Relic of nobler d 1
elic of nobler days, and noblest arts,
ilspﬂ!.l d yet perfect, with thy Cimlr:s spreads
holiness appealing to all hearls—
To art o model; and to him who treads
II_lIc-me_ for the sake of ages, Glory sheds
Wetf hght. through thy sole aperture; to those
b o worship, Lere are altars for their beads;
o nd they who feel for geniug may repose i-
eir eyes on honour'd forms, whose bustakm'ound tham close

o OXLVIIL
re is a dungeon, in whose dim drear Ii
%tht do I gaze on? Nothing: Louka: ]}tﬂlf
we furr.na are slowly shadow’d on m: sig;h .
'.'[‘w:o insulated phantoms of the brainji Ages
fnf]s not 803 I see them full and plain.—
Fn ugd man, and a female young and fair,
T;esblas a nursing mother, in whose vein‘
- he 00d i3 neetar :—but what doth she there
ith her unmantled neclk, and bosom white und'harei

e CXLIX,
ull swells the deep pure fountain of i
g';l;egfisatn t]{]ie heart and from the hemio;:gtiﬁ’
st and sweetest nurture, when the wif
giest'mi.u mother; in the innoc:ant Iookhe i
Nr even the piping ery of lips that brook
MO pain and small suspense, a joy perceives
Sba:nqb;oggrniqa iwhhendfrom out its eradled nook
Bhe s ittle bud put forth its leaves—
What may the fruit be yet?—I know nzzfzfaiu wag Eve’s

CL.
But here youth offers to
) ] old age th
%ha milk of his own gift :—it E‘fs heg f?roel!,
BO wh?_m she renders back the debt of blood
“?;‘r; with her birth, Noj; he shall not expire
> ﬁeeaihnht.lazggahw?m? afd lovely veins the fire
nd holy feeling can provide
g;?: ]IS*«I ;;;i‘gi Nile, Wf};-“u dee;]J stream rises higher
[ iveri—from that gentle &i
Urink, drink i iapian
5 tiil B.:md live, old man ! Heaven's realm holds nosuch
CLIL
The starry fable of the milk
wa
Has not thy story’s purity; % is .
A constellation of a sweeter ray.
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And sacred Nature triumphs more in this
Reverse of her decree, than in the abyss
Where sparLle distant worlds +—(0h, holiest nurse
No drop of that clear straam ity way shall miss
T thy sire’s heart, replenishing its source
With life, as our freed souls rejoin the universe.
CLIL
Tarn to the Moie which Hadrian rear’d on highe
Imperial mimic of 01d Egypt’s piles;
Colossal copyist of deformity,
Whose travell’d phantasy from the far Nile’s
Enormous model, doom’d the artist's toils
T build for giants, and for his vain earth
His shranken ashes rajse this dome: How smiles
The gazer's eye with philosophio mirth,
My view the huge design which sprung from such 8 birth

CLIIL
But lo! the dome—the vast and wondrous dome,
Mo which Diana’s marvel was a cell—
Christ's mighty shrine above his martyr’s tomb!
I have beheld the Ephesian’s miracle—
Ttg columns strew the wilderness, and dwell
The hy=na and the jackal in their shade;
T have heheld Sophia’s bright roofs swell
Their glittering mass 1" the sun, and have gurvey'd
Its sanctuary the while the usurping Moslem pray’d;
cLY,
But thou, of temples old, or altars new,
Standest alone—with nothing like to thee—
Worthiest of God, the holy and the true.
Sinoe Zion’s desolation, when that He
Forsook his former city, what conld be,
Of earthly struetures, in his honour piled,
Of a sublimer nspect? Majesty,
Power, Glory, Strength, and Beauty, all are aisled
Tn this eternal ark of worship undefiled.
CLY.

Enter : its grandeur overwhelms thee not ;

And why # it'is not lessen’d ; but thy mind,

Expanded by the genius of the spot,

Has grown colossal, and can only find

A fit abode wherein appear enshrined

Thy hopes of immortality ; and thou

8halt one day, if found worthy, so defined,

See thy Glod face to face, as thou dost now,
His Holy of Holies; nor be blasted by his brow.

CLYI
Thou movest—but inereasing with the advance,
Tike climbing some great Alp, which still doth rise,
Deceived by its gigantic elegance
Vastness which grows—but grows o harmonize—

tmu . CHILDT HAROLD'S PILORIMAGE.

ﬁ.ll ]inusicﬂ]l in'it3 immensities;
ich marbles—risher painting—shrines wh
5 ere fl
';The lamps ok: gold’—an.d haugity dome which Vi:sme
Sitn air gmh Karth’s chief strustures, though their fams
g on the firm-set ground—and this the clouds must elaim
. CLVIL.
ou seest not all ; but piscemenl thou m
H t
To separate contemplation, the great whoizs' e
#nd as the ocean many bays will make, :
Thut ask the eye—so here condense thy soul
T(l: more immediate objects, and control
: y thoughts until thy mind hath got by hoart
ta eloquent proportions, and unroll '
TI}D mighty graduations, part by part,
e glory which at once upon thee did not dart

e CLVIIL
Not by its fault—bat thine: Our out
Is but of gradual grasp—and as it is i
That v?hat we h?.ve of feeling most intense
Outstrips our faint expression; even so this
ggé‘shmm% agd o’erwhelming edifice
2 our fond gaze, and, greatest of the
’?ﬁ{ie; at first our1 N aturo:’s littleness, S
» growing with its growth, we thus dils
Our spirits to the size of that they eontcmlljllttea.

pe CLIX,
2en pause, and be enlighten’d ; there is
Inzuch a sarvey than the sating gaze ag
(ﬁlfl Wcmdgr _‘pleased, or awe which would adors
Ofe W()r:'hlp of the place, or the mere praise
i baﬂ: fand its tgveat masters, who could raise
at former time, nor skill, no :
%‘thedfaugta.in of su,blimity di::plat:ytshought i
s depth, and thence may draw the mind
f
Its golden sands, and learn what great cunce;ti?:;ncau

CLX.
Or; turning to the Vatican, go see
Liaocaon’s forture dignifying pain—
A father’s love and mortal’s agony
(}‘W«;th an immortal’s patience blending :—Vain
s e struggle; vain, against the coiling strain
Tnd gripe, and deepening of the dragon's grasp
Rl}e old man’s clench; the long envenom'd uhm}:n
ivets the living links,—the enormous as
Enforces pang on pang, and stifles gasp on‘gasp.
P abrieaes OLXI,
r view the Lord of the unerring bo
%‘}I:e SGod of Iife, and poesy, and ﬁghtjﬁ—’
’\Her 1[11':1 in hum:m_hm})s array’d, and brow
;l‘l adiant from his trinmph in the fight;
he shafi hath just been shot—the arrow'bright
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With an immortal’s vengeance; in his eye
And nostril beautiful disdain, and might,
And majesty, flash their full lightnings by,
Developing in that one glanee the Daity,
OLXIL,
But in his delicate form—a dream of Love,
Shaped by some solitary nymph, whose breast
Liong'd for o deathless lover from above,
And madden’d in that vision—are exprest
All that ideal beauty ever bless'd
The mind with, in its most unearthly mood,
When each conception was a heavenly guest—
A ray of immortality—and stood,
Btarlike, around, until they gather'd to a god!

CLXIII.

And if it be Prometheus stole from Heaven

The fire which we endure, it was repaid

By him to whom the energy was given

Which this poetic marble hath array'd

With an eternal glory—which, if made

By human handg, is not of human thought ;

And Time himself hath hallow’d it, nor laid

One ringlet in the dust—nor hath it caught .
A tinge of years, but breathes theflam owithwhich *twas wrought

CLX1V.

But where is he, the Pilgrim of my song,

The being who upheld it through the past?

Methinks he cometh late and tarries long.

He is no more—these breathings are his last;

His wanderings done, his visicns ebbing fast,

And he himself as nothing —if he was

Aught but & phantasy, and conld be class'd

With forms which live and suffer—let that pass—
His shadow fades away into Destruction’s mass,

CLXV.
Which gathers shadow, substance, life, and all
That we inherit in its mortal shroud,
And spreads the dim and universal pall
Thyough which all things grow phantoms; and the cloud
Between us sinks and all which ever glow’d,
Till Glory’s self i twilight, and displays
A melancholy halo scarce allow'd
To hover on the verge of darkness; rays
Badder than saddest night; for they distract the gaze,

CLEYVIL.
And send us prying into the abyss,
To gather what we shall be when the frame
Shall be resolved to something less than this
Its wretched essence ; and to dream of fame,
And wipe the dust from off the idle name
Wa never more shall hear—but never more,

CANTO1V,]  CHILDE HAROLD'S FILGRIMAGE

Oh, happier thought! can we be msade the same:
It is enough in sooth that once we bore”
These fardels of the heart—the heart whoss swoal was gove,

OLXVIL
Hark ! forth from the sbyss a voico proceeds,
A long low distant murmur of dread sound,
Such as arises when a nation bleeds
With some deep and immedicable wound ;
Through storm and darkness yawns the reading ground
The gulf is thick with phantoms, but the chief
Seems royal still, though with her head diserown'd
And pale, but lovely, with maternal grief
She elasps a babe, to whom her breast yields no reliaf,

CLXVIIIL.

Seion of chiefs and monarchs, where art thou?
Fond hope of many nations, art thou dead?
Could not the grave forget thee, and lay low
Some less majestie, less beloved head?
In the sad midnight, while thy heart still bled,
The mother of a moment, o'er thy boy,
Death hush'd that pang for ever : with thee fled
The present happiness and promised joy

Which fill'd the imperial isles so full it seem’d to eloy.

CLXIX.

Peasants bring forth in safety —Can it be,
Oh thou that wert o happy, so adored!
Those who weep not for kings shall weep for thee,
And Freedom’s heart, grown heavy, cease to hoard
Her many griefs for ONE; for she had pour'd
Her orisons for thee, and o'er thy head
Beheld her Iris.—Thou, too, lonely lord,
And desolate eonsort—vainly wert thou wed!

The husband of a year! the father of the dead!

CLEX,

Of sackeloth was thy wedding garment made;

Thy bridal’s fruit is ashes : in the dust

The fair-hair’d Danghter of the Isles is Inid,

The love of millions| How we did entrust

Futurity to her| and, though it must

Darken above our bones, yet fondly deem’d

Our children should obey her child, and bless’d

Her and her hoped-for seed; whose promise seam'd

Like stars to shephords” eyes :—'twas but a meteor beam d.

CLXXI.

‘Woe unto us, not her; for she sleeps well :

The fickle reck of popular breath, the tongue

Of hollow counsel, the false oracle,

Which from the birth of monarchy hath rung

Its knell in princely ears, till the o’eretrung

Nations have arm’d in madness, the strange fate

Which tumbles mightiest sovereigns, and hath flung
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Against their blind omnipotence a weight
Within the opposing scale, which crushes soon or late,—

CLXXIL.

These might have been ker destiny; but no,
Our hearts deny it: and se young, so fair,
Good without effort, great without a foe;
But now a bride and motker—and now there !
How many ties did that stern moment tear!
From thy Sire's to his humblest subject's breast
Is link’d the electrio chain of that despair,
Whaose shoek was as an earthquake's, and opprest
The land which loved thee so that none could love thes best

CLXXIII
Lo, Nemi! navell’d in the woody hills
8o far, that the uprooting wind which tears
The oak from his foundation, and which spills
The ocean o'er its boundary, and bears
Its foam against the skies, reluctant spares
The oval mirror of thy glassy lake;
And, calm as cherish’d hate, its surface wears
A deep cold settled aspect nought can shake,
All coil'd into itself and round, as sleeps the snake.
CLXXIV.
And near Albano’s scarce divided waves
Shine from a sister valley ;—and afar
The Tiber winds, and the broad ocean laves
The Latian coast where sprung the Epic war,
“ Arms and the Man,” whose re-aseending star
Rose o’er an empire ;—hut beneath thy right
Tully reposed from Rome;—and where yon bar
Of girdling mountaing intercepts the sight
The Sabine farm was till'd, the weary bard's delight.
CLXXY.
But T forgat.—My pilgrim’s shrine is won,
And he and I must part,—so let it be,—
His task and mine alike aro nearly done;
Yet onee more let us look upon the sea;
The midland ocean breaks on him and me,
And from the Alban Mount we now behold
Our friend of youth, that ocean, which when we
Beheld it last by Calpe’s rock unfold
Those waves, we follow’d on till the dark Euxine roll'd
CLXXVIL.
Upon the blue Symplegades : long years—
Long, though not very many, since have done
Their work on both ; some suffering and some tears
1lave left us nearly where we had begun:
Yet not in vain our mortal race hath run,
We have had our raward—and it is here;
That we ean yet feel gladden'd by the sun,
And reap from earth, sea, joy almost as dear
As if there ware no man to trouble what is clear
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CLXXVIL
Oh! that the Desert were my dwelling-
With on fair Spirit for my minister, - i
That I might all forget the human race,
And, hating no one, love but only her!
Ye Elements !—in whose ennobling stir
[ feel myself exalted—Can ye not
Accord me such a being? Do I err
In deeming such inhabit many a spot #
Though with them to converse can rarely be our ot

CLXXVIII,

:I:here is a pleasure in the pathless woods,
There is a rapture on the lonely shore,

There is society, where none intrudes,

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar:

I'love not Man the less, but Nature mors,
From these our interviews, in which I steal
From‘ all I may be, or have been before,
r'l'o mingle with the Universe, and feel

What I can ne'er express, yet can not all conceal.

CLXXIX,

Roll oz, thou deep and dark blue ccean—roll !
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain .

Man marks the earth with ruin—his eontrol

'Stops with the shore ;—upon the watery plain
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own,

\\'hep, for & moment, like a drop of rain,

‘He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,

Without a grave, unknell’d, uncofiin’d, and unknown,

CLXXX.
His steps are not upon thy paths,—thy fields
Are not g spoil for him,—thon dost arise
And ghake hiw, from thee; the vile strength he wields
For earth’s destrustion thou dost all despise,
Bpurning him from thy bosom to the skies,
And send'st him, shivering in thy playful spray
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies
His petty hope in some near port or bay,
And dashest him again to earth :—there let him lay.

CLXXXI,

The armaments which thunderstrile the walls

Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,

And monarchs tremble in their eapitals,

The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make

Their clay ereator the vain title take

Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war;

These are thy toys, and, as the enbwy flake,

They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafalgar
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CLXXXTL

Thy shores are empires, ehangad in all save thea—

Assyria, Greece, Roms, Carthage, what are they ?

Thy waters wasted them whil they were free

And many a tyrant sinee; their shores obey

The stranger, slaye, Or aVAZ0; their decay

Has dried up realms to deserts :—mok so thow,

Unchangeable save to thy wild waves' play—

Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow—
Such as ereation’s dawn behold, thou rollest now.

CLXXXTL

Thou gloricus mirror, where the Almighty's form

Glagses itself in tempests ; in all time,

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm,

Teing the pole, or in the torrid clime

Dark-heaving ;—boundless, endless, and sublime—

"The image of Bternity—the throne

Of the Invisible : even from out thy glime

The monsters of the deep are made; each zone
Obeys thee ; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone

CLEXXIV.

And I have loved thee,Ogean! and my joy
Of youthfal sports was on thy breast to be
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy
I wanton’d with thy breakers—they tome
Were a delight; and if the freshening sea
Made them a terror—’twas & pleasing fear,
For T was ag it were a child of thee,
‘And trusted to thy billows, far and pear,

And laid my hand upon thy mane—>as 1 do here,

CLEXXV,
My task is done—my s0ng hath ceased—my theme
Has died into an echo; it is fib
Tha spell should breal of thiz protracted dream,
The torch shall be extinguish’d which hath lit
My midnight lamp—and what is writ, is wrib,—
Would it were worthier ! but I am pot now
TThat which I have been—and my yisions flit
Tiess palpably before me—and the glow
Which in my spivit dwelt, is fluttering, faint, and low.

CLXXEVL.

Favewell ! & word that must be, and hath been—
‘A sound which makes us linger i—yet—farewelll
Ye! who have traced the Pilgrim to the scene
Which ia his last, if in your memories dwell
A thought which onee was his, if on ye swell
A gingla recollection, not in vain
e wore his sandal-shoon, and seallop-shell 3
Farewell| with lim, alone may rest the pain,

T such there were—witk you, the meoral of his strain !

ODE T0 NAPOLEON BONAPARTE.

“w
Elxv%t;r;g:?ﬁnnlbalem i=—quot libras in dnce summo
JUVENAL, Saf. x.

“The Emperor Ne
pos was acknowledged 8

s r Ne wledged by the Senat ;
e %ﬁlﬁyﬁt}vﬁwzm of Gaul; his moral virtues, a.ude‘n?igig:'e Itt:.lu e
his Eovernmeusearisr‘fgduﬂczzllq e o e begcﬁt. eﬁ%tl%
feetty, in prophetic strains the restoration of publie

S L SRR SR
By this shameful abdication, he pru;ract d h i :
amb_iguous state, between b }ifc Ao g iiaw
Rk F'ail" it nggﬁi{npem‘ and an Exile, till ."—Gmno;‘z’

"T1s done—but yesterday a King!

And arm’d with angsyto striv%'—
And now thou art a nameless thing :
. %ﬁ_al;ieob—yct alive ! £

1§ the man of theusand thron

Who strewed our earth with o]

And can he thus survive ¢ g
IS\Ii.mce he, miscalled the Morning Star

or man nor flend hath fallen 2o far.’

Hisminded man ! why seou 7 ki
Who bow'd so low the I;nggeﬂ? i
By gazing on thyself grown blingd,
Wri{]ﬁou _tnﬁ:ght’st the Test to sce.
th might unquestion’d,—
Thine only gift hath been ltﬂ:ogsiv? s
To those that worshipp'd thee ;
Nor till thy fall could mortals quoss
Ambition’s loss than Litleness|

TI}i‘mks for that lesson—it will teach
o To a.f:ter warriors more
]i;;l high philosophy ean preach
- d vainly preach’d before, i
Bha.t spell upon the minds of men
r!e'aks never to unite again
Thihﬂ;’ led ‘tlhcm t0 adore
wse Pagod things of sabre swa;
With fronts of brass, and feet of :gllay.




