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THE
POETICAL WORKS

OF

LORD BYRON.

Chilve Pravolvg Pilarimage

A ROMAUNT.

L'univers est une espéce de livre, dont on n’a lu que la premi@re page quand on n’a yu que son pays. J'en
ai fenilleté un assez grand nombre, que j’ai trouve également mauvaises. Cet examen ne m’a point été
infructueux, Je haissais ma patrie. Toutes les impertinences des peuples divers, parmi lesquels j’ai vécu,
m’ont reconcilié avec elle Quand je n’aurais tiré d’autre bénéfice de mes voyages que celui-l3, je n’en regret-

terais ni les frais ni les fatigues.

LE CosMOFOLITE.}

PREFACE
[To THE FIRST AND SECOND CANTOS].

Tue following poem was written, for the most part,
amidst the scenes which it attempts to describe. It
was begun in Albania; and the parts relative to
Spain and Portugal were composed from the author’s
observations in those countries. 2 Thus much it may
be necessary to state for the correctness of the de-
scriptions. The scenes attempted to be sketched are
in Spain, Portugal, Epirus, Acarnania, and Greece.
There, for the present, the poem stops: its reception
will determine whether the author may venture to
conduct his readers to the capital of the East,
through Jonia and Phrygia: these two Cantos are
merely experimental.

A fictitious character is introduced for the sake of
giving some connection to the piece ; which, however,
makes no pretensions to regularity. Iff has been
suggested to me by friends, on whose opinions I set a
high value, that in this fietitious character, * Childe
Harold,” I may incur the suspicion of having in-
tended some real pcrsona.ge\-.' this I beg leave, once
for all, to disclaim — Harold is the child of imagin-
ation, for the purpose I have stated. In some very
trivial particulars, and those merely local, there
might, be grounds for such a notion; but in the main
points, T should hope, none whatever.

It is almost superfluous to mention that the ap.
pellation ¢ Childe,” as ¢ Childe Waters,” * Childe

1 [Par M. de Montbron, Paris, 1798. Lord Byron some-
where calls it “an amusing little volume, full of French

| flippancy.’]

Childers,” &e., is used as more consonant with the
old structure of versification which I have adopted.

The “Good Night,” in the beginning of the first |

canto, was suggested by “ Lord Maxwell's Good

Night,” in the Border Minstrelsy, edited by Mr. |

Scott.

With the different poems which have been pub- |

lished on Spanish subjects, there may be found
some slight coincidence in the first part, which treats
of the Peninsula, but it can only be casual ; as, with
the exception of a few concluding stanzas, the whole
of this poem was written in the Levant.

The stanza of Spemser, according to one of our
most successful poets, admits of every variety. Dr.
Beattie makes the following observation : — “ Not
long ago, I began a poem in the style and stanza of
Spenser, in which I propose to give full scope to my
inclination, and be either droll or pathetic, descrip-
tive or sentimental, tender or satirical, as the humour
strikes me; for, if I mistake not, the measure which
I have adopted admits equally of all these kinds of
composition.” 3 — Strengthened in my opinion by
such authority, and by the example of some in the

highest order of Italian poets, T shall make no apo-. |

logy for attempts at similar variations in the following
composition ; satisfied that, if they are unsuccessful,
their failure must be in the execution, rather than in
the design, sanctioned by the practice of Ariosto,
Thomson, and Beattie.

London, February, 1812.
2 [“Byron, Joannini in Albania. Begun Oct. 315t,1809. Con-

cluded Canto 2d, Smyrna, March 28th, 1810, Byron.”—MS.]
3 Beattie’s Letters,
B




BYRON’S WORKS.

ADDITION TO THE PREFACE.

I mave now waited till almost all our periodical
Jjournals have distributed their usual portion of cri-
ticism. To the justice of the generality of their
criticisms I have nothing to object: it would ill
become me to quarrel with their very slight degree
of censure, when, perhaps, if they had been less
kind they had been more candid. Returning, there-
fore, to all and each my best thanks for their libe-
rality, on one point alone shall I venture an ob-
servation. Amongst the many ohjections justly urged
to the very indifferent character of the ¢ vagrant

contrary, I still maintain to be a fictitious personage ),
it has been stated, that, besides the anachronism, he
is very unknightly, as the times of the Knights were
times of Love, Honour, and so forth. Now, it so
happens that the good old times, when ¢ I'amour du
bon vieux tems, 'amour antique” flourished, were
the most profligate of all possible centuries, Those
who have any doubts on this subject may consult
Sainte-Palaye, passim, and more particularly vol. ii.
p. 69.1 The vows of chivalry were no better kept
than any other vows whatsoever; and the songs of
the Troubadours were not more decent, and certainly
were much less refined, than those of Ovid. The
“Cours d’'amour, parlemens d’amour, ou de courtésie
et de gentilesse” had much more of love than of
courtesy or gentleness. See Roland on the same
subject with Sainte-Palaye. Whatever other objection
may be urged to that most unamiable personage
Childe Harold, he was so far perfectly knightly in his
attributes — « No waiter, but a knight templar.”2
By the by, I fear that Sir Tristrem and Sir Lancelot
were no better than they should be, although very
poetical personages and true knights *sans peur,”
though not “sans reproche.” If the story of the
Institution of the * Garter” be not a fable, the
knights of that order have for several centuries
borne the badge of a Countess of Salisbury, of in-
different memory. So much for chivalry. Burke
need not have regretted that its days are over,
though Marie-Anfoinette was quite as chaste as most
of those in whose honours lances were shivered, and
knights unhorsed,

Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of
Sir Joseph Banks (the most chaste and celebrated of
ancient and modern times), few exceptions will be
found to this statement; and I fear a little investiga-
tion will teach us not to regret these monstrous
mumimeries of the middle ages,

I now leave “ Childe Harold” to live his day, such

! [ Quon lise dans I’Auteur du roman de Gérard de
Roussillon, en Provencal, les détails trés-circonstanciés dans
lesquels il entre surla réception faite par le Comte Gérard a
I'ambassadeur du roi Charles; on y verra des particularités
singuliéres, qui dognent une étrange idée des mours et de la
politesse de ces sidcles aussi corrompus qu'ignorans.” — Mé-
moires sur I Ancienne Chevalerie, par M, de la Curne de
Sainte-Palaye, Paris, 1781, Joc. cit.]

% The Rovers, or the Double Arr:mgeme_nt,—-[ﬂv Can-
ning and Frere; first published in the Anti-jacobin, or Weekly
Examiner, ]

3 qin one of his early poems—“ Childish Recollections,
Lord Byron compares himself to the Athenian misanthrope,
of whose bitter apophthegms many are upon record, though
no authentic particulars of his life have come down to us —

“ Weary of love, of life, devoured with spleen,
I rest a perfect Timon, not nineteen,” &c.]

Childe” (whom, notwithstanding. many hints to the |

as he is; it had been more agreeable, and certainly
more easy, to have drawn an amiable character. It
had been easy to varnish over his faults, to make him
do more and express less; but he never was intended
as an example, further than to show, that early per-
version of mind and morals leads to satiety of past
pleasures and disappointment in new ones, and that
even the beauties of nature, and the stimulus of
travel (except ambition, the most powerful of all
excitements), are lost on a soul so constituted, or
rather misdirected. Had I proceeded with the poem,
this character would have deepened as he drew to
the close; for the outline which I once meant to fill
up for him was, with some exceptions, the sketch of
a modern Timon 3, perhaps a poetical Zeluco. 4
London, 1813,

TO IANTHE.?

Nor in those climes where T have late been straying,

Though Beauty long hath there been matchless
deem’d ;

* Not in those visions to the heart displaying

Forms which it sighs but to have only dream’d,

Hath aught like thee in truth or fancy seem’d :

Nor, having seen thee, shall I vainly seek

To paint those charms which varied as they beam’d—

To such as see thee not my words were weak ;

To those who gaze on thee what language could they

speak ?

Ah! may’st thou ever be what now thou art,

Nor unbeseem the promise of thy spring,

As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart,

Love’s image upon earth without his wing,

And guileless beyond Hope’s imagining !

And surely she who now so fondly rears

Thy youth, in thee, thus hourly brightening,

Beholds the rainbow of her future years,
Before whose heavenly hues all sorrow disappears.

Young Peri 6 of the West ! — ’tis well for me

My years already doubly number thine;

My loveless eye unmoved may gaze on thee,

And safely view thy ripening beauties shine ;

Happy, I ne'er shall see them in decline ;

Happier, that while all younger hearts shall bleed,

Mine shall escape the doom thine eyes assign

To those whose admiration shall succeed, [decreed.
But mix'd with pangs to Love’s even loveliest hours

4 [It was Dr. Moore’s object, in this powerful romance
{now unjustly neglected), to trace the fatal effects resulting
from a fond mother's unconditional compliance with the
humours and passions of an only child. With high advan-
tages of person, birth, fortune, and ability, Zeluco is repre-
sented as miserable, through “every scene of life, owing to
?hc spirit of unbridled self-indulgence thus pampered in in-
ancy.

5 [The Lady Charlotte Harley, second daughter of Ed-
ward fifth Earl of Oxford (now Lady Charlotte Bacon), in the
autumn of 1812, when these lines were addressed to her, had
not completed her eleventh year. Mr. Westall’s portrait of
the juvenile beauty, painted at Lord Byron’s request, is en-
graved in “ Finden’s Illustrations of the Life and Works of
Lord Byron.”]

S [Peri, the Persian term for a beautiful intermediate
order of beings, is generally supposed to be another form of
our own word Farry.]

=

CANTO L.

CHILDE HAROLD’S PILGRIMAGE.

Oh! let that eye, which, wild as the Gazelle’s, !
Now brightly bold or beautifully shy,

Wins as it wanders, dazzles where it dwells,
Glance o'er this page, nor to my verse deny

That smile for which my breast might vainly sigh,
Could I to thee be ever more than friend :

This much, dear maid, accord; nor question why
To one so young my strain I would commend,
But bid me with my wreath one matchless lily blend.

Such is thy name with this my verse entwined ;

And.long as kinder eyes a look shall cast

On Harold’s page, Tanthe’s here enshrined

Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten last:

My days once number’d, should this homage past

Attract thy fairy fingers near the lyre

Of him who hail'd thee, loveliest as thou wast,

Such is the most my memory may desire ;
Though more than Hope can claim, conld Friendship

less require ?

Chiloe Havoly's Pilgrimage.

CANTO THE FIRST.

E

Om, thou ! in Hellas deem’d of heavenly birth,
Muse ! form'd or fabled at the minstrel's will !
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth,
Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill :
Yet there I ’ve wander'd by thy vaunted rill ;
Yes ! sigh’d o’er Delphi’s long deserted shrine, 2
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is still
Nor mote my shell awake the weary Nine

To grace so plain a tale — this lowly lay of mine. 3

1L

Whilome in Albion’s isle there dwelt a youth,
Who ne in virtue's ways did take delight;
But spent his days in riot most uncouth,
And vex’d with mirth the drowsy ear of Night.
Ah, me! in sooth he was a shameless wight,
Sore given to revel and ungodly glee ;
Few earthly things found favour in his sight
Save concubines and carnal companie,

And flaunting wassailers of high and low degree.

1 [A species of the antelope. “ You have the eyes of a
gazelle,” is considered all over the East as the greatest com-
pliment that can be paid to a woman. ;

2 The little village of Castri stands partly on the site of
Delphi. Along the path of the mountain, from Chryisa, are
the remains of sepulchres hewn in and from the rock. ”One,_
said the gunide, “ of a king who broke his neck hunting.” His
majesty had certainly chosen the fittest spot for such an
achievement. A little above Castri is a cave, supposed the
Pythian, of immense depth ; the upper part of it is paved, and
now a cowhouse, On the other side of Castri stands a Greek
monastery ; some way above which is the cleft in the rock,
with a range of caverns difficult of ascent, and apparently
leading to the interior of the mountain ; probably to the Co-
rycian Cavern mentioned by Pausanias. l‘rqmnt}n_s“pag(:
descend the fountain and the “ Dews of Castalie.” —[# We
were sprinkled,” says Mr. Hobhouse, “ with the spray of the
immortal rill, and here, if any where, should ha‘ve felt the
poetic inspiration : we drank deep, too, of the spring ; but —
(I can answer for myself) — without feeling sensible of any

TIT.
Childe Harold 4 was he hight : —but whence his name
And lineage long, it suits me not to say ;
Suffice it, that perchance they were of fame,
And had been glorions in another day :
But one sad losel soils a name for aye,
However mighty in the olden time ;
Nor all that heralds rake from coffin’d clay,
Nor florid prose, nor honied lies of rhyme,
Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime.
IV.

Childe Harold bask’d him in the noontide sun,

Disporting there like any other fly,

Nor deemy’d before his little day was done

One blast might chill him into misery.

But long ere scarce a third of his pass'd by,

Worse than adversity the Childe befell ;

He felt the fulness of satiety:

Then loathed he in his native land to dwell,
Which seem’d to him more lone than Eremite’s sad cell.

s

For he through Sin’s long labyrinth had run,

Nor made atonement when he did amiss,

Had sigh’d to many though he loved but one,

And that loved one, alas! could ne’er be his.

Ah, happy she! to ’scape from him whose kiss

Had been pollution unto aught so chaste ;

Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss,

And spoil'd her goodly lands fo gild his waste,
Nor calm domestic peace had ever deign’d to taste.

YL

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart,

And from his fellow bacchanals would flee;

'Tis said, at times the sullen tear would start,

But Pride congeal’d the drop within his ee:

Apart he stalk’d in joyless reverie,

And from his native land resolved to go,

And visit scorching climes beyond the sea ;

With pleasure drugg’d, he almost long'd for woe,
And een for change of scene would seek the shades

below. &
VIL

The Childe departed from his father’s hall;

1t was a vast and venerable pile ;

So old, it seemed only not to fall, :

Yet strength was pillar’d in each massy aisle.

Monastic dome ! condemn’d to uses vile!

Where Superstition once had made her den :

Now Paphian girls were known to sing and smile ;

And monks might deem their time was come agen,
If ancient tales say true, nor wrong these holy men.

3 [This stanza is not in the original MS.]
4 [“ Childe Buron.” — MS.]

5 [In these stanzas, and indeed throughout his works, we
must not accept too literally Lord Byron’s testimony against
himself — he took a morbid pleasure in darkening ever
shadow of his self-portraiture. His interior at Newstead had,
no doubt, been, in some points, loose and irregular enough ;
but it certainly never exhibited any thing of the profuse and
Satanie luxury which the language in the text might seem to
indicate. In fact, the narrowness of his means at the time the
verses refer to would alone have precluded this. _H1.s hi::use.
hold economy, while he remained at the abbey, is an\»‘n to
have been conducted on a very moderate sqa]e ; and, besides,
his usual companions, though far from being averse '.:0 con-
vivial indulgences, were not only, as Mr. Moore says, 0,1“
habits and tastes too intellectual for mere vulgar debauchery,
but assuredly, quite incapable of playing the parts of fiatterers
and parasites,]

B2

extraordinary effect.””]

—©



BYRON’S WORKS.

VIIL

Yet oft-times in his maddest mirthful mood

Strange pangs would flash along Childe Harold’s brow,

As if the memory of some deadly feud

Or disappointed passion lurk'd below :

But this none knew, nor haply cared to know ;

For his was not that open, artless soul

That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow,

Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole,
Whate'er this grief mote be, which he could not control,

X,

And none did love him — though to hall and bower

He gather’'d revellers from far and near,

He knew thenr flatt'rers of the festal hour;

The heartless parasites of present cheer.

Yea ! none did love him —not his lemans dear —

But pomp and power alone are woman's care,

And where these are light Eros finds a feere ;

Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare,
And Mammon wins his way where Seraphs might

despair,
X.

Childe Harold had a mother —not forgot,

Though parting from that mother he did shun;

A sister whom he loved, but saw her not

Before his weary pilgrimage begun :

If friends he had, he bade adieu to none.

Yet deem not thence his breast a breast of steel: 1

Ye, who have known what ’tis to dote upon

A few dear objects, will in sadness feel
Such partings break the heart they fondly hope to heal.

XL

His house, his home, his heritage, his lands,

The laughing dames in whom he did delight,2

Whose large blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy hands,

Might shake the saintship of an anchorite,

And long had fed his youthful appetite ;

His goblets brimm’d with every costly wine,

And all that mote to luxury invite,

Without a sigh he left to cross the brine, [line. s
And traverse Paynim shores, and pass Earth’s central

XII.

The sails were fill'd, and fair the light winds blew,

As glad to waft him from his native home;

And fast the white rocks faded from his view,

And soon were lost in circumambient foam :

And then, it may be, of his wish to roam

Repented he, but in his bosom slept

The silent thought, nor from his lips did come

One word of wail, whilst others sate and wept,
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept.

1 [% Yet deem him not from this with breast of steel."=M§.]
2 [« His house, his home, his vassals, and his lands,
The Dalilahs,” &e. — MS.]

3 [Lord Byron originally intended to visit India.]

4 [See” Lord Maxwell’s Good Night,” in Scott’s Minstrels;
of the Scottish Border. Poetical Works, vol. il p.141. ed.
1834, —* Adieu, madam, my mother dear,” &c. — MS.]

3 [This * little page™ was Robert Rushton, the son of one
of Lord Byron's tenants, “ Robert I take with me,"” says the
poet, in a letter to his mother; *I like him, because, like
myself, he seems a friendless animal: tell his father he is
well, and doing well.”’]

6 [“ Qur best goss-hawk can hardly fly

So merrily along.”” — MS.]
7 [ Oh, master dear ! I do not cry
From fear of waves or wind.” — MS,]

8 [Seeing that the boy was “ sorrowful " at the separation
from his parents, Lord Byron, on reaching Gibraltar, sent
him back to England under the care of his old servant Joe

XIIT.

But when the sun was sinking in the sea

He seized his harp, which he at times could siring,

And strike, albeit with untaught melody,

‘When deem’d he no strange ear was listening :

And now his fingers o'er it he did fling,

And tuned his farewell in the dim twilight.

While flew the vessel on her snowy wing,

And fleeting shores receded from his sight,
Thustothe elements he pour'd his last * Good Night,”4

¢ Apiev, adieu! my native shore
Fades o'er the waters blue;
The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar,
And shrieks the wild sea-mew.
Yon Sun that sets upon the sea
‘We follow in his flight ;
Farewell awhile to him and thee,
My native Land — Good Night !

A few short hours and He will rise
To give the morrow birth ;

And T shall hail the main and skies,
But not my mother earth.

Deserted is my own good hall,
Its hearth is desolate ;

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall ;
My dog howls at the gate.

¢ Come hither, hither, my little page ! ®
Why dost thou weep and wail ?

Or dost thou dread the billow’s rage,
Or tremble at the gale?

But dash the tear-drop from thine eye;
Our ship is swift and strong:

Our fieetest falcon scarce can fly
More merrily along. 6

¢ Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high,
I fear not wave nor wind : 7

Yet marvel not, Sir Childe, that I
Am sorrowful in mind ;&

For I have from my father gone,
A mother whom I love,

And have no friend, save these alone,
But thee —and one above.

¢ My father bless'd me fervently,
Yet did not much complain ;

But sorely will my mother sigh
Till T come back again.—

< Enough, enough, my little lad !
Such tears become thine eye;

If I thy guileless bosom had,
Mine own would not be dry. 9

Murray. “ Pray,” he says to his mother, “ shew the lad every
kindness, as he is my great favourite.” He also wrote a letter
to the father of the boy, which leaves a most favourable im-
pression of his thoughtfulness and kindliness. “ I have,” he
says, “sent Robert home, because the country which I am
about to travel through is in a state which renders it unsafe,
particularly for one so young., I allow you to deduct from
your rent five and twenty pounds a year for his education, for
three years, provided I do not return before that time, and I
desire he may be considered as in my service. He has behaved
extremely well.”]
¥ [Here follows in the MS.: —
¢ My Mother is a high-born dame,
And much misliketh me;
She saith my riot bringeth shame
On all my ancestry :
T had a sister once T ween,
Whose tears perhaps will flow ;
But her fair face I have not seen
For three long years and moe,”]

CANTO 1, |

|
|

1

B)==c

CANTO I.

CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE.

« Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman, !
‘Why dost thou look so pale ?
Or dost thou dread a French foeman ?
Or shiver at the gale? " —
¢ Deem’st thou I tremble for my life ?
Sir Childe, I 'm not so weak ;
But thinking on an absent wife
‘Will blanch a faithful cheek.

¢ My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall,
Along the bordering lake,

And when they on their father call,
What answer shall she make ?°—

“ Enough, enough, my yeoman good,
Thy grief let none gainsay ;

But I, who am of lighter mood,
Will laugh to flee away. 2

“ For who would trust the seeming sighs
Of wife or paramour ?

Fresh feres will dry the bright blue eyes
We late saw streaming o'er. 3

For pleasures past I do not grieve,
Nor perils gathering near ;

My greatest grief is that I leave
No thing that claims a tear. €

* And now I'm in the world alone,
Upon the wide, wide sea:

But why should I for others groan,
‘When none will sigh for me ?

Perchance my dog? will whine in vain,
Till fed by stranger hands;

But long ere I come back again
He’d tear me where he stands. 6

I ['William Fletcher, the faithful valet; —who, after a
service of twenty vears, (“ during which,” he says, *“ his Lord
was more to him than a father,”) received the Pilgrim’s last
words at Missolonghi, and did nof quit his remains, until he
had seen them deposited in the family vault at Hucknall. This
unsophisticated “ yeoman ” was a constant source of pleasantry
to his master : —e. g. “ Fletcher,” he says, in a letter to his
mother, “is not valiant; he requires comforts that I can dis-
pense with, and sighs fer beer, and beef, and tea, and his wife,
and the devil knows what besides. 'We were one night lost in
a thunder-storm, and since, neagly wrecked. In both cases he
was sorely bewildered ; from.apprehensions of famine and
banditti in the first, and drowning in the second instance.
His eyes were a little hurt by the lightning, or crying, I don’t
know which. I did what I could to conscle him, but found
him incorrigible. He sends six sighs to Sally. I shall settle
him in a farm ; for he has served me faithfully, and Sally is a
good woman.” After all his adventures by flood and field,
short commons included, this humble Achates of the poet has
now established himself as the keeper of an Italian warehouse,
in Charles Street, Berkeley Square, where, if he does not
thrive, every one who knows any thing of his character will
say he deserves to do s0.]

2 [“ Enough, enough, my yeoman good,

All this is well to say 3
But if I in thy sandals stood,
1*d laugh to get away.” — MS,
3 [ For who would trust a paramour,
Or e'en a wedded freere, £
Though her blue eyes were streaming o’er,
And torn her yellow hair 2’ — MS 51

4 1% I leave England without regret — I shall return to it
without pleasure. I am like Adam, the first convict sentenced
to transportation ; but I have no Eve, and have eaten no apple
but what wag sour as a crab.”’ — Lord B, fo My, Hodgson.

5 [From the following passage in a letter to Mr. Dallas, it
would appear that that gentleman had recommended the sup-
pression or alteration of this stanza:—*1 do not mean to
exchange the ninth verse  the  Good Night.’ I have no
reason to suppose my dog better than his brother brutes,
mankind ; and Argus, we know to be a fable.”]

6 Here follows, in the original MS.: —

¢ With thee, my bark, Il swiftly go
Athwart the foaming brine ;

Nor care what land thou bear’st me to,
So not again to mine.

Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves !
And when you fail my sight,

Weleome, ye deserts, and ye caves!
My native Land — Good Night!”7

XTV.

On, on the vessel flies, the land is gone,

And winds are rude, in Biscay’s sleepless bay.

Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anon,

New shores descried make every bosom gay ;

And Cintra’s mountain greets them on their way,

And Tagus dashing onward to the deep,

His fabled golden tribute bent to pay ;

And soon on board the Lusian pilots leap, [reap.
And steer *twixf fertile shores where yet few rustics

XV.

Ob, Christ! it is a goodly sight to see

‘What Heaven hath done for this delicious land !

‘What fruits of fragrance blush on every tree!

‘What goodly prospects o'er the hills expand !

But man would mar them with an impious hand :

And when the Almighty lifts his fiercest scourge

’Gainst those who most transgress his high command,

With treble vengeance will his hot shafts urge
Gaul’s locust host, and earth from fellest foemen purge. s

XVL
‘What beauties doth Lisboa9 first unfold !
Her image floating on that noble tide,
‘Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold, 10
But now whereon a thousand keels did ride
Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied,

¢ Methinks it would my bosom glad,

To change my proud estate,

And be again a laughing lad
‘With one beloved playmate.

Since youth I scarce have pass’d an hour
Without disgust or pain,

Except sometimes in Lady’s bower,
Or when the bowl I drain,”]

7 [Originally, the “little page” and the ®yeoman” were

introduced in the following stanzas: —

‘¢ And of his train there was a henchman page,
A peasant boy, who served his master well ;
And often would his pranksome prate engage
Childe Harold’s ear, when his proud heart did swell
‘With sable thoughts that he disdain’d to tell,
Then would he smile on him, and Alwin smiled,
‘When aught that from his young lips archly fell
The gloomy film from Harold’s eye beguiled ;

And pleased for a glimpse appear’d the woeful Childe.
Him and one yeoman only did he take
To travel eastward to a far countrie;
And, though the boy was grieved to leave the lake
On whose fair banks he grew from infancy,
Eftsoons his little heart beat merrily
‘With hope of foreign nations to behold,
And many things right marvellous to see,
Of which our vaunting voyagers oft have told.

In many a tome as true as Mandeville’s of old.”]

8 [* These Lusian brutes, and earth from worst of wretches

purge.”—MS.]

9 [« A friend advises Ulissipont; but Lisboa is the Por-
tuguese word, consequently the best, Ulissipont is pedantic 3
and as I had lugged in Hellas and Eros not long before, there
would have been something like an affectation of Greek terms,
which I wished to avoid, On the submission of Lusitania to
the Moors, they changed the name of the capital, which till
then had been {Jlis]po, or Lispo; because, in the Arabic al-
phabet, the letter p is not used, Hence, I believe, Lisboa,
whence again, the French Lisbonne, and our Lisbon,— God
knows which the earlier corruption ! — Byrom, MS.]

10 [“ Which poets, pronetolie, have paved with gold.”—MS.]
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And to the Lusians did her aid afford :
A mnation swoln with ignorance and pride,
Who lick yet loathe the hand that waves the sword
To save them from the wrath of Gaul's unsparing
lord. ! .

XVIL
But whoso entereth within this town,
That, sheening far, celestial seems o be,
Disconsolate will wander up and down,
"Mid many things unsightly to strange ee ;2
For hut and palace show like filthily
The dingy denizens are rear’d in dirt ;
Ne personage of high or mean degree
Doth care for cleanness of surtout or shirt,
Though shent with Egypt’s plague, unkempt, un-
wash'd ; unhurt.

XVIIL

Poor, paltry slaves! yet born midst noblest scenes—

Why, Nature, waste thy wonders on such men ?

Lo! Cintra’s3 glorious Eden intervenes

In variegated maze of mount and glen.

Ah, me! what hand can pencil guide, or pen,

To follow half on which the eye dilates

Through views more dazzling unto mortal ken

Than those whereof such things the bard relates,
Who to the awe-struck world unlock’d Elysium’s gates ?

XIX,

‘The horrid crags, by toppling convent crown’d,
The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep,
The mountain-moss by scorching skies imbrown’d,
The sunken glen, whose sunless shrubs must weep,
The tender azure of the unrufiied deep,
The orange tints that gild the greenest bough,
The torrents that from cliff to valley leap,
The vine on high, the willow branch below,

Mix'd in one mighty scene, with varied beauty glow.

! [By comparing this and the thirteen following stanzas
| with the account of his progress which Lord Byron sent home

to his mother, the reader will see that they are the exact
echoes of the thoughts which occurred to his mind as he went
over the spots described. — Moorg.]

2 [** *Mid many things that grieve both nose and ee.”—M S.]

3 [ To make amends for the filthiness of Lisbon, and its
still filthier inhabitants, the village of Cintra, about fifteen
miles from the capital, is, perhaps, in every respect the most
delightful in Europe. It contains beauties of every description,
natural and artificial : palaces and gardens rising in the midst
of rocks, cataracts, and precipices: convents on stupendous
heights ; a distant view of the sea and the Tagus; and, besides
(though that is a secondary consideration), is remarkable as
the scene of Sir Hew Dalrymple’s convention. It unites in
itself all the wildness of the western Highlands with the
verdure of the south of France,” — B, to Mrs. Byron, 1809.]

* The convent of “ Our Lady of Punishment,” Nossa Seflora
de Pena, on the summit of the rock. Below, at some distance,
is the Cork Convent, where St. Honorius dug his den, over
which is his epitaph. From the hills, the sea adds to the
beauty of the view.— Nofe fo 15t Edition. — Since the pub-
lication of this poem, I have been informed of the misappre-
hension of the term Nossa Senrora de Pena. It was owing to
the want of the filde or mark over the n, which alters the sig-
| nification of the word: with it, Pena signifies a rock ; without
| it, Pena has the sense I adopted. I do not think it necessary
| to alter the passage; as, though the common acceptation
affixed to it is “ Our Lady of the Rock,” I may well assume
the other sense from the severities practised there.— Note fo
2d Edition.

| 3 Itis a well known fact, that in the year 1809, the assassin-
| ations in the streets of Lisbon and its vicinity were not eonfined
by the Portuguese to their countrymen ; but that Englishmen
were daily butchered : and so far from redress being obtained,
we were requested not to interfere if we perceived any com-
patriot defending himself against his allies. Iwas once stopped

XX

Then slowly climb the many-winding way,
And frequent turn to linger as you go,
From loftier rocks new loveliness survey,
And rest ye at % Our Lady’s house of woe; "4
Where frugal monks their little relics shov,
And sundry legends to the stranger tell :
Here impious men have punish’d been, and 1o |
Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dwell,

In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell.

XX

And here and there, as up the crags you spring,

Mark many rude-carved crosses near the path :

Yet deem not these devotion’s offering —

These are memorials frail of murderous wrath :

For wheresoe'er the shrieking victim hath

Pour'd forth his blood beneath the assassin’s knife,

Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath ;

And grove and glen with thousand such are rife
Throughout this purple land, where law secures not

life. 5

XXII.

On sloping mounds, or in the vale beneath,

Are domes where whilome kings did make repair;

But now the wild flowers round them only breathe;

Yet ruin’d splendour still is lingering there,

And yonder towers the Prince’s palace fair :

There thou too, Vathek 16 England’s wealthiest son,

Onee form’d thy Paradise, as not aware

‘When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds hath done,
Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to shun. 7

XXIIL
Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure plan,
Beneath yon mountain’s ever beauteous brow;
But now, as if a thing unblest by Man,
Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou !

in the way to the theatre at eight o’clock in the evening, when
the streets were not more empty than they generally are at
that hour, opposite to an open shop, and in a carriage with a
friend : had we not fortunately been armed, I have not the
least doubt that we should have “adorned atale” instead of
telling one. The crime of assassination is not confined to
Portugal : in Sicily and Malta we are knocked on the head at
a handsome average nightly, and not a Sicilian or Maltese is
ever punished !

6 [“ Vathek ** (says Lord Byron, in one of his diaries,) “ was
one of the tales I had a very early admiration of. For cor-
rectness of costume, beauty of description, and power of
imagination, it far surpasses all European imitations; and
bears such marks of originality, that those who have visited
the East will find some difficulty in believing it to be more
than a translation. As an eastern tale, even Rasselas must
bow before it; his ‘happy valley * will not bear a comparison
with the ¢ Hall of Eblis."” — [William Beckford, Esq., son of
the once celebrated alderman, and heir to his enormous
wealth, published, at the early age of eighteen, * Memoirs of
extraordinary Painters;” and in the year after, the romance
thus eulogised. After sitting for Hindon in several parlia-
ments, this gifted person was induced to fix, for a time, his
residence in Portugal, where the memory of his magnificence
was fresh at the period of Lord Byron's pilgrimage. Returning
to England, he realised all the outward shows of Gothic
grandeur in his unsubstantial pageant of Fonthill Abbey ; and
has more recently been indulging his fancy with another, pro-
bably not more lasting, monument of architectural caprice, in
the vicinity of Bath. "It is much to be regretted, that, after a
lapse of fifty years, Mr. Beckford’s literary reputation should
continue to rest entirely on his juvenile, however remarkable,
performances. Itissaid, however, that he has prepared several
works for posthumous publication.]

7 [* When Wealth and Taste their worst and best havedone,

feck Peace pollution’s lure voluptuous still must
shun.” — MS.]

e
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Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow

To halls deserted, portals gaping wide ;

Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how
Vain are the pleasaunces on earth supplied ;
Swept into wrecks anon by Time’s ungentle tide !

XXIV.
Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened ! 1
Oh! dome displeasing unto British eye!
With diadem hight foolscap, lo! a fiend,
A little fiend that scoffs incessantly,
There sits in parchment robe array’d, and by
His side is hung a seal and sable scroll,
Where blazon’d glare names known to chivalry,
And sundry signatures adorn the roll [soul. 2
Whereat the Urchin points, and laughs with all his

XXV.

Convention is the dwarfish demon styled

That foil'd the knights in Marialva’s dome :

Of brains (if brains they had) he them beguiled,

And turn’d a nation’s shallow joy to gloom.

Here Folly dash’d to earth the victor’s plume,

And Policy regain’d what arms had lost :

For chiefs like ours in vain may laurels bloom !

Woe to the conqu’ring, not the conquer’d host,
Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusifania’s coast !

XXVL

And ever since that martial synod met,

Britannia sickens, Cintra! at thy name;

And folks in office at the mention fret,  [shame.

And fain would blush, if blush they could, for

How will posterity the deed proclaim !

Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer,

To view these champions cheated of their fame,

Ry foes in fight o’erthrown, yet victors here, {yc:zu'?
‘Where Scorn her finger points through many a coming

I The Convention of Cintra was signed in the palace of the
Marchese Marialva. — [ The armistice, the negotiations, the
convention itself, and the execution of its provisions, were all
commenced, conducted, and cungiuded, at the distance of
thirty miles from Cintra, with which place they had not the
slightest connection, political, military, or local ; yet Lord
Byron has gravely asserted, in prose and verse, that the con-

véntion was signed at the Marquis of Marialva’s house at

ing upon the poet's discovery, detected the stains of the ink
S(:?lt g’}— .}'lmntpup(_jn the occasion.” — Napier’s History of the
insular War. v
P?iﬁle passage stood differently in the original MS. Some
verses which the poet omitted al the entreaty of his friends
can now offend no one, and may perhaps amuse many : —
In golden characters right well design’d,
First on the list appeareth one  Junot ;"
Then certain other glorious names we find,
Which rhyme compelleth me to place below:
Dull victors! bafiled by a vanquish’d foe,
Wheedled by conynge tongues of laurels due,
Stand, worthy of each other, in 2 row —
Sir Arthur, Harry, and the dizzard Hew
Dalrymple, seely wight, sore dupe of t* other tew.

Convention is the dwarfish demon styled

That foil’'d the knights in Marialva’s dome :

Of brains (if brains they had) he them beguiled,

And turn’d a nation’s shallow joy to gloom.

For well I wot, when first the news did come,

That Vimiera's field by Gaul was lost,

For paragraph ne paper scarce had room,

Such Paans teemed for our triumphant host,
In Courier, Chronicle, and eke in Morning Post :

But when Convention.sent his hgindyfwor;;,

Pens, tongues, feet, hands, combined in wild uproar;
Mayor, aldermen, laid down the uplifted fork ;

The Bench of Bishops half forgot to snore;

Stern Cobbett, wno for one whole week forbore

=0

Cintra ; and the author of ¢ The Diary of an Invalid,’ improv--

XXVII
So deem’d the Childe, as o’er the mountains he
Did take his way in solitary guise :
Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thought fo fiee,
More restless than the swallow in the skies:
Though here awhile he leirn’d to moralize,
For Meditation fix’d at times on him;
And conscious Reason whisper’d to despise
His early youth misspent in maddest whim ;
But as he gazed on truth his aching eyes grew dim.

XXVIIL
To horse! to horse ! 3 he guits, for ever quits
A scene of peace, though soothing to his soul:
Again he rouses from his moping fits,
But seeks not now the harlot and the bowl
Onward he flies, nor fix’d as yet the goal
Where he shall rest him on his pilgrimage ;
And o'er him many changing scenes must roll
Ere toil his thirst for travel can assuage,
Or he shall ealm his breast, or learn experience sage.

XXIX.
Yet Mafra shall one moment claim delay,
Where dwelt of yore the Lusians’ luckless queen;*
And church and court did mingle their array,
And mass and revel were alternate seen;
Lordlings and freres — ill-sorted fry I ween !
But here the Babylonian whore hath built 2
A dome, where flaunts she in such glorious sheen,
That men forget the blood which she hath spilt,
And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to varnish guilt.

XXX,
Q’er vales that teem with fruits, romantic hills,
(Oh, that such hills upheld a freeborn race! )
Whereon to gaze the eye with joyaunce fills,
Childe Harold wends through many a pleasant place;

To question aught, once more with transport leapt,

And bit his devilish quill agen, and swore

With foe such treaty never should be kept, [—slept!
Then burst the blatant * beast, and roar’d, and raged, and

Thus unto Heaven appeal’d the people : Heaven,
‘Which loves the lieges of our gracious King,
Decreed, that, ere our generals were forgiven,
Inquiry should be held about the thing. ;
But Mercy cloak’d the babes beneath her wing;
And as they spared our foes, so spared we them ;
(Where was the pity of our sires for Byng ? 1)
Yet knaves, not idiots, should the law condemn ;
Then live, ye gallant knights! and bless your Judges’
phlegm ! 4
3 [« After remaining ten days in Lishon, we sent our bag-
gage and part of our servants by sea to Gibraltar, and travelled
on horseback to Seville: a distance of nearly fuur_ hundred
miles. The horses are excellent: we rode seventy mllcs'a-da_v.
Eggs and wine, and hard beds, are all the accommodation we
found, and, in such torrid weather, quite enough.” B. Letters,
1809.
4 “JHer luckless Majesty went subsequently mad ; and Dr.
Willis, who so dexterously cudgelled kingly pericraniums,
could make nothing of hers.”— Byron MS. [The queen
laboured under a melancholy kind of derangement, from
which she never recovered. She died at the Brazils, in 1816.]
5 The extent of Mafra is prodigious: it contains a palace,

* « Blatant beast *’ — a figure for the mob, I think first used
by Smollett in his © Adventures of an Atom.” Horace has
the “bellua multorum capitum:” in England, fortunately
enough, the illustrious mobility have not even one.

+ By this query it is not meant that our foolish generals
should have been shot, but that Byng might have been spared,
though the one suffered and the others escaped, probably for
Candide’s reason, “pour encourager les auntres” [See
Croker’s “ Boswell,” vol. i. p. 298. ; and the Quarterly Rev]gw,
vol. xxvii. p.207., where the question, whether the admiral
was or was not a political martyr, is treated at large.]
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Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase,
And marvel men should quit their easy chair,
The toilsome way, and long, long league to frace,
Oh! there is sweetness in the mountain air,

And life, that bloated Ease can never hope to share,

XXXI,
More bleak to view the hills at length recede,
And, less luxuriant, smoother vales extend ;
Immense horizon-bounded plains succeed |
Far as the eye discerns, withouten end,
Spain’s realms appear whereon her shepherds tend
Flocks, whose rich fleece right well the trader
knows —
Now must the pastor’s arm his lambs defend :
For Spain is compass’d by unyielding foes,
And all must shield their all, or share Subjection’s
woes.

XXXIL

Where Lusitania and her Sister meet,

Deem ye what bounds the rival realms divide ?

Or ere the jealous queens of nations greet,

Doth Tayo interpose his mighty tide ?

Or dark Sierras rise in craggy pride ?

Or fence of art, like China’s vasty wall ? —

Ne barrier wall, ne river deep and wide,

Ne horrid crags, nor mountains dark and tall,
Rise like the rocks that part Hispania’s land from Gaul :

XXXTIL.

But these between a silver streamlet glides,

And scarce a name distinguisheth the brook,

Though rival kingdoms press its verdant sides.

Here leans the idle shepherd on his crook,

And vacant on the rippling waves doth look,

That peaceful still *twixt bitterest foemen flow ;

For proud each peasant as the noblest duke :

Well doth the Spanish hind the difference know
*Twixt him and Lusian slave, the lowest of the low. !

XXXIV.
But ere the mingling bounds have far been pass'd,
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 2
In sullen billows, murmuring and vast,
So noted ancient roundelays among. 3
‘Whilome upon his banks did legions throng

convent, and most superb church. The six organs are the
most beautiful I ever beheld, in point of decoration: we did
not hear them, but were told that their tones were corre-
spondent to their splendour. Mafra is termed the Escurial of
Portugal. [ About ten miles to the right of Cintra,” says
Lord Byron, in a letter to his mother, *is the palace of Mafra,
the boast of Portugal, as it might be of any country, in point
of magnificence, without elegance. There is a convent -an-
nexed: the monks, who possess large revenues, are courteous
enough, and understand Latin; so that we had a long con-
versation. They have a large library, and asked me if the
English had any books in their country.” — Mafra was erected
by John V., in pursuance of a vow, made in a dangerous fit of
illness, to found a convent for the use of the poorest friary in
the kingdom. Upon inquiry, this poorest was found at Matra;
where twelve Franciscans lived together in a hut. There is a
magnificent view of the existing edifice in “ Finden’s Ilus-
trations.”]
! As 1 found the Portuguese, so I have characterised them,
That they are since improved, at least in courage, is evident.
The late exploits of Lord Wellington have effaced the follies
of Cintra. He has, indeed, done wonders: he has, perhaps,
changed the character of a nation, reconciled rival super-
stitions, and baffled an enemy who never retreated before his
predecessors. — 1812.
2 [ But ere the bounds of Spain have far been pass’d,

For ever famed in many a noted song.” — MS.]
3 [Lord Byron seems to have thus early acquired enough
of Spanish to understand and appreciate ‘the grand body of
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Of Moor and Knight, in mailed splendour drest :
Here ceased the swift their race, here sunk the strong;
The Paynim turban and the Christian crest

Mix’d on the bleeding stream, by floating hosts oppress'd,

XXXV.

Oh, lovely Spain! renown’d, romantic land !

Where is that standard which Pelagio bore,

When Cava’s traitor-sire first call’d the band

That dyed thy mountain streams with Gothic gore? 4

‘Where are those bloody banners which of yore

Waved o’er thy sons, victorious to the gale,

And drove at last the spoilers to their shore ?

Red gleam'd the cross, and waned the crescent pale,
While Afric’s echoes thrill'd with Moorish matrons’ wail.

XXXVL
Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale ?
Ah ! such, alas! the hero’s amplest fate !
‘When granite moulders and when records fail,
A peasant’s plaint prolongs his dubious date,
Pride! bend thine eye from heaven to thine estate,
See how the mighty shrink into a song !
Can Volume, Pillar, Pile, preserve thee great 7
Or must thou trust Tradition’s simple tongue,
When Flattery sleeps with thee, and History does thee
wrong ?
XXXVIL
Awake, ye sons of Spain | awake ! advance !
Lo ! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries ;
But wields not, as of old, her thirsty lance,
Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies :
Now on the smoke of blazing bolts she flies,
And speaks in thunder through yon engine’s roar |
In every peal she calls—« Awake ! arise!”
Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore,
When her war-song was heard on Andalusia’s shore ?

XXXVIIL
Hark ! heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note ?
Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath ?
Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote ;
Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath
Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves ? — the fires of death,
The bale-fires flash on high : — from Tock to rock
Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe .
Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc, 5
Red Battle stamps his foot, and nations feel the shock.

ancient popular poetry, — unequalled in Europe, — which
must ever form the pride of that magnificent language. See
his beautiful version of one of the best of the ballads of the
Granada war — the “ Romance muy doloroso del sitio v toma
de Alhama.”] 1
4 Count Julian's daughter, the Helen of Spain. Pelagius
preserved his independence in the fastnesses of the Asturias,
and the descendants of his followers, after some centuries,
completed their struggle by the conquest of Grenada. —
[ Almost all the Spanish historians, as well as the voice of
tradition, ascribe the invasion of the Moors to the forcible
violation by Roderick upon Florinda, called by the Moors
Caba, or Cava. She was the daughter of Count Julian, one of
the Gothic monarch’s principal lieutenants, who, when the
crime was perpetrated, was engaged in the defence of Ceuta
against the Moors. In his indignation at the ingratitude of
his sovereign, and the dishonour of his daughter, Count Julian
forgot the duties of a Christian and a patriot, and, forming an
alliance with Musa, then the Caliph’s lieutenant in Africa, he
countenanced the invasion of Spain by a body of Saracens and
Africans, commanded by the celebrated Tarik ; the issue of
which was the defeat and death of Roderick, and the occn-
pation of almost the whole peninsula by the Moors. The
Spaniards, in detestation of Florinda’s memory, are said, hy
Cervantes, never to bestow that name upon auy human female,
reserving it for their dogs.” — S1IR WALTER ScorT.]

5 “ from rock to rock

lue columns soar aloft in sulphurous wreath,
Fragments on fragments in confusion knock.” — M$.]

O
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XXXIX.
Lo! where the Giant on the mountain stands,
His blood-red tresses deep'ning in the sun,
With death-shot glowing in his fiery hands,
And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon ;
Restless it rolls, now fix’d, and now anon
Flashing afar,—and at his iron feet
Destruction cowers, to mark what deeds are done;
For on this morn three potent nations meet,
To shed before his shrine the blood he deems most
sweet.
XL,
By Heaven ! it is a splendid sight to see
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there)
Their rival scarfs of mix'd embroidery,
Their various arms that glitter in the air! St
What gallant war-hounds rouse them from their La.llr,
And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey !
All join the chase, but few the triuu?ph share ;
The Grave shall bear the chiefest pme‘avmy,
And Havoce scarce for joy can number their array.

XLI

Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice ; ;

Three tongues prefer strange orisons on ‘hlgh_;

Three gaudy standards flout the pale bh_J.le skies 3

The shouts are France, Spain, Albion, Victory !

The foe, the victim, and the fond :‘dly ]

That fights for all, but ever fights in vamn,

Are met—as if at home they could not die—

To feed the crow on Talavera’s plain, |
And fertilize the field that each pretends to gain. !

XLIL

There shall they rot — Ambition’s honour’dfpols 12

Yes, Honour decks the turf that wraps their clay !

Vain Sophistry ! in these behold the tools,

The broken tools, that tyrants cast away.

By myriads, when they dare to pave their way

With human hearts—to what? —a d]'ea.l:[l alone.

Can despots compass aught that hails th‘cn- sway ?

Or call with truth one span of earth their own,
Save that wherein at last they erumble bone by bone ?

XLIIL
h, Albuera, glorious field of grief!
gs’u‘er thy plain the Pilgrim prick'd ]:usi steed,
Who could foresee thee, in a space so brief,
A scene where mingling foes should hqasii and bleed !
Peace to the perish’d ! may the warriors meed
And tears of triumph their reward prolong !
Till others fall where other chieftaim:; lead,
Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng_, ;
And shine in worthless lays, the theme of transien
song.3

1 See APPENDIX, Note A. e
2 let them rot— while rhymers tell the loo
L ’]]Ei!r]s?:?::nour decks the turf that wraps their clay !
Liars avaunt ! ” — MB.]
i i i iginal MS.
3 ['This stanza is not in the origina S
at lgewstead, in August, 1811, shortly aft
Albuera.] f
i i ro Spanish un.
rille, we lodged in the house of two ;
m;rE;:':(? Easd?;;, ?womeu :}% charactcrf the em"“.ﬁg‘f’;‘;‘. glrﬁ:s;zi
y t pretty. The freedom of manner, whit ene:
sﬁ; U;s?c%r?isshl::d mye not a little; and, in the course of guttiéhz;
observation, T find that reserv;: is nc;td t;gugh:f)a;g?r?lfy o
i . The eldest honoured : ! o)
E'}ijl?}:mi]:ar; eg::ticulnr attention, embracing him with great

It was written
er the battle of

i days), after cut-
t parting (I was there but three days),
E?I[lls ag‘jg.slseik%f his hair, and presenting him with one of her

‘ XLIV.
Enough of Battle’s minions ! let them play
Their game of lives, and barter breat?l for fame :
Fame that will scarce re-animate then_- clay,
Though thousands fall to deck some smgle'name.
In sooth “twere sad to thwart their noble :m:n
Who strike, blest hirelings ! for their country’s good,
And die, that living might have prov‘ed her shame ;
Perish’d, perchance, in some dolmesnc feud,
Or in a narrower sphere wild Rapine’s path pursued.

XLYV.
Full swiftly Harold wends his lonely way
Where proud Sevilla4 triumphs unsubdued :
Yet is she free — the spoiler’s wish’d-f‘or prey !

_ Soon, soon shall Conquest’s fiery foot intrude,
Blackening her lovely domes with t;:aces rude.
Tnevitable hour ! *Gainst fate fo strive
Where Desolation plants her famish'd _broad
Is vain, or Ilion, Tyre might yet survive, :

And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to thrive.

XLVL
But all unconscious of the coming doom,
The feast, the song, the revel here abounds 3
Strange modes of merriment the hours cgmsume,
Norbleed these patriots with their conntry’s wounds:
Nor here War's clarion, but Love's rebeck 5 sounds ;
Here Folly still his vofaries inthralls; [r?unlds :
And young-eyed Lewdness wa.lk.s her midnight
Girt, with the silent crimes of Capitals,
Still to the last kind Viee clings to the tott'ring walls.

XLVIL

Not so the rustic — with his frembling mate

He lurks, nor casts his heavy eye afar,

Test he should view his vineyard desolate,

Blasted below the dun hot breath of_ war.

No more beneath soft Eve’s consenting star

Fandango twirls his jocund castanet : ‘

Ah, monarchs ! could ye taste the mirth ye mar,

Not in the toils of Glory would ye fret ; :
The hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man be happy

yet!
XLVIIL

How carols now the lusty mu]egeer ?

Of love, romance, devotion is his lay,

As whilome he was wont the leagues to cheer,

His quick bells wildly jingling on lthe way ? 5

No! as he speeds, he chants « Viva el Rey !

And checks his song to execrate Godoy,

The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day

When first Spain’s queen beheld the black-eyed boy,
And gore-faced Treason sprung from her adulterate

Joy.
feet in length, which I send, and beg you

g?ﬁ]‘r:gﬁttghrigy gﬁtllll'[:l. I:?er’last words were, © A.dllors, tu
hermoso ! me gusto mucho.’ ¢ Adien, you pretty fellow ! you
please ‘me much.’ ” — Lord B. to his Mother, Aug. 1809.]

3 [A kind of fiddle, with only two strings, played on by a
bow, said to have been brought by the Moors 1.nt.o .‘Spmp.] :

6 « Viya el Rey Fernando!” Long live King Ferdinand !
is the chorus of most of the Spanish patriotic songs. They
are chiefly in dispraise of the old King Charles, the Queeu,
and the Prince of Peace. I have heard many of them : some

of the airs zre beautiful. Don Manuel Godoy, the Principe

i v i born at Ba.
la Paz, of an ancient but decayed family, was orn 2
?i:ch;., on the frontiers of Portugal, and was originally el(;l tge
ranks of the Spanish guards; till his person attracte t. e
queen’s eyes, and raised him to the dukedom of Alcudia, &c.

&c. It is to this man that the Spaniards universally impute
the ruin of their country.




